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PREFACE

' HILE we fing the -Praifes of our
God in bis Church, we are em-
ploy'd in that Part of . Werfhip

. which of all others is the neareit
#-kin to Heaven ; and ’tis pity that this of all
. others fhould be perform’d ‘the worft upon
rth.  The Gofpel brings us nearer to the
beavenly State than all the former Difpenfa-
tiens of God amongft Men: And in thefe laft
Days of the Gofpel we are brought almoft
within fight of the Kingdom of our Lord ;
jet we are very much unacquainted with the
Songs of the New Ferufalem, and unpraétis’d
In the Work of Praife. To fee the dull In-
ifference, the negligent and the thcughtlefs

A, that  fits upon the Faces of a whole Af-

fef_nbly, while the Pfalm is on their Lips,

?\%httempt even a charitable Obferver to

s ulpect the Fervency of inward Religion ; and

Ysmuch to be fear;ii that the Minds of mo{}
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iv The PREFACE.

of the Worfhippers are abfent or unconcern'd:
Perhaps the Modes of Preaching in the bekt

Churches flill want fome Degrees of Refor-
mation, nor are the Methods of Prayer fo per-
fe&t as to ftand in need of no Corre&ion or
-Improvement: But of all our Religious Solem-
nities Pfalnody is the moft unbappily ma-
nag'd. {That every Ation which fhould ete-
vite us to the moft delightful*and divine Sen-
fations, doth dor dnly flat otir Devotion, but .
too oftenawakens our Regret, and touches all
the Springs of Uneafinefs within us,

" I have been long convinc'd, that otre preat
Occafion of this. Evil arifes from the Mat-
ter and Words to ‘which we confine all out
Songs. Same. of them aré alinoft oppofite to
the Spirit of the Gofpel : Many of thiem fo-.
reign to the State of the New-Teflament,
amf widely different from the prefent Cir-
cumftances of Chriftians. Hence it comes
to pafs, that when fpiritual Affe€tions are
excited withiiti us, and our. Souls are rais’'d 2
Jittle above this Earth in the Beginning of
a Pfalm, we are check’d 6n a fudden in our
Afcent toward Heaven, by fome Expreffions
that are more fuited to the Days of Carnal
Ordinances, and. fit only to be fung in the
Worldly Sanétuary. When we are juft .en-
tring into an Evangelick Frame by fome of
the- Glories of the Gofpel prefented - in the
btighteft Figures of Pndaifin, yet the very
next Line perhaps which the Clerk parcels:

out unto us, hath fomething in it fo ex-



The PREFACE. v

tremely Zewifb and cloudy, that darkens our
Sight of God the Saviour : This by keeping
tio clofe to David in the Houfe of God,
the Vail of Mofes is thrown over our Hearts.
While we are kindling into Divine Love by
the Meditations of thie loving Kindnefs of God,
and the Multitude ¢f bis tender Mercies,with-
in a few Verfes fome dreadful Curfe againt
Men is propos’d toour Lips; That God would
add Iniquity unto their Iniquiry, nor let ’enz
come inro bis Righteonfnefs, but blot ews out of
the Book of the Living, Pfal. Ixix. 26,27, 28.
“which is {o contrary to the New Command-
ment of loving our Enemies 3-and even under
“the Old Teltament is beft atcounted for, by
referring’ it to the Spirit of Prophetick Ven-
geance: Some Sentencesofthe ‘Pfalmift that
are expreflive of the Temper of our own
Hearts, and the Circumftances of our Lives,
may compofe our Spirits to Serioufnefs, and
allure usto a fweet Retirement within our
felves, but we meet with a following Line,
which fo peculiarly belongs but to one Ac-
-tion or Hour of the Life of David or of A4-
. Japh, that breaks off our Song in the Midft;
our Confciences are affrighted, left we fhould
fpeak a Falfhood unto God : Thus the Pow-
ers of our Sou's are fhock’d on a fudden, and
our Spirits ruffled before we havé Time to
reflet, that this may be fung only' as a Hi-
flory of ancient Saints: And, perhaps, in
fome Inflances, that Salvo is hardly fufficient
wcither. Befides, it alinoft always fpoils
o Az - the.



vi The PREFACE.

the Devotion by breakingthe uniform Thread
ofit. For while our Lips and our Hearts
run on fweetly together, applying the Words
to our own Cale, there is Fomeﬁﬁng of Di-
vine Delight in it: - Butat once we are force

to turn off the Application abruptly, and out
Lips fpeak nothing but the Heart of David:
Thus our own Hearts are as it were forbid
the Purfuit.of the Song, and then the Har-
mony and the Worfhip grow dull of meer ne-
ceffiey. .

Many - Minifters, and many private Chri-
ftians, -have long groan’d under this Incon-
venience, and have wifh’d rather than at-
tempted a Reformation: At their importu-
nate and repeated Requefls I have for fome
Years paft devoted many Hours of Leilure to
this Service. Far be it from* my Thoughts
to lay afide the Book of Pfalms in publick .
Worfhip ; few can pretend fo.great a Value
for them as my felf : It is the moft Artful,
moft Devotional and Divine Colle&tion of -
Poefy 5 and nothing can be fuppos’d more
proper to raife a pious Soul to Heaven than
fome: Parts of that Book ; never was a Piece
of experimental - Divinity fo nobly written,
and fo juftly reverenced and admired : But
it muft be acknowledged {lill, that there are
a thoufand Lines in it which were not made
for a Church jn our Days, to affume as its
own : There are alfo many Deficiencies of
Light and Glory, which our Lord Zefus and
kis Apoftles have fupply’d in the ‘Writings of «
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Y theNéw TcﬁLment ‘and ‘with /this Advan-
", tie I Have compos 'd thefe G%Jltual Songs
which are nowprefented to the World- - Nor
is the Attempt vain-glorious‘or lz refuming ;
forin refpettof clear EvangelicatKnowledge,
The leaft in the Kingdom'of Heaven is greater
tbauall the 7#«101]17 Probets, Matt. xi. 11.
" Nowlet mégive'a: Ihort'Acc‘éuat of the fol

"lowing Compofures.: ' -

. - The greateft Part of em are ﬁn'ted to the |
genera) State of the ‘Gofpel, and the moft -
“common Affairs of Chiriftiarls # I hope there
W‘u be'-ve 'y “few found: b@t what mdy pro-
perly be ‘ufed ‘in o rcllgious'Aﬁ'&iny, and
not ong of them but may well be ‘ddapted to
fome Sea{bns, either of private or of publick
Worfh:p The moft _frequent Tempers and
C anges of our 8 mt, and Conditions of our

fé are’ here copied, and'thie Breathings of

Oul Piet, expreﬁP accordmg td the Variety
“of our affions, pur’ Love, our Fear, our
Hope, our Defire; our’ Sotrow, our - Wonder,
“and our Joy, as they.are reﬁndd tnto Devo-
_ tion, and at ‘under the' lnﬂuence and Con-
b “duf of “the’ Blefed Spirit; all -¢onverfing
“Twith God the Pathér b K thc ncw‘ and" lwmg

I\,Va)’ of Accefs to the ne, even’ thc er-
°,;’ and. tlie ‘Médiarion of our Lérd Fefus
Chrift. *'Fo hxm alfo, evér to the Tamb that
“’W’ S3in' 6224 oty szzsfeso I have addrefe’d
many a Song . for thus doith the Holy Scrip-
| © tute mﬂm& and teach us'to worfhip;inthe va-
3 "°{“ thort PattCrns of Chriftian Plalmody de-

{crt
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feribed in the Revwelatiops. I have avpided .

the more; obfcure and controverted Points of
Chriftianity, - that wemight.all obey the Di-
re€tion of-the . Word .of God, and fing bis
Praifes wirh Underflanding,. Plal xlvii. 7.

The Centensions and diftinguithing Words of

Seéls -and Parties greifeclyded, that whole
Affembliea might affift.at.the Harmony, and
different Churches join in the fame Worthip
without Offenge.. - .. -

1f any Expreffions occpr tp the Reader that

favour of an. Qpinion different from his own,
yet -he m’;g’-"oi@rv:e.;hcfe,age enerally fuch
as arccapableiof an extenfive Senfe, and may
be yfed with a gharitable Latitude. 1 think
*tis moft agregable, that what is provided for
¥ublick .Singing,- fhould give to fincere Con-

ciences . as listle . Difturbance as &oﬂiblc. ‘

However, wherg any unpleafing Word is
- found, he, thatleads the ',\X?mfhip may fubfti-
- tute a better 5 for. (blefled be :God) we are

fed b |
riot confiped 0 shca:War.E&lOf any Man inour

ublick Solemnities, . . . . .,
The whole - Bpak it written in four forts
:if Merre, and. ﬁ:felso ‘tb'at{;‘q modﬁ -common
unes. I have feldom permitted a Stop in
the Middie of a dpngy 4nd ellorp.Jek the

end of a Line, withoys, oneyio camppere. a livle

with the unhappy . Minturg of Reading ‘apd
Singing, -which  capnot prefeotly .be.rcform-
red.  The Metaphors “are _geneiaﬂ§ fupk
to the Level of vulgar Capacities. I have
aim'd at Eafe, of Nymbers and Smoothnefs of

PR sound,



The PREFACE. ix

Sound, and endeavoured to. make the Senfe

" plain and obvious.  1f the Verfe appears fo

gentie and flowing as to incur the Cenfure
of Peeblenefls, I may honeftly affirm, that
fometimes ‘it coft me Labour to make it fo :
Some of the Beauties of Poefy are negle€ted,
and fome wilfully defac’d : | have 'thrown
out the Lines that were too‘fonorous, and

“have given an Allay to the Verfe, left a
more exalted Turn of Thought or Language

fhould darken ordifturb the Devotion of the

“weakeft Souls. But henge it comes to pafs,

that I haveé been forc’d to lay afide many
Hymns after they were finifh'd, and utterly
exclude them from this Volume, becaufe of
the bolder Figures of Speech that crouded
themfelves into the Verfe, and a more un-
confin'd Variety of Number, whith I could
not eafily reftrain. '

Thefe, with many other Divineand Moral
Compofures, are now Printed in a Second

"Edition of the Poems, entitled, Hore Lyrice ;
for as in that Book I have endeaveur’d to

pleafe and ‘profit the politer Part of Mankind,
without 'oﬂ—i;nding' the plainer fort of Chri-
ftians, fo in this it has been my Labour to

_promote the pious Entertainment of Souls
‘truly fcrious, even of the meaneft Capacity,

and at the fame Time (if poffible) not to

give Difguft to Perfons of richer Senfe, and

nicer Education ; and I hope, in the prefent

Volume this End will appear to be purfu’d

with much greater Hxvpinefs than in the firft
s .

In
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Impreffion of it, though the World affures me
the former has not much Reafon to com-
plain, - . : '

The whole is divided into three Books.

- In the Firft, 1 have borrow'd the Senfe
and “much of the Form. of the Song from
fome particular Portions of Scripture, and
‘bave paraphras’d .moft of the Doxologies in
.the New L'eftament, that contain any Thing
.in ’em peculiarly, Evangelical, and many
Parts of the Old Teftament alfo, that have 2
Reference to the Times of the Meffiah. In
thefle I'expet to. be often cenfur'd for a too
religious Obfervance .of the Words of Scrip-
ture, whereby the Verfe is weaken’d and
dcbas’d “according to the Judgment of the
Criticks: But as my whole Defign was to
aid the Devction of Chriftians, fo more ef-

- pecially in, this Part:; And I am farisfy'd 1
thall hereby - attain two Ends, (viz.) affit
the Worfhip of all ferious Minds, to whom
the Expreflions of Scripture are ever dcar
and delightful, and gratify the Tafte and In-
clinition of thofer who think nothing muft
be fung unto God but- the Tranflations of his
‘own Word. Yet you will always find in this
Paraphrafe dark Expreflions enlighten'd, and
the Levitical Ceremonies and Hcbrew Forms
of Speech chang’d into the . Worfhip of the
Gefpel, and expliin’d in the Language of
our Time and Nation ; and what would not
bear fych an Alteration is omicted and laid
+ide. After this Manner fRould I rejoice
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'to {e€ a good: Part of the Book of Plalms fit-

ted for the Ule of our Churches, and David

-converted into @ Chriftian : But becaufe [

cannot perfuade others to attempt this glo-
rious Wark, I have fuffered my fclf to be
perfuaded to begin it, and bave, thro’ Di-
vine Goodnefs, already procceded half way

- thro’, - - .o

The Second Part confifts of Hymns, whofc
Form is of meer Human Compofure, but I
hope -the Senfe and Materials will always
appear Divine. I might have brought fome

- Text or other, and apply’d it'to the Mar-

gin ofevery. Verfe, if this Method had been
as ufeful as it was eafy. If there be any Po-
ems in the Book that are capable of giving

. Delight to Perfons of a morc refin’d Tatte

and polite Education, perhaps they may be
found in this Part ; but excepe they lay afidc

-the Humour of Criticilm, and enter into a
- devout Prame, every Ode here already de-

fpairs of pleafing. I confefs my felf to have

" been too oftcn témpted away from the morc
- Spiritual Defigns | propos’d, by fome gay
- and flowery Expreffions that gratify’d the
- Fancy ; .the bright Images too often pre-
i vail'd above the Fire of Divine Affection
- and the Light exceeded the Heat: Yerl
" hope, in many.of them the Reader will ﬁn?zj

that, Devotion ditated the Song, and th

‘Head., and Hand “were nothing but Intcrprc-qj
- ters and Secretaries ito the Heart: Nor is
- the Magpificenee or. Boldnefs of the Figurej

com ]
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Comparable to that Divine Licenfe which is
_found in che Eighteenth and -Sixty :Eighth
Pfalms, feveral Chapters of 7eb, and other
Poetical Parts of Scriptiare : And in this Re-
fpe€ 1 may hope to efcape the Reproof of
thole who pay afacred Reverence to tﬁc Holy
Bible. S S ~

I have prepared the 7"ird Part only for
the Celebrarion of the Lord’s Supper, that,in
* Imitat.on of our Blefltd Saviour, we might
fing an Hymn after we have partaken of the
Bread and Wine. Here you will find fome
Paraphrafes of -Scripture, and fome other
Compofirions. 'Fhere are above an Hundred
-Hyrmon in the Two former Parts that may
very properly.be ufed in this Ordinance, and
fometimes perhaps appear more fuitable than
any of thelg laft : But there are Expreffions
generally ufed in thefe which confine ’em
only to the Table of the Lord, and there-
fore I have diftinguith’d and fet’em by them-
felves, P :

If the Lord, who inhabits the Praifes of
Ifrael, fhall refofe to. fmile upon this At-
tempt for the Reformation of Plalmody. a-
mong(t the Churches, yct! humbly hope that
his Bleffed Spirit wiil make thefe Compofures
ufefui 1o private Chsiftians; and if they
may but arrain the Honour of being efteem’d
“pious Mcdisations, to affiit the devout and
the re:ic’'d Soul in the Exercifes of Love,
Faith and Joy, ’twill be a valuable Compen-
{ition of my Labours;' My Heast fhall re-

_ A,oice
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joice at the Notice of it, and my God fhall
_receive the Glory. - This was mv Hope aad
Vow in the firit Publication, and ’tis now my
Duty to acknowledge to him with Th :nk-
. fu'nefls, how ufeful he has made’thefe Com-
« pofitions already, to rhe: Comfort and Ehf-
cation of Societies, and of privare Pcrfons 5
and upon the fame Grounds I have a better
Profpeé&t, and a bigger Hope of much more
Service to the Church, by the large Improve-
ments of this Edition, if the Lord who dwells
in Zion, fhall favour it with his centiau'd
Bleffing.
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“Advertifements rohc_emiﬂg
. the Jecond. Editun.

‘1. HERE ate .almoft 150 new
- . Hymns added, and one or more
' ~ fuited to every Theme.and. Sub-
. . je& in Divinity. Having found
by Converlfe with Chriflians, what Words
or Lines-in the former made them lefs
ufeful, I have not only made various Cor-
re@ions in them, but have endeavour'd to
avoid the fame Miftakes in all the mew
Compofures. And whereas many of the
former were too particularly adapted to fpe-
-cial Frames and-Seafons of- the Chrifttan
Life, almoft all that are added Havea more
general and extenfive Senfe, and may be af-
fum’d and fung by moft Perfons in a worfhip-
ping Congregation. T, :

2. About 14 or 15 Plalms that were tran-
flated in the firt Edition, are left out in this,
becaufe I intend (if God afford Life and
Affiftance) to convert the biggeft Part of the
Book of Pfulms, into Spiritual Songs for the
Ufe of Chriftians ; yet the fame Numbers
are flill apply’d to the Hymns that there

: ; . might
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. might be no Confufion between the firt and
"fecond’ Edition.

3. In all the longer Hymns, and in fomeo

of the fhorter, there are feveral Stanza’s in-

" cluded in Crotchets thus, [ ], which Stan-

i " za’s may be left out in Singgng, without di-

fturbing the Senfe. - Thofe Parts are alfo, in-

_cluded in fuch Crotchets, which contain

. Words too Poetical for meaner  Under{tand-

ings, or too particular for whole Congregati-

ons to fing, But after all, ’ris beft in pub-

lick Pfalmody, for the Minifter te chufe the

particular Parts and Verles of the Plalm or

Hymn that is to be fung, rather than leave it

-to the Judgment or cafual Determination of
him that leads the Tune. '

4. The Effay concerning the Improvement
of Pfalmody by the Ufe of Evangelical Hymns,
which took up many Pages of the laft Edition,
is quite left out here, partly left the Bulk
fhould {well too much, but chiefly becaufe L
intend a more complete Treatifc of Pfalmody,
in which the Subftance of.that Effay will.be
interfpers’d, and I hope with fuller Evidence
of the Duty of finging new Songs to him that
fits upon the Throne, fince the Lamb is af-
cended thither too.

April, 1709:

Note, Since the Sixth Edition of this Book
the Author has finifhed what he had fo long
promis’d, (viz ) The Pfalms of David imitated
72 the Lauguage cfthe New Teftament; which
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the World feems to haye received with Ap
“probation, by the S-le of fome Thoul ndsin
a Yecar's Time.” 7There the Reader will find
“thofe Pfalms which were leit out of all the
latter Editions of thefe Hymus, inferted in
~their proper Places. "It is’ prefumed, that
that Book, in Conjunétion with this, may ap-
pear to be fuch a fufficient Provifion for Plal-

i mody, as to anfwer moft Occafions of the
_# Chriftian Lite : And, if an Authoer’s own Opi-
" pion mag be taken, he efteems.it the greatel
5 Work that ever he has publifh’d, or ever

| hopes to_do, for the Ufe of the Churches.

b R g ey

March 3,173,

e e teme b et ame

A Table
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! A Table to ﬁml :m;y Hymn by the firft Line.

. Note, The Lettersa, b, ¢, denote the I. 1. or 1II.
e .Book: The Figutes diret to the Hymn.

A ) : ‘B. H‘
v& ,
i ADm and tremble, for our God - 34
YO~ Alas, and did my Saviowr-bled b 9
i dlmortal Vanities be gone a 25
iy And are we Wretches ves alive b 105
i And muft this Bidy die b 110
b Ardnowy the Scales bave left iine-Eyes - b $t
| Arife, my Soul, ey joyful Powers: b 8z
X7V Avthy Command, eur deareff Lord - - ¢ 19
Attend while God’s exalted-Son b i3o
E Awake,my Hedrt, arife, my Tongue a 20
| Auwake,our Souls, away our Fears a 48
\ dway from every Morsal Care ‘b 123
1 , .
. 1 B
. R Ackward with humble Shame we look 2 $7
1) Begin, my Tongue, fome heavenly Theme '® 69
- Behold how Sinmers difagree : ta 13t
| Bebold the Blind ¢heir Sight receive b 137
Behold the Glories of the Lamb . R R
Bebild the Grace appears | a3
- Behld the Potter.and the Clay .0 a7
! kald the Rofe of Sharon'bere © ' .a 63
hold the Woman®s promis’d Seed .~ b 134
Bhold the Wresch wlﬁafe\‘l,;ﬁ\ and Winé . a 123
bold what wond'rous Grace & 64
Bielt are the bumble Souls that fee . 2 102
p 3f bethe cverlafling God . a 6
(- <. ' ’ - ’ . ' ' Bleﬂ
Ai" . B y
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. Blefl be the Father and his Lave - Lotee 26
Blef is the Man whofe cautious Feet a 3t
Blofl Morning ! whofe young dawning Rajis- b 72
Bleft with the Foys of Inmocence - b 128
Blood bas a VPoice that moves the S<ies b n8
Bright King of Glory, dreadful God b s1
Broad is the Road that leads to Death b 158

. Bury'd in Shadows of the Night, ‘a 97
But few among the Carnal Wife - a

C
AN Cregtures,so Perfection find . b 170
Chrift and bis Crofs is-all our Thmu a.119

. Came, all harmonious Tovgues . . . ... b 84
Come, deareft Lord, defcendand dwelt ‘ b a13s
Come, happy Souts approa:h your God ‘b 103
‘Come hither, all ye weary Souls’ a 127

- Gsme, Holy S,)mt, heav'nly Doue ] b 34
Come, let us join a joyful Tune c 8
Come, let us join our chearful Songs a 62
Cerey let us lift our ]o)ful Eyes b 108

. Come, les us lift our Voices bigh . c I
Come, we that Iow the Lord b

D
DA ugbters of Sion, come, behold L. 372

. Dear Lord, bebold our fore ijlrtf: ‘b 163
Dearefl of all the Names. above - b 148
Death cannot make our Souls afraid. b .49

Death may diffolve my Bady pow a 27
Death ! *tis a melancholy Da] b 52
Deceiv'd by (ubtle Snares of Hell L, 3107
Deep in the Duft bef-re thy Throne ‘a 124

Defiend from Heav' n. immortal Dove b 1;)2
0

30



of the firft Lmes. - Xix

- Do we not know tha folemn Word ©. a2
Down headlong from their native Skies . b g6
. Dread Sovereign, lst my Evening Song b 7
E
(a -2
E R E the blue Heavens were firetch’'d abroad
i - Eternal Sovereign of the Sty b 149
Eternal Spirit, we mtf ofs - bz
F
Fmtb is.the brighteft Evidence a 120
Far from my Thoughts, vain World, be goneb 15
Father, 1long, 1 faint 10 fee ) b 63
Father, we wais to feel thy Grace c 24
. Firms and unmov'd are they ] a 23
Firm as the Earth thy Gofpel fRands a 138
~ From Heaven the finning Angels fell h o7
From thee, my God, my Foys fhall rife b g5
G
G.Emdes by Nature we belong - . arig
Giwe me the Wings of Fan/: to rife b 140
Glory to God the Trinity c 29
Glory to God that walks the S.’:_y . b ¢9
Glory 10 God the Father's Name - c 27
God is a Spirit ]u/l and wife a 136
God of the Merning, a3 whofe Voice a 79
God of the Seas, thy thund’ring Viice b 70
God, the Eternal Awful Name b 27
God, who in various Methqds told a 353
Go pm:cb my Gofpel, [aith the Lord a 128
Go worfhip at Immanuel’s Feet . a 1:6

‘Great God, how infinite art Thos b ¢7
GGreat

(
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Great God, I own th hy & Sentence juf a ¢
"Great God thy Gleries fhall imploy b 167
. Great Gad t0 what a glorious Height b 112
\Great ng of Glory and of Grace b i1ge -
Great was the Day, the Joy was grcat b 144

\

How can I fink with fuch a Prop’ b 116
"How condefeending and how kind c 4
“How full of Anguifl is the Thought b 100
How heavy is the Night a 98
How honourable is the Place . a 8
"How larre the Promife, how divine a 113
"How oft have Sin and Satan firove a1y
How' rich are thy Provifions, Lord' R S ¥ )
How fad our State by Nature is b so
How fhall I praife th® Fiernal God b 146
How fhors and b.zjiy is our Lifs - b 32

H

AD I the Tongues of Greeks and Jews
Happy the Church, thou famd Place
Happy the Heart where Graces reign
Hark! from the Tombs a doleful Sound
Hark ! the Redeemer from on btgb
' Hear. what the Voice frem Hea’n proclaims

UL v T o
Y
W

"Hence from my Sosls fad Thoughts; be gdm 73
Here'at thy Crafs, my dying God 4
High'as the Heav'ns above the Ground b1ty
High on a Hill of dagling Light ' . b 18
Hofanna, &, € 42—45
Hofanna'to our conquering King " b 8

Hofanna 10 the Prince of Light' b
Hofanna 1o the Royal Son - a
Hofanna with a chearful $ound b 38
How are thy Glories here difplay’d . €
How beauteous are thoir Feet a

.H'—-———J
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i of thefirft Lines..
| How fbould the Sons of Adam’s Race -
' ' How firong thine Arm i, mighty God
. How [wees and awful'is the Place -

. How wvain are all Things here below

; How wond'rous great, how glorigus brighs

I

Cannot bear thine: Abfence; Lovd
1 give immorial Praife N
1hate the Temprer and bis Charms
1lift my Banuers, [3ith the Lord
llove the Wind ws of thy Grace
I'ri not afham’d to own my Lord
"1find the Foys of Earth away
1 fing my Saviour's wondrous Death
Jehovah feaks, let Krael bear
" Jehovah reigns, bis Throne is high
Yefus, in 1hee our Eyes behold
. J¥fus invites his Saints
Yefus, it gone above the Sties
Jelusy the Man of conflant Grief
Jefus, e blefs thy Father's Namp «
Yeliss, wwe bow before thy Feet
 Yefus, with all thy Sadnts dbove
In Gabriel's Hand a miighty Srone
. In thine own Ways, O God of Love
In vain the wealthy Mortals toil
In vain we lavifh out sur Lives
_ Pfnite Grief! Amazing Woe
i Jein all the Gloriows Nanses '
| Join all the Names of Love and Posver
Is this the hind Return

v

K .
' Klnd is the Speech of €hrift our Lord
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xxi =~ A TABLE
¢ L.
Y  Aden with Guilt, and full of Fears

119
Lat all our Tongues be one 9
Ler everlafting Glories crown 131

Let every Mortal Ear astend

Let God the Father live

Les him embrace my Soul and live
Let God the Maker's Name

Let me but bear my Saviesr fay .
et Mprsal Tongues attempt to fing
Let others boaft how firong they bs
- Let Pharifees of high Efteem

Les the old Heathens tune their Songs
Let the Seventh Angel found on high
Let the whole Race of Creatures lie

-,
WD O\N W e A = AN
Wmtemwwu\- [« X" ]

5 .

Les the wild Leopards of the Wood 160
Let them negleft thy Glory, Lord 39
Let us adore th* Eternal Word :
Life and immortal Foys are giv'a 12§
Life is the Time to ferve the Lord 83"
Lift up your Eyes 1o 1k’ heavenly Seat 37
Like Sbeep we went afiray _ : 142,
Lo the young Tribes of Adam rife 90
Lo what a glorious Sight appears 2t
Lo what an ensertaining Sight 44
Long have I fat beneath the Sound 165
Look, gracious God, how nsm’rous they 47
Lordy 4t thy Temple we appear . 2

Lord, bow divine thy Comforts are

TTANTAL BTN LT TR TRTENAnANTn T

Lord, bow fecure and blefl are they 57
Lord, bow fecure my Confeience was 15 -
Lovd, we adore thy bounteous Hand 20
Lord, we adore thy vaft Bafigns ‘Z;

Lord,we are blind, we Mortals blind
) Leor d’

19
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’ of the firft Lines.
) Lird, wy confafs our nisris "rous Faults
| Lnd, what a fnblc Piece
Lird, ohat a Heav'n of faving Grace
I.ord whas a thoughtlefs Wretch was I
) Lord, what & wresched Land is this
Lord, when my Thoughts with Wonder roll
Loud Hallelujahs to the Lord

.M
MAN bas & Soul of vaft Defires

Miftaken Souls that dream of Heav'n
My dear Redeemser and my Lord
My drowfy Powers, why flecp you fo
My God, how endlefs is 1ny Love -
My Goi my Life, my an
My God my Portion, and my Love
" My Gad \ permit e not to be
My Gad, the Spring of all my f}oj:
My God,whas endle/s lefure; dwdl
My Heart bow dregdful hard is is
My Saviour God, my Sovereign Princs.
My Siul come meditate the Dbay
. My Soul for[akes her vain™ Delight
i My Thoughts on awful Subjects roll
My Theughts (wrmowns thefe lower Skies

2
i3

t

;_N

N NAked s from the Eartb we came .
Nasure with all ber Pewers fhall [ ng

Nature with open Volume fands

No, 1'l} repine as Death no morg

No, I fhalk envy them no more

No more, my Gody 1 boaft no more

Nor Eye has j&m, ner Ear has heard

|
L

vvvvquvvvvsvfﬂf

xxiii
ain
.37
16
36
53

46
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146.
140
139
T
81
93

122

54
42

141,
61
10

163



xtiv' A TABLE
Nt all’ the Blood of Beafls

Notall tbuutward Forms on Earth

Nof differens Food or different Drefs

Not from the Duft Affiiction grows

Not the Malicious or Prophane

Not to condernn the Sons of Men
Nvs20 bhe Terrors of the Lord ~ ~
Noz with our Mortal Eyes
Now be the God of 1fracl bleft
Now by,the Boutels of my God
Noiwi foF a Tune of bufty Praife
Noww Have osér Hearts. etnbrac’d our God ’
Now i# the Galleries. of kis Grace

Noiw i# the Heat of'youthful Blood

Now lét a [pacious World arife

Ndw It our Pains be all forgor

Now lét the Lord miy Saviour [hile '
Now Satan comes with dreadful Roar.'
Now fhall my inward Joys arife

Now to the Lord a noble Song

Notw to the Lord that makeés us know

Now to the Powet of God fuprenie

- .Ol

For an overcoming Faish S

O L if my Sowl were forms'd for Woe
O the Almizhty Lord
O the Delights, the Heavenly Foys
Often 1 feck my Lord by night =~
Once more, my Sonl, the rifing Day'
Our Days, plas, our mortal Days
Owr God how firm his Promife flands
Our Sins, alas! how firong’ theybe
“Our Souds Shall rugmfy the Lerd
ow Sp¥iss join +° adore the Lamb

N

-



of the firft Lines,:
P.-

Lu»g'd in a Gulp}z of dark Defpair
Pm:fe, everlafling Praife be paid

R .

Rmfa thes, my Soul, fly up, and run
Raife your trmmpbam Sengs
R}fn, rife, my Soul, and leave sbe Ground

S

SA ints at your Father's haav'nly Word
Salvation! O the joyful Sound

Ste where the great incarnate God .
8hall the vile Race of Flefbh and Blood
Shall we go on to fin

Shall Wifdom cry aload .

. Shine, mighty God, on Britain jlztu
Shout to the Lord, "and let our Foys

Sin bas a tboufand treacheroms Arts

. 8i like a vemomoms Difeafe . . -

- Sing tocthe Lord that built the Skies

. Sing to.the Lord with joyfub Poice
8ing to the Lord, ye Heavenly Hofls

Sitting around our Father's Board.

Sv did the Hebrew Prophet raife

30 let our Lips and Lives exprefs -

S0 new-born Babes defire the Breaf}

Ssand up, my Swul; fhake off thy Fears

. Stoop down, my Thaughts, tvat ufe to rife
&rait is gln Way, the Door is firait

LR S

b
~b§3

b 13

‘b 104

b 17

2128
b 83
a 45
a 82
a1e§
a-.92
a’ 35
b 92
b 150

13
3 43
b 62
c 23
a1rz
a 132

a 143

b 77
b 28
b 16

" Tewib.

e e o e



xxvi A TABLE

T. ‘

T Errible God, that reign'ft on high

* That awful Day will furely come
Thee we adore, Eternal Name

The Glories of my Maker God

The God of Mercy be ador'd

The King of Glory fends his Son

The Lauds thas long in Darknefs lay - -
The Law by Mofes came :
The Law commands and makes us know
The Lord declares his Will

The Lord defeending from above

“The Lord Jehovah reigns

The Logd on bigh protlaims

The Majefly of Solomon

The Memory of eur dying Lord

The Promife of my Father's Love

The Promife was divinely free

The true Mefliah now appears

The Voice of my Beloved founds

The wend’ring World enquires to know
There is @ Houfe mot made with Hands
There is & Land of pure Delight
There's no Ambition fwells my Heart
There was an Hour when Chrit rejoyc’d

Thefe glorious Minds bow bright they [bine

Thes is the Word of Truth and Love -
Then, whom my Soul admiires above
Thus did the Sons of Abraham pafs
Thuvefar the Lord bas led me on

Thus [aith the firfly the great Command
Thus faith the bigh and lofty One
Thus faith the Rulor.of the Skies

Thus faith the Mercy of the Lord

This faith the Wifdom of the Lord

u»c‘wnuv‘nrnunvﬂ»nvvnnv»vvvvn§¢a7

é6.

127
116

.83

121

23

e



of the firft Lines,

Thy Favours, Lard, furprize our Souls
Time, what an empty Zapour ’tis

'Tis by the Faith of Foys 10 come

"Tis from the Treafures of bis Werd
"Tis ot the Law of Tew Commands

To God she only wife

To him that chofs us firfl

‘Twas by an Order from the Lord
Twas on thas dark that deleful Nighs
"T@as the Commiffion of owr Lord

u.

Ain are the Hopes 1he Sons of Men
Vain are the Hopes that Rebuls place
Unfbaken as the facred Hill
Up 20 the Field where Angels lie
Up-so the Lord thas reigns on high

w.

WB are & Garden wall'd around
W« blefs the Prophet of the Lord

We fing the amasing Deeds

W fing the Glories of thy Love

Welcome fweet Day of Ref

Waelly the Redeerner's gome

What diffirent Powers of Grace and i

What equal Honosrs Jhall we bring

What happy Men or Angels thefe

What mighty Man, or mighty God

Whence do aur mornfil Thoughts arifs

When I can read my Title clear

When in the Light of Faith Divine

When I furvey the wond'rous Crofs

When we are raisd Srom deep Diftrefs

|
Xxvii. 1
b 43 |
b 5§ ‘
b 129 ‘
3 147 1
124
a s1
a 3y
b 141
< 1
a gz
2 v ?
3 9y $
a 22 :
b 41
b 4¢ ;

74
132
17
56 f
14 .
36 |
143

28
32

101
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wxviii A T ABLE,: e

When Serangers fand and bear me tell a 76
When the firfi Parents. of oxr Race b 18
When the.great Builder firesch'd the Skies b 24 -
Where are the Mourners, [aith the Lard b 14
Who can defcribe the Joys that rife - a o1
Whe has believ'd thy Word a4
Who is this fair Onein Difirefls a 8
Who fhall the Lord’s Elect condemn a4
Whky did the Jews proclaim their Rags a ¢
Why daes your Face, ye bumble Souls b &
Why do we mours departing Friends b 3
Why is my Hear: [0 far froth thee b 20
Why fhould the Children of King a 144
Whyfhowld this Earth delight us fo ‘b 161'
Why fhowld we flart and fear 1o die - b o3
With chearful Voics 1 fing a 148
With holy Fear and kumble Song b 44
With Soy we meditate the Grase Ca12s
Y
Y E Saints how:lovely is the Place a-18
Te Soms of Adam wain and young a fe
e that obey b immortal King a 34
, Z
Zlon rejoice and Judab fing - . b 11t

Note, There are a fmall Number printed on large
Paper, the fame Size as his other Works,

) HYMNS

-~



Spiritual Songs.

BOOK L

Colle&ed from the Holy Scriptures.

L. 4 New Song to the Lamb that was
_ﬂd:”, RCVo V. 6’ 8, 9’ 10y 12

b Ehold the Gleries of the Lamb
Amidft his Father’s'Throne ;
Prepare new Honours for his Name,
Apd Songs.before unknown,
2 Let Elders worfhip at his Peet,
" The Church adore around,
With Vials full of Odours fweet,
. And Harps of fweeter Sound.
¢ Thofe dre the Prayers of the Saints,
‘And thefe the Hymns they raife :

. o B Fefus



2 Hymns and - BL
F¢fus is kind to our Complaints,
He loves to hear our Praife.
[4 Eternal Father, who fhall ook
Into thy fecret Will 2
Who but the Son fhould take that Book,
- And-open ev'ry Seal ?
-5 He fhall fulfil thy great Decrees,
The Son deferves it well 3
Lo, in his Hand the Sovercign Keys
Of Heav'n, and Death and Hell, ]
6 Now to the Lambthat once was flain,
Be endlefs Bleflings paid,
Salvation, Glory, Joy remain
For ever on thy Head.
3 Thou h3ft redcem’d our Souls with Blood,
Hait fet the Pris’ners free,
Haft made us Kings and Priefts to God,
And we fhall reign with thee. -
8 The Worlds of Nature and of Grace
Are put beneath thy Pow’r 3
Then fhorten thefe delaying Days,
And bring the promis'd Hour.

1. The Deity and Humanity of Chrifl,
JOhn io I, 3, 140 an COL i. 16’
and Eph. iii. 9. 10.

. (broad,
1 E’ER the blue Heav'ns were ftretch’d a-

P lafting was the Word ;
rom everlafting was the \’Vith



B.I. Spiritual Songs. 3
With God he was;the Word was God,
And muftt divinely be ador’d.

¢ By his own Pow’r were all things made;
By him fupported all Things ftand;
He is the whole Creation’s Head,
And Angels fly at his Command.

3 E'er Sin was born, or Satan fell,
He led the Hoft of Morning-Stars 5
(Thy Generation who can tell,
Or count the: Number of thy Years 2)

4 Butlo, heleaves thofe Heavenly Forms,
The Word defcends and dwellsin Clay,
That he may hold Converfe with Worms,
Dreft in fuch feeble Flefh as they.

s Mortals with Joy bebeld his Face,
Th’ Eternal Father’s only Son ;
How full of Truth ! how full of Grace!
When thro’ his Eyes the Godhead fhone!
6 Arch-Angels leave their high Abode,
To learn new Myft'ries here, and tell
The Loves of our defcending God,
The Glories of Emanuel.

'YL The Nativity of Chrift, Lukei.
30, &c. Luke ii. 1o, &c.

1 BEhold, the Grace appears,

% The Promife is fulfill’'d ;
Mary the Wondrous Virgin bears,
And Fefus is the Child.

o B 2 2 The




.’, :
| | 4 Hymns and B\,
: ‘,! ", [a The Lord, the Higheft God, '

| Calls him his only Son ;
| He bids him rule the Lands abroad,

i And gives him David’s Throne,

f 3 O’er Facob fhall he reign-
| With a peculiar Sway -
- 'The Nations fhall kis Grace obtain, ~
His-Kingdom ne’er decay. ]
4 To bring the glorious News,
A heavenly Form appears ;
He tells-the Shepherds of their Joys,
And banifhes their Fears,
s Go, bumble Swains, faid he,
‘ 7o David’s City fiy; -
The promis’d Infant. born to Day,
Doth in a Manger lie.
€ With Looks and Hearts ferene
Go vifir Chrift your King 3
And ftrait a flaming ijoc:ip was feen 3
The Shepherds heard them fing.
7 Glory to God on High, .
And beavenly Pace on Earth,
Good-will to Men, to-Angels Foyy
At the Redeemer’s Birth. ..
[8 In Wotfhipfo Divine =~ '
Let Saints imploy their Tongues 3
With the Celeftial Hoft we join,
And leud repeat-their Sbogs,

9 Glory to God on High, ,
And beavenly Peace on Earth,

.




B.I. Spiritual Songs. ]

Good-will t0 Men, to Aungels Foy,
As our Redeemer’s Birth,)

IV. Referr'd to the 24 Pfalna,

V. Submiffion to Affiitive Provis
' dences, Job i. 21.

1 NAked as from the Earth we came
And crept w Life at firlt,
We to the Earth return again,
And mingle with our Duft.

2 The dear. Delights we here enjoy,
And fondly. call our awn, :
Are but fhort Favours borrow’d Now,
To be repay’d Anon. :
3 *Tis God that lifts our Comferts high
Or fipks them in the Grave. ~
He gives, and (hlefled be.his Name)
He takes but what he gave.
4 Peace, all our ‘angry Paflions then,
Let each rebellious Sigh.
Berfilent at his Sovgreign Will,
And every Murnrur die.
5 If fmiling Mercy crown our Lives,
Its Praifes fhall be fpread,
And we’ll adore the Juttice teo
That ftrikes qur Comforts dead.

B VI. T7i-




6 Rymns and B.L

V1. Triumph over Death, Job xix.
, 25, 26’ 27. - :

1 GReat God, I own thy Sentence juft,
And Nature muft decay, o

‘I yield my Body to the Duft,
To dwell with Fellow-clay.

-2 Yet Faith may triumpth o’er the Grave,

And trample on the Tombs 2
My Fefus, my Redeemer lives,
My God, my Saviour comes, .
3 The mighty Conqu’ror fhall appear
Highggn}; Ro;lal Seat, ppes .
And Death, the laft of all his Foes
Lie vanquifh’d at his Peet.
4 Tho’ greedy Worms devour my Skin,
And gnaw my wafting Flefh, .
"When God Ihaﬂ build my Bonesagain,
He clothes ’em all afreth, :
5 Then fhall fee thy lovely Face
With firong immortal Eyes,
And feaft upon thy unknown Grace,
With Pleafure and Surprize.

VII. The Invitation of the Gofpel
or, {piritual Food and Cloathing ;
Ifa. lv. 1, 2, &c.

1 LET ev’ry mortal Ear attend,

And ev’ry H joice
nd ev’ry Heart rejoice, The



B.I. Spiritual Songs. 7
The Trumpet of-the Golpel founds
With an inviting Voice.
2 Ho, all ye hungry ftarving Souls,
' That feed upon the Wind,
And vainly ftrive with earthly Tos
To fill an empty Mind.

3 Eternal Wifdom has prepar'd
A Soul-reviving Reaft, -
And bids your longing Appetites
The rich Provifion raite.

4 Ho, ye that pant for living Streams,

And pine away and die ; : "
Here you may quench your raging Thirlt

With Springs that never dry.

5 Rivers of Love and Mcrcy here
In a rich Ocean join ;

~ Salvation in abundance flows
Like Floods of Milk and Wiae.

[¢ Ye perithing and naked Poor,
- Who work with mighty Pain,
To weave a Garment of your owa
That will not hide your Sin.

7 Come naked, and adorn your Souls
In Robes prepar’d by God,
Wrought by the Labours of his Son,
And dy’d in his own Blood. ]

8 Dear God, the Treafures of thy Love
. Are everlafting Mines,
Deep as our helplefs Miferies are,
And boundlefs as our Sins.
: B 4 6 The
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8 Hymms and B.L -
9 The happy Gates of Gofpel-Grace |
Stand open Nightand Day,
Lord, we are come to feck Supplies,
___Anddrive our Wants away.
VIIL The Safety and Protection dfthe
'C'lmrt‘b, Ifa. xxvi. 1, 23,4 ) 6.

I HOW honourable is the Place
Where we adoring ftand, q
Zion the Glory of the Earth,
- And Beauty of the Land,

-2 Bulwarks of mighty Grace defend

The City where we dwell,
The Walls of firong Salvation made
Defy th’ Affaults of Hell.

3 Lift up the everlafting Gates.
. 'The Doors wide open fling,
- Enter, ye Nations that obey
The S:atutes of our King.

| 4 Herc fhall you tafte unmingled J’oys,

And iive in Perfe& Peace,
You that have knwn Zebovab’s Name,
And ventur'd on his Grace.

5 Truft in the Lord, for ever truft, -
And banifhall your Fears ;
Strength in the Lord Febovab dwells,
Eternal as his Years.

6 Whattho' the Rebels dwell on high,
His Arm fhall bring them low,
Tow as the Caverns of the Grave

- Their lofty Heads {hall bow. 0

. - 30n



B1 Spiritual Somgs. g

7 On Balylon our Feet fhall tread, .
* - In that rejoicing Hour, , . :
The Ruins of her Walls fhall fpread |
A Pavement for the Poor. R

. . ( 0

IX. The Promifes of the Covenant of '
Grace, Ma. lv. 1, 3. Zech. xiii. 1.
Mich. vii. .1 9. Ezek. xxxvi. 25, &c.

I IN vain we lavifh out our Lives
: To gather empty Wind, - -
~ The choicett Bleffings Earth can yicld
Will ftarve a hungry Mind, | :

< 2 Come, and the Locd fhall feed our Souls
~ With more fubftantial Mear; -
With fuch as Saints in Glory love,
With fuch as Angels eat.

.3 Our God will ev’ry Want fupply,
And fill our Hearts with Peace,
He gives by Cov’nant and by Oath
" The Riches of his Grace.
~ 4 Come, and he'll cleanfe our fpotted Souls,
And wath away our Stains
In the dear Fountain that his Sen
Pour’d from his dying Veins.
: 5 Our Guilt fhall vanifh all away
Tho’ black as Hell before ; »
Qur Sins fhall fink beneath the Sea,
And fhall be found ne more.

6 And left Pollution fhould o'er-fpread

Our inward Pow’rs again, L
T B 5 - His




o .
10 Hymns and ‘B. L.
His Spisit-fhall bedew our Souls
_ Like purifying Rain.} .
7 Our Heart, that flinty ftubborn thing,
b That Terrors cannot move, '
That fears no Threatnings of his Wrath,
Shall be diffolv’d by Love. :

8 Or he can take the Flint away
That wou'd not be refin'd,
And from the Treafures of his Grace
Beitow a fofter Mind,
9 There fhall his facred Spirit dwell,
And deep engrave his Law,
And ev’ry Motion of our Souls
To fwift Obedience draw.
15 Thus willhe pour Salvation down,
And we fhall render Praife,
We the dear People of his Love,
And heour God of Grace.

. X. The Bleffednefs of Gofpel-Times :
QOr, The Revelation of Chriffi to
Fews and Gentiles, la. v. 2, 7, 8,
9, 10. Mat, xiii. 16, 17.

1 HOW beauteous are their Feet

Who fland on Zion's Hill,

Who bring Salvation on their. Tongues,
And Words of Peace reveal ! ’

"z How charming is their Voice !
How fweet the Tidings arc !

» Zien



. B.L Spiritual Songs. 1

“ Zion, behold thy Saviour King,
. He Reigns and Triumphs here..

3 How happy are our Ears,
__That hear this joyful Sound,
Which Kings and Prophets waited for,
And fought, butnever found

4 How blefled are our Eyes,
That fce this Heav'nly Light 3
Prophets and Kings defir'd it long,
- But dy’d without the Sight !
s The Watchmen join their Voice,
And tuneful Notes employ ;
Jerufalem breaks forth in Songs, .
And Defarts learn the Joy.
6 The Lord makes bare his Arm: !
Thro’ all the Earth abroad,
Let ev’ry Nation now behold
Their Saviour and their God.

X1 The Humble enlightened, and
Carnal Reafon bumbled : Or The}

22.
i THere was an Hour when Clrift rejoyc’d,]
And{poke his {‘oy in Words of Praifc 5}

“ Father, I thank thee, mighty God,
¢ Lord of the Earth, and Heavensand Seas|

2 “ I thank thy Sov’reign Pow'r'and Love,}|

“ "That crowns my Dotrine with Sucgefs 5| -

“'A"»"

Sovereignty of Grace, Luke X. 21,{

i cae et

|



j'flz - Hymmsand -~  B.L
| * AndmakestheBabesin Knowledgelearn

 The Heights, and Breadths,and Lengths
] (of Grace.
i3 * But all this Glory lies conceal’d
i1 ¢ From Men of Prudence and of Wit 3
'| ¢ The Prince of Darknefs blinds their Eyes
i | * Andtheir own Pride refifts the Light.
4 Father, tis thus, becaufe thy Will
~ ¢ Chofe and ordain’d it fhould be fo 5
¢ *Tis thy Delight t’ abafe the Proud,
* And lay the haughty Scorner low.
15 “ There’s none canknow the Father right,
¢ But thofe who learnitfrom the Son; -
/| - ¢ Nor can the Son be well receiv'd, ‘
-] * Butwhere the Father makes him known.
5 Then let our Souls adore our God,
That deals his Graces as he pleafe 5
Nor gives to Mortals an Account
Or of his Aftions, or Decrees.

XIL. Free Grace ir: revealing Chrifl,
Luke x. 21.
7Eﬁ1& the Man of conftant Grief,

A Mourner all his Days ;

| His 8pirit once rejoic’d aloud,
i1 And turn’d his Joy to Praife,

‘i Father, I thank thy wond’rous Love
't That bath reveal’d thy Son

To AMen unlearned 5 and 1o Babes

{ -Has made tby Gofpel known.
3 The



B.1L. Spiritual Songs. . 13
3 The My ¥ries of Redeeming Grace
Are bidden frons the Wife,
While Pride and carnal Reas'niugs join
70 favell and blind their Eyes.

4 Thus doth the Lord of Heav’n and Earth
His great Decrecs fulfil,” . -
And crders all his Works of Grace
By -his own Sov’reign Will,

XML The Son of God incarnate : Or,
The Titles and the Kingdom of
Chrift, Ha. ix. 2, 6,7.

1 THE Lands that long in Darkoefs lay
Now havebeheld a heavenly Light
Nations that fat in Death’s cold Shade
Are ble#t with Beams divinely brigbt.

1 The Virgin’ promis’d Son is born,
Behold th’ expe&ed Child appear 3
What fhall his Namesor Titles be 2
T'he Wonderful, The Couifellor.

[3 This Infanc is the mighty God
Come to be fuckled and ador’d 3
Th’ Eternal Father, Prince of Peace,
The Son of Dygvid, and his Lord.]

4 The Government of Earth and Seas
Upon his Shoulders fhall be laid ;
His wide Dominions fhall increafe,
And Honours to his Name be paid. -

5 Fefus the holy Child fhall fie

High on his Father D4vid’s Throne,
‘voslc Shall




14 Hymns and B.L .

Shall crufh his Foes beneathhisFeet, |
And reign to Ages yetr unkrown. -

XIV. The Triumph of Faith: Ot
Chriff’s unchangeable Love, Rom.
viii. 33, &c. .

1 “7 HO fhall the Lord’s Ele& condemn? -

"Tis God that juftifies their Souls,
And Mercy like a mighty Stream
O’er all their Sins divinely rolls.

2 Who fhall adjudge the Saints to Hell ¢
*Tis Chrift that fuffer’d in their ftead,
And the Salvatien to fulfil
Behold him rifing from the Dead.

3 He lives, helives, and fits above
For cver interceeding there;
Who fhall divide us from his Love,
Or what fhould tempt us to defpair

‘ 4 Shall Perfecution, or Diftrefs,

Famine, or Sword, or Nakednefs ?
He that hath lov’d us bears us thro’,
And makes us more than Corqu’rors t00.

" 5 Faith hath an over-coming Power,

It triumphs in the dying Hour ; .
Chrift isour Life, our Joy, our Hope,
Nor can wefink with fuch a Prop.

6 Not all that Men on Earth can do,
Nor Pow’rs on bigh, nor Pow’rs below,
Shall caufe his Mercy te remove, .
Or wean our Hearts from Cbrift our Lov{_- ~‘

. I i
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XV. Our own Weaknefs, and Chrift
our Strength, 2 Cor.xil. 7, 9, 10

BL Spiritual Songs.

1 LET me but hear my Saviour fay,
Strength fball be equal to thy Day,
Then I rejoice in deep I;iﬁrefs,
Leaning on all-fufficient Grace.
2 1 ﬁlory in Infirmity,
That Chrift’s own Pow’r may reft on me;
When I am weak, then am [ ftrong,
Grace is my Shield, and Cbrift my Song.
3 | can do all Things, or can bear
~ All Suff’rings,if my Lord be there
. Sweet Pleal%xres mingle with the Pains,
While his Left-hand my Head fuftains.
4 But if the Lord be once withdrawn,
And we attempt the Work alone,
When new Temptations fpring and rife,
We find how great our Weaknefs is.
5 So Samfon, when his Hair was loft,
Met the Philiflines to his Coft,
Shook his vain Limbs with faid Surprize, .
Made feeble Fight, and loft his Eyes.

XVI.Hofanna z0 Chrift, Matt. Xxi. 9.
Luke xix. 38, 40. . :

1 LJOfanna to the Royal Son

Of David’s antient Line, ‘
His
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His Natures Two, his Perfon One,
Myfterious and Divine. -

2 The Root of Davidhere-we find,
And Of-fpringis the fame ;
Eternity and Time are join’d
- In our Emanuel’s Name.
3 Bleft Hethat comes to wretched Men
With peaceful News from Heav'n ;
Hofannas of the higheft Swrdin’
To Cbrift the Lotd be giva,
4 Let Mortals-ne’er refufe to take
- TW Hefanna on their Tongues,
Left Rocksand Stones fhould:rifis, and break
Their Silencelinta §.8gs.
- XVIL Victory over Death, 1 Cor. xv.

L 55e&e,

X For an over-coming: Faith
“To chear my-dying Hours, .
To triumph o’er the Monfter Deathy
And all hisfrightful Pow’ss, : =~
2 “Joyful, with all thg Strength I have,
My quiv’ring Lips fhould fing,
Wiere 15 thy boalled Victry, Grave;
And wherethe Monfter’s Sting ;
3 IfSin be pardon’d 'mfecure,
Death hath no Sting befide
The Law gives Sin its damning Pow'r 5
But Clrift, 'my Ranfom, dy'd.-
4 Now
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4 Now to the God of Viftory
Immortal Thanks be paid,

"Who makes us Conqu’rors while we die
Through Chrift ourliving Head,

XVML. Bleffed are the Dead that die
inthe Lord, Rev. xiv. 13,

; - (claims
1 HEAR what the Voice from Heav'n pro-
For all the pious Dead,
Sweet is the Saviour of their Namcs,
. And foft their flceping Bed.
a They dic in. Z¢/us,and are bleft 5
How kind their Slumbers are! .
From Suff’rings and from Sins releas’d,
And freed from ev’ry Snare. )
3-Far from this World of Toil and Strife,
They’re prefent with the Lord ; .
The Labours of their Mortal Life
End in a large Reward.

XIX. The Song of Simeon : Or, T>cath
made defirable, Luke i. 27, &c.

1 LORD, at thy Temple we appear,
As happy Swiseon came,
And hope to meet our Saviour here 5 -
O make our Joys the fume!

2 With what Divine and vait Delight -
‘ The goodold Man was fili'd, ‘

When
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When fondly in his wither'd Arms
He clafp’d the holy Child !

3 Now I can legve this World, he cry’d,
- Bebold thy Servant dies,
1 ‘lzi’m thy great Salvation, Lord,
d clofe my peaceful Fyes.
& This is the Light prepar’d to fhine
Upon the Gentile Lands,
Thine Mrael’s Glory, and their Hope
20 break their flavifly Bands.
[5 F¢fus, the Vifion of thy Face
Hath over-pow’ring Charms,
Scarce fhall I'feel Death’s colds Embrace,
If Chrift be in my Arms.
¢ Then while ye hearmy Heart ftrings break,
How fweet my Minutes roll !
A mortal Palencfson my Cheek,
And Glory in my Soul.]

XX. Spiritual Apparel, (viz.) The
Robe of Rightesufnefs, and Gar-

ments of Salvation, Ia, Ixi. 10.

p 4 Wake my Heart, arife my Tongue,
A Pre arg a tuneful Voicye,
In God tge Life of all my Joys
Aloud will I rejoice.
2 'Tis he adorn’d my naked Soul,
And made Salvation mine,
Upon a poor polluted Worm
He makes his Graces fhine.

3 And
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-3 Andleft the Shadew of a Spot
Should on my Soul be found,
He took the Robe the Saviour wrought,
Andcaft it all around. ’
4 How far the heav'nly Robe exceeds
What earthly Princes wear !
Thefe Ornaments, how bright they fhine !
How white the Garments are !

5 The Spirit wrought my Faith and Love
And Hope, and ev’ry Grace,
But Fefus {pént his Life to work
The Robe of Righteoufnefs.
6 Strangely, my Soul, art thou array’d
By the great Sacred Three:
In {weeteft Harmony of Praife
Let all thy Pow’rs agree,

XXL. A4 Vifion of the Kingdom of
Chbrift among Men, Rey. xxi. 1, 2,
34 '

~ 1T O, what a glorious Sight appears

: I‘ "To our b%licving E%cs!pp

The Barth and Seasare paft away,

And the old rolling Skies.

2 From the third Heav’n where God refides,
That holy, happy Place,
The New Ferufalem comes down
Adorn’d with fhining Grace.

3 Attending Angels fhout for. Joy,
And the bright Armies fing, 20
ar-

Vi



.20 . Hymns and B.1L
. Mortals, bebold the facred Scat - :
Of your defcending King. .
& The God. of Glory down to men
Removes bis bleft Abode, : N
Men. the dear Objects of bis Grace,
And ke the loving Goda L i
s His owh fofy Hand fhall wipe the Tears,
From ev’ry weeping Eye, - -
And Pains,and Groans,and Griefs,andFears,
- And Dearh itfelf fhall die. '
-6 How long, dear Saviowr, oh how long;
Shall-this bright Hour delay 2~
Fly fwifter round, y¢ Wheels of Time,

\

And bring the welcome Day.: - \
XXI1,& XXIILReforr'd 10 the 1asth Pfalm. v

XXIV, The rich Sinser dying. Phl.
xlix. 6, 9. Eccl. viii, 8. Jobiil. 14, 15. *

I lN vain the wealthy Mortals toil,

- And heap their fhining Duft in vain,
Look dewn and fcorn the humble Poor,
And boaft theirlofty Hills of Gain.

2 . Their Golden Cordials cannot eafe ..
Their pained Hearts or aching Heads, )
Nor fright, nor bribe approaching Death

- From glittering Roofs and doway Beds.

3 Thelingring, the unwilling Soul

~ The difmal Summons muft obey,”
And
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And bid a long, a fad Farewel "+’
To the pale Lump. of lifelefs Glay.
a4 Thence they are huddled to the Grave, ’
WhereKingsandSlaves have equalThrones,
THheir Bones without Diftinétion lie,
Amongft the Heap of meaner Bones,

The reﬁ' referr’d vo tbe 49th Plalm,

’XXV., AV iﬁ’o}i"af the Lamb, ‘Re\}.

l

- ‘Vo 6, 7’ 8! 9’

-1 ALL ‘Mortal Vanities be gone,
- Nor tcmgt my Eyes, nor tire my Ears,
"+ B.Uold amidit th’eternal Throne
= A Vifion of the Lamb appears.
[z C ory hisfleecy Robe adorns,
% Muk’d with the bloody Death he bore 3
+ Scv’n-are his Eyes, and Sev’n his-Horns,
-1y fpeak his Wifdom and his Pow’t.
§ . herecelves afealed.-Book . - -
From him that fits upon the Throne s
. #ofus, my Lord, prevails to look
_ On dark Decrees, and'. Things unknown.]
44 All the aflembling Saints around
Fall worfhipping before the Lamb,
- And in new Songs of Gofpel-Sound
Addrefs their Honoars to his Name, -

+[5 The Joy, the Shout, the Harmony -

Flies o’er the Everlafting Hills,
a Worthy

(

A
‘



22 Hymns and B.L.

;- Worthy art thou alone (they cry)
o read the Book to loofe the Seals.]

6 Our Voices join the Heav'nly Strain,

- And witl tranfporting Pleafure fing,

~ Worthy the Lamb that once was 1lain,
To be our Teacher and our King.

7 His Words of Prophecy reveal
Eternal Counfels, deep Defigns ;

- His Graceand Vengeance fhall fulfil
The peacefuland the dreadful Lines.

8 Thou haft redeem’d our Souls from Hell ¢
~ With thine invaluable Blood ;-
And Wretches that did oncerebel
Are now made Fav'rites of their God.

~ 9 Worthy for ever is the Lord,
That dy’d for Treafons not his own,
By ev’ry Tongue to be ador’d,

And dwell upon his Father’s Throne.

XXVL. Hope of Heaven by the Refur-
rection of Chrift, 1 Pet. i. 3, 4. 5-
1 Biéﬂ be the Everlafting God,
: The Father ofour Lord,
Be his abounding Mercy prais’d,
His Majefly ador’d. _
2 When from the Dead he rais’d his Son,
And call'd bim to the Sky, - .
He gave our Souls a lively Hope
That they fhould never die,
L , 3 What
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*3 What tho’ our inbred Sins require
Our Flefhto fee the Duft, -
Yet as the Lord our Saviour rofe,
So all his Pollowers muf.

"4 There’s anInheritance Divine
Referv’d againft that Day,
"Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd,
And cannot wafte away.

-5 Saints by the Power of God are kepe

-, _Till the Salvation come;

. We walk by Faithas Strangers here,
Till Chrift fhall call us home.

" XXVIL Affurance of Heaven : Or 4
" Saint prepar'd to die, 2 Tim. iv.
6’ 7. 89 I 8’ ' ’

» [1-T)Eath may diffolve my Body now,
4 D And bgar my Spirig home ;

.*; Why do my Minutes move fo flow,
. Nor my Salvation come ?

-2 With heav’nly Weapons I have fought
' The Battles of the Lord,
Finifh’d my Coutfe, and kept the Faith,
And wait the fure Reward. ] ,
3 God has laid upin Heav'n for me. | -
A Crown which cannot fade;
' The Righteous Judge at thatgreat Day -
Shall place it on my Head.
4 Nor hath the King of Grace decreed
* This Prize for me alone 5 A
i’ - . But (
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Butall that love, and long tofee - 1
Th’ Appearance of his Son. :
.. 5 efus the Lord fhall guard me fafe
From ev'ry ill Defign ;
And to his heav’nly Kingdom keep
This feeble Soul of mine.
6 God ismy everlafting Aid,
And Hell fhall rage in vain 5 .

To him be higheft Glory paid, v
' And endlefs Praife. Amen. - 2
XXVIL The Triumphof Chriftover .

tbe Enemies of his Chureh, la. Ixii, -

1,2, g» &C. , _ :
1 ‘NIHat Mighty Moan, or Mighty God v]
' Comes travellin’g in State, - ’ ;
Along the Iduean Road, i
Away from Bozrab’s Gate.
2 The Glory of his Rebes proclaim
*Tis fome Viétorious Kiing:
« *Tis [ the Juft, th’ Almighty One
~ ¢ That your Salyation bring.
-3 Why, Mighty ‘Lord, thy Saints eaquire,
Why thine Apparel red ?
And all thy Vefture ftain’d like thofe
Who in the Wine-prefs tread 2
" 4 “Iby myfelf have trod the Prefs,
« And crufh’d my Foes alone, )
« My Wrath has ftruck the Rebels dead,

* My Fury flamp’d them down, i
E 5 « ’T].

P
e
J
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5 “ "Tis Edom's Blood that dies my Robes
* With joyfoul Scarlet Stains, -

he Triumph that my Raiment wears
- “ Sprung from their bleeding Veins,

6 “ Thus fhall the Nations be deftroy'd
-~ ** That dare infule my Saints,
*Ihavean Arm t'avenge their Wrongs,
* An Ear for their Complaints,

“XXIX. The SecondPart : O, The
Ruin of Antichrif, ver. 4, 5, 6, 7.

1 ¢ I'Lift my Banners, faith the Lord,

o Where Antichrift has ftood,
 The City of my Gofpel-Foes
* Shall be a Field of Blood.

2 “ My Heart has ftludy’d juft Revenge,
¢ And now the Day appears,
“ The Day of my Redeem’d js come

“ To wipe away their Tears,

3 “ Quite weary is my Patience rown,
_ ‘C‘LAnd bid:ymy Fury go 5 8
., Swift as the Lightning it fhall move,
, “ And be as fatal to0, )
4% 1 call for Helpers, but in vain :
* Then has my Gofpel none ?
' “ Well, mine own Arm has Might enough
% To crufh my Foes alone.
}‘ 5 ** Slaughter and my devouring Sword
¢ Shall walk the Street around,
C % Bab!

113

[{
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« Babel fhall feel beneath my Stroke,
“ And ftagger 20 the Ground.
-6 Thy Honours, O viétorious King, .
Thine own right Hand fhall raife,
While we thy awful Vengearice fing, * -
And our Delivirer praife. :

XXX. Prayer for Deliverance an-

fwer'd, Wa. xxvi. §——20- -~

1 IN’:thi{ne own Ways, O God of Love,

We wait the Vifits of thy Grace, :
Qur Souls Defire is to thy Name, C
And the Remembrance of thy Face.

2 My Thoughts are fearching, Lord, for thee,’
"Mongt the black Shades of lonefom Night,
My earneft Cries falute the Skies :
Before the Dawn refture the Light.

3 Look how Rebellious Men deride
The tender Patience of my God
Bat thy fhall fee thy lifred Hand, R
‘And fecl the Scourges of thy Red. .
4 Hark, the Eternal rends the Sky,
A mighty Voice before him goes,
A Voice of Mufick to his Friends,
But threatning Thunder w his Foes.
5 Come, Children, to your Father’s Arms,
Hide in the Chambers of my Grace,
"Till the fierce Storms be overblown,
_And my revenging fury ceale. ‘
B 6 My
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6 My Sword fhell boaft ics thoulands flaia -
. And .drink the Blood of haughty Kings,
» While-Heav'nly Peace around my Flock
Stretches its foft and fhady Wings.

XXXL. Reforr'd 19 the.aft Plskm,

XXXIL. Strength from Heaven. 1.
xl. 27, 28, 2p, 30.
R T T P, .
1 “THenée deour mournfisl Thoughts arife?
And where’s Omggﬁrngq ed?
Has rettiefs Sin and raging Hell. - - .
__ Steuck all our Comyfortsdead 7, EER
¢ Have we forgot th’ Almighty Name -
* That form’d the ‘Earth and Sea ? *
.~ And cap an all-creating Arm
Grow weary.or. decay 2.
3 Treafures of Everlafling Might ..
In our Zeboval dwell, '~ = . -
He gives the Conqueit to the Weak,
And treads their Foes to Hell. ‘
4 Mere mortal Power fhall fade and die,
And youthful Vigour ceafe,
. But we that wait upon the Lord
' Shall'feei our Strength increafe,
'5 The Saints fhall mount on Eagles Wings,
And rofte the promis'd Blifs, = -
Till thejr unwearied Peet arrive . .
‘Where perfec Pleafure is, - 3
, "Ca XxXXiii,

.y

)

b
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XXXIII, XXXIV, XXXV, XXXVI, XXXVII,
XXXVIIL,  Refard: to Pfal. cxxxi, cxxxiv, lxvik
Ixxiii, xc, &nd lxxxiv, * '

-

XXXIX. God’s tender Care of bis
, Chyrch, Ha. xlix. 13, 14, &c.

X OW fhall my inward Joys arife
N ‘And burﬁ’;mo a Sor{g,y ‘
Almighty Love infpiresmy Heart,
- And Pleafure tunes my Tongue.
2- God on 'his thirlly Sion-Hill'
‘Somté Mercy-Drops has thrown,
And folemn Oaths have bound 'kis Love -
To fhow't Salvatfon'down.” =
3 Why do we then indulge our Fears,
Sufpicions and Complaints?
Is he a God, and fhallbhis Grace
Grow weary of his Saints ?
-4 Can a kind Woman ¢’er forget
The Infant of her Womb, )
Ard “mongf a thoufand tender Thoughts
Her Suc%dinghave no room ?

5 Ye?, faith the Lord, fbould Nature change
" A4nd Motbers Monfiers prove,
Sion flill daeells upon the Hearr
Of everlafting Love.
6 Deep on the Palyes of both my Hauds
Ilave engrav’d ber Namc,
Aly Hands ‘/iall raife ler ruin’d Walls,
And build ber broken Frame.
- XL. Tke
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3T be Bufinefs and Bleffednefs of
" Glorified Sasnts, Rev. vii. 13, 14,
15, &c. A

1 'H AT happy Men, or Angels, thefe,
'That all their Robes are [porlefs white?
* Whence did this Glorious Troop arrive
Ar the pure Realms of Heav'nly Light?

2 From tert’ring Racks and burning Fires,
And Seas of their own Blood they came :
But nobler Blood has wafh’d their Robes,
Flowing from Chrift the dying Lamb. :

'3 Now they approach th’ Almighty Throne
With loud Hofznnas Nightand Day, -

- Sweet Anthems to the Gréat Tlree Ore,
Mealure their bleft Eternity. . - =

4 Nomore fhall Hunger pain their Souls,

1 He bids their parching Thirft be gone,

» And fpreads the Shadow of his Wings,
To skreen ’em:from the fcorching Sun.

§ The Lamb that fills the middle Throne .
 Shall fhed around his milder Bzams,
. There fhall they feaft on'his_rich Love,
And drink full Joys from living Streams.
¢ Thus fhall their mighty Blifs renew
Thro’ the vaft Round of endlefs Years,
And the foft Hand of Sov’reign Grace

Heals all their Wounds, and wipes their
(Tears.

C3 XLL The
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XLI. The fame: Or, The Martyrs
Glorz:)_‘y’d,,, Rev. vii. 13, &e.

x " Hefe glorious Minds bow bright they fhine!
% Whence all their white Arrapr -

- How came they to the bapgy Sears.

- Of everlafting Day? :

2 From tort’ring Pains to endlefs Joys

On fiery Wheels they rode, .-
And firangely wafh'd their Raiment white
In efus’ dying Blood. :

3 Now they approach a fpotlefs God,
~And bow befere his Throne, :
"Their warbling Harps and facred Songs
. -Adore the Holy One.

4 'The unvail’d . Glories of his. Bace,
Amongft hisSaints refide,
While the rich Treafure of his Grace:
“Sees all theic Wanes fupply’d.
"5 Tormenting Thirft fhall leave: their Souls, -
And-Hungerflce as faft :: o
The Fruit of Life’s immortal Tree -
Sha'l be their fweet Repadt.
6 The Lamb fhall lead his: beaven!y. Elock, -
Where living Fountains rife, '
And Love Divine fhal] wipe awiy

"The Sorrows of their Eyes,-

XLIL
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XLIL Divine Wrath and Mer;y;

from Nabum i. 1, 2, 3,

&c.

] ADore and tremble, for our God
Is a* Confinning Firve, * Heb. xii. 29,
" His jealous Eyes his Wrath inflame,

And raife his Vengeance higher.

' 2 Alrighty Vengeance, how it burns !

How bright his Fury giows!

Vaft Magazines of Plagues and Storms

Lie treafur’d for his Foes.

: 3 Thofe Heaps of Wrath by flow Degrees

Are:forc'd into a Flame,

Byt kindled, ob ! how fierce they blaze !

And rend ail Nature’s Frame. -
4 Athis Approach the Mountains flee,

And feek a wat’ry Grave 3

'Fhe frighted Sea makes hafte away,

And fhrinksup ev’ry Wave,

$

|

5 Theough the wide: Air the weighty Rocks . -]
Are fwift as Hail-flones hurt’d ;"
" Who dares engage his fierv Rage,

That fhakes the folid World ?

6 Yet, mighty God, thy Sov’ecign Grace,

Sits Regenr on the Throne,
The Refuge of thy chofen Race

When Wrath comes ruthing down.
7. Thy Hand fhall on Rebellious Kings o

A fiery Tempei} pour,
e . C 4

* While

Ry

[
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While we beneath thy fheltring Wings
Thy jut Revenge adore. '

XLIL Referr’d tothe 100 Plalm.
XLIV. Referr'd tothe x33 Plalm.

XLV. The Laff Fudgment, Rev,
XXi. §, 6, 7, 8——.

X SEE where the great incarnate God
Fills a Majeftick Throne,
¢ While from the Skies his awful Voice
Bears the Laft Judgment down.
[2 “ I am the Firft, and I the Laft,
% Thro’ endlefs Years the fame:
“ I A Mis my Memorial {till,
“ And my Eternal Name.
3 ' Such Faveurs asa God can give
** My Royal Grace beftows,
“ Ye thisfty Souls, come tafte the Streams
“ Where Life and Pleafure flows.]
" [4 “ The Saint-that triumphs o’er his Sins,
- % I’ll own him for a Son,
% The whole Creation fhall reward
¢ The Conquefls he has won

5 * But bloody Hands, and Hearts unclean,
‘“ And all the lying Race,
“ Thefaithlefs and the fcoffing Crew,
“ That fpurn at offer’d Grace!

6 * They fhall be taken from my Sight,
** Bound faft in lron Chains, .o
. “And
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¢ And headlong plungd into the Lake ‘
*“ Where Fire and Darkncfs rcigns. ]
" 7 O may I fland before the Lamb, .
" When Earth and Seas are fi~d!

And hear the Judge pronounce my Name
. With Bleffings on my Head !
8 May I with thofe for ever dwell,
. Who here were my Delight,
¢ Whkile Sinners banifh’d down to Hell
No .more offend my Sight,

XLVI,& XLVIL Referr'd to Pfal. 148, & 3.

XLVIH. The Chriftian Race, lfa, 1.
28, 29, 30, 3 1. '

b ¢ AWake our Souls (away our Fears,
- Let ev’ry trembling Thought be gone)
Awake, and run the heavenly Race,
And put a chearful Courage on.

3 True, ’tis a firaight and thorny Road,
And mortal Spirits tire and faint,
* - But they forget the Mighty God
f  That feeds the Strength of ev'ry Saint.
3 The Mighty God, whofe matchlefs Pow’r -
Isever new and ever young,
And firm endures while endlefs Years
Their everlaﬁmg Circles run,

4 From thee thé’ ovcrﬂow:nﬁ Spring,
i Our Souls {hall drmka frefh Supply,

; ‘ While
aod'l 3
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While fuch as truft their native Sirength
Shall melt away, and drop, and dic.

5 Swift as an Eagle cuts the Air,
We'll mount aloft to thine Abode,
On Wings of Love our Souls fhall fly,
Nor tire amidft the heavenly Road.

XLIX.‘ The Works of Mofes and the
- Lamb, Rev. xv.3.

1 HOW ftrong thine Arm is, mighty God !
Who would not fear thy Name?
Fefus, how fweet thy Graces are!
Who would not love the Lamb?
2 He has_dooe more than Mofes did,
Our Prophct and our King ; :
From Boncrs of Hell he free§ our Souls,
And taught our Lips to fing.
3 In'the Red Sea by Mofes’ Hand
~_ Th’ Egyptian Hoft was drown’d ;
"~ But his own Blood hides all our Sins,
And Guilt no more is found,
4 When thro’the Defart Jf¥sel went,
- With Manna they were fed ;
Our Lord invites us tohis Flefh,
And calls itliving Bread,
s Mofes bebeld the promis’d Land,
Yet never rcach’d the Dlace;
But Chrift fhall bring,biq} Followers home
To feo his Father’s Fa,cc. ' "
: 6 Then
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6 Thoen fhall aur Loveand Joy be fu!’,
And feel a warmer Flame,

And fweeter Voices tune the Song
Of Mofes and the Lamb. .

L. The Song of Zecharias, and tle
Meffage of John the Baptift § or,
Light andSalvation by FefusChrift, .
Luke i. 68, &c. Johni. 29y 32. -

1 NOW be the Gad of Ifrae/ bleft, .
Who makes his Truth appear,
His mighty Hand fulfils his Word,
- And all the Oaths he fware.
2 Now he bedews old David’s Root
With Bleffings from the Skies
He makes the Branch of Promifle grow;.
The promis’d Hora arife.
[3 Fobn was the Prophet of the Lord,
To go befare Lis Face,
The Herald which our Saviour-God
Sent to prepare his Ways. :
4, He makesthe great Salvationknown,
He fpeaks of pardoa’d Sins ;
While Grace: Divine and Heavenly Love
In its own Glory fhines.
5 * Behold the Lamb of God, he cries,
% That rakes our Guilt away :
‘ Ifaw the Spirit o'er his Head
“ On his Baptizing Day. ]

6. Be



56

1 o
[{3

7 [

€

B“

[13

L

b ¢

ymns ana b L

Be ev'ry Vale exalted high,

‘* Sink ev’ry Mountain low ;

The Proud muft ftoop, and humble Souls
** Shall his Salvation know.

The Heatben Realms with Iiael’s Land
*¢ Shall join in fweet Accord :

¢ And all that’s born of Man fhall fee

* The Glory of the Lord.

Behold the Morning-Star arifc,

 Ye that in Darknefs fit ; _

He marks the Path that leads to Peace,
‘“ And guides our doubtful Feet.

Perfevering Grace, Jude 24, 25,

TO God the only Wife,
Our Saviour and our King,

et all the Saints below the Skies

2

Their humble Praifcs bring,
"Tis his Almighty Love,
His Counfel, and his Care,

referves us fafe from Sin and Death,

3

And ev’ry hurtful Snare.

He will prefent our Souls
Unblemifh’d and compleat,

cfore the'Glory of his Face,

With Joys divinely great,

4 Then all the chofen Seed

Shall meet around the Throne,

hall blefs the Condu& of his Grace,

And make his Wonders known, _
5 'To

-
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5 To our Redeemer God
- Wifdom and Pow’r belongs,
(mmortal Crowns of Majefty,
And everlafting Songs.

LIL Bgptifim, Matt. xxviii. 19. AQs
' ii. 380 '

"T'Was the Commiffion of our Lord,

Go, teach the Nations, and Baptize,
The Nationshaver-~eiv’d the Word
Since he afcended .o the Skies.

_He fits upon th’ eternal Hills,
With Grace and Pardon in his Hands,
And fends his Cov’nant with the Seals,
"To blefs the diftant Brizi/b Lands.

3 Repent, and be Bapriz'd he faith,
For the Remiffion of your Sins s
And thusour Senfe affifts our Faith,
And fhows us what his Gofpel means.

¢ Our Souls he wafhes, in his Blood,

~ As Water makes the Body clean
And the good Spirit from our God,
Defcends like purifying Rain.

s Thus we engage our felves to Thee,
And feal our Cov’nant with the Lord:
O may the grect Eternal Three
In Heav'n ourfolemn Vows record !

-~

LIIL. T%e
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LIIL The Hoty Scriptures, Heb.i. 1. .
2 Tim, iii. 15, 16. Pfilm cxlvii, :
19, 20- | ’

1 GOD who in various Methods told -
His Mind and Will to Saints of old,
Sent his. own Son with Truth and Grace,
To teach us in thefe latter Days. .

2 Our Nation reads the written Word,
That Book of Life, that fure Record :
The bright Inheritance of Heav'n, -
Us by the fweet Conveyance giv’n.

3 God’s kindeft Thoughts are bere expreft,
Able to make us Wife and Blett,
The Doétrines are divinely true,
Fit for Reproof, and Comfort too.
4 Ye Britiflh lles who read his Love:
In long Epiftles from above
(He bath not fent his facced Word
T ev’ry Land) Praife ye the Lord.

LIV. Eleiting Grace : Or, Saints be-
loved in Chrit, Eph. i. 3, &c.

1 ?ESUS, we blefs thy Father’s Name ;-
Thy God and ours are both the fame 3
“What heav’nly Bleffings from his Throne
Flow down to Sinners thro’ his Son?

1 2 Chrift
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2 Chrift be'my firft Eleél,he faid, ST
* Then chole- our.Souls in Chrift our Head,

Before he gave the Mountains Birth, - o
Or laid Foundatioss for the Earth.

3 Thus did eternal Love begin, .
To raife us up from Death and 8in;
Our Charafters weee then decreed,
Blamelefs in Love, & boly Seed.

4 Predeftinated to be Sons, R
Born by Degrees, but chofe atonce 5
A new regenerated Race,
To praife the Glory of his Grace.

5 With Cbrif our Lord we fhare our Pars -
In the Afle€tions of his Heart,

Nor fhall our Souls be thence remov’d
Till he forgets bis firlt- Belov’d.

L4

LV. Hezekial's Song : Or, Sicknefs
and Recovery, Ha. xxxviii. g, &c.

1 Hen we are rais’d from deep Diflrefs,
: Our God deferves a Seng ;
We take the Pattern of our Prai%e
From Hezekial's Tongue, -
i 2 The Gates of the devouring Grave
Are open’d wide in vain, :
If he that holds the Keys of Death
Corhmands them faft again.
i 3 Pains of the Flefh are wont t* abufe
- ‘Qur Minds with flavifh Fears ;

4

Our
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" Our Days are paft, andwe fball lofe
" The Remnans of our Years,

4 We chatter with a Swallow’s Voice, -
Or like a Dove we mourn,
With Bitternefs inftead of Joys,

Afflited and forlorn.
's Febovab fpeaks the healing Word,
And no Difeafe withftands :
Pevers and Plagues obey the Lord,
And fly at his Commands,
¢ If half the Strings of Life fhould break,
He can our Frame reftore :
He cafts our Sins behind his Back,
And they are found no more.

LVI. The Song of Mofes and the
- Lamb : Or, Babylon falling, Rev.
XV. 3. and XVi. 19. and xvii. 6.

x “TE fing the Glories of thy Love,
ch found thy dreadful Name ;
The Chriftian Church unites the Songs
Of Mofesand the Lamb. .

2 Great God, how wondrous are thy Works
Of Vengeance and of Grace ! '
Thou King of Saints, Almighty Lord,
How juft and true thy Ways !
8 Who daresrefufe to fear thy Name,
Or worfhip at thy Throne 2

Thby
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Thy Judgments fpeak thine Holinefs
Thro’ all the Nations known,

4 Great Babylon that rules the Barth,

- «Drunk with the Marzyrs Blood,
Her Crimes fhali fpeedily awake
The Fury of our God.

5 The Cup of Wrath is ready mixt,
And fhe muft drink the Dregs 5
Strong is the Lord her Sov'reign Judge
And fhall fulfil the Plagues.

LVIL. Original Sin: Or, The firf?
and fécond Adam, Rom. v. 12, &¢.,
Pfal li. 5. Job xiv. 4.

1 BAckward with humble Shame we look
| On our Original,
" How is our Nature dafh’d and broke
In ourfirft Father’s Fall !

2"To all thar’s Good averfe and blind,
But prone to all that’s Il 3 :
What dreadfull Darknefs vails our Mind !
How obf@inate our Will !

[3 Conceiv'd in Sin (O wretched State !)
~ Before we draw our Breath,
The firlt young Pulfe begins to beat
Iniquity and Death,
4 How ftrong in our degen’rate Blood
The old Corruption reigns, .
And mingling with the crooked Flood,
Wanders through allour Veins!]
‘ s Wild
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[s Wild and unwholcfome as the Koat
Will all the Branches be ; :
How can.we hope for. living Fruit
From fuch a deadly Tree ?
6 What mortal Power from Things unclean
Can pure, Produ&ions bring ?
Who can.command a vital Siream-
From-aninfe@ed Spring 2]
7 Yét, mighty God, thy wondrous Love
Can make our Nature clean, :
‘While €brift and Grace prevail above
The Tempter, Dcath and Sin, -
8" The Second Adam fhall reftore
The Ruins of the: Firft, . - .
-EDfauna ta that Sav'reign Pow’e
That new creates our Dufls

LVIIL The Devil wanguiff'd: Or,
Michael's War with the Dragos,
- Rew.xitz. =

1 | ET mortal-Tongues attempt to fing
4The Wars of Heav’n, when Mickael toed
Chief Generalof th' Eternal King,
And fought the Battles of out Ged..

% Againft the Dragon and his Heft .
The Atmies of the Lord prevail = ‘
In vain they rage, in vaio they beadt, .
Theit Courage finks, their Weapons fail..

3 Down
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3 Down to the Earth was Sazan thrown | _
Down to the Earth his Legions fell:; -
Then was the Trump of Triumph blown,
And fhook the dreadful Deeps of Hell..

4 Now is the Hour of Darknefs paft,
Chrift has affum’d his reigning Pow’rs
Behold the grear Accufer ca
‘Down from the Skies, to rifc no more.

s "T'was by thy Blood, immortel Lamb,
Thine Armies trod ‘the Tempter down 3

. "Twas by thy Word and pow’rful Name

" They gain’d the Battle and Renown.

6 Rejoice, ye Heav'ns; let e¥'ry Star -

" Shine with new Glories rowmt the Sky 3 -

Saints, while ye fing the heav'nly Wars,
Raife your Deliverer’s Name on high.

LIX. Babylon falle, Rev. xviii:
20? 2. i

1 TN Gabriel's Hand a mighty Stotre * * -
Lies; a fair Type of Babyplarz: "~ .
Prophets, rejoice, and all ye Satnts,
God fDall avenge your long Complaintss
2 He fiid, and dreadful as he flood, = -
He f{unk: the' Milftone in the Flaod ;. - :

Thus terribly fhajl Bebelfadl. ..
Thus, apd. no wore be fouind at-alb. - -

i .

-

LX.T7-
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LX. The Virgin Mary’s Song : O,
The promifed Mefliah born, Luke
L 46, &c,

1 OUR Souls fhall magnify the Lord,
. In God the Saviour we rejoice :
While we repeat the Virgin's Song,
May the fame Spitit tune our Voice. -

(2 The Higheft faw her low Eftate, A
And mighty Things his Hand hath done:
His over-fhadowing Power and Grace
Makes her the Mother of his Son. .

3 Let ev'ry Nation'call her bleff,
And endlefs Years prolong her Fame;;
But God alone muft be ador’d: :
Holy and Rev’rend is his Name. ]

& To thefe that fear and truft the Lord;
His Mercy ftands for ever fure :
From Age to Age his Promife lives,
And'the Performance is fecure.

s He fpake to Abra’m and his Seed,
In thee fball all the Earth be bleft :
The Mem’ry-of that ancient Word
Lay long.in his eternal Breaft.

6 But now no more thall Ifrael wait,
No more the Genrileslie forlorn &
Lo, the Defire of Nations comes-3
Behold the promis'd Seed is born.

LXI. Chrift
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LXIL Chriff our High Prieft and
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King 5 and Chrift coming to Fudg-
 ment, Rev. i.6,7. ’

1 NOW to the Lord that makes us know |
The Wonders of hisdying Love,

Be humble Honours paid below, -
And Strains of nobler Praife above, i

2 "Twas he that cleans'd our fouleft Sins,
And wafh’d us in his richeft Blood ; -
*Tis he that makes us Prieftsand Kings,
And brings us Rebels near to God.

3 To Fefus our Atoning Prieft,
To Fefus our Superior King, .
Beeverlafting Power confeft, T
And ev’ry Tongue his Glory fing. ,

4 Beheld,on flying Clouds he comes,
And ev’ry Eye fhall fee him move 3
Tho’ with our Sins we picrc’d him once;
Then he difplays his pardoning Love. |

5 The unbelieving World fhall wail
While we rejoice to fee the Day:

Come, Lord ; nor let thy Promife fail,
. Nor let thy Chariots long delay.

SRS

o«

LXIL Chriff,
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LXIL C’/Jrzﬁ Fefas the Lam&of God;
worjbzpj)ed by all the Creation,
ev. Vo1, IzJ I3. .

x COme let us join'our chearful Songs
-With A ngels round:the Throne ;
“Ten thbufand ‘thoufand are thexr Tongucs,
‘But alt their Joysare- one. ~

2 Wortly rbe Lamb'that dy'd, they cry, .
To be exalted-thus ;
}Vortﬁy the Lamb, our “Lips teply,

_For. he was. ﬂam for us.: ‘ ;

3 }’efm is wdrthy to teceive )
Honour and Power Divine; ~* :
And Bleffings more than-we can give,
Be, Lo‘:f, ‘for-ever thine. .. )
4 Let all that dwell above the Sky, "
And Air; #d Farth, and Se‘as, .
Confph'emlrfr thy Gl»ones highy
- And Tpeak tb'neendlefs Praife.’

s The whole Creation joinin ene,
To blefs the Sacred Name,
Of him that fits upon the Throne
And to adorc'rhe Lamb.
LX1. Chrifi’s Humiliation and Ex-
altation, Rev.v. 12.

I WHAT equal Honour: fhall we bring
Tothee, OLord our God, the Lamb,

s
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When all the Notes that Angels fing,
Are far inferior tothy Name? o

2 Wortbyis He that once was flain, . =
i The Prince of Peace thatgroan’d and dy'd,
Worthy to rife, and live, and rciga -
At his Almighty Father'’s fide,
3 Pow’r and Dominion are his Doe, @ .
Who flood condemn’d .at Pilate’s Bar :
Wifdom belongs to. Fefus too,

Tho’ he was charg'd with Madnefs l;erc.
4 AliRiches are his Native Right, ‘

Yet he fuftsin’d amazing Lofs ;-

To him alcribe Eternal Might, -

Who left his Weaknefs on the Crofs.

5 Honour immortal muft be paid,

+ Inftead of Scandal and of Scorn ;

While Glory-fhines around his Head, ',
And a bright Crown without & Tharn,

6 Bleffings for ever on the Lamb, o
Who bore the Curfe for wretched Men :
Let Angels found his Sacred Name,
And ev'ry Creature fay, Amen.

R

LXIV. Adoption, 1 John iii. 1, 6.
Gal.iv. 6. -

" 1 NFEhold what wond’rours Grace .
The Father hath beftow’d = -
On Sinners of a Mortal Race, e
To call them Sons of God!
: I " 2 “Tis
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2 "Tis no furprizing Thing ;
That we fhould be unknown ;
The Fewifb World knew not their King,
S God’s everlafting Son.

3 Nordoth it yet appear
How great we muft be made;
Butwhen we fee our Saviour here,
We fhall be like our Head.
4 A Hope fo much divine,
- May Trials well endure,
May purge our Souls from Senfe and Sin
As Chrift the Lord is pure.
5 If in my Pather’s Love
I fhare a filial Part,
Senddown thy Spirit like a Dove
To reft upon my Heart.
6 We would no longer lie
.- Like Slaves beneath the Throne 3
My Faith fhall 4bba Father cry 5
~_ And thou the Kindred own,

 LXV. Tte Kingdoms of the World
become the Kingdoms of our Lord :
Or, The Day of Fudgment, Rev.
xi. 15.
X LET the Sev’nth Angel found on high,
LetShouts be heard thro’ all the Sky,
Kings ofthe Earth with glad Accord,

Give up your Kingdoms to the Lerd.
2 . 2 All
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| 2 Almighty God, thy Pow’r affume, '
' Who waft, and art, and art to come: |
Sefus the Lamb, who once was flain, :
For ever live, for ever reign ! !

|

-3 The. angry Nations fret and roar,

" That they can flay the Saints no more ;
On Wings of Vengeance flics our God 4
To pay the long Arrears of Blood.

4 Now muft the rifing Dead appear,-- - —— -
Now the decifive Sentence hear ;
i Now the dear Martyrs of the Lord
. Receive an infinite Reward.

| LXVL Chrift the King ar bis Table,
Sol. Song i. 2, 3, 4,5, 12, 13
170

I LE T him embrace my Soul, and prove
Mine Intereft in his heavenly Love :
The Voice that tells me, Thou art mine,
Exceeds the Bleffings of the Vine.

2 On Thee th’ anointing Spirit came,
And fpreads the Savour of thy Name;
That Oil of Gladnefs and of Grace
Draws Virgin Souls to meet thy Face.

3 Fefus, allure me by thy Charms,

? 1\74)1 Soul fhall fly into Z'hine Arms!
Our wand’ring Feet thy Favours bring
To the fair Chambers of the Kirg.

i
/
!
!

b - [4 Wor
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[4 Wonder and Pleafiire tunes our Voice,
To fpeak thy Praifes and our Joys:

- OurMemory keeps this-Love of thine
Beyond the Tafte of richeft Wine.]

5 Tho’in ourfelves deform’d we are,
And black as*Kedar Tents appear, -
Yet when.we put thy Beauties on,
Fair as the Courts of Sslomon.

6 While 2t his Table fits the-King,’

He loves to fee us {mile and fing :
Qur Graces are our beft Perfume, .l
"And breathe like Spikenard round the
. . (Room.] -
7 As Myrrh new bleeding from the Tree, !
Such is a dying Chrift to me ; ’
And while he makesmy Soul his Guetft,
My Bofom, Lord, fhallbe thy Reft.
[8 No Beams of Cedar or of Fir,
Can with thy Courts on Earth compare;
And here we wair until thy Love ‘
Raile us to nobler Seats above. ]

LXVIL .Sceking the Paftures of
Chrift. the Shepberd, Solomon’s
Song i. 7. : g

H THOU whom mySoul admires above

All earthly Joy and earthly Love,
Tellme, dear Shepherd, let me know,
Whaere doth thy fweetest Pafture grow 2

2 Where
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i = Where isthe Shadow of that Rock,
f That from the Sun defends thy Flock 2
Fain would I feed among thy Sheep,
’ Among them reft, among them fleep.
3 Why fhould thy Bride appear like one
That turns afide to Paths unknown 2
' My conftant Feet would never rove,
' Woyld never feek another Love.

- [4 The Footfteps of thy Flock [ fee :
) Thy fweeteft Paftures here they be ;
i A wondrous Feaft thy Love prepares,
Bought with thy Wounds, and roans, and

(Tears.
5 Hisdearef Flefh he makes my Food,

And bids me drink hisricheft Blood 3
Here to thefe Hills my Soul will come,
Till my Beloved lead me home.]

LXVIIL. The Banguet of Love, Sol.
‘ Sengii. 1, 2, 3, 4, 6, 7.
1 REhold the Rofe of Sharon here,
“< The Lily which the Vallies bear ;

Behold the Tree of Life that gives
Refrefhing Pruit, and healing Leaves.

2 Amongft the Thorns fo Lilies fhine ;
Amongft wild Gourds the noble Vine 3
So in mine Eyes my Saviour roves,
Amidft a Thoufand meaner Loves,

3 Beneath his cooling Shade [ fat,

To fhicld me from the burning Heat ;
D: et
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Of heav'nly Fruit he fpreads a Feaft,
To feed my Eyes, and plafe my Tafte,

[4 Kindly he brought me to the Pleace
Where ftands the Banquet of his Grace;
He {faw me faint, and o’er my Head
The Banner of his Love he fpread,

5 With living Bread, and generous Wine,
He chears this finking Heart of ming ;
And opening his own Heart to me,

He fhows his Thoughts how kind they be.]

6 O never let my Lord depart,

Lye down and reft upon my Heart ;

. I charge my Sins not once to move, .
Nor {lir, nor wake, nor grieve my Love.
LXIX. Chrift appearing to bis Church

and feeking ber Company, Sol. Song
. 8,9, 10,11, 12,130
1 HE Voice of my Beloved founds
QOver the Rocks and riing Grounds,
Q’er Hills of Guilt, and Seas ot Gricf,
He leaps, he flies to my Relief.
+*2 Naw thro’ the Veil ot Flefh, I fee,
With Eyesof Love he looksat me 3
Non in the Gofpel's clearett Glafs
He fhows the Beauties of his Face.
3 Genrly he draws my Heart along, -

» -

.

Both wirh his Beaurics and his Tongue;

Rife, fuich my Lord, weake bafte a<cry,:
No wortal Foys aie sworth thy Stij. )
' 4 The

'
7
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4 The Jewith wintry State is gone,
ve Mifts are fied, the ring comes on,
The facred Turile Dove 1we Loar
Proclaim the New, the Jjoyful Year,
5 T Immortal Viue of beavenly Roor,
Bloffowss and buds, and gives ber Fruie,
{. Lo, we are come to tafte the Wine
Our Souls rej.ice and blefs the Vinc,
.. ¢ And when we hear our Fefus iy,
" Rifeupmy Love, make afte cowey !
i Our Hearrs would fain out-fly the Wind
! And leave all earthly Loves behind.
} LXX.Chrift InViting and the Chrrei)
. anfwering thelnvitation, Sol. Song
ii. 14, 16, 17.
[ HARK, the Redeemer from on high
- =% Sweetly invites his Fav’rite nigh 3
From Caves of Darknefs and of Doubt,
He gently fpeaks and cal’s us our,

2 My Dove, who bideft in the-Rack,
bine Heart almoft with Soryony broke,
Lift up thy Face, Jorget thy Fear, . -
And let thy Voice delight mine Eqr :
3 Thy Voice 10 me founds ever Jweer
My Graces in thy Count'nance meer 5
773/0’ rhe vain World thy Face de ifo,
*Tis bright and comely in mine Fyes.
4 Dear Lord, our thankful Heart receiges
The Hope thine Invitation gives,
D3 To-

—_——1T T

]
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To thee our joyful Lips fhall raife
The Voice of Prayer, 2nd of Praife.,]
{41 am my Love’s, and he is mine ; ‘
Our Hearts, our Hopes, our Paffionsjoin; . :
Nor let a Motion, nor a Word, 4
Nor Thought arife to grieve my Lord. \'};
6 My Soul to Paftures fair heleads; T
Amongft the Lilies where he feeds;
Amongft the Saints (whofe Robes arewhits
Wafh’d in his Blood) is his Delight,
7 Till the Day break, and. Shadows flee,
Till the {fweet dawning Light I fee,
Thine Eyes to me-ward often turn,
Nor let my Soul in Darknefs mourn,

8 Be like a Hart on Mountains green,
Leap o'er the Hills of Fear and Sinj;
Nor Guilt, nor Unbeliefdivide
My Love, my Saviour, from my fide,]

LXXI. Chrift found in the Street,
and brought to the Cbz;rcb, Sol.
Song iii." 1, 2, 3, 4 §-

1 OFten-I feek my Lord by Night,

Fefus, my Love, my Soul’s Delight; i
With warm Defire and reftlefs Thought .-
I feek him oft, but find him not, *

2 Then I arife and fearch the Street,
Till I myLord, my Savieur meet 5
1 ask the Watchmen of the Night¢,
Where did you fee my Soul's Delight.
3 Some-

“"5”“-_-“’; : -
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- 3 Sometimes I find him in my Way,
Direted by a heavenly Ray ;

i I leap for Joy to fee his Face,
And hold him faft in mine Embrace:

- [4 1 bringhim to my Mother’s Home,
Nor does my Lord refufe to come,
To Sion’s facred Chambers, where
My Soul firft drew the vital Air.

5 He gives me there his bleeding Heart,
Pierc’d for my Sake with deadly Smart ;
-1 give my Soul to him, and there
Our Loves their mutual Tokens fhare.]

6 1 charge you all, ye earthly Toys,
Approach not to difturbmy Joys ;

or Sin, nor Hell, come near my Heart,
Nor caufe my Saviour to depart.

- LXXII. The Coronation of Chrift,

and E[poufals of the Church, Sol.
SO-Dg iii, 2. o

1 D_Aughtc;"s of Sion, come, behold
The Crown of Honour and of Gold,
Which the glad Church with Joysunknown
Plac'd on the Head of Solismos

- P ) .,v.-:ll&#lb‘

& 7eéjus, thou everlafting King,

~ Accept the Tribute which we bring ;
Acceptthe welldeferv’d Renown,
And wear our Praifes as thy Crown.

s Lét every A&t of Worlhip be
. Like our Efpoufals, Lord, to Thee 3
o D4 Liks

t

e - =
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Like the dear Hour when from above

We firft receiv’d thy Pledge of Love,
'~ 4 The Gladnefs of that happy Day,

Our. Hearts would wifh it long toflay,

Nor let our Faith forfakeits hold,

Nor Comfort fink, nor Love grow cold.

5 Each following Minute as it flies,
[ncreafe thy Praife, improve our Joys,
Till we are rais’d to fing thy Name
At the great Supper of the Lamb.
6 O that the Months would roll away,
And bring that Coronation Day!
The King of Grace fhall fill the Throne
With all his Father’s Glories on.

LXXIIL The Church’s Beauty in the

Eyes of Chrift, Sol. Song iv. 1, 10,

11,7,9, 8. .

X KIND is the Speech of Chrift our Lord,
> AffeCtion founds in every Word,
Lo, thou ars Fair, my Love, be cries,
Not the young Doves have  (weeter Eyes,
[2 Sweet are thy Lips, thy pleafing Voice
Silutes mine Eay wiit Jiczer Fovs,
" No.Spice fo much delights the Smell,
Ner Milk nor Honey tafte fo well. ]
3 Thou art all Fair,my Bride, tome,
I will bebold no Spot in thee.
What mighty Wonders Love performs,
And puts a Comelinefs.on Worms ! <

4 Defil'd

-J

4

P
1

;.
t
.
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" 4 Defil’d and loathfome as we are, ‘
He makes us white, and callsus Fair ;.

Adorns us with that heavenly Drcfs,

+  His Graces and his Righteoufnefs.:

Cs My Sifter and my Spoufe, he crics,
Bound romy Heart by various Ties,
Thy powerful Love my Heart dciains
In ftrong Delight and pleafing Claius.

6 He calls me from the Leopard’s Dcn,
From this wild World of Beafts and Men, .
To Sion where his Giorics are
Not Lebanon is half fo fair,

7 Nor Dens of Prey, nor flow’ry Plzins,
Nor earthly Joys, nor earthly Pains
Shall hold 'my Feet, or force my ftay, .
When Chrift invites my Soul away.

- LXXIV. The Church the Gardensf
Chrift, Sol. Song iv. 12, 14, 15.
®v. 1. . '

1 WE“are a Garden wall’d around,’

>hofen and made peculiar Ground
A little Spot, inclos’d by Grace,
Out of the Werld's wide Wildernefs.

2- Like Trees of Myrrh and Spice we ftand -
Planted by God the Father’s Hand ;-
And all his Springs in Sion flow,
To make the youn3 Plantation grow. .
"3 Awake, O heavenly Wind, and vome, .
[ Blow on this Garden of Perfume 5.
- ‘ Ds: - Spirie



Spirit Divine, defcend and:breathe
A gracious Gale on:Plants beneath,
4 Make our beft Spices flow abroad
Eodemex;;]ain our Saviour God':
nd Faith, and Love, and Joy appear,

And every Grace be a’&ive{tm. PPe

[5 Let my Beloved come and tafte
His pleafant Fruits at his own Feaft.
I come, iny Spoufe, I come, he cries,
With Love and Pleafurein his Eyes.

6 Our Lord into his Garden comes,
Well pleas’d to fmell our poor Perfumes,
And calls us to a Feaft divine,
Sweeter than Honey, Milk, or- Wine.
7 Fat of the Tree of Life, my Friends,
Tve Bleffings that my Father fends;
Your Tafte fball all my Dainties prove,
And drink abundance of my Love.
8 Fefus, we will frequent ny Board,
And fing the Bounties of our Lord:
- But the rich Food on which we live
Demands more Praife than Tongues can
: : (give.]

LXXV. The Defeription of Chrift zbe
Beloved, Sol. Song v. 9, 10, 11,12,
1149 15,1 6.

I THE wond’ring World enquires to know
Why I fhould love my Fefus fo :Wlml
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What are bis Charms,{ay they, above
-Tbe Objolts of & mortal Love 7
2 Yes, my Beloved, to my Sight
Shews a fweet Blixtureé, Red and White :
All human Beauties, all Divine,
In my Beloved meet and fhine.

3 Whiteis his Soul, from Blemifh free 3
‘Red with the' Blood he fhed for me ;
The faireft of ten Thoufand Fairs =
A Sun amongft ten Thoufand Stars.

[4 His Head the fine® Gold excels,
There Wifdom in Perfe@ion dwells;
And Glory like aCrown adorns .
Thofe Templesonce befet with Thoras.

5 Compaflions in’ his Heart are found,
Hard by the Signals of his Wound ;
His facred Side no more fhall bear
The cruel Scourge, the piercing Spear.]

[6 His Hands are“fairer to behold
Than Diamonds fet in Rings of Gold ;
Thofe heavenly Hands that on the Tree
Were nail’d, and torn, and bled for me. -

7 Tho’once he bow’d his feeble Knees,
Loaded with Sins and Agonies,
Now on the Throne of his Command
His Legs like Marble Pillars ftand.]

~ [8 His Byes are Majefty and Love,

The Eagle temper’d with the Dove,

Nomore fhall trickling Sorrows roll

Thro’ thofe dear Windows of his Soul.]
- » W

£
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9 His Mouth that pour’d out long Complaints,
Now fmiles, and chears his fainting Saints:
His Countenance more Graceful is
Than Lebanon with all its Trees.

10 All over Glorious is my Lord,
Muft be belov'd, and yet ador’d,
His Worth ifall the Nations knew, ]
Sure'the whole Earth would 'love him too. -

LXXVL Chrift duwells in Heaven, but
vifits on Earth, Sol. Song vi. 1, 2,
301 2.

I WHENIStrangers ftand and hear me tell

What Beautiesin mySaviour dwell;

Where he is gone, they fain would know,
That they may feek and love him too.

2 My beft Beloved keeps his Throne
. On Hills of Light, in Worlds unknown
. But.he defcends, and fthows hig Face
In the young Gardens of his Grace. .
'[5 In Vineyards planted by his Hand,
" Where fruitful Trees in Order ftand 5
He feeds among the fpicy Beds,
Where Lilies fhow their fpotlefs Heads.

' 4 He has engrofs'd my warmeft Love,
‘ No earthly Charms my Soul can move s

I have a Manfion in his Heart,
Nor Death nor Hell fhall make us part. ]

[s He
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[5 He takes my Soul ere . I'm aware, = ' 2

~ And fhows:me where his Glories are
No Chariot of Aminddib o

. The heav’nly Rapture can defcribe. -+ -

: 6. O may my Spirit daily rife _ )
On Wings of Faith aboye the Skies,

_ Till Death fhall make my laft Rémove
To dwell for ever with my Love.}

LXXVIL The Love of Chrift to the -
Chutch, in bis Language to ber, and
Provifions for ber, Sol. Song vii.g,
6, 9,125 13.

I NOW in the Galleries of his Grace
Appears'the King, and thus he fays,
How fair my Saints are in ngrSight,
My Love bow pleafant for BPelighs.

2 Kind is thy Language, Sovereign Lord,
There’s heavenly Grace inmevery Word
From that dear Mouth a Streany divine:
Flows {weeter than the choiceft Wine.

3 Such wondrous Love awakes the Lip -
-Of Saints that were almoft afleep, .
To fpeak the Praifes of thy Name,
And makes our cold Affe&ions flame,

4 Thefe are the Joys he lets us know
In Fields and Villages below,

. Gives us a Relifh of his Love,
But keeps his nobleft Feaft above.

I

o
iy -

5 In
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5 In Paradife: withiin the: Gates: . .~ -
An higher-Engertainment waits;.
Pruits new and old lsid up in Store,
Where:we Fhalt feed, but thir® ne more..

LXXVIIL. The Strength of Chriff's

Love, and_ the Soul’s Jealonfy of

ber own, Sol.Sang Viii. 5. 6; 7 13,
- 14 .
{r 'W"HO isthis fair one in. DiftreSs,

Y'Y That travels from the Wildernefs 2
And.prefs'd with Sorrows and with Sins,
‘On her beloved Lord fhe leans.

a 'This is the Spoufe of Chrift our God,

Bought with the Treafuces of bis'Blood: - |

Andher Requeft and her Complaint,
‘Is but the,Voice of every Saint.

“ O let my Name engraven ftand,

“ Both on thy Heartand on thy Hand:
-%_Seal me upen thine Arm, and wear
% That Pledge of Love for ever there.

4 * Stronger than Death thy Love-is known,
¢ Which Ploods of Wrath could never
' : (drown 3
¢« And Hell and Earth in vain.combine
% To quench a,Fizefo much divisie:
5 ¢ Butl am jealous of my Heart,
¢ Left it fhould once from thee dcﬁf.rt $
¢ Then let thy Name be well impreft:
“ As a fair Signet an my Breaft
. ¢ « Till

. P
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6 ¢ Till thou haft broughtmo:to-thy Home,
s¢ Where Fears and Doabts can nevepcome,

¢ Thy. Count’nance let me often fee,
¢ And often thou fhalt hear from me.

7 ¢ Come, my- Beloved, hafte away,
« Cut fhert the Hours of thy: Delay,
¢ Fly like a youthful Hart or Roe
« QOver the Hills- where Spices grow.-

LXXIX. 4 Morning Hymn, Plalm
xix. 5, 8. Ixxiii. 24, 25.

1 GOD of the Morning, at whofe Voice
. The chearful Sun makes hafte to rifg,
And like a Giant doth rejoice :
To run his Journey thro’ the Skies.
2 From the fair Chambers of the Esf
The Cireuit of his Race begins
And without Wearinefs ar Re
Round the whole Earth he flies and fhines,
'3 O like the Sun may I fulfil
Th’ appointed Duties of the Day,
With ready Mind and active Will
March on and keep my heavenly Way.
[4 But I fhall rove and lofe the Race,
If God, my Sun, fhould difaPpear, :
And leave me in this World's wild Maze -
To follow every wand’ring Star. _
5 Lord, thy Commands are clean aad, pure,
Inlightning our beclouded Eyes, ot
. : b 4
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.Thy Threat’ninﬁs juft, thy Promife fure, - ’ ,
.'Thy Gofpel makes the Simple wife. ]. \

6 Give me my Counfel for my Guide,

And-then receive me to thy Blifs ; |
All my Defires and Hopes befide
Are faint and cold, compar’'d with this.

LXXX. An Evening Hymn, Pfalm
Jiv. 8. & iii. 5, 6. {9 cxliii. 8.

1 THUS far the Lord has led me on,
Thaus far his Power prolongs my Days,
And every Evening fhall make known.
«Some frefh Memorial of his-Grace:

2 Much of my Time has run to waite,
And [ perhaps am near my Home;
But he forgives my Follies paft,
He gives me ftrength for Days to. come,
3 I lay my Body down to {leep, '
*Peace is the Pillow for my Head,
While wel]i;ppoimed Angels keep -
Their watchful Stations round my Bed.

4 Invain the Sons of Earth or Hell
Tell me athoufand frightful Things,
My God in Safety makes me dwell
Bencath the Shadow of his Wings.

[5 Faithin his Name forbids my Fear !
O may thy Prefence ne’er depart !

" And in the Morning make me hear
The Love and Kindaefs of thy Heart.

’ : 6 Thus
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6 Thus when the Night of Death fhall come,
' My Flefh fhall reft beneath the Ground,

. And wait thy Voice to roufe my Tomb,
With fweet Salvation in the Sound. }

LXXXI. 4 Song for Morningor Even.
' ing, Lam.iii. 23. Ifa. xlv. 7.

I MY God, how endlefsis thy Love?
Thy Gifts are every Evening new,
And Morning Mercies from above
Gently diftil like early Dew. :

2 Thou fpread’ft the Curtains of the Nights-
Gieat Guardian of my fleeping Hours ;
Thy.Sovereing Word reftoresthe Light,
And quickens all my drowzy Powers.

3 I yield my Powers tothy Command,
“'To thee { confecrate my Days 3
Perpetual Blefings from thine Hand
Demand perpetual Songs of Praife.

LXXXII. God far above Creatures: '
- Or, Man vain and mortal, Job iv.
17 21. o '
1 SHALL thie vile Race of Flefh and Blood

Contend ‘with their Creator, God ; -

Shall mortal Worms prefume to be -
More Holy, Wife, or Juft, than He?

2 Be-
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2 Behold, he puts.his Tru#t in none 5
. Of all the Spirits.round his Threne 3 |
Their Natures, when compar’d with His, l
Are neither Holy, Juft nor Wife.
3 But how much meaner Things arethey
- Who fpring from. Duft, and dwell in Clay !
Touch’d by the Finger of thy Wrath, , .
We faint and vanifh like the Moth.

4 From Night to Day, from Day to Night,
We die by Thoufands in thy Sighe
Bury’din Duft whole Nations lie -

.~ Like a forgotten. Vanity.

5- Almighty Power, to. Thee we bow 5

How frail are we ! how glorjous, Thou!

No more the Sons of Earth fhall date:

With.an eternal Ged compare, )

LXXXIIL Affittions and Death un-
der?rovidenee, Jobv. s, 7, 8

S ; NOT from the Duaft Afiliction grows,
© ¥ Nor Troubles rife by Chance;
Yet we are born to-Cares and Woes,
A fad Inheritance.
i As Sparks break out from burning Coals,
_ And fill are upwards born 5
So Grief'is roated in our Seuls,
And Man grows up te mourn,

3 Yet
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" 3 Yet with- my God I leave my-Caufe,

And truft his promis’d Grace ;
" He rules me by his well known Laws

Of Love and Righteoufnefs. :

& Not all the Pains that e’er I bore-
Shall fpoil my future Peace,
For Death and Hell can do no more
Than what my Father pleafe. ’

- LXXXIV. Salvation, Righteoufuefs,
 and Strength in Chrifl, 1fa. xlv,
21 25. -

1 7Ebovab {peaks, let Ifrael hear,
Let all the Earth rejoice and fear,

While God’s eternal Son proclaims
His Sovereign Honours and his Names.

¢ ¢ I .am the Lafl, and I the Firft,
« The Saviour God, and God the Juft;
¢ There’s none befide pretends to thew
¢ Such Juftice and Salvation too.

3 * Yethat in Shades of Darknefs dwell,
¢ Juft onthe Verge of Death and Hell,
¢ Look up to me from diftant Lands,
¢ Light, Life;and Heav’n are in my Hands,
4 ¢ I by my holy Name have fworn,
¢ Nor fhall the Word in vain return 5
¢ To me fhall all Things bend the Knee,
~ ¢ And every Tongue fhall fwedr to me.]

s “In
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5 ¢ In'nte alone fhall Men confefs
¢ Liesall their Strength and Righteoufnefs::
* But fuch as dare defpife my Name,
“ I'll clothe’em with eternal Shame,

6 “ In me the Lord fhall all the Seed

‘ Of Ifrael from their Sins be freed,

- And by their fhining Graces prove
‘“ Their Int’reft in my pard’ning Love.

LXXXV. The fame.

z THE Lord on high proclaims
His Godhead from his Throne
Mercy and Fuftice are the Names
By which I will be known.
2~Ye dying Souls that (it
_In Darknefs and Diftref,
Leook fromthe Borders of the Pis
. To.my recovering Grace.
3 Sinners fhall hear the Sound ;
Their. thankful Tongues fhall own,
- Our Righteoufnefs and Strength is found:
" In Theey the Lord, alone. *
4 In Thee fhall Ifirael truft,
And fee their Guilt forgiv'n ;
God will pronounce the Sinners jufl
And take the Saints to.Heav'n:

L LXXXVI

-
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LXXXVI. God Holy, Iaft, and So.
vereign, Job ix. 2 ——1o.

" 1 HOW fhould the Sons of 4dam's Raco
Be pure before their God 5 -+ .
Ifhe contend in Righteoufnefs P
We fall beneath his Rod. \
2 To vindicate my Words and Thoughts °
I'll make no mare Pretence ; .
Not one of all my thoufand Fau’ts
Can bear a juft Defence.

"3 Suong ishis Arm, his Heart is wife 5 °

i What vain Prefumers dare i
Againft their Maker’s Hand to rife,
' Or.tempt th’ unequal War?

[4 Mountainsby his Almighty Wrath
,.‘ From their old Seats are torn, .
{  He fhakes the Earth from Sourh to Norsh,
And all her Pillars mourn, s

5 He bids the Sun forbear to rife, :
Th’ obedient Sun forbears :
His Hand with Sackclothfpreads the Skies,
‘ And fealsup all the Stars.
6 He walks upon the flormy Sea
Flies on the ftormy Wind ; 0
‘T'here’s none can trace his wondrous Way,
Or his dark Footfteps find. ]

LXXXVIL
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LXXXVIL. God dwells with the
- Humble and Penitent, 1a. lvii. 15,
16, .. .

1 "T"HUS aith the high and lofty On
T ¢ [ fit upon my holy Throne, >
¢ My Name is'God, I dwell on High,
¢ Dwell in my own Eternity,

2 “ But [ defcend to Worlds below,
¢ On Earth I have a Manfion teo,
¢ The humble Spirit and contrite
¢ Is'an Abode ot my Delight,

3 © The humble Soul my Words revive,
¢ 1 bid the mourning Sianer live,
¢ Heal all the broken Hearts find,
¢ And eafe the Sorrows of the Mind.

[4 ¢ Whea I contend aﬁainﬁ their Sin, »
. § Imiakethem know how vile they’ve beeny
¢ But fhould my Wrath for ever {moke,
¢ Their Souls would fink beneath my
o (Stroke.
s O may thy pard’ning Grace be nigh,
’ Left vyle ﬂ’lOII,l]d faintg, defpair 'amdgdie !
Thus fhall our better Thoughts approve
The Methode of thy chaft'ning Love.)

LXXXVIIIL,
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LXXXWAIL Life the Day of Grace
and Hipe, Eeclef. ix.4, 5, 6, 10

1 LIFE is the Time to ferve the Lord,
.+ The Time tinlure the groat Reward 5
And whilé the Lamp holds out to burn
The vilef Sinner may return. '

- [2 Life is.the Hour thatGod has giv’n
To fcape from Hell,and fly to Heav'n

" 'The Day of Grace, and Mortals may

.~ Secure the Bleffings of the Day.] . .

¢ 3 The Living know that they muit die,

i~ Butall rh_egDeadfog ott::}llic, ,
Their Memory and their Senfe is gone,
Alike upknowing and unknown. :

{4 Their Hatred and their Love is loft, .

- Their Envy buried in the Duft; .
‘They have no Share in all that’s done
‘Beneath the Circuit of the Sun.] ‘

s Then what my Thoughts defign todg, ,
My Hands with all your Might purfue, .
Since'no Device, nor Work isfound, -
Nor Faith, nor Hope, beneath the Ground.

6 There are no Aéts of Pardon paft L
In the cold Grave, to which we hafle 5
But Darknefs, Death, and long Defpair,
Reign in eternal Silence there.

‘. S LXXXIX



1 .YE ‘Sons of Adam, vain and ;oung,

72 Hymysand - Bl
LXXXIX. Youth and yudgmt,‘z

Ecclef xi.g. i

"Indulge your Eyes, indulge your:
' ' ' (Tongue,
Tafte theDeliﬁhts your Souls defire, . |
And give a loofe toall your Fire. :
2 Purfue the Pleafures you defign, (Wine,:
And chear your Hearts with Songs and |
Injoy the Day of Mirth, but know S
There isa Day of Judgment too.
3 God from on high beholds your Thoughts
His Book records your fecret Fau'ts ;
The Works of Darknefs you have done,
Muft all appear before the Sun. %
4 The Vengeance to your Folliesdue (thro™:
Should ftrike your Hearts with Terror -
How will ye ftand before his Face,
Or anfwer for his injur'd Grace ?
s Almighty God, turn off their Eyes
* From thefe alluring Vanities ;
And let the Thunder of thy Word
Awake their Souls to fear the Lord.

. XC. The fame.

1 LO the young Tribes of Adam rife,
. Aund thro’ all Nature.rove, Ful
. B ul-
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Fulfil the Wifhes of their Eyes,
_And tafte the Joys they love.
2 They give a loofe to wild Defires 3
~ But let the Sinners know
The firi& Account that God requires
Of all the Works they do.
3- The Judge prepares his Throne on high
The ﬁ-ighlze Earth and Seas &
Avoid the Puryofhis Eye,
And flee before his Face.
4 How fhall I bea" that drcadful Day,
g And ftand the fiery Teft?
i 1 give all mortal Joys away
To be for ever bleit.

XCI. AdvicetoYouth; Or, Old Age
and Death in anunconverted State,
Ecclef xii. 1;7. Ifa. lxv. 20.

b NOW in the Heat of youthful Blood
Remember your Creator God. -
Behold, the Months come haft’ning on, .
When you fhall fay, My Foys are gene.
2 Behold, the aged Sinner goes,
X.aden with Guilt and heavy Woes, -
IDown to the Re{gions of the Dead,
‘With endlefs Curfes on his Head. .
“The Duft returns to Duft again, . |
“The Soyl in Agonies of Pain ~
¢ Co E . Alcends
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Afcends to God, not there to dwell, .
But hears her Doom, and finks to Hell, -

4 Eternal King, I fear thy Name,
Teach me to.know how frail lam;
And when my Soul muft hence remove,
- Give me a Manfion in thy Love. .

XCIL Chrift she Wifiom of God,
Prov. viii. 1, 22—32.

1 SHALL Wifdom cry aloud,

‘ And not her Speech be heard !
The Voice of God’s eternal Word,
Deferves it noRegard? -~

2 I was his chicf Delight,
' His everlafting Son,
¢ Before the firft of all his Works
‘ Creation was begun.. =~
[3 ¢ Before the flying Clouds, .
« Before the folid Land,
* ¢ Before the Fields, befare the Flood,
“ I dwelt at his Right Hand.
4 “ When he adorn’d the Skies,
« And built them, I was there,
“ To order where the Sun fhould rife,
* And marfhal ev’ry Star..
s “ When he pour'd out the Sed,
“ And fpread the flowing Decp,
% I gave the Flood a firm Decree
“ Inits own Bounds to keep]
: 6

. UPO‘

.

)
1
!
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-6 “ Upon the empty Air . .
.~ % The Earth was balanc’d well 3 ‘

" With Joy I faw the Manfion where '

¢ The Sons of Men fhould dwell.

7 ** My bufy Thoughts at firlt
“ On their Salvation ran,

- ¢ Ere Sin was born, or Adam’s Dut

 Was fathion’d toa Man. _
8 « Then come, receive my Grace,
¢ Ye Children, and be wife,

¢ Happy the Man that keeps my Ways
‘?PThe Man that ﬂxuns}:hem dies,

XCIN. Chrift, or Wifdom, obcy'd or
refifed, Prov. viii. 34—36. i
1 "'T'HUS faith the Wifdom of the Lord, !
_*¢ Blefs’d istheManthat hearsmyWord,

¢ Keeps daily Watch before my Gates, !
 And at my Feet for Mercy waits, B

2 “ The Soul that fceks me fhall obtain
¢ Immortal Wealth and heavenly Gain ;
¢ Immortal Life is his Reward,
¢ Life, and the Favour of the, Lord. -

3 ¢ But the vile Wretch that flies from me,
¢ Doth his own Soul an Injury 3
“ Fools that againft my Grace rebel
¢¢ Seek Death, and love the Road to Hell.

e i mm . =

E:2 . XCIV. )
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XCIV., Fuftification by Faith not'by
Works 5 Or, The Law condemns,
Grace jufiifies, Rom, iii. 19—12,

I VAIN are the Hopes the Sons of Men
On - their own Works have built 3
Their Hearts by Nature all unclean,
And all their A&ions Guilt.

2 Let 7ew and Gentile ftop their Mouths
ithout 2 murm’ring Word,
And the whole Race of Adam ftand
_ Guilty before the Lord.
3 In vain we ask God’s righteous Law
To juftify us now,
Since to convince and to condemn
Isall the Law can do. A
4 Fefus, how glorious is thy Grace,
y(Vben in %hy Name wZ truft !
Our Faith receives a Righteoufhefs
That makes the Sinner juft.

XCV. Regeneration, John i. 13. @iii

3> e.
1 NOT all the ontward Forms on Earth,
- Nor Rites that God has giv'n,
Nor Will of Man, nor Blood, nor Birth,
Can raife a Soul to Heav'n. :
2 The Sovereign Will of God alone

Creates us Heirs of Grace ;
Born
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Born in the Image of his Son,
A new peculiar Race,

3 The Spirit like fome hea venly Wind
lows on :he Sons of Flefh,
New-models all the carnal Mind,

" And forms the Manafrefh,

4 Our quicken’d Souls awake, and rife,

From the long Sleep of Death
On beavenly Things we fix our Eyes,
And Praife imploys our Breath,

XCVI. Eleition excludes Ry

afliig,
¥ Cor. i. 26——31.
1 BUTFew among the carnal Wife,
But few of noble Race,
Obtain the Favour of thine Eyes,
Almighty King of Grace.

2 He takes the Men of meaneft Name,
For Sons and Heirs of God 5
And thus he pours abundant Shame
~ On honourable Blood.

3 He calls the Fool, and makes him know
_ The Myft'ries of his Grace,
To bring afpiring Wifdom low,
And all its Pride abafe.
4 Nature hasall its Glories loft,
When brought before his Throne 5
No Flefh fhall in his Prefence boait,
But in the Lord alone, '
E 3 . XCVi
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XCVIL Chritt our Wifdom, Rightes
oufnefs, &c. 1 Cor.i. 30. -

I BUl:y’d in Shadows of the Night,

‘ “ We lye till Chrif} reftores the Light,
Wifdom defcends toheal the Blind,
And chafe the Darknefs of the Mind.

2 Qur guilty Souls are drown’d in Tears
Till his atoning Blood appears;

Then we awake from deep Diftrefs,
~ And fing, The Lord our Righteoufhefi.
3 Qur very Frame is mix’d with Sin,

His Spirit makes our Natures clean 3

Such Virtues from his Suff’rings flow,

At once to cleanfe and pardon too.

4 7efus beholds where Saran reigns,
Binding his Slaves in heavy Chains;

He fers the Pris’ners free, and breaks
The Iron Bondage from our Necks.

5 Pocr helplefs Worms in thee poflefs,
Grace, Wifdom, Power, and Righteoufncfss
Thou art our mighty All, and we
Give our whole ftlves, O Lord, to thee.

XCVUL The fame.

1 HOW heavy is the Night
That hangs upon our Eyes,
Till Clrift with his reviving Light
Over our Souls arife !

s Our
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‘2 Qur guilty Spirits dread
To meet the Wrath of Heav’n,
But in his Righteoufnefs array'd
We fee our Sins forgivn,
Unboly and impure :
™ i Are all our Thoughts and Ways,
His Hands infefted Nature cure
With fan&tifying Grace.

4 The Pow'rs of Hell agree
To hold our Souls én vain;
_ He fets the Sons of Bondage free,
And breaks the curfed Chain.

5 Lord, we adore thy Ways
! To bring us near to God, '
Thy Sov’reign Power, thy healing Grace,
And thine atening Blood.

XCIX. k) t_;orie.} made Children of Abra-
 ham': Or, Grace not conveyed by
relig{ohs Parents, Ma;. iii. 9.

1 VAIN,are the Hopes that Rebels place
Upon their Birch and Blood,
Defcended from a pious Race; -
(Their Fathers now with God.)
2 He from the Caves of Earth and Hell =
.- Can take the hardeft Stones,
And fill the Houle of Abralbam well
With new-created Sons,

) E 4 5 Such
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3 Such wond’rous Pow’r doth he pofiefs-

- Who form’d our mortal Frame,

Who call’d the World from Emptinefs,
The World obey’d and came. :

C. Believe and be faved, John iii. 16,
17, 18. B

X NOT to condemn the Sons of Men
Did Chrift, the Son of God appear:
No Weapons in his Handsare feen,
No flaming Sword, nor Thunder there.

2 Such was the Pity of our God,
He Jov’d the Race of Man fo well,
He fent his Son to bear our Load
Of Sins, and fave our Souls from Hell,

3 Sinners, believe the Saviour’s Word,
Truft in his mighty Name, and live ;
A thoufand Joys his Lips afford,

His Hands a Thoufand Bleflings give.

-4 Bat Vengeance and Damnationlies
On Rebels who refufe the Grace ;
Who God’s eternal Son defpife, - -
The hotteit Hell fhall be their Place. |

CIL. Joy in Heaven for a repenting

Sinner, Luke xv. 7, 0.

1 WHO can defcribe the Joys thatrife,
- YT Thro’ all the Courts of Paradife,
To fee a Prodigal return,
. To fee an Heir of Glory born?
. 2 Witb
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2 With Joy the Father doth approve

- The Fruit of his eternal Love;

- 'The Son with Joy looks down and fees

The Purchafe of his Agonies.

3° The Spirit takes Delight to view
The holy Soul he form’d anew :
"And Saints and Angels join to fing
The growing Empire og their King.

+ CIL The Beatitudes, Mat. v, 3—12.

(1 BLEST are the humble Souls that fec
< Their Emptinefs and Poverty
Treafures of Grace to them are giv'n,

. And Crowns of Joy laid up in Heav'n.]

. [z Bleft are the Men of broken Heart,

Who mourn for Sin with inward Smart 3
The Blood of Clrift divinely flows
A healing Balm for all their Woes.]

[3 Bleft are the Meek, who ftand afar
From Rage, and Paffion, Noife, and War;
God will fecure their happy State,

And plead their Caufe againft the Great.]

[4 Bleft are the Souls that thirft for Grace,
Hunger and long for Righreoufnels;

They flail be well fupply’d and fed
‘With living Streams and living Bread.J

f5 Bleft are the Men whofe Buwels move:

' And melt with Sympathy and Love;
From Chrift the Lord fhall they obtain,
Like Sympathy and Love again.] '

R < Ns Blef
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' Bleft are the Pure, whofc Hearts are clean .
From the defiling Powers of Sin j
With endlefs Pleafure they fhall fee
A God of fpotlefs Purity.]
{7 Bleft are the Men of peaceful Life,
Who quench the Coals of growing Strife
They fhall be call’d the Heirs of Blifs,
The Sons of God, the God of Peace.]

{8 Bleft are the Sufferers who partake
Of Pain and Shame for Fefus’ fake ;

" Their Souls fhall triumph inthe Lord;
Glory'and Joy are their Reward. ]

ClIl. Not afbamed of the Gofpel,
2 Tim. i. 12. '

X I‘M not afham’d to own my Lord,
Or to defend his Caufe, :
Maintain the Honour of his Word,
The Glory of his Crofs.
2. Fefus, my God; I know his Name,
" His Name is all my Truft 5
Nor will he put my Soul to Shame,
Nor let my Hope be loft,

3 Firm as his Throne his Promife ftands,
And he can well fecure
What I’ve committed to his Hands,
Tillthe decifive Hour.
4 Then will he own my worthlefs Name
Before bis Father's Face,
And in the New Zerufzlem
Appoint my-Soul a Place,

ClV.



BL Spiﬁ'tual’ Songs. 83

ClV A4 State of Nature and Grace, |

1 Cor.vi. 10, 11.

/ rNOT the Malicious, or Profanc,
The Wanton or the Proud,
.. Nor Thieves, nor Sland’rers, fhall obtain
' The Kingdom of our God.
.2 Surgnzmg Gracc ! And fuch were we
y Natyre and l\g 8in,. -
Heirs of unmortal ifery,
Un'boly and unclean.
3 But we are walh'd in Fefis’ Blood,
We're pardon’d thro’ his Name ;,
And the good Spirit of odr God
Has fan&xfy our Frame:
4 O for a perfevering Power
To keep thy juit Commands?t -
We would defile our Hearts no maore,.
No more pollute our Hands.

CV. Heaven invifible and boly, t Cor,
; ii. 9, ro. Rev.xxi. 27.
. ; NOR Eye hes feen, not Ear has heard,
: Nor Senfe, nor Reafon known,

What Joys the Fatherhas prepar'd
For thofe that love the Son,

2 But the good Spirit of the Lord * <

!

Reveals a Feavn to come ;.
The

N ' \
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The Beams of Glory in his Word
* Allure and guide us home. e

3 Pure are the Joys above the Sky,
And all the Region Peace 5
No wanton Lips nor envious Eye
_ Canfee or tafte the Blifs.
4 Thofe holy Gates for ever bar,
Pollution, Sin, and Shame 3 ‘
None fhall obtain Admittance*herc
But Foll’'wers of thé Lamb. - '
5 He keeps the Father’s Book of Life,
There all theic. Names-are found ;
The Hypocrite in vain fhall frive .
To tread thé heav'nly Ground. -

ECVI. Dead ;oﬂs‘:‘» by tb‘a: Crofs of
i Chrift, Rom. vi. 1, 2,6.

F X SHALL we go on to fin,

_ ‘Becaufe thy Grace abounds,

Or crucify the Lord again,

- Andopen all his Wounds?

.2 Forbid it, mighty God,

Nor let ite’er be faid,

That we whofe Sins are crucify’d,
Should raife them from the Dead.

3 We will be Slaves no more,
Since Chrift has made us free,
Has nail’d oyr T'yrants to his Croefs,
Andbought our Liberty. ;
o CVIL
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CVIL. The Fall and Recovery of Man
Or, Chrift 2nd Satan 4 Enmity,

Gen. iii. 1, 15, 17. Gal. iy. 4. Col.
i, 15. '

t DEcciv'd by fubtle Snares of Hell, ‘
Adam our Fead, our Father fell,
When Saran in the Serpent hid,
Propos’d the Fruit that God forbid,

t Death was the Threatning: Deat
To take Poffeffion-of the Man 5
His unborn Race receiv'd the Wound, -

. Andheavy Curfes fmote the Ground,

3. But Sazan found a worfe Reward;

Thus faith the Vengeance of the Lord,
Let everlafling Hatred be
Betwixt the Woman's Seed and T'hee,

s The Woman's Seed fball be my Son,

He fball deftroy what thoy baft done ;

- Shall break thy Head, and only feel
Zhy Malice raging at bis Heol.

5 He fpake ; and bid four Thoufind Years
Roll on ; at length his Son a pears ;
Angels with Joy defcend to Earth,

Ans fing the ‘young Redeemer’s Birth.
Lo, by the Sons of Hell he dies 5

But as he hung twixt Earth and Skies,
He gave their Prince a fatal Blow,
And triumph’d o’er the Pow’rs be]ogs‘}]lu

h began
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CVIIL. Chrift ‘u‘n’ﬁ’en _and beloved,
0 L1 Peri8. o

1 NOT with our mortal Eyes

) "~ Have we beheld the Lord,

Yet we rejoice to hear his Name,
And love him in his Word.

+ On Earth we want the Sight
Of our Redeemer’s Face,
Yet, Lord, our ipmoft: Thoughts delighs
_ To dwell upon thy Grace.

3 And when we tafte thy Love,
Qur Joys divinely grow,
Unfpeakabic like thole above,
And Heav'n begins below.

CIX. The Valne of Chrift, and bis
Righteoufwefs, Phil. iii, 7,8, 9
X NO more, my God, I boaft no more
‘Of all the Daties I have done;
I quit the Hopes I held before
To truft the Merits of thy Son. ..

a Now for the Love I bear his Name
What was my Gain I count my,‘Lo?s;,
My former Pride I call my Shame,

And nail my. Glory to his Crofs.

3 Yes,and I muft and will efteem
All Things but Lofs for Pefus’ fake:
O may my Soul be found in him,
And of his Rightcoufnefs partake !
P THBCOUTES RIS T The
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4 The beft Obedience of my Hands

Dares not appear before thy Throne,

But Faith can anfwer thy Demands
- By pleading what my Lord has done.

CX. Death and immediate Glory,
2Cor.v.1.§ 8.

1 THere is a Houfe not made with Hands,

Eternal, and on High,
And here my Spirit waiting flands
Till God fhall bid it fly.
| Shortly this Prifon of my Clay
. Muft be diffolv’d and fall,
Then, O my Soul, with Joy obey
Thy heav’nly Father's Call.
§ 'Tis He by his Almighty Grace
" That forms thee fit for Heav'n,
And as an Barneftof the Place
Has his own Spirit giv’'n.
4 We walk by Faith of Joys to come,
_ Faith lives upon his Word ;
But while the Body is our Home
We’re abfent from the Lord.

§ 'Tis pleafant to believe thy Grace,
But we had rather fee
We would be abfent from the Flefh,
And prefent, Lord, with Thee.

CXI.
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CXL  Salvation by Grace, Titusiii

3—7

i LORD, We confefs our num’rous Fau'ts,
How great our Guilt hasbeen!
Foolith and vain were all our Thoughts,
And all our Lives were Sin.
2 But, O my Soul, for ever praife,
For ever love his Name,
Who turns thy Feet from dang’rous Ways,
Of Folly, Sin, and Shame.] '

E3Tis not by Works of Righteoufnefs
Which our own Hands have done ;
But we are fav’d by Sovreign Grace,,
Abounding thro™ his Son.]
4 'Tis from the Mercy of our God,
That all our Hopes begin ;
*Tis by the Water and the Blood
. Our Souls are wafh’d from Sin.
. § "Tis through the Purchafe of his Death,
Who hung upon the Tree,
The Spirit is fent down to breathe
On fuch dry Bones as we.
6 Rais'd from the Dead we liveanew;
Ard juftify’d by Grace,
We fhall appear in Glory too,
And fe¢ our Pather's Face.

CcXIL
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i CXIL. The Brazen Serpent; Or, Look-
ng to Jelus, 3 John, ver. 14— 16.
3 SO did the Hebrew Proihct raife,
The brazen Scrpent high ;
The Wounded felt immediatc Eafe,
; The Camp forbore to die,
. 3 Look upward in the dying Hour,
Aid live, the Prophet cries ;

But Chrift performs a nobler Cure
When Faith lifts up her Eyes.

3 High on the Crofs the Saviour hung,
, High on the Heav'ns he reigns:
" Here Sinners by th’ old Serpent ftung,
Look, and forget their Pains.
- 4 When God's own Sen s lifted up
:f A dying World revives;
1 The Few beholds the glorious Hope,
i Th’ explring Genrile lives, -

e

, CXIIL Abraham's Bleffing on theGens .

2 tiles, Gen.xvii. 1. Rom. xv. 8. Mark
X. 14_0 - .
I 4 HOW large the Promife ! How Divine,
To Abr’am and his Seed! :
T'll be a God vo Thee and Thine,
Supplying all their Need.
2 The Words of his extenfive Love
From Age to Age endure ;

The
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The Angel ofthe Cov'nant proves, .
And feals the Bleffing fure. =~ o

3 JF¢fus the ancient Faith confirms,*

- __To our great Fathers giv’n ;

~ He takes young Children to his Arms,
And calls them Heirs of Heav'n, .

4 Our God, how faithful are kis Ways?
His Love endures the fame
Nor from the Promife of his Grace
"~ Blots out the Children’s Name.

CXIV. ke Same, Rom. Xi. 16, 17.

1 GEntile’S by Nature we belong ° B
Fo the Wild: Olive Wood, I
Grace took us from the barren Tree,
And graffs us in’ the Good.” ~
2 With the fame’Bleflings Grace endows.
, The Genrile and the Few;
i If purc and Koly be ‘the Reot,” -
~ Such are the Branches too.
" 3 Thea let the Children of the Saints
“  Be dedicate to God 3
"Pour out thy Spirit on J\em, Lord,
And wafh them in thy Blood.

4 Thus to the Parents and their Seed
« Shall thy Salvationcome, . -
And numerous Houfholds meet at laft
In one eternal Home.

CXV.
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CXY. Conviction of Sin by the Law,
Rom. vii. 8, 9, 14, 24.

{ LORD,how fecure my Confciznce was,.

And feltno inward Dread!
I was alive without the Law,
And thought my Sins were dead.

{ My Hopes of Heav’n were firm and bright ;
- ___But fince the Precept came,

ith a convincing Pow’r and Light,
' I'find how vile I am,

My Guilt appear’d but fmall before,
Till terrii?y I faw

How Perfed, Holy, Juft, and Pure,
Was thine eternal Law.

iThen felt my Soul the heavy Load,
i My Sins reviv'd again,
T had provok’d a dreadful God,
Andpall my Hopes were flain.]
I'm like a helplefs Captive fold,
Under the Bow”r of Sin :
Icannot do the Good I wauld, .
" Nor keep my Confcience clean. -
My God, I cry with every Breath
For fome kind Pow’r to fave,
To bPeak the Yoke of Sin and Death,
| And shus redeem the Slave.

CXVL
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CXVL. Love to God andour Neigh
bour, Mat. xxif 37——go. 5

1, "T'Hus faith the firf}, the great Command,
“ Let all thy inward Pow’rs unite <
* To love thy Maker, and thy God,
“ With utmoft Vigour and Delight.

2 * Then fhall thy Neighbour next inPlace
¢ Share thine Affetions and Efteem,
*“ And let thy Kindnefs to thy felf,
¢ Meafure and rule thy Love to him. “ !
3 This is the Senfe that AMofes fpoke, |
This did the Prophets preach and prove, .
For wantof this the Law is broke, S
And the whole Law’s fulfill’d by Love.
4 But O ! how bafe our Paffions are! -
How cold our Charity and Zeal !
Lord, fill out Souls with heav'nly Fire,
Or we fhall ne’erperform thy Wilk

CXVIL Eleétion Sovereignand Free;
Rom. ix. 21, 22, 23, 24+ .

[x BEhold the Potter and the Clay,
He forms his Veflels ashe pleafe:
Such is our God, and fuch are We, *©
The Subjefls of his high Decrees.

2 Doth not the Workman'’s Pow’r extend
O’cr all the Mafs; which Part to chufe,A .
. s : o
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And mould it for a nobler End,
“ And which to leave for viler Ufe 2]

* 3 May not the Sovereign Lord on high
* Difpenfe his Favours as he will,
. Chufe fome to Life, while others die,
And yet be juft and gracious flill2

[+ What if to make his Terror known,
He lets his Patience long indure,
Suffering vile Rebels to go on,

And feal their own Deftruion fure ?

s What if he means to fhow his Grace,
& And his ele&tion Love imploys,
To mark out fome of mortal Race,
And form them fit for heav’nly Joys 2]

"6 Shall Man reply againft the Lord,
And call his Maker's Ways unjuft,
The Thunder of whofe dreadful Word
Can crufh a thoufand Worlds to Duft?
1 But, O my Soul, if Truth fo bright
) Should dazzle and confound thy Sight,
Yet ftill his written Will obey,
And wait the great decifive Day.
'.3 Then fhall he make his Juftice known,
And the whole World before his Throne,
. With Joy, or Terror, fhall confefs .
')’ The Glory of his Righteoufnefs.

| .
' : g ‘ CXVIII
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CXVIIL Mefes and Chrift; Or, Sins X
againft the Law and Gofpel, John | (
oioag. ch.‘iii. 3,5 6. © x. 28, !
1 'THE Law by Mofes came, : »
But Peace, and Truth, and Love, ‘"
Were brought by Chrift (anobler Name) *
Defcending from above. . ‘E
2 Amidft the Houfe of God 1
Their different Works were done;
Mofes a faithful Servant ftood,

But Chrift a faithful Son. R

Then to his new Commands ,

' Be ftri Obedience paid 5 S
O'er all his Father's Houfe he ftands

The Sovereign and the Head. 2

- 4 The Man that durft defpife
The Law that Mofes brought 5
Behold ! how terribly he dies
. For his prefumptuous Fau't. ‘
5. But forer Vengeance falls
On that rebellious Race,
Who hate to hear when 7efus calls,
And dare refift his Grace.

CXIX.
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CXIX. The different Succefs of the
. Gofpély 1 Cor. i. 23, 24. 2 Cor, ii.
*16. 1 Cor.iii. 6, 7.

CHnﬂ and his Crofs is all our Tbcme 5
The Myfries that we fpeak
» Are Scandal in the Fews Eﬁeem,
~ And Folly to the Greek.
¢ But Souls eniighten'd from above
With Joy receive the Word :
" 'They fee what Wiidom, Pow’ r, and Love,
_ Shines in their dying Lord.
» 3 The Vital Savour of his Name
: Reftores their fainting Breath ;
But Unbclief perverts the fame =
To Guilt, Defpair, and Death.
¢ Till God diffufe his Graces down
Like Show’rs of heav’nly Rain,
' In vain Apollos fows the Ground,
And Paylmay plant in vain.

CXX Faith of Things unfeen, ch

‘ xi. 1, 3, 8, 10.
“a FAITH is the brighteft Evidence
Of Things beyond our Si ‘%lh:,

' Breaks thro’ the Clouds of Fleth and Senfe,
’ And dwells in heavenly Light.

i

1
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2 It fets Times pait in prefent View,
- Brings diftant Profpeéts home,
" {Of Things a Thoufand Years ago, .
Or Thoufand Years to come.
3 By Faith we know the Worlds were made
By God’s Almighty Word
Abra’m to anknown Countries led,
By Faithlobey’d the Lord.
4 He fought a City fair and high,
Buile by th’eternal Hands 3
And Faith affures ustho’ we die,
That heav’oly Building ftands.

CXXL. Children devoted to God, Gen
xvii. 7, 10. Alls xvi. 14, 15, 33
(For thofe who prattife Infant Baptifm.)
1 THUS faith the Mercy of the Lord,
 I'll be a God 1o thee
T'll blefs thy numi’rous Race, and they
Shall be'a Seed for me.
.. 2 Abra’m believ’d the promis'd Grace,
* _ And gave his Sonsto God;
_ But Water feals the Bleffing now,
" That once was feal’d with Blood. _
3 Thus Zydia fanQify’d her Houfe,
. When fhe receiv'd the Word;
Thus the believing Jaylor gave .
His Houfhold to the L ord. .
4 Thus later Saints, eternal King,
Thine antient Truth embrace ; T
]

.

p—

i
|

\




i

l

c o Lo Spiritual Songs. .97

Tothee their Infant- Offspring bring,
And humbly claim the Grace.

" CXXIL Believersburiedwith Chrilt

.in Baptifin, Rom. vi. 3, 4, .

1 DO we not know that folemn Word,
That we are bury’d with-the Lord,
Baptiz'd into his Death, and then
Put off the Body of our Sin?

2 Our Souls receive diviner Breath,
Rais’d from Corruption, Guilt and Death ;
So from the Gravedid Chrift arife,
Andlives to God above the Skies.

€ No more let Sin or Satan reign
Over our mortal Flefh again g _
The various Lufts we ferv'd: before
Shall have Dominion now no more.

CXXIIL. T/Je‘;,Repeﬂtir,rg Prodigal,
Luke xv. 13, Ge.

1 BEhold the Wretch whole Luft and Wine
Had wafted his Eftaté,
- He begs a Shar& amongft the Swine,
" ‘To tafte the: Husks they. eat.
2 1 die with Hunger bere, he cries, -
I flarve in foreign Lands, =
Father’s Houfe has large Suptlies,
And bounteons m; bis Hands.
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3 Tl go and with a mournful Tongue
Fall down before bis Face,
Fatler, I've done thy Fuftice wrong,
Nor can deferve thy Grace.

4 He faid, and haflned to his Home,

To feek his Father’s Love ; ¥

‘The Father faw the Rebel come,
And all his Bowels move.

s He ran, and fell upon his Neck,
Embrac’'d and kifs’d his Son 5
The Rebel’s Heart with Sorrow brake
For Pollies he had done.
. 6 Take off bis Clothes of Shame and Sin,
(The Father gives Command)
Drefs bim in éammm awbhite and clcan,
With Rings adorn bis Hand.
9 A Dayof Feafting Iordain,
Lezy A'Z'rtb and Foy abound 5
My Son was dead, and lives again, ‘
Was f}, and now is found. %

i\ CXXI1V. The Firftand Second Adam,
Rom.v. 12, {6c.

bR by

1 DEEP inthe Duft before thy Throne
Our Guilt and our Difgrace wo owd ;
Great God, we own th’ un happy Name
Whence fprung our Nature and our Shame!
. 2 Adam the Sinner : At his Fall
Death like a Conqueror feiz’d us all; - A
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|: A thoufand new-born Babes are dead
'} By fatal Union to their Head,

3 But whilt our Spirits fll'd with Awe
Behold the Terrors of thy Law,
We fing the Honours of thy Grace,
That fent to fave our ruin'd Race.

4 We fing thine everlafting Son,
Who join'd our Nature to his own
 Adam the Second from the Duft
Raifes the Ruins of the Firft.

s B{' the Rebellion of one Man
Thro’ all his Seed the Mifchief ran;
And by one Man’s Obedience now
Are all his Seed maderighteous too. '

6 Where Sin did reign and Death abound, !

~ There have the Sonsof Adam tound
Abounding Life ; there glorious Grace
Reigns thro’ the Lord our Righteoufnaﬁ.] '

; CXXV. Chrift’s Copafion to the
Weak and Tempred, Heb. iv. 15, |
_ 16. @ V. 7. Mat. Xii. 20. .

3 “] ITH Joy we meditate the Grace
‘ Ofgur High Prieft above
His Heartis made of Tendernefs,

His Bowels meltwith Love. ;

s Touch’d with a Sympathy within ;

He knows our feeble Frame, at

He knows what fore Temptations mean,

For he has feltF the fame. -~ 7

2 3 e <




3 But fpotlefs, innocent and pure *

‘The great Redeemer ftood, N
- While Saran’s fiery Darts he bote,

And did refift to Blood. '

4 He inthe Daysoffeeble Fleth

| Pour’d out his Cries and Tears, .

And in his Mealure feels afreth .~
What every Member bears. @

| U5 He'll never quench the fmoaking Flax,
? But raife itto a Flame

i The bruifed Reed he never breaks,

! Nor feorns the meaneft Name, ]

' 6 Then let our humble Faith addrefs.
; His Mercy and his Power, -~ .
We fhall obtain deliv’ring Grace -
In the diftrefling Hours” = -~
. CXXVL. Charity and Uncharitable-
nefs, Rom,xiv. 17, 19,1 Cor.x. 32.
1 NOT different Food.or different Drefs.
Compofe the Kidgdoms of éur Lord,
But Peace and Joy and Righteoufnefs,
‘Faith and Obedienceto his Word. . .
2 When weaker Chriftians we defpife,
We do the Gofpel mighty wrong ;
For God the Gracigus and the Wife
- Receives the, Feeble with the Strong.

~~~~~

3 Let Pride and Wrath be bantfh’d heng,
E Mecknefs and Love our Soyls purfue :
' Nor fhall our Praétice give Ottence
! To Saints, the Geurtile onrthe Fowv.
. , CX
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' C“’XXVI L. ‘Chrift’s Invitation to Sir;-‘
ners s or, Humility and Pride Mat.
xi. 28—30.

S CO‘WB hither all ye weary Souls,
- 7% Ye heavy laden Sinners come,
& I't! give you Reft from all your Toils,
¢ And r4ife you to my heav’nly Home.
2 “ They fhall find Refl that lcarn of mc 3
“ I'm of a me€l¢aald lowly Mind ;
. But Paffion ragfs like the Sca,
 And Pride is reftlefs as the Wind.
3 “ Blefs’d is the Man whofe Shoulders take
“ My Yoke, and bear it with Delight ;
“ My Yoke is eafly to his Neck,
“ My Grace fhall make the Burden light.
4 Fefus, we come at thy Command,
.- ‘Wich Faith and Hope and humble Zeal,
] Refign our Spirits to thy Hand, !
‘To mould and guide us at thy Will, |

CXXVIL The Apofiles Commiffion ;
or, The Gofpel attefled by Miracles,
lf\;lark xvi. 153 @, Mat. xxviii. 18,

1 “~¢0 picach my Gofpel, faith the Lord
Rl Eid ‘the whole Earth my Grac
" B - (receive

F3 . . “H
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“ He fhall be fav’d that trufts my Word,
¢ He fhall be damn’d that won't believe.

{2 I’ll make your great Commiffion known,
* And ye fhall prove my Gofpel true,

¢ By all the Works that I have done,

By all the Wonders ye fhall do.

 Go heal the Sick, goraife the Dead,

“ Go caft out Devils in my Name3

¢ Nor let my Prophets be afraid,

¢ Tho'Greeksreproach,& Fews blafpheme.]
4 ‘¢ Teach all the Natigps my Commands,

‘“ 'm with you till the World fhall end ;

** AH Pow’r is trufted in my Hands,
“ lcan deflroy, and I defend.

S He ftake, and Light fbone round bis Head
On a bright Cloud to Heav'n He rode s
 They to the fartheft Nations [pread

T l-e Grace of their aftended God.

CXXIX. Submiffion and Deliverance;
or, Abraham offering bis Son, Gen.
xxii. 6, 6.

1 SAints, at your Father's heav’nly Word
Give up your Comforts to the Lord ;
He fhall reftore what you refign, .
Or grant you Bleffings more divine.

: So Abrabam with obedient Hand
Led forth his Son at God’s Command
The Wood, the Fire, the Knife he took,
His Arm prepar’d the dreadful Stroke.

’ - 3 Abram
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rbear, the Angel cry'd,
- Thy Faith is known, thy Love is try'd
-Thy Son fhall live, and in thy Sced

]

Stall the whole Farth be bef5'd indced.

¢ Jult in the laft diftrefling Hour

The Lord difplays deliv’ring Pow'r 5
The Mount of Danger is the Place,
Where we fhall fce fuprizing Grace.

CXXX. Love and Hatred, Phil, ii. z."‘

Ephef.iv. 30, (.

1 NJOW by the Bowels of my God,
=" His fharp Diftref(s, his fore Complaints,
By his laft Groans, his dying Blood,
1 charge my Soul to love the Saints.

2 Clameur and Wrath and War be gone,

Envy and Spite for ever ceafe,

Let bitter words no more be known
Amongft the Saints, the Sons of Peace.

3 The Spirit like a peaceful Dove
Flies from the Realms of Noife and  Strife ;
Why fhould we vex and grieve-his Love,

Who feals our Soulsto heav’nly Life ?
4 Tender and kind be all our Thoughts,-

Thro’ all our Lives let Mercy run :

So God forgives our num’rous Fau'ts

For the dear fake of Cl7ift his Son.

Fga
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CXXXL The Pharifee and Publican,
Luke xviii. 10, &¢.

1 BEhold how Sinners difagree, -
The Publican and Pharifee!
One doth his Righteoufnefs proclaim,
‘The other owns his Guilt and Shame.

2 This Man at humble Diflance ftands,
And cries for Grace with lifted Hands 3
That boldy rifes near the Throne,
And talks of Duties he has done.

3 The Lord their diffrent Language knows
And diff’rent Anfwers he beftows ;
The humble Soul with Grace he crowns,
Whillt on the Proud his Anger frowns.

4 Dear Father, let me neverbe
Join'd with the boafting Plarifee 3
I have no Merits of my own,
But plead the Suffrings of thy Son,

CXXXIL Holinefs and Grace, Tit. i.
10 13.

1 QO letour Lips and Lives exprefs

" 47 The Holy Gofpel we profefs, |
So let our Works and Virtaes fhine,
To prove the Dottrine all Divine.

2 Thus fhall we beft proclaim abroad -
The Honours of ouf Saviour God ;
When the Salvation reigns within
And Grace fubdues the Pow’r of Sin.
3 Our
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3 Our Flath and Senfe muft be devy’d,
Paffion and Envy; Luft and-Pride 5

While Juftice, Temp’rance, Tryth anl Lovc-l ;

Our inward Piety approve.

4 Raligion bears our Spirits up, '
While we expe@ that blefled Hopey

L

The bright Appearance of the Lord, .

-And Faith flands leaning-on his Word.

- Xill 2——17, I13.
1 ] _ET Pharifoes of bigh Eficem
.Their Raith and Zeal "dzclare,
. All their Religionis a Dream - ;
If Love be wanting there. .
2 Leove fuffers lang with patient Eye, -
Nor is pravok’d in hafte, -
She lets the peelent Injury die,  + ..
And longforgets the pai}. | +. . .
[53 Malice and Rage, thofe Pires of Hell, ?
She quenches with her Téngue 5

i
Hopes, and believes, and thinks no Ill, l

Tho’ fhe indure the \V}rdﬁ‘g:]h

[4 She nor defires nor feeks to know
The Scandals of the Time 4. -

“Nor looks with Pride on thofe be‘l'ov;':‘ ‘
Nor envies thofe that climb.]

5 She lays her own Advantage by
To feek her Neighbour's Good 5 .
o Fs - B

DI

e

b
b
{

L

CXXXIM. Love and Charity, 1 Cor.
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So God's own Son came down to dic,
And bought our Lives with Blood.
6 Love is the Grace that keeps her Pow'r,
In all the Realms above 3
There Faith and Hope are known no more,
Biit Saints for ever leve.

CXXXIV. Religion vain without
Love, 1 Cor. Xiil. 1, 2,3

1 HAD I the Tongues of Greeks and Fews,
~ And nobler Speech than Angels ufe,

If Love be abfent, I am found
Like tinkling Brafs, an empty Sound.

2 Were I infpir’d to preach and tell
All that is done in Heaven and Hell,
Or could my Faith the World remove,
Still I am nothing without Love.

3 Should I diftribute all my Store
To feed the Bowels of the Poor,
Or give thody to the Flame
To gain a Martyr’s glorious Name:

4 1f Love to God and Love to Men
Be abfent, all my Hopes are vain 3
Wor Tongues, nor Gifts, nor fiery Zeal;
The Work,ol’ Love can ¢’er fulfil.

CXXXV.
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CXXXV. The Love of Chrift fbed

&e.

1 COme, deareft Lord, defcend and dwell
By Faith and Love in every Breaft 5
Then fhall we know, and tafte, and feel

The Joys that cannot be expreft.

2 Come fill our Hearts with inward Strength,

Make our enlarged Souls poffefs,

And learn the Height, and Breadth, and
_Of thine unmeafurable Grace. . (Length
3 Now to the God, whofe Power can do

More than our Thoughts or Wifhes know,,

Be everlafting Honours done

By all the Church, thro’ Chrif} his Son,

CXXXVL. Sincerity and Hypocrify ;.
g’or/b:}. Johaiiv:

or, Formality in
24. Pfalm cxxxix. 23, 24..

L1 GOD'is‘s spirit Juft and Wife,

He fees our inmoft Mind ;

In vain to. Heaven we raife our éries,..

And.leave our Souls behind..

2 Nothing but Truth. before his Throne:

With Honour can appear,

The painted Hypocrites are known;,

Thso’ the Difguife they wear..

abroad in the Heart, Eph.iii. 16, |

i

B
b

3 Their.
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fil Their lifted Eyes falute the Skies, =~ .
¥ Their bending Knees the Ground 5 o
21 But God abhors the Sacrifice :

#1  Where not the Heart is found.

{ ¥ Lord, fearch myThoughts,and trymy Ways,
£ And make my Soul fincere 5 -
'l Then fhaill fland before thy Pace, |
t:  Andfind Acceptance there,

CXXXVI. Salvation by Grace s

‘ Chrift, 2 Tim. i. 9, 10.
i1 NOW to the Pow’r of God fupreme
;7 Be everlafting Honours giv'n,
| "He faves from Hell (we blefs his Name)
i He calls our wand’ring Feet to Heav'n.
' 2 Not for our Duties or Deferts,
But of his own aboundirg Grace,
He works Salvdtion in our Hearts,
And forms a People for his Praife,

5 'Twas his own Purpofe thatbegun
To refcue Rebels doom’d to die :
He gave us Grace in Chrift his Son -
Before he fpread the Stairy Sky.

4 Fefus the Lord appears at laft,
And makes his Father’s Counfels known 3
Declares the great Tran{i&ions paft,
And brings Immortal Bieflings down.

5 Hedies ; and in that dreadful Night
D'd a!l the Pow’rs of Hell deftroy 5
Rifing he brought our Heav'n to Light,
And took Pofleifion of the Joy.

‘ ‘ CXXXVIL

e ——— v ——
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CXXXVIIL Saints in the Hand of |

2

3

C

?

Chriﬁ, Jobhn x. 28, 29,

1 Flrm 8s the Earth thy Gofpel {tands,

My Lord, my Hope, my Truft ;

' IfI amfound in Zefus’ Hands

My Soul canne’er be loft.
His Honour is engag'd to fave
The meaneft of his Sheep,
All that his heavenly Father gave
His Hands fecurely keep.
Nor Death, nor Hell fhall e’er remove
His Fav'rites from his Brealt,
In the dear Bofom of his Love
They muft for ever reft.

XXXIX. Hope in the Covenant ; or,
able, Heb. vi. y7——19. -

JHOW of: have Sin and Satan frove .
To rend my Soul from thee,niy God 2

God's Promifeand Truth unchange- .

_But everlafting is thy Love,
" And Pefus {eals it with his Blood. =

2

3

The Qath and Promifc of the Lord
Join to confirm the wond’rous Grace 3
Eternal Pow’r petforms the Word, -~ .-
And fills all Heav’n with endlefs Praife. °
Amidft Temptations fharp and long
My Soul to this dear Refuge flies ;

. . Hope

|
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~ Hope is my Anchor, firm and firong,
“ While Tempefts blow, and Billows sift.
4 The Gofpel bears my Spirits up; .

- A faithful and unchanging God

Lays the Foundation for my Hope,
In:Oaths, and Promifes,and Blood.

CXL. A Living and a Dead Faith,
- collecled from feveral Scriptures.

¥ Iffaken Souls! that dream of Heava

And make their empty Boaft
Of inward Joys, and Sins fgrgiv'n-,
While they. are Slaves to Luft,
a Vain are our Fancies, airy Flights,
If Raith be cold and dead,
None but a living Pow’r unites. -
"To Chrift the living Head..

3 'TisFaith that changesall the Heart,
*Tis Faith that works by Love,
That bids all finful Joys depart,
And lifts the Thoughts above..
4 ’Tis Faith that conquers Earth and Hell
By a Celeftial Power ;
- Thisis the Grace that fhall prevail
In the decifive Hour..
[5 Faith muft obey her Father's Will,.
As well as truft his Grace
A pard’ning God is jealous fill'
For his own Holinefs,
1 6 Wheo
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6 When from the Curfe he fets us fiee
He makes our Natures clean,
. Nor would he fend his Son to be.
The Minifter of Sin, .
{1 His Spirit purifies our Frame,
R And feals our Peace with God';-
Hefus, and his Salvation came ‘
By Water and by Blood.}

| : T

ICXLL Iﬁe Humiliation and Exalsa-
. tion Qf‘ Chfiﬁ, Ifa. hii‘ I-_S’
! 10 12. ‘

(I HO has believ'd thy Word,
Or thy Salvation known?
'Reveal thine Arm, Almighty Lord, -
' And glorify tiny Son.
2 The Fews efteem’d him here
Too mean for their Belief -

. !Sorrows his chief Acquaintance were,
i And his Companion, Grief.

3 They turn’d their Byes away,
And treated him with Scorn 5
. But 'twas their Grief upon him lay,
Their Sorrows he has born.
4 "Twas for the ftubborn Fews
And Genriles then unknown,
"Fhe God of Juftice pleas’d to bruife
His beft-beloved Son.
s ¢ But I'll prolong his Days,
* And make his Kingdom fland,

My
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¢ Shall profper in his Hand, . .
{6 “ His joyful Soul fhall fee -
“ The Purchafe of his Pain, "
 And by his Knowledge jullify.. .-
“ The guilty Sons of Men. } '
[7 * Ten.thaafand Captive Slaves "
“ Releas’d fram Death and 8in, -
¢ Shall quit their Prifons and their Graves, -
o8 %nd own his Pow’r Divine.]
 [8 ¢« Heav'n fhalladvance my Son
© % ToJoys that Earth deny’d;
% Who faw the Fallies. Men had dane, -
“ And bore tble;i'r'Sins, gn(:l{d‘y’d._l
CXLIL The Same, Maliii, 6—9, 12.
1 T Ike Sheep werwent aftray, -
L And broke the Fold of God,
Each wand’ring in adiff'rent way,
But all the downward Road.
2 How dreagdful was;the Hous  +, -
When God, our Wand'rings laid,
And did at onge his Vengeance ponr
~ Upon the Shephprd’s Head! ., |
3 How glorious was the. Grace, -
When Chrift fuitain’d the Stroke !
His Life and Blood the Shephepd pays

~ 7

" A Ranfom for the Flogk.
4 His Hongurand his Breath

© Werenaken both away 5 . -J,' 1
KO ) ' oin’
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Join’d with the Wicked in his Death,
And made as vile as they.
.5 But God fhall raife his Head
{7 Oer all the Sons of Men,
' And make him fee a num’rous Sced
} To recompenfe his Pain,

6 I'd give bim (faith the Lord)
; A ‘Portion with the Stroug ;
i He fball poffefs a large Reward,
\ . And bold bis Honours long.

. R |
ICXLIIL. Charalters of the Chillren
- of God, from feveral Scriptures.

1 SO new-born Babes defire the Breaft,
” To feed, and grow, and thrive ;
So Saints with Joy the Gofpel tafte,
" And by the Gofpel live.

i[z With inward Guft their Heart approves
All that the Word relates 53°
They love the Men their Father loves,
And hate the Works he hates.]

[3 Not all the flatt’ring Baits on Earth -
Can make them Slavesto Luft,
They can’t forget their heav’nly Birth,
Nor grovel in the Duft. © ~ |
4 Not all the Chains that Tyrants ufe
Shall bind theirSoulsto Vice: -
‘Faith like a Conqu’ror can produce = ~
A thoufand Viétorics.] ’ .
: _ " [5 Grace
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[5 Grace like an uncorrupted Séed =~
Abides and reigns withiny =
Immortal Principles forbid .

The Sons of to fin.} R -

{6 Not by'the Terrors of a Slave
Do they perform his Will,
But with thenobleft Pow’rs they have
‘His fweet Commands fulfil -
7 Theyfind Accefs at every Hour
To God within-the Vail ;
Hence they derive a quickning Pow’e
And Joys that never fail.
80 ha‘ppy Souls! O glorious State
" Ot over-flowing Grace !
To dwellfo near their Father’s Seat
And fee his lovely Face!
9 Lord, I addrefs thy heavenly Throne 3
Call me a Child of thine,
Send down the Spirit of thy Son
" To forin my I-Ee’art Divine.
10 There fhed thy choiceft Loves abroad,
And make my Comforts ftrong ;
Then fhall I fay, My Father, God,
With an unwavering Tongue.

CXLIV. The Witneffing and Sealing
Spiri¢, Rom. viii. 14, 16. Eph. 1.
1314 _ "
X HY fhould the Children of 2 Kiag
Go mourning all their Days;

v

Great °
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. Great Comforter, defcend and bring
Some Tokens of thy Grace.

'3 Doft thou not dwell inall the Saints, -
4 And feal the Heirs of Heav'n ? .
. - When wilt thou banith- my Complaints, . .
And fhow my Sins forgiv'n ? :
3 Affure my Confcience of her Part
In the Redeemer’s Blood
- And bear thy Witnefs with my Heart,
That I am born of Gud.

¢ Thou art the Earneftof his Love,
The Pledge of Joys to come;
And thy feft Wings, Celeftial Dove,
Will fafe convey me home.

11y

'CXLV. Chrift and Aaron, taken from
‘ H¢b. vii. & ix.

{ ? ESUSS, in thee our Eyes behold
A thoufand Glories more -
. .. Than the rich Gems and polith’d Gold -
The Sons of Aaron wore. ’
| 2 They firlt théir own Burnt-Off rings brought
To purge themfelves from Sin 5 :
Thy Life was pure without'a Spot,: ~ .
. And allthy Nature clean, SR
1 [3 Frefh Blood as conftant as the Day
‘Was on their Altar fpilt 5
Baut thy one O ’ring takes away
For ever all our Guilt.] -

L - [4: Their
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[4 Their Priefthood ran thro’feveral Hands?
For mortal was their Race
Thy never-changing Office ftands, -

Eternal as thy Days.]
[5 Once in' the Circuit of a Year, -
With Biocd, but not his own, -
Aaron within the Vail appears,
Before the Golden Thione.
6 But Chrift by hisown pow’rful Blood
. Aftends above the Skies,
And in the Prefence of our God,
Shows hisown Sacrifice.] ,
1 Fefus, the King of Glory, reigns
On Sion’s heav'nly Hill 5 .
Looks like a Lamb that has been flain,
-And wears his Priefthood flill,
8 He ever lives tointergede
Before his Father’s Face :
Give him, my Soul, thy Caufe to plead,
- Nor doubr the Father's Grace. -
CXLVL Charagters of Chiitt, bor-
 rowed from inanimate Things in
Scripture. .
1 (FO; worlhip at Tmmanuel's Feet, -

See in his Face' what Wonders meet;

Earth is'too narrow to exprefs,,
His Worth, his Glory, or his Grace.

J2 The whole Creation can afford
But fome faint Shiadows ef my Lord ;
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- Nature to make his Beauties known
Muft mingle Colours not her own. ]

3 Is he compar’d to Wine or Bread ;
Dear Lord, our Souls would thus be fed ;
That Flefh, that dying Blood of thine,
Is Bread of Life,is heav’nly Wine,]
4 Ishe a Tree 2 The World receives
1 Salvation from his healing Leaves :
* That righteous Branch, that fraitful Bough
i Is David’s Root and Offspring too.]

[s5Is hea Rofe? Not Sharon yields
- Such Pragrancy in all her Ficldss

Or if the Lily be affume, ,
i+ The Valleys blefs therich Perfume.]

- [6 Is he a Vine ? His heav’nly Root
Supplies the Boughs with Life and Fruit ¢
O let a lafting Union join
My Soul the Branch to Chrift the Vine !]

[ 71s he the Head 2 Each Member lives,
And ‘ewns the.vital Pow’rs he*gives
The Saints below, and Saints above, = -
Join’d by his Spirit and his Love.] -

i [81s he a Fountain'? There I bathe, -
And heal the Plague of Sin and Death ¢
Thefe Waters all my Spul renew, ;
And cleanfe my. fpotted Garments, too.]

~ [9 Ishe a Fire? He'll parge my Drofs;

-But the true Gold luftains no Lofs 2 -

Like a Refiner fhall he fir,

And tread she Refufe with his Feet.][ .
1
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[10 Ishe a Rock 7 How firm he proves! |’
The Rock of Ages never moves 3 ‘ | .
Yet the fweet Streams that from him flow; P

i

Attend us all the Defart thro’.]
[111s be a Way ? He leads to God, \
The Path is drawn in Lines of Blood; - .
. There would I walk with Hope and Zeal,:
Till I arrive at Sion’s Hill.] |
[121s he a Door 2 I'll enter in; &
Behold the Paftures large and green ;
A Paradife divinely fair, ’ .
None but the Sheep have Freedom there.] 4
[13 Is he defign’d a Corner-Stone, '
For Men to build their Heav'n upon ?
I’ll mpke-him my Foundation too,
¢ Nor tear the Plots of Hell below.] ;
[141s he a Temple 2 I adore ' ;
- 'Th’ indwelling Majefty and Pow’r;
And-flill to his moft holy Place
Whene’er Ipray, I turn my Face.]
T151s hea Star 2 He breaks the Night,
Piercing the Shades with dawning Light 3
I knaw his Glories from afar,
1know the bright, the Morning Star.]
[16 Is he a Sun 2 His Beams are Grace,
His Courfe is Joy and Righteoufnefs: -
Nations rejoice when he appears
To chafe their Clouds, and dry their Tears,
17 O let me climb thofe higher Skies,

Where Stormsand Daknels never rife ! .
There

A
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| There he difplays his Pow'ss abroad,

And fhines, and reigns th’ Incarnate God.]

8 Nor Earth, nor Seas,
Nor Heav’n his full
His Beauties.we can never trace,
Tillk we behold him Face to Face.

nor Sun, nor Stars,

CXLVIL The Numes and Titles of

i Chritt, from feveral Scriptures,

,h’TIS from the Treafures of his Word
I

borrew Titles for my Lord 3
or Art, nor Nature can {{npply _

Sufficient Forms of Majefty
~ 2 Bright Image of the Father’s Face,

Shining with undiminifh’d Rays ;
Th’ Eternal God’s Eternal Son, |

' The Heir, and Partner of his Throne.]

3 The King of Kings, the Lord moft high
Writes his own Name upon his Thigh:
He wears 2 Garment dipt in Blood,

And breaks the Nations with his Rod.

4 Where Grace can neither mele norm
The Lamb refents his injur’d Love
Awakes his Wrath without Delay,
And Fudab's Lion tears the Prey.

5 But when for Works of Peace he comes,
What winning Titles he affumes?

Light of the World, and Life of Men;
- Nor bear thiofe Chara&ers in vain. Wikh
. 6 Wit

ove,
b

. 119

Refemblance beags 3



[

120 Hymnsand - BL:
6 With tender Pity in his Heart

He &s the Mediator’s Part;

A Friend and Brother he appears,

And well fulfils the Names he wears.

" 9 At length the Judge his Throne afcends »
Divides the Rebels from his Friends, -
And Saints in full Fruition prove

‘His rich Variety of Love,
CXLVIIL The fame, as the cxlviii® |

: ' Pfalm.
[t “7 Ith chearful Voice I fin .
The Titles of my Lor%, 1

And borrow all the Names
Of Honour from hisWord 3
Nature and Art
Can ne’er fupply
Sufficient Forms
Of Majefty.
2 In Fefus webehold
His Father’s glorious Face,
Shining for everbright
With mild and lovely Rays:
Th’ Eternal God’s
- Eternal Son
Inherits and -
Partakes the Throne.]

_ 3 The Sovereign King of Kings,
" The Lord of Lords moft high,
Writes his own Name upon
His Garment and his Thigh.

His
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His Name is eall’d ‘
j Tbe %rd o_f God 5 ‘
{ He rules the Eacth .. .
With Iron Rod.

Where Promifes and Grace .
‘;an neither melt nor move,

The Injuries of his Love 3

. Awakes his Wrath =~

{ ~~ Without Delay,” "~

\ As Lions roar, - "
And téar the Prey,

' 5 But when for Works of Peace
“( The great Redée’z{aer comes
What gentle Charalters,. -
What Titles he aflumes 2 - . "

Light of the World, . ~

And Lifrof Meny

Nor will ke'beay

Thofe Namds jh vain,” -
6 Immenfe Compaflion reigns .,

. In-our Triimannel’s Heart,.

When'he defcends to 2t~ *

A Mediaror’s Paxt

- Heisa Friend,
And Brotbes ooy -
Diyidely kind, -
Divinely true, -

7 At length the Eord the Fudge

His awful Throne akends,
" ‘And drives the Rebels far
From Favourites and Friends.

>

i The angry-Jiamb refents, -

LIRS

Then

D g e
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Then fhall the Saitts : * - '
‘Compleatly prove ")
The Heightsand. Depths
Of all his Love. A

‘ D o
CXLIX. The.Offces of Chaift, fro:.
Sfeverad Seriprures. |

1 ]'Oin all the Names of Love and Power
That ever Men or Angels bore 3
All are too mean to fpeak his Worth,
Or fet Immanuel’s Glory forth,”
2 But O what condefcendirig Ways c
He takes to texch his héav'nly Gracel .
My Eyes with Joy and Wonder fee. =
What Forms of Love he bears for me. -
[3 The Angel of the Cov’nane flands
With his Commiffion in his Hands,
Sent from his Father’s, milder- Throno
.To make the gieat Salvation known.]
{4 Great ‘Prapbé,tl, let me blefs. thy Name ;
By Thee the joyful Tidings came,.
Of Wrath appeas’d, of Sins forgiv'n,
Of Hell fubdu’d, and Peace with Heav'n.]
[s My bright Example, and my Guide,
I would be walking near.thy Sidey
O letme never run aftray, -« -
Nor followthe forbidden Way!
6 1 love my Shepherd, he fhall keep
My wand’ring Soul amongft his: Sheep ’H
. . . (3
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He feeds his Flock, he calls their Names,
Andin his Bofom bears the Lambs.]

[7 My Surety undertakes my Caufe,
Anfwering his -Father’s broken Laws ; °
Behold my-Soul at Freedom fet ;

‘ My Surety paid the dreadful. Debt.]

- | [8 Fefus my Great High-Prieft has dy'd,

. I {eek no Sacrifice ‘gtﬁdo 3

His Blood did once for all atone,

-} And now it pleadsbefore the Throne.]

- k" » My Advocate ap&cm on high,

¥ The Father lays his Thunder by ;
Not all that Earth or Hellcanfay - - -
.} Shall turn my Father’s Heart away.]

~| [10My Lord, my Congu'’ror, and iy King,

-+ ' Thy Scepterand thy Sword I1fing 5

i3 Thine is the Viét'ry, and I fit o
. Ajoyful Subjeét at thy Beet.]. =~/ .

g ,‘ L1z Afpire, my Soul, to_glorious Deeds, -

< The Captain of Salvationleads: '

= March on, nor fear to win'the Day.}

Tho’ Death and Hell obftrué the Wiy.]

Lo . .{unknown;
12_Should Death, and Hell and Pow’rs

' Pat all their Forms of Mifchief on, -

I fhall be fafe ; for Chbrift difplays

Salvation in more Sovereign Ways.

i

) ! G: 7 CL.The
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CL. The fame as the cxWiiit Pfalm.
1 JOin all the glorious Names
Of Wifdom, Love, and Power,
That ever Mortals knew, -
That Angels ever bore: *
All are'too mean - - - - -
'To. fpeak his Wasth, .-~ . :
Too Mean:to'fée:. - . . '
My Saviour forth.
2 But O what gentle Terms,
- What condefcending Ways -
Doth our Redeemerule L
. 'To teach his heav'nly Grace? .
Mine Eyes with Joy = .:
And Wonder fee . -~
‘What Forms of Love
He bears for me..

[3 Array’d in Mortal Plefh o
He like an Augel ftands,. i
And holds the Promifes. = .=~ |
And Pardons in his Hands ;. . ;-
 .Commiffion’d from ' ..«

His ﬁather’s Throre,
To thake his Grace
To mortals known.]- ,

[4 Great Propbe: of my Gad, '
My Tongue would blefs thy Name;
By thee the joyful News
Of ourSalvation came ;

The joyful News
Of Sins forgiv'n, : of
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Of Hell {fubdu'd,
And Peace with Heav'n.]
‘i[5 Be thou my Counfellor,
. My Partern, and my Guidey
;J' And thro’ this Defart Land
¢ Still keep me near thy Side. = :
O let my Feet - -
Ne'er run aftray, A
} Nor rove, norfcek - :
i The crooked Way!] S
(6 1 love my Shepherd’s Voice,
His warchful Eyes fhall keep
My wand’ring Soul among - |
The thoufands of his Sheep 5 !

{  He feeds his Flock. R

' He calls their Names, B !
His Bofom bears* ~ g
The tender Lambs.]

[7 To this dear Surety’s Hand
Will I commit my Caufesy
He anfwersand fulfils
His Pather’s broken Laws. , |

Behold my Soul '
At Freedom fet ! - ' -
My Surety paid

' Tze dreadful Debt.]

(8 Fefus my Great High-Prieft
Offer’d his Blood and dy’d ;

My guilty Confcience feeks - ..« -
No Sacrifice befide. .. . ’

i . G3 His
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His pow’rful Blood oo (
Did once atone’; : '

And now it pleads
Before the Throne.] -

[9 My Advocate appears |
For my Defence-on high,
The Father bows his Ears,
And lays his Thunder by.
Not all that Hell
Or Sin can fay, -
Shall turn his Heart, :
His Loveaway.) 1

[10 My Dear Almighty Lord,
My ‘€onqu'ror, and my King,
Thy Scepter,and thy Sword,
Thy reigningbGrace I fing,

_Thine is the Pow’r
Behold 1 fit
In willing Bonds
Before thy Feet,]

[r1 Now let my Soul arife,
And tread the Tempter down
My Captain leadsme forth h
To Conqueft and a Crown.

A feeble Saint
Shall win the Day,
Tho’ Death and Hell
Qbfruct the Way,]
12 Should all the Hofts of Deaths
"~ And Pow'rs of Hell unknown,

L we——X®

Put
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Put their noft dreadful Forms

Of Rage and Mifchiefon; i
_ I Mhall be fafe, .
i .. For Chrif difplays

’ " 'Superior Power

. And 'Guardi_‘a"q @race.

| .
[ A
~
. . Yoo i
9 L
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€2 adee L el e e . -
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“The End of the Firft Book. - a
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Comqucd on Divipe Subjes.
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V‘I A J’ong of Praife to God from "

Great. Brltaln. )

1 Ature with all her Pow'rs fhall fing
God the Creator and the King :
Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Skies,

(nor Seas,
Deny the Tribute of their Praife,

[z BC{

.. e
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[> Begin to make his:Glocies known, .
Ye Scraphs that fit.nsas his Throne 5
Tune your-Harps high, and{pread the Sound,
‘To the Creatipn}s utmaft Bound ] .
. [3 All moreal Things .of mefiner Frame,
' Exert'youtForee, and own his Namey -
Whilft with our Souls and with our Voice
- We fing. bis"Hgnours and our Joys.] -
" (4 To him be facred all we have
. From the yoang Cradie to'the Grave: <
Our Lips fhall his loud Wenders tell, -
Avd evry Word a Misagle,} .- - iy
15 This Norzhern 1ile, our hative Eand;
. Lies fafe in God th’ Almighty’s Hasdy
' Our Facs of V/ f'ry degam in.vain,.,
., And wear the captivating Chain. , . <[
6 He builds and guards the Bvirifr Throns
And makes it gracious dike his own, [
Makes our fucceffive Princes kind, -,
And gives opr Dangers to the Wind.J A |
7 Raife monumental Praifes high» 1.1 |
To him that thunders thro® the Sky,. i1
And with an awful Nod or Frown . 7,
Shakes an afpiring Tyrant down.:
[8 Pillars of lafting Brafs proclaima * 3
The Trinimphs of th’ Eternal Name 515
While trembling Nations read from tar
T'he Honburs of the God of: Wae.] 1. ;

Fl

o Thus let our Aaming Zeal imploy >
QOur loftieft Thoughts and loudeft Songs -
o Gs . B

-
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Britain, pronounce with' watmeft Joy
Hofanna from ten thoufand Tongues.

10 Yé’t,‘”dﬁ?‘hi'y?' God, our feeble Frame
Attempes in vaintoreach thy Name
The frongeft: Notes that Angels raife

Faiot in the Worfhip and the Praife.
I The Death of & Sinner.

t NAY Thoughts on awful SubjeQs roll
M ; Damng::itmand the Deai!; '
What Horror¢ fcize the guilty Soul

Upon a dying Bed.
E Iﬁn%ﬁng about thefe mortal Shores
She makes a long Delay,
Till like a Flood with rapid Force
- Death (weeps the Wretch away.
3 Then fwift and dreadful fhe defcends,
Down to the fiery Coaft,
Amongft abominable Fiends,
Her felf a frightful Ghoft,
4 There endlefs Crouds of Sinners lie,
And Darknefs makes their Chains;
Tortur'd with keen Defpair they cry,
- Yet wait for fiercer Pains.
s Not all their Anguith and their Blood
- Por their old Guilt atones,
Nor the Compaflions of a Ged
Shall hearken to their Groans.

6 Amaz.




" 6 Amazing Grace, that kept-my Breath,
Nor bid my Soul remove,
Till I had learn’d my Saviour’s Death,
And well infur'd his Love !

5 111, The Death and Burial of a Saint.

. W‘HY do we mourn departing Priends?
, Or fhake at Death’s Alarms 2

+ ’Tisbut the Voice that Zefus fends '

! To call them to his Arms. o

" 2 Are we not tending upward too !

As faft as Timecan move? {

Nor would we wifh the Hours more flow |

1

. To keep us from our Love.

3 Why fhould we tremble to convey
heir Bodies to the Tomb ?
There the dear Flefh of Fefus lay,
. And left a long Perfume.

)
4 The Graves of all his Saints he bleft, |
And foftned every Bed? |
Where fhould the dying Members relt,
But with the dying Head ?

5 Thence ‘he arofe, afcending high,
And fhew’d our Feet the Way ?
Up. to the Lord our Flefh fhall fy,
At the great Rifing Day.

6. Then let the lalt loud Trumper found, -
<Apd bid qur Kindred rife ;
Awake, ye Natiops, under Ground,
Xe. Saints.afcendtbhe -Skies. * .
L - iV, ‘S’w'r:‘
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IV. Salvation m the Croﬁ.
1 HERE at thy Crofs, my dying God,
I lay my Souibengath thy Love,. .

Beneath the Dropings of thy Blood,
Fefus, nor fhall it ¢’espemove.’. "I7 7

2 Not all that Tyrants think or fay,

With Rage and Lightning in'their Eyes,
Nor Hell fhall fright my Hcart away,
Should Hell with all its Legions rifes

3 Should Worlds confpire to drive me thence
Movelefs and firm this Heart fhould lie ;
Refolv’d (for that’s my laft Defence) *
If I muft perifh, thereto die. '

4 But fpeak, my Lotd, and calm my Fear;
Am 1 not fafe beneath thy Shade ¥
Thy Vengeance will not ftrike me here, _

 Nor Satan dares my Soul invade, ' <+ -

. 5 Yes, I'm fecure beneath thy Bl’éoﬂ"‘ o

And all my Foes thall lofe their Aim-

Hofanna to my dying God, -

And my beft {Ionour§ to his Name.~ »

’

V. Longing to praifé Chrift better. ‘u
R : . . \ I PR (ro
1 LOrd, when my Thoughts with Wonder
z er the fharp Sotrows of thy Soul; |
And read my Maker’s broken Laws,
Repair'd and honour'd by ibeiGrofs::Vh
. 3 en

fiy& LIRS WG - &J. 3%
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# Whea U'behold Death; Hell, and,: Sin
J Vanquith’d by shat dear-Blaod of thine,
Andfse the Man that:groan'd and dy'd,. -
Sit glorious by his Fagher’s Side.
_b: My Paffions rife- and foar above, .. -

! I'm wing'd with Faith, and fir’d with L°V‘°5

And learn the Notes that Gabriel fings.

& But my Heart fails, my Tongué compains,
For want of their immortal Straiss ;
And ip fuch humble Notes as thefe:
Muft fall below thy Victories, =~ -~
Well, the kind Minate muft appear’ !
When we fhiall leave thefe Bodies here,

- Thefe Clogs of Clay, and mount onhigh
To join the Songs above the Sky.

L Fain wouid | reach eternal Things, -/

e

LA Y

f VL. A Morning Sozyg

! RN : : Y0 .
T (ONCE more, my Soul, the rifing Day. |
" Salutes thy waking Eyes,- -~ -7 °
nce more, my Voice, thy Tribute pay ,r‘
To him that rolls ‘the Skies.. ., .p
: Night unto Night his Name repeats, - - .
The Day rencgs the Soupd, .
Wide as theHedven on whigh he fitg.
,..To turn the feafons round.. .70
3 'Tis he f pports my mortal Frame, =~
My TCJZ

ae fﬂéallfpea'k hls‘ I"aifc; R
RIS I A
My
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My Sins would rouze his Wrath -to flame,
And yet his Wrath delays.

[4 On a poor Worm thy Pow’r mighe tread, |

- And 1 could ne’er withftand :
Thy Juftice might have crufth’d me dead,
But Mescy held thine Hand. -

5A' A thoufand wretched Souls ire fled

Since the laft fetting Sun,
And yer thou lengthneft out my Thread,
"~ And yet my Moments run. ]

6 Dear God, let all my Hours be thine,
Whilft I enjoy the Lighe,
Then fhall my Sun in Smiles decline,
And bring a pleafing Night.

VL. An Evening Song.

1 TYRead Sov’reign,let my Evening Song
U D ke hely Encenfe rif¢ ; &
- Affift the Offcrings of my Tongue

To reach the lofty Skies.

= Through all the Dangers of the Day;
Thy Hand was ftill my Guard,
And ftill to drive my Wants away
Thy Mercy flood prepard.]
3 Perpetual Bleflings from above
Incompafs me around,
But O how few Returnsof Love
Hath my ‘Cieator found !
4 What have I done for him that dy'd

To fave my wretched Soul 2
. o ~ How

{

T

b
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How are my Follies maltiply’d
Faft as my Minutes rollr.P 7

5 Lord, with this guilty Heart of mine
j  To thy dear Crols I flce, :
And to thy Grace my Soul refign, 3
- Tobe renew'd by thee. -
6 Sprinkled afrefh with pard’ning Blood
I lay me downtoreft,
As in th’ Embraces of my God,
Or on my Saviour’s Breaft.

{Vm. A Hymn for Morning or
| Evening. L

153

{
1 Ofanna, with a chearful Sound,
-H To God’s upholding Hand,

Ten Thoufand Snares attend us round,

And yet fecure we ftand.

.2 That was a moft amazing Power
’ That fais’d us with a2 Word,
And every Day and every Hous -
We lean upon the Lord.

3 The Evening refts our weary Head,
And Angels guard the Room, °
We wake, and we admire the Bed
That was not made our Tomb.
4 The rifing Moming can’t affure
That we fhall end the Day,
For Death itands ready at the Door-
To feize-our Lives away. G
5 Cur
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5 Our Breath'is forfeited by Sin:- -
To God’s ravenging Law ; - .
We qwn thy Grace, Immortal King,
Inevery Galp we draw.
6 God is pur Sun, whofe daily Light {
Our Joy and Safety brings; '
Our feeble Flefh lies fafe at Night
Beneath his fhady Wings. '
IR PR |
IX. Godly Sorrow arifing fromthe '
 Sufferings of Chrift.

1 AL A §!and did my Saviour bleed !
And did my Sovereign die ?
‘Would:he devote that. faered Head -

!

For fucha Wormp as I 7 - |
[2 Thy Body flaim, fweet %efus, thine, '
And bath’d'in its own Blood,
While al} expps'd to Wrath divine,
The glarious Sufferer ftood !]
- 3 Was it for Crimes-that I had:done
He groan’d.upon the Tree
Amazing Pity ! Grace unkgown !
And Love beyond Degrée !
4 \WVell tight the 8un in Darknefs hide,
And.fhut his-Glories in, .
When God the mighty Make ¢ dy'd
For Man the Creatyre’s Sin. - -,
5 Thus'might{ hide my blufhing'Pace
- While his-dear Crofs appears, ' Dif
i : i

[y



: Dxﬂ'olve, my, Heart.ip Thanhfulncfs,
. And meif my Byes tg-Tears:-
_j6 But drops of Grief can ne’er repay
The Debt of Love Fowe; -
Here, Lord, I ?we my felf away,

’sz all that cando.’ | N

e

X. vTe;rtmg with, Camal 3‘0)&

ol Y Soul forfakes hev vain Dchght,.
7 M And bids the World farewel ; .

.. Bafeas the Dirtbeneath- my Feer, . -

" And m:fcbxevous as Hell. S

2 No longer wi] Iask ypuquve, L
- . Not feek! yoﬁut' Friendfhip’ mw$ ,'
“The “Happinefs that I apprave
{ Lies nor within your Power,

{3 Therc s nothing round this fppcmus Earth
* ThatTuits. my large Defire 3 - :
To boundlefs { y.and.folid Mu’th
My, nohier %loughts afparc
[s Where P!cafarc ro”s its living Flood
From:Sin and Drofs refin'd,
Still fpringing from the Throne of God,
’ And fit to chear the Mind.

s " ThiAlmighty . Rulerof the Sphere, . .7
The G xm{s and't ﬁszeat
Brings fm own“All-fufficience therc,
To make our Blifs -complcar]
6 Had Lthe. Pu;uons of; Dove, ...
¢ Ldclimb ‘the heav’nly Roid ;

e ,.‘

There

|

|
.
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There fits my Savieur dreft jo- Loye,
And there my fmiling God, -

XL :T/Jefame_. -

1 T Send the Jl_?ys of Earth away, '
Away ye Tempters of the Mind,
Falfe as the fmooth deceitful Sea,
And empty as the whilfling Wiad.
3 Your Streams were floating me along
Downto the Guif of black Defpair,
And whilit I liften’d to your Song,
Yours Streams had e’en convey’d me there,
3 Lord, I adore thy matchlefs (_}_race,;‘ .
That warn’d me of that dark ‘Abyfs, -
That'dréw me from thofe treacherours Sess,
~And bid me feck fuperior Blifs. =,
4 Now to the fhining Realms above

¢ I firetch my Hands, and ‘glance.niine Eyes,

O for the Pinions, ofa Dove, .
To bear me to the upper Skies ! - -
5 There from the Bofom of my God '
Oceans of endlefs Pleafure roll™ °
There would I fix my laft Abode,
And drown the Sorrows of my Soul.

XIL Chrift is the Subflance of the
~ Levitical Pritfthood.

HE true Meffiabn .

* THE e Ml sow appsrs,

1



fly the Shadowsand the Stars
| Before the rifing Dawn.
i 2 No fmoaking Sweets, nor bleeding Lambs,
Nor Kid, nor Bullock flain 5
Incenfe and Spice of coftly Names
Would all be burnt in vain.

.| 3 Aaron muft lay his Robes away,
His Mitre and his Veft, '
When Gad himfelf comes down to be
The Off ring and the Prieft.

* 4 He took our morta] Fleth to fhow

i The Wonders of his Love,

. For ushe paid his Life below.

Y And prays for us above.

: 5 Father, he cries, forgive their Sins,
For I'my f2if have dy'd ; Y

And thenhe fhows his open’d Veins,

And pleads his wounded Side.

XL The Creation, Prefervation,
Diffolution, and Refloration of this
- Worlk .
1 SING to the Lord that built the Skies.
The Lord that rear’d this ftately Frame,
et half the Nations found his Praife,
And Lands unknown repeat his Name.
2 He form'd the . Scas, and form’d the Hills,

Made every Drop and every Duft,
Nature and Time, with all their Wheels,

And pufh’d them into Motion firft.
3 Now

;So
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3 Now fromhis high imperial Throne, -
He looks far déwn upon the Spheres,

. He bids the fhining Orbs roll.on,
And round he turns our hafty Years.

. 4 Thus fhall this moving Engine Jaft

" Till all his Saints are gather'd in,
Then for the Frumpet’s dreadful Blaft
To fhake it al] ‘to Duft again ! v

5 Yet when the Sound fhall tear the Skies,
And Lightning burn the Globe below,
Saints, you may lift your joyful Eyes,
There’s a new Heaven and Earth for you.

XIV. The Lord’s Day : Or, Delight

~ in Ordinances.
1 “7 Elcome fweet Day of Reft
'Y - That faw the Lord arife;
Welcome to this reviving Breaft,
And thefe rejoicing Eyes!
'a The King himfelf comes near,
- And feafts his Saints to Diy ;-
Here we may fit, and fee him here,
And love, and praife, and pray.
.3 One Day amidft the Place,
Where my dear God hath been,

Is fweeter than Ten Thoufand Days
. Of pleafurable Sin. .

4 My willing Soul would flay . -
_Ino'fuch a Frameas this,”
And fit and fing her felf away |

Toeverlafting Blifs, X V

(
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"iXV- The Enjoyment of Chrift: Or,
" Delight in Worfbsp.

;[ 1 AR from my Thoughts, vain World, be
-Let my religious Hours ajone: : (gone,
Fain would my Eyes my Saviour fee, ¢
. 1 wait a Vifit, Lord, from thee.
.z{ 2 My Heart grows warm with holy Fire,
+i And kindles with a pure Defire :
Come, my dear Zefus, from above,
-l And feed 'my Soul with heav’nly Love,
.7§[3 The Trees of Life immortal ffand . . °
"I In flourifhing Rows at thy Right Hand,
And in {fweet Murmurs by their Side
2 Rivers of Blifs perpetual glide.

'ii!4 Hafte then, but with a fmiliné F;ace,

And fpread the Table of thy Gracg.s
Bring down a Tafte of Truth l‘)iw{#e, »
And chear my Heart with facred Wine.]
5 Blefs’'d. Fefus,what delicious Fare.! -
"~ How fweet thy Entertainments.are!
Never did Angels tafte above
Redeeming Grace and dying Love.
6 Hail,great Immanuel, all Divine,
[n thee thy Father’s Glories fhine ;
Thou brighteft, {fweeteft, fairclt One,
‘That Eyes have feen, or Angels known,

XVIL.
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XV_I. Part the Second.

7 T QRD, what a Heaven of faving Grace
L Shines thro’ the Beauties of'nt%y Faoc:’,‘ ‘
-~ And li%hts our Paffions toa Flame!  §-

Lord, how we love thy charming Name.

8 When I canfay, My God is mine,

. When I can feel thy Glories fhine,

I tread the World beneath my Feet,
And all that Earth calls Good or Great.

9 th}c fuch a Sceneoffacred*Joys .
gur; raptur’d ‘Eyes and Souls imploys

© MHere' wecould fit; and gaze away,
Along, an everlafting Day. ‘

10 Well, we fhall quickly pals the Nighg
To the fair Coaits of perfeét Light;
Then fhall our joyful Senfes rove
O’ér the dear Objett of our Love. -

[x1There fhallwedrink full Draughtsof Blifs,
And pluck néw Life from heav’nly Trees !
Yet now and then , dear Lord, beftow ‘
A Drop of Heaven on Worms below.

12 Send Comforts down from thy Right Hand,
While we.pafs thro® this barren Land, :
And in thy Temple let us fee

A Glimpfe of Love, a Glimpfe of Thee.]

. 1 L. . A . { .

XVIL
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N
|

XVIL God’s Eternity.

R e, tife my Soul, and leave the Ground,
. Stretch all my Thoughts abroad,
/ And roufe up every tunefu Sbund C
' Topraiﬁ:. th’ ceernal God. = 1

. Long e’er thelofty Skies were fpread,

J Febovab flI'd his Throne 3 S
Or Adam form’d, or Angels madc,

.| TheMaker .hv’d alone., ;

, frxs boundlefs Years cant ne'er decreafe, °
But {till maintain their Prime ; :
|Eternity's bis Dwelling Place,
7 And Fyer ishis Time. ~
. While like a Tide our Minutes flow,
The prefent and the paft,
"He fills his own immortal NOW, -
.. And fees our Ages;wafte, . -
1 The Sea apd -Sky muft perith too, 2
And- va# Deffrultion come ;
. The Creatutes, look, how old' they grow,
' Aad wait-their ﬁery Dootn't
§ Well, let the Sea fhrink all away,
And Flame melt down the Skies,
My God fhall live an endlefs Day, . .
When th’ old Creation djgs., ST

- - xvir,
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1. |JIGHon-a Hill of dazling Light,.
“"L3 The King of Glory: fpreads &is 8el,
And Troops.of Apgels, itretch’d for flight
'Stand waiting, round his-awful Beet.
2 2Go; faith the Lord, my Gabriel, go
Salute the Virgsws; fruitfel Womb ;. |
Y Make bafie, e Cherubs, down below, \
Sing and proclaimthe Savionr come.
3 < Here a bright- Squadron leaves the Skics
And thick-around .Elj/baz ftands';
Anon a heayenly Soldier flies, =
¢ And breaks theChaihs fronx chter’sHand‘
4 Thy. winged T7odps, O.God of Hofts,
Wait oa thy wand’ring Church below ;
Here wgvate failing to thy Coafls,
Let Angels be eur.Gonvoy too, -
§Are theyndt-alljthy Servants, Lord ?
At thy Command:tbey.igo.and: como;
With-cheagful, Hafle obey.thy ‘Word,
And guard:thy Children to:their Home.

.
B 14 p . '

B Luke i "2‘6.‘ b Lukﬁi. ,5 " ¢ 2 Kings
vi. 17. o Alls'xii. 7, - < Heb. 1, ul.

XIX.
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. XIX..Our frail Bodies, and God our
: Preferver.

) x ] E T others boaft how ftrong they be,
—4  Nor Death nor Danger fear 5
But we’ll confefs, O Lord, to thee,
What feeble Things we are.

2 Frefh as the Grafs our Bodies ftand, 0
And flourifh Bright and Gay, ‘
. Ablafting Wind fweeps o'er the Land,
| And fades the Grafs away.

.3 Our Life contains a thoufand Springs
. - And dies if. one be gone :
Strange! that a Harp of Thoufand Strings
Should keep in Tune fo long!

. 4 But ’tis our God fupports our- Frame,
The God that built us firft;
Salvation to. th’ Almighty Name "~
That rear’d us from: the Duft..

[ 5 He fpoke, and firait our Hearts and Brains,
In all their Motions rofe 5 o :
Let Blood, faid he, flow rourd the Veins,
And round the Veins it flows. .,

6 While we have Breath, or ufe our Tengues,
Qur Maker we’ll adore ;
His Spirit moves our heaving Lungs, .
t . Orthey would breathe ny more.]

l | " Cxx

~

{
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XX. Back/lidings and Returns: O:
The Inconfiancy of vur Love. 1

L1 W HY is mg Heart {o far from thee,
" My God, my chief Delight; .
Why are my Thoughts no more by Day 1

1

With thee, no more by Night?

[z Why fhould my foolith Paffions rove?
‘Where can fuch Sweetnefs be,
As| have tafted in thy Love,
As I have found in thee?]

3 When my forgetful Soul renews ‘ j
The Savour of thy Grace, :
My Heart prefumes I cannot lofe
he Relifh all my Days.
4 But ere one flecting Hour is Faﬂ,
The flatt’ring World employs
Some fenfual Bait to feize my YI‘aﬁe,
And to pollute my Joys. .

[s Trifles of Nature or of Art
With fair deceitful Charms
Intrude upon my thoughtlefs Heart,
And thruft thee from my Arms.]

€ Then I tepent and vex my Soul
That I fhould leave thee fo,
Where will thofe wild Affetions roll
That let 2 Saviour go?
{7 Sin’s promis’d Joys are turn’d™o Paio, .
Andlam drown’d in Grief 3

But
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B xr m deaﬂ Lord returns again,
‘ s to my Ralief.

8 Semng my Soul with fweet Surprize,
He draws with loving Bands;
Divine Compaffion in his Eyes,
And Pardon in his Hands,]

{9 Wretch that I am, to wander thus
In.chafe of falfe Delight! -
Let me be faften’d to thy Crofs
5 Rather than lofe thy nght.]

(10 Make hafte, my Days, to reach the Goa]
And brm §-Ieart to fet, -

» On thedear ntre ofm Soul
My God, my Saviour's Brmﬁ.]

v

XXI A Song of Praife to God the

Redeemer.

T e

1 LET the old Hcathens tune their Song
reat Diana and of Fove,
" But the weet Theme that'moves my Tongue
Is my "Redeemer and his Love.

. 2 Behold a God defcends and dies

 Tofave my Soul from gaping Hell;
How the black Gulph where Satan lies,
Yawn’d to teceive me when I fell!

, 3 How Ju{hce frown’d, and Vengeance ftood -

-~ To drive me down to endlefs Pain!
But thé Great Son Eropos'd his Blood,
And heav’nly Wrat grew mild again.

4 In
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4 Infinitc Lover, graciousLord, ' = ..
To thee be endlefs Honours giving :

Thy wond’rous Name fhall be ador’d ;
Round the wide Earth and wider Heav'n.

XXII. Witb God ; is ferriblé‘Majqﬂ!. |

TErrible God, that reign’ft on high,
How awful is thy thund’ring Hand }
Thy fiery Bolts, how fierce they fly !
Nor can all Earth or Hell withftand.

2 This the old Rebel Angels knew,
And Satan fell beneath thy Frown s .
Thine Arrows {truck the Traytor thro’,
And weighty Vengeance funk him down.

3 -This Sodow felt, and feels it gill,

“ And roars beneath th’ eternal Load,
With endlefs Burnings who can dwell,
Or bear the Fury of 4 God? . . .

4 Tremble, ye Sipners, and fubmit,
Throw down your Arms before his Throne,

- Bend your Heads low beneath his Feet, '
Or his ftrong Hand fhall crufh you down, i

5 And ye, bleft Saints, that love him too,
With Rev’rence bow befare his Name,
Thus all his heav’nly Servants do:

God is a bright and burning Flame.

XXIIL
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XXIII. The Sight of God and Chrift

in Heaven. .

e

[
V z DEf'cend from Heav’n, immortal Dove,
. Stopp down and take us on thy Wings,
And mount and bear us far above
‘The Reach of thefe inferior Things.

)
_I)Z Beyond, beyond this lower Sky,
- Up where eternal Ages roll,
Wiere folid Pleafures never die,
. .And fruits immortal feaft the Soul.

¢3 O for a Sight, a pleafing Sight

)~ Of qur Almighty Father’s Throne! ,
There fits our Saviour crown’d with Light,
Cloath’d in a Body like our own.

. & Adoring Saints around him ftand,

And Fhrones and Pow’rs before him fall ;
The God-thines gracious thro’ the Man,
And; flseds fweet Glories on them all.

l 5 O what amazing Joys they feel,.
' While to thejr golden Harps they fing,
~ And fit onev’ry heav’nly Hill, v
' And fptead 'the Triumphs of their King. ;
| 6 Whien fhall the Day, dear Lord, appear
' That I fhall moant to dwell above,
And ftand -and-bow amongft ’em there,
And view_thy Face, and fing, and love.

~
¥

) e Hyo XXIV. .
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XXIV: The Evil of Sin vifible in- the
Full of Angels and Men.

1 HEN the great Builder arch'd the Sk:es,
And form’d all Nature with a Word,
The Joyful Cherubs tun’d his Praife,
And ev’ry bending Throne ador’d, -

12 High in the midft of all the Throng
Saran a tall Arch- Angel fat,
* Amongft the Morai Stars he fung,
*Till Sin deftroy'd his heav’nly State,-

[3 ’Twas Sin that hurl’d him from his Throne,
Groveling in Fire the Rebel lies:
1 How ar thou funk in @ark‘mjs down,,
Son of the Morming, from the Skies.]

4 And thus our two firft Parents ftood
Tlll Sin defil’'d the happy Place;
They loft their Garden and their God.
And ruin’d al] their unborn Race. ,

[sSo fprung the Plague from 4Zanr’s Bower,
And fpread Deftruttion.all abroad 5
Sin, the curft Name, that i gne Hour
Spoil'd fix Days Labour of a. &ocl]

6 Tremble, mySoul, and mourn for Grief; -

~ That fuch a Fog fhould, fejze t,by Breaft 5 -
Fly to thy Lord for- quick Reliefs -
O'may he flay thxs t:eachecous Gueft. -

. .
. AJV' g

* Job xxxviii. 7e 4 Ifa. Xiv. 12,

- ¢ B 7 Ther
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1 Then to thy Throne, vitorious King,

i Then to thy Throne our Shouts fhall rife,
Thine everlafting Arm we fing,
For Sin the Monfter bleeds and dics.

XV. Complsining of Spiritual Sictl.

M Y drowzy Powers, why fleep ye fo?
Awake, my fluggifh Soul!
Nothing has halt thy Work to do,
R Yetnothing’s half {o dull.

The little Ants for one poor Grain
‘ Labour, and tug, and ftrive,
Y Yet we, who have a Heav'n ¢’ obtain,
. How negligent we live ?
A ? We for whofe Sake all Nature ftands,
And Stars their Courfes move; °
1 We for whofe Guard the Angel-Bands
r Come flying from above ;
4 We for whom God the Son came down,
. And labour'd for our Good,
" . How carelefs to fecure that Crown
He purchas’d with his Blood ?

5 Lord, fhall we lie fo fluggifh fill,
And never aét our Parts? T
Ccme, holy Dove, from th’ heav’nly Hill,
And fit and warm our Hearts.
6 Then fhall our altive Spirits meve,
, Upward our Souls fhall rife ;
! W%;: Hznds 05 Fa}ith ;ndeingtfof Love
¢’ll fly and take the Prize,
Y H ¢ - XXVI
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XXVL God hifible.

1 LORD, we are blind, we Mortals blind,
We can’t behold thy bright Abode ;
O ’tis beyond a Creature-Mind,
To glance a Thought half-way to God 1

2 Infinite Leagues beyond the Sky

" The great Eternal reigns alone,
Where neither Wings nor Souls can fly,
Nor Angels climb the toplefs Throne,

3 TheLord of Glory builds his Seat
Of Gems infufferably bright,
And lays beneath his facred Feet
Subflantial Beams of gloomy Night.

4 Yet, glosous Lord, thy gracious Eyes
Look thro’ ard chear us tfrom above ;
Beyond our Praife thy Grandeur flies,
Yet we adore, and yet we love,

XXVH. Praife ye him all bis Angels,
" Pfal. cxlviil. 2. !

1 G OD! the eternal awful Name
That the whole heav'nly Army fears,
That fhakes the wide Creation’s Frame,
And Ssran trembles when he hears,

2 Like Flames of Fire his Servants are,
And Light furrounds his Dwelling Place 3
But O ye fiery Flames, declare
"The brighter Glories of his Face.

3 'Tis
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>T'is not for fuch poor Worms as we
‘To fpeak fo infinite 2 Thing ;

But your immortal Eyes furvey

‘The Beauties of your Sov'reign King.

" . :q ‘Tell how he fhews his fmiling Face,
"~ And cloaths all Heav’n in bright Array 3
‘Triumph and Joy run thro’ the Place,
And Songs eternal as the Day.

s Speak (for you feel his burning Love)
V\ylexat Zeal it {preads thro’ all your Frame ;
‘That facred Fire dwells all above, |
¥or we on Earth have loft the Name.

. 6 Sing of his Pow’r and Jufticetoo,
( That infinite Right Hand of his

.~ That vanquifh’d'Saran and his Crew,

‘- And Thunder drove them dowfrom Blifs.],

[7 What mighty Storms of poifon’d Darts
Were hurl’d upon the Rebels there !

- - What deadly Jav’lins nail’d their Hearts

/ Faft to the Racks of long Defpair ! ]

[8 Shout to your King, you heav'nly Hoft;
You that behold the finking Foe, i
Firmly ye{tood when they were loft;
Praife the rich Grace that kept ye fo.]

9 Proclaim his Wonders from the Skies,
Let ev’ry diftant Nation hear ; ot
And while youfoynd his lofty Praife, |
Let humble Mortdls bow and fear, -

* A

E

Ay e
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Hsy = XXVIE



154 . Hymns and’ B 1L

XXVIL Death and Eternity.

1 QToop down, m Thoughtq; thii;;& torife, - '

Converfe a while with Death : .
Think how a gafping Mortal lies,
And pants away his Breith.
2" His quiv'ring Lip hangs feebly down,
. His Pulfes faint and few,
Then, fpeechlefs, with a doleful Groan,
He bids the World adieu,

3 But, O theSoul that never dies!
At once it leaves the Clay!
Ye Thoughts, purfue it where it flies,
And trigk its wond'rous Way.

4.Up to the Courts where Angels dwell,
It mounts'triumPhing there,
Or Devils plunge it down to Hell
In ipfinjte Defpair. .
s And muft my Body faint and die?
" And muft this:Soul remove?
- O for fome Guardian Angel nigh
*'To bear it fafe above ! o
6 Fefus, to thy dear faithful Hand
My naked Soul I truft,
And ‘my Flefh waits for thy Command
Todropiato my Dufk. © . -

XXIX,
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XXIX. Redemption by Price and
- Power. |

‘ & ©f ESUS, with sll thy Saints above, !
My Tongue would bear her Part,
Would found aloud thy faving Love,
' And fing thy bleeding Heart,

2 Bleft be the Lamb, my deareft Lord,
. Who bought me with his Blood,
* And quench’d his Father’s flaming Sword -
| In his own vital Flood,

3 The Lamb that freed my Captive Soul
{7+ From'Saran’s heavy Chains, .
And fent the Lion down to howl
Where Hell and Horror reigns,
4 All Glory to the dying Lamb, . |
And never-ceafing Praife, = ‘

While Angels live to know his Name, -
Or Saints to feel his Grace.

XXX. Heavenly ?o] on Earth.: |

4 C OME, we that love the Lord, '
And let our Joys be known;
Join in a Song with {weet Accord,
And thus furround the Throne.

2 The Sorrows of the Mind -
Be banifh’d from the Place
Relig]i_;on never was defign’d " i

o.make our Pleafures lef.] .
"H¢ g Lot
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3 Let thofe refufe to fing
. ‘That never knew our God,
But Fav'rites of the heav’nly King,
May fpeak their Joys abtoacﬁ

{4 The God that rules on high,
And thunders when he pleafe,
That rides'upon the ftormy Sky,
And manages the Seas,] -

5 This awful God is ours,
. Qur Father and our Love,
He fhall fend down his heav'nly Powers
To carry us above. s

6 There we fhall fee his Face,
And never, never finy -
There from the Rivers of his Grace
Drink gndlefs Pleafures in.

9 Yes, and before we rife
‘To thar immortal Scate,
The Thoughts 6f fuch amazing Blifs
Should conftant Joys create.
[8 The Men of Grace have found
Glory begun below,
Celeftial Fruits on earthly Ground
From Faith and Hope may grows
9 The Hill of Zion yields
A Theufand facred Sweets,
Before we reach the heav'nly Fields,
Or walk the golden Streets.

10 Then let our Songs abound,
And ev’ry Tear be dry; -

We're
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T

i We're marching thro’ Immanuel’s Ground
To fairer Worlds on high. *

KX XL Chrift’s Prefence makes De?xté
eq/'y. S

1 W HY fhould we ftart and fear to die?
What tim'rous Worms we Mostals are§

Death is the Gate of endlefs goy, '
And yet we dread to enter there.

. 2 The Pains, the Groans, and dying Strife
Fright our approaching Souls away ;
Siill we fhrink back again to Life,
Fond of our Prifon and our Clay.

3 0, if my Lord would come and meet, . . !
My Seul fhould ftretch her Wings in hafte; -
Fly fearlefs thro’ Death’s Iron Gate, . S
Nor feel the Terrors as fhe pafs'd. ) ;

4" Jefus can 'make a dying Bed ‘
Feel foft as downy Pillars are,.

While on his Breaft I lean my Head, . .
And breathe my Life out fweetly there, -

5 - XXXIL Frailty and Folly.

i1 HOW fhort and hafty is our Life ¥
: How vaft our Souls Affairs !
Yet fenfelefs Mortals vainly firive
To lavifh out their Years. .
~ 2 Qur Days ran thoughtlefly along, R
. Without a Moment’s Stay, > o

¢
)
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Juft like 2 Seory or a Song.
We pafs our Lives away,

3 God from on high invites us home,
.. _.But we march heedlefs on,
And ever haft’ning to the Tomb,
Stoop downwards as we run.

4 How we deferve the deepelt Hell
.. ‘That flight the Joys above!
What Chajns of Vengeance fhould we feel
That break fuch Cords of Love!

5 Draw us, O God, with Sovereign Grace,
And lift eur Thoughts on hig%m,
That we may end this mortal Race,
And fee Salvation nigh.

XXXIII The bleffed-Society in Hegven. J

X RAifE thee, my Soul, fly up and run
Thro’ ev’ry heav'nly Street,
And fay, There's nought below the Sun
That’s worthy of thy Feet.
[z Thus will we mount on facred Wings,
And tread the Courts above ;
Nor Earth, nor all her mightieft Things
Shall tempt our meaneft Love.]

3 There on a high majeftick Throne
Th’ Almighty Father reigns,
And fheds his glorious Goodnefs down..

"On all the biifsful Plains, '

4 Bright, Jike a Sun, the Saviour £its,

'
13

—

" And fpreads eternal Noes ;
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. No Ev’nipgs thete, nor gloomy Nights, . _ 2
‘ To wan?the feeble Moon. y v gv‘ <
s Amidft thofe ever- fhining Skies
j Behold the facred Dove, * S
While banifh'd Sin and Sorrow: flies
; From all the Realms of Love.
.6 The glorious Tenants of the Place '
Stand bending round the Thrones
And Saints apd Seraphs fing and praife .
. The Infinite Three Ope, I
[7 But O what Beams of heav’nly Grace
Tranfport them all the while! :
Ten Thoufand Smiles from 7efus’ Face,
, And Love inev'ry Smile!]-
18 ]ellé‘:s, and when fhall that dear Day,
' hat joyful Hour appear,
When I fhall leave this Houfe of Clay,
To dwell amongft ’em there 2

| XXXIV. Breathing after the Holy -
Spirit: Or, Fervency of Devotion
defird. 8
| Ome, Holy Spirit, Heav'nly Dove, ' .
C~ With all :ﬁly) uick'ningn"gow'u,’ A
Kindle a Flame of ficred Love, -
In thefe cold Hearts of ours. ™ :
2 Look, how we grovel here below, -
Fond of thefe trifling Toys;
Qur Souls can neither fly nor go .
To reach eternal Joys,

d
'
u

- -~

n

~
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3 In win we tane our formal Songs, -
In vain we ftrive to rife; .
Hsfannas langyith on our Tongua, !
And our Devotion digs.. - L

4 DearLiord! and fhall we ever lie
At this poor dying rate ;
Our Love Po faint, {0 cold to thee?
And thine to us fo great?

s Corne, Holy Spirit, Heav'nly Dove,
With all thy quick’ning Pow’rs,
Comeg, fhed abroad a Saviour’s Love,

And that Ihall kmdle ours.

XXXV. sz ¢ to God Sor Cream"
‘ a)zd Rea’emptzan. '

1 ET themn le& thy Glos , Lord,
L Who neve.;gknew t)l'xy G:Zce,
* But our loud Sopg thall ffill record
The anders of thy Praife,

2 We raife our Shouts, O God, to thee,
And fend them to th Throne,
All Gloty to th’ UNI’{‘ED Thnce,_
* The Undmded Ore. =
3 *Twas He (and we'll adore his Name)
That form'd us by a Word,” -
*Tis he reftores our! ryin’d Frame
Salvation to.the Lopd! . . ¢ 1
4 Hofanna! let the Earth and 8klés +: * ¥
. Repeat the joyful Sourid, o
Rocks,
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! Rocks, Hills and Vales reflett the Voice

~ In one eternal Round.

XXXVI Chrift's Interceffion.

1 W ELEL, the Redeemer’s gone,
T’ appear before our God,
To fprinkle o’er the flaming Throne
With his atoning Blood.

2 No fiery Venzeance now,
| ... Nor burning Wrath comes down 3
{ If Juflice call for Sinners Blood,
i The Saviour fhews his own.

! 3 Before his Pather’s Eye

___ Our humble Suit he moves,

~ The Father lays his Thunder by,

‘ And looks, and fmiles, and loves,

i 4 Now may our joyful Tongues, -

 Our Makeyr’s Hgnzt‘nr ﬁng.g. ’

Fefus the Prieft receives our Songs,

And bears ’em to the King, -

[5 We bow before his Face,
And found his Glories high,
“ Hofanna to the God of Grace
* That lays his Thunder by.]

6 “ On Earth thy Mercy reigns.
“ And trium; hs all above ,g"’, ’

But, Lerd, how weak are mortal Strains P

)

. To fpeak immortal Love !
{7 How jarring and how low -
Are all the Notes we fing}

A

Sweet
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Sweet Saviour, tune our Songs anew,
And they fhall pleafe.the King.]

XXXVIL The fame.

£ T IRT y your Eyes to th’ heav’nly Seats
L Whege your Redeemer flays ; y
Kind Interceffor, there he fits,
And loves, and pleads, and prays.

2 *Twas well, my Soul, he dy'd for thee,
And fhed his vital Blood,
.A;Xeas’d ftern Juftice on the Tree,
nd then arofe to God

3 Petitions now and Praife may rife, -
- And Saints their Off 'rings bring,
The Prieft with his own Sacrifice

Prefents them to the King.

4 Let Papifts truft what Names pleafe,
C Theix:' Saints and Angels boaflh:y o
We've no fuch.Advocates as theft,
Nor pray to th® heav'nly Hoft.]
§ Fefus alone fhall bear my Cries
Up to his Father’s Throne:
He (deareftLord) perfumes my Sighs,
And fweetensev'ry Groan. . -
[6 Ten thoufand Praifes to the King,
Hofénwa in the high'ft 5
Ten thoufand Thanks our Spirits bring
~ To God and to his Chrift.]

XXX VIIL
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XXXVIII; - Love.to God,

1 Appy the Heart where Graces reign,

; H Where Love infpires the Breaft :
Love is the brighteft of the Train,

i And ftrengthens all the reft.

2 Knowledge, alas! ’tisall in vain, °
And all in vain our Fear,
Our {tubborn Sins will ﬁght and reign,
¥ If Love be abfent there.

3 *Tis Love that.makes our chearful Feet
In fwift Obedience move,
The Devils know and tremble too,
But Saran cannot love,

4 This is the Grace that Jives and
i When Faith and Hope fhall ceafe 5
' *Tis this fhall firike our joytul Strmgo
In the fwcet -Realms of Blifs. -

5 Before we quite forfake out Clay, :
Or leave this dark Abode, " .-
The- \g‘mgs of Lave bear uy away '
To fee out fmxlmg G9d

X‘(XIX Tbe Sbo:‘tnq/} aﬂd M fer}' gf
L L’ﬁ’. : )

1 0 UR Days alas t out rhortal Days, e
Are fhort and wretched too; . . B ’
U
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* Fuvil and Few, the Patriarch fays,
And well the Patriarch knew. ’

2 'Tis but at beft a narrow Bound
That Heav’n allows to Men,
And Pains and Sins run thro® the Round
Of Threefcore Years and Ten. -

3 Well, if ye muft be fad and few, |
Run on my Days in Hafle;
Moments of Sin, and Months of Woe,
Ye cannot ﬂy too faft.

4 Lect heav'nly Love prepare my Soul,
And call her to the Skies,
Whete Years of long Salvation roll,
And Glory never dics, -

XL.

O

Our G’omfbrt in tbe Covenant
made wttb Chn{t.

UR GOdg how firm lns Promxﬁ: ﬁands,

Ev’n whea he hides his Face 5

He trufls in our Redeemer’s Hands -
His Glory and:his Grace. -

2 Then why, my Soul, theft fad Lomplamts.
Since bnﬁ and we are One?
Thy God is faithful to his Saints,
+ . Isfaithful to hisSon. = - -

3 Beneath his Smiles my: Heart has liv d
. And Part of Heav'n pofleft ;

* Gen. xlvii, 9‘.~1 T s

N

— e
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I praife his Name for Grace receiv'd,
And truft him for the ref}.

XLI. A Sight of God mortifics us to
the World, -~ ‘

"t I7P to the Fields where Angels lye, |
U And livinngaters gently roil,) >
Fain would my Thoughts leap oyt and fly,

- But Sin hangs heavy on my Soul,

2 Thy wond’rous Blood, dear dying Chrift,
Can make this Load of Guilt remove ;
And thou can’ft bear me where thou fly't,-
On thy kind Wings, Celettial Dove! "

"3 O might I once mount up and fce

i The Glories of th’ eternal Skies, -

| What little Things thefe Worlds wou'd be !
- How defpicable to my Eyes! ]

4 Had I a Glance of thee, my:God,
Kingdoms and Men would vanifh foon, . ,
Vanifth as tho’ I faw ’em not, | T
As a dim Candle dies at Noon,

5 Then they might fight, and rage, and rave,
I fhould perceive the Noife no more
Than we can hear a fhaking Leaf,
While rattling Thunders round us roar.

6 Great Allin All, Ecernal Kipg,
Let me but view thy lovely Face,
And all my Pow’rs fhall bow and fing,
Thine endlefs Grandeur, and thy Grace}.c LI
. : I.

K]




J

366 Hymmsand B 1I.

XLIL. Delight in God.

1 M Y God, what endlefs Pleafures dwell
Above-at thy Right Hand !
The Courts below, how amiable,
Where all thy Graces fland t -

2 The Swallow near thy Temple lies,
And chirps a chearful Note ;

The Lark mounts upwards tow’rd thy Skies, |

~ And tunes her warbling Throat.

3 And we, when in thy Prefence, Lord,
« - We fhout with joyful Tongues,
Or fitting round our Father’s Board,
. Wecrown the Feaft with Songs.
4 While Jofus fhines with quic’kning Grace,
-* We fing and mount on high ;
But if a Frown becloud his Face,
We faint, and tire, and die.

5 Juft as we fee the lonefome Dove
Bemoan her Widow'd Srate;,
Wand'ring fhe flies thro® all the'Grove,
And mourns her loving Mate,

§ Juft fo our Thoughts from thing to thing
In reftlefs Circfes rove, )
Juft fo we droop, and hang the Wing,
When jefus hides his Love.]

XLIL .
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XLIIL Chrift’s Sufferings and Glory.

1 N O W for a Tune of lofty Praife :
To great Febovak’s Equal Son ! ,
Awake, my Voice, in Heav'nly Lays, . l
Tell the loud Wonders he hath done, . -
2 Sing how he left the Worlds of Light, |
And the bright Robes he wore aboveg |
How fwiftand joyful was his Flight - e
On Wings of everlafting Love. |

{3 Down to this bafe, this finful Earth,
He came to raife our Nature high; .
He came t’ atone Almighty Wrath;

Hefus the God was born to die.]

-[4 Hell and its Lions roar’d around,

" His precious Blood the Monfters {pilt,

: While weighty Sorrows preft him down,

i Large as the Loads of all our Guilt.]

§ Deep in the Shades of gloomy Death, -
Th" Almighey Captive Pris’ner lay :
Th’ Almighty Captive left the Earth,
And rofe to everlafting Day.

6. Lift up your Eyes, ye Sons of Light.
Up 'tophygs Throne of fhinin Gragce,’
See what immortal Glories fit
Round the {fweet Beauties of his Face.

7 Amongft a thoufand Harps and Son
Zeﬁts the God exalted re;%:s, i
is facred Name fills all their Tongues,
And echoes thro’ the heav’nly Phins. :
XLIV,

o
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XLIV. Hell: Or, The Vengeance

ot 1 T H holy Fear, and humble Song, T

Y. The dreadful God our Souls adore; | -

. Rev’rence arid Awe becomes the Tongue |
That fpeaks the Terrors of his Pow’r.

2 Far in the Deep where Darknefs dwells,
The Land of Horror and Defpair,
Juf}ice has built a difmal Hell, . -
And laid her Stores of Vengeance there, |,

qd-

[3 Eternal Plagues and heavy Chains, g
Tormenting Racks and fiery Coals, {

. And Darts t’ infli€t immortal Pains 3
Dy’d in the Bloed of damned Souls. ]

‘4 There Sarasn the firft Sinner lies,
And roars, and bites his Iron Bands; F
In vain the Rebel frives to rife, :
Crufh’d with the Weight of both thy H: I

5 There guilty Ghofts of .44am’s Race [,
Shriek out and how] beneath thy Rod;  {.

- Once they could fcorn a Saviour’s Grace,
But they incens'd a dreadful God.

6 Tremble, my Soul, and kifs the Son;
Sinners, obey the Saviour’s'Call;
Elfe your Damnation haftens on,
And Hell gapes wide to wait your Fall

va| |
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iXLV. God’s Con;:ﬁmjian toosr Wor-
ip.

1 THI Favours, Lord, furprize our Souls;
Will the Eternal dwell with us ?
What canft thou find beneath the Poles,
. To tempt thy Chariot downward thus?

2 Still might he fill his ftarry Throne,
And pleafe his Ears with Gabriel’s Songs 3
But th’ heav’nly Majefty comes down,
And bows to hearken to our Tongues.

s Great God, what poor Returns we pay
For Love fo infinite as thine?
Words are but Air, and Tongues but Clay,
But thy Compaffion’s all Divine.

XLVL God's Condefeenfion to Human
- Affairs.

1 U P to the Lord that reigns on high,
And views the Nations from afar,
Let everlafting Praifes fly,
" And tell how large his Bounties are.

[2 He that can fhake the Worlds he made,

~ Or with his Word, or with his Rod,
His Gooduels how amazing great! T
-And what a condefcending God! J

[3 God that mut ftaop to view the Skies,
- And bow to fee what Angeis do, :
S I Down
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Down to our Earth he cafts his Eyes,
And bends his Footfteps downwards too.]

"4 He over rules all martal Things,
And manages our mean Affairs ;
On humble Souls the King of Kings

Beftows his Counfels and his Cares, ‘
5 Our Sorrows and our Tears we pout 1
Into the Bofom of our God, - : '
He hears'us in the mournful Hour, .
‘And helps us bear the heavy Load.

‘6 In vain might lofty Princes try
Such Condefcenfion to perform ;
For Worms were never rais'd fo high
- Above their meaneft Fellow-Worm,

7 O could our thankful Hearts devife
A Tribute equal to thy Grace, RE
To the thirec;l Heav’n our Songs fhould rife, °
And teach the.golden Harps thy Praife. -

XLVII. Glry and Grace in the Per-
fO” Qf.Chl’iﬁ. }

1 N OW to the Lord a neble Song!
Awake my Soul, Awake my Tongue;
Hofanna to th’ eternal Name, '
And all his boundlefs Love proclaim.

2 See where it fhines in Fefss’ Face,
The brighteft Image of his Grace; ‘
- -'God in the Perfon of his Son ‘
Has all his mightieft Works out-doae.

;The;
|
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.3 The fpacioas Earth, and fpreading Flood:
i Proclaim the wife, the pow’rful God,
And thy rich Glories from afar
Sparkle in ev'ry rolling Star.

4 But inhis Looks a2 Glory ftands,
The nobleft Labour of thine Hands: -
The pleafing Luftre of his Eyes
Out-fhines the Wonders of the Skies.

5 Grace! ’tis a fiyeet, a charming Theme ;
My Thoughts rejoice at E’eﬁ:s’. Name :
Ye Angels, dwell upon the Sound,

i Ye Heav'ns refleét it to the Ground,

6 O may I live to reach the Place
Where he unveils his lovely Face,
Where all his Beauties you behold,
And fing his Name to Harps of Gold !

| XLVIIi "Zave to tbe,' Creatures s
, dangeross.. . L.

I H O W vain are all Things here below !
How falfe, and yet how fair! -
Each Pleafure hath its Poifon too,
And ev’ry Sweet a Snare, -

2 The brighteft Things below the Sky
-Give but a flatt’ring Light; -
We thould fufpett fome Danger nigh,
Where we poffefs Delight,” '
3 Our deareft Joys, and neareft Friends,

~ The Partners of our Blood, -
. | O Hew
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How they divide our wav’ring Minde,
And leave but half for God.
4 The Fondnefs of a Creature’s Love,
How ftrong it ftrikes the Senfé!
Thither the warm Affe€tions move,
Nor can we call ’em thence.

5 Dear Saviour, let thy Beauties be
My Soul’s eternal Pood 5
And ‘Grace command my Heart away
From all created Good.

XLIX: Mofes ‘dying in the Embraces|
of God. |

Y ath cannot make our Seuls afraid,
If God be with us there; '
We may walk thro’ her darkeft Shade,
and never yield to Fear.

2 I could renounce my All below
If my Creator bid,
And run if I were call’d to go,
- And die as Mofes did.

3 Might I but climb to Pifgab’s Top,
And view the promis’d L::u-»dti
My Flefh itfelf ﬂ":ould long to drop,
And pray for the Command.

4 Clafp'd in my heav’nly Father’s Arms,
I would forget my %reath,
And lofe my Life among the Charms
Of fo divine a Death.
' L. Con-
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L. Comfors ander Sorrews and Pains.-

1 N O W let the Lord my Saviour {mile,
And fhow my Name upon his Heart,
I would forget my Pains a-while,
And in the Pleafure lofe the Smart.

2 Butoh! it {wells my Sorrows high
To fece my blefled Fefuus frown,
My Spirits fink, my Comforts die,
And all the Springs of Life are down,

3 Yet why, my Soul, why thefe Complaints?
Still while be frowns his Bowels move ;
Still on his Heart he bears his Saints,

. - And feels their Sorrows and his Love,

4 My Name is printed on his Breaft ;

- His Book of Life contains my Name ;
1'd rather have it thete impreft,
Then ip the bright Recerds of Fame.

5 When the’laft Fire burnis'all Things here,
Thofe Letters {hall fecurely ftand,
And in the Lamb’s fair Book appear
Writ by th’ Eternal Father’s Hand.

6 Now fhall my Minutes fmoothly run,
Whilft here I 'wait mi Pathet’s Will:
My Rifing and my Setting Suo
Roll gently np and down the Hill.

1s LL

e T T
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L. God the Son equal with the Fa-
ther.

1 RRight King of Glotry, dreadful God!
Our Spirits bow before thy Seat,
To thee we lift an humble Thought,
And worfhip at thine awful Feet.

{2 Thy Pow’r hath form’d; thy Wifdom fways
All Nature with a Sov’reign Word 3 -
And the bright World of Stars obeys

-The Will of their fuperior Lord.]- =

[3 Mercy and Truth unite in one, -

And {miling fit at thy Right Hand ;
Eternal Juftice guards thy Throne,
And Vengeance waits thy dread Command ]

4 A thoufand Seraphs firong and bright
Stand round the glorious Deity ;

But who amongft theSons of Light
Pretends Comparifon with thee?.

5 Yet there is one of human Frame,

Yefus, array’d:in Plefh and Blood,
Thinks it no Robbery to claim
A full Equality with God,- .. ;

6 Their:Glory fhines with equal Beams ;
Their Effence is for evervone, s = -~
Tho’ they are known by different Names,
The Father God, and God the Son- .-

7 Then let the Name of Chrift our King
With equal Honours be ador’d ; H !

-, . s
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| His Praife let every Angel fing,
. And all the Nations own the Lord.

LIL. Death dreadful or deligbtﬁzl.

1 D E AT H! *Tis a melancholy Day
: To thofe that have no God,
When the poor Soul is forc'd away
To feek her lait Abode.

2 In vain to Heav'n fhe lifts her Eyes,
But Guilt, a heavy Chain,
Still drags her downward from the Skies
To Darknefs, Fire, and Pain, -

3 Awake and mourn, ye Heirs of Hell,
Let ftubborn Sinners fear,
You muft be driv'n from Earth, and dwell
A long Fir-evar there.

4 See how the Pit gapes wide for you,
And flafhes in youor Face, :
And thou, my Soul, look downwards teo,
Aqd fing recov’ring Grace. :

5 He isa God of Sovereign Love
' That promis’d Heaven to me: *
And taught my Thoughts to foar above,
‘Where happy Spirits be.

6 Pre’Pare me, Lord, for thy Right Hand,
hen come the joyful Day, -
Come Death, and fome Celeftial Band,
To bear my Soul away..

14 O e
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LIL The Pilgrimage of the Saints;
or, Earth and Heaven. 3

H L OR D! what a wretched Land is this,

That yields us no Supply?

"No chearing Fruits, no whoYefome Trees,
Nor Streams of living Joy.

2 But pricking Thorns thro® all the Ground,
And mortal Poifons grow,
And all the Rivers that are found,
With dangerous Waters flow, ~

3 Yet the dear Path to thine Abode
Lies thro’ this horrid Land,
T.ord! we would keep the heav'nly Road,
_ And run at thy Command.

[4 Our Souls fhall tread the Defart thro’
With undiverted Peet;
And Faith and flaming Zeal fubdue
- The Terrors that we meet. ]

5 A thoufand favage Beafts of Prey
) Agpund the Foreft roam,
But Fudak’s Lion guards the Way,
And guides the Strangers home.]

[6 Long Nights and Darknefs dwell below,
With fcarce a twinkling Ray s
But the br}§ht World to which we go
Is everlafting Day. ]
[7 By glimmering Hopes and gloomy Fears
We trace the facred Road, y Thro'
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Thro’ difmal Deeps and danFcroua Snares
We make our Way to .

8 Our Journey is a thorny Maze,
But we march upward fill ;
Forget thefe Troubles of the Ways,
And reach at Zion’s Hill,

" [9 See the kind Angels at the Gates
Inviting us to come ; .
There Fefiis the Forerunner waits
To welcome Trav'llers home,]

10 There on a green and flow’ry Mount
Our weary Souls fhall fit,
And with tranfporting Joys recount
The Labours of our Feet.

* [11 No vain Difcourfe fhall fill our Tongue,.
Nor Trifles vex our Ear,
Infinite Grace fhall be our Song,
And God rejpice to hear,].
12 Eternal Glories to theKing
That brought us fafely thro”;

~ ©ur Tongues fhall never ceafe to fing,.
And endlefs Praife renew.. -

LIV. God’sPrefenceis Light in Dark-

v nefs.

I 'Y God, the S;prin of all my. Joys,
M The Life of my %eli hts, ¥ Jo,
The Glory-of my brighteft Days,,

And Comfort. of‘m{ Nights,
5

|

zli:r -‘



178 -~ Hymms and ~B-. IL

2 Indatkeft Shades if he appear, .
My Dawning is begun!" o
He is my Soul’s fiweet Morning-Star,
And he my rifing Sun.

3 The op’ning Heav'ns around me fhine .
With Beams of facred Blifs,
While Zefus thews his Heart is mine,
And whifpers, I am bis.

4 My Soul would leave this heavy Clay
At that tranfporting Word,
Run up with Joy the fhining Way
T" embrace my deareft Lord,
5 Fearlefs of Hell and ghaftly Death
I'd break thro’ ev’ry Foe ;
The Wings of Love, and Arms of Faith
Should bear me Conqu’ror thro’.

LV. Frail Life and Succeeding Eter-

nity.

1 HEE we adore, Eternal Name,
: T And humbly own to thee,
ow feeble is our mortal Frame!
What dying Worms are we !

(2 Our wafting Lives grow fhorter ftill,

As Months and Days increafe 5
And ev'ry beating Pulfe we tell
. Leaves but the Number lefs.

3 The Year rolls round, and fleals away
The Breath that firft it gave; -
' What

‘
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What e’er we do, where e’er we be,
We're trav’ling to the Grave.]

4 Dangers ftand thick thro’ all the Ground
To pufh us to the Tomb, :
~ And fierce Difeafes wait around
To hurry Mortals home.

s Good God! on what a flender Thread !
Hang everlafting Things!
Th’ eternal States of all the Dead
Upon Life’s fecble Strings.

6 Infinite Joy or endlefs Woe
- Attends on ev'ry Breath ;
And yet how unconcern’d we go
Upon the Brink of Death!

- 3 Waken, O Lord, our drow{y Senfe
To walk this dangerous Road ;

And if our Souls are hurried hence
May they be found with God.

LVI. The Mifery of beiﬂg without God
in this World : Or, Vain Profperity.

H N O, 1 fhall envy them ro more, !
Who grow prophanely Great, |

Tho’ they increafe their golden Store, |
And rife to-wond’rous Height. |

2 They tafte of all the Joys that grow
Upon this earthly Clod ! L |
Well, they may fearch the Creature thro’, *
For they have ne’er a God, |
.3 Shake
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3 Shake’off the Thoughts of dying too,
And think your Life your own 3
But Death comes haft’ning on to you
To mow your Glory down,

4 Yes, you muft bow your ftately Head,
Away your Spirit flies,
And-no kind Angel near your Bed
To bear it to the Skies.

5 Go now, and boaft of all your Stores,
And tell how bright you fhine;
Your Heaps of glitt’ring Duft are yours,
And my Redeemer’s mine. -

LVIL ke Pleafures of a good Con-

jciem‘e.

I ORD, how fecure and bleft are they
—4 Who feel the Joys of pardon’d Sin?
Should Storms of Wrath fhake Earth and Sez,
Their Minds have Heav'n and Peace within. !

. I
2 The Day glides fweetly o'er their Heads,
Made up of Innocence and Love ;
And fof}t’ and filent as the Shades
Their nightly Minutes gently move.

{3 Quick as their Thoughts their Joys come on,
But fly not balf fo faft away,
"Their Souls are ever bright as Noon,
And calm as Summer Evenings be.

4 How oft they look to th’ heavenly Hills,
Where Groves of living Pleafure grow,

And
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And longing Hopes and chearful Smiles,
Sit undifturb’d upon their Brow.]}

5 They fcorn to feck our golden Toys,
But fpend the Day and fhare the Night
In numbring o’er the richer Joys
That Heav'n prepares for their Delight.

6 While wretched we like Worms and Moles
Lie groveling in the Duft below,
Almighty Grace, renew our Souls,

_ And we'll afpire to Glory too.

LVIIL Tk Shortnefs of Eifey and the
Goodnefs ofGoJ./ T

1 IME! what an empty Vapour ’tis !
T And Days how fu]»)i t the;’oare!
Swift as an Judian Arzow flies,

Or like a fhooting Star. '

2 The prefent Moments juft
L Thgn flide away in ha{’(e,q’ peshs
That we can never fay, They're bere,
But only fay, They're paft.]

[ 3 Our Life is ever on the Wing,
And Death is ever nigh 3
The Moment when our Lives begin
We all begin to die.]

4 Yet, Mighty God, our fleeting Da
Thy laﬂ%ngyFavours fhare, 8w
Yet with the Bounties of thy Grace
Thou load’ft the rolling Year,
5 'Tis
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5 'Tis Sov’reign Mercy finds us Food,
And we are cloath’d with Love:
While Grace ftands pointing out the Road, .
That leads our Souls above.

6 His Goodnefs runs an endlefs Round 5
All Glory to the Lord :
His Mercy never knows a Bound ;
' And be his Name ador'd,

' 7 Thus we begin the lafting Song,

3 And when we clofe our Eyes,
Let the next Age thy Praife prolong

- Till Timé and Nature dies.

LIX. Paradife on Earth.

1 GLORY to God that walks the §ky,
And fends his Bleffings thro’,
That tells his Saints-of Joys on high,
And gives a Tafte below,

[2 Glory to Gad that ftoops his Throne,
» That Duft and Worms may fee't,
And brings a Glimple of Glory down
Around his facred Feet.

2 When Cbrift with ali his Graces crown’d
Sheds his kind Beams abroad, -

'~ *Tis a young Heaven on earthly Ground,

And Glory in the Bud.

4 A blooming Paradife of Joy
In this wild Defart fprings;
And ev’ry Seafe I firait employ
On fweet Celeftial Things.

s White
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5 White Lilies all around appear, ©
And each bis Glory ﬂ'xopv}::? '

The Rofe of Skaron bloffoms here,
The faireft Flower that blows.

¢ Chearful I feaft on heav'nly Pruit,

And drink the Pleafures down,

Pleafures that flow hard by the Foot
Of the Eternal Throne.i

7 But, ah! how foon my Joys decay,
How foon my Sins arife, :
‘And fnatch the heav’nly Scene away
From thefe lamenting Eyes!

8 When fhall the Time, dear eftss, when
The fhining Day appear,
That I fhall leave thofe Clouds of Sins,
And Guilt and Darknefs here,

9 Up to the Fields above the Skies
My bafty Feet would go,
There everlafting Flow'rs arife,

And Joys unwith’ring grow.

LX. ke Truth of God the Promifer |
or, The Promifes are our Security,

1 P R AISE, everlafting Praife, be paid
T'o him that Earth’s Foundations laid 3
Praife to the God whofe firong Decrees
Sway the Creation as he pleafe. '

. Praife to the Goodnefs of the Lord
~ Who rules his People by his-Word,

And ‘.
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And there as firong as his Decrees
He fets his kindeft Promifes.

[3 Firm are the Words his Prophets give, |
Sweet Words on which his ghildren live;
Fach of them is the Voice of God, |
Who fpoke and fpread the Skies abroad. l

4 Each of them pow’rful as that Sound
That bid the new-made Heav’ns go round; |
And ftronger than the folid Poles
On which the Wheel of Nature rolls.}

s Whence then fhould Doubts and Fears arife?
Why trickling Sorrows drown our Eyes?
Slawly, alas, our Mind receives 2
‘The Comforts that our Maker gives, ‘

6 O for a ftrong, a lafting Faith
To credit what the Almighty faith! S
T’ embrace the Meflage of his Son, f
And call the Joys of Heav’n our own.

7 Then fhould the Earth’s old Pillars thaks, |
*And all the Wheels of Nature break, !

. Our fteady Souls fhould fear no more

' Than folid Rocks when Billows roar.

8 Our everlafting Hopes arife,
Above the ruinable Skies;
~ Where the eternal Builder reigns,
" And hisown Courts his Power fuftains.

LXL
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i

" LXL A Thought of Death and Glory.

B M Y Soul, come meditate the Day,
. And think how near it ftands,

*  When thou muft quit this Houfe of Clay,
¢ And fly to unknown Lands.

{2 And you, mine Eyes, look down and view
: The hollow gaping Tomb,
This gloomy Prifon waits for you
i When ¢'er the Summons come.]

.3 O could we die with thofe that die,
. And place us in their Stead,
*  Then would our Spirits learn to fly,
And converfe with the Dead.

- 4 Then fhould we fee the Saints abeve
In their own glorious Forms,
And wonder why our Souls fheuld love
To dwell with mortal Worms.

[ s How we fhould fcorn thefe Cloaths of Flefh,
Thefe Fetters and this Load !
And long for Evening to undrefs ;
That we may reft with God.]

6 We fhould almoft forfake our Clay
Before the Summons come,
And pray, and wifh our Souls away
‘To their eternal Home,

LXII.

1
i



- ——

[ 186 . Hymnsand ~ B. I

LXIL:- God the Thunderer, — or,
The Laft Fudgment and Hell *..

i 1 GING to the Lord, ye heavnly Hofts,
1 >+ And thou, O Earth, adore,

Let Death and Hell thro’ all their Coafts
5 Stand trembling at his Pow’r.
2\ Hig founding Chariot fhakes the Sky,
} He makes the Clouds his Throne,
} There all his Stores of Eightning lie,
:
I
P

T e

- Till Vengeairce dart them down.
3 His Noftrils Iircéthe‘ out fiery Streams,
And from his awful Fongue |
A Sav’reign Voice divides the Flames,
And Thunder roars aleng. :
4 Think, © my Soul, the dreadful Day H
* When this ipcenfed God X
Shall rend the Sky, and burn the Sea,
And fling his Wrath abroad. :

8 What fhall th¢ Wretch the Sinner do?
| He once defy’d the Lord :
But he fhall dread the Thund’rer now
And fink beneath his Word. !
l
:

6 Tempefls of angry Fire fhall roll
To blaft the Rebel-Worm,
And beat upon his naked Soul
In one eternal Storm.

3

\

* Made in 4 great fudden Ssorm of Thunder, Augult
the 20th, 1697. LXIIL :
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LXI1IL. A Funeral Thought.

"1 HARK' from the Tombs a doleful Sound !
My Ears attend the Cry,

. % Yeliving Men, come view the Ground

.. * Where you muft fhortly lie.

2 © Princes, this Clay muft be your Bed
¢ In fpite of all your Tow’rs;

% The 11’ 11, the Wife, the Rev'rend Head
¢ Muaft: lie as low as ours.

g 3 Great God, is this our certain Daom?
And are we fhl! fecure !

. Still walking-downwards to our ‘Tomb;
And yet prepare no more? .

~ 4 Grant us the Pow'rs of quck mng Grace,
- To fit our Souls to fly,
Then when we drop this dying Flefh,
We'll rife above tﬁe Sky.

'-.

- LXIV, God tbe Glory and the Defcm'e
of Sion. - -

1 Appy the Church, thou ﬁicred Place
H ’Pﬁe Scat of thy Creator's Grace; ’
Thine holz Courts are his Abode,

Thou earthly Palace of our God.

2 Thé Walls are Strength, and at thy Gates
uard of heav'nly Warriours waits ;
Nor fhali- thy deep Foundations move,
Fxx’d on his Counféls and his Loye. -
. 3 Thy

‘e
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3 Thy Foes in vain Defigns engage,
A;i?_inﬁ his Throne in vain they rage,

_ Likerifing Waves with angry Roar,
That dath and die upon the Shore.

4 Then let our Souls in Sien dwell,
Nor fear the Wrath of Rome and Hell ;
His Arms embrace this happy Ground
Like brazen Bulwarks‘built around.

5 God is our Shield, and Gad our Sunj
Swift as the fleeting Moments run
On us he theds new Beams of Grace 3
And we refle@ his brighteft Praife. = -

LXV. ke Hope of Heaven our Supe
port under Trials on Earth.

t ‘W HEN I can read my Title clear
To Manfions in the Skies,
I bid farewel to every Fear,
And wipe my weeping Eyes,

2 Should Earth againft my Soul engage,
And hellith Ig)arta beyhurl’d, &
Then I can fmile at Satan’s Rage,
And face a frowning World.

3 Let Cares like a wild Deluge come,
And Storms of Sorrow fall,
May I but fafely reach my Home,
" My God, my Heaven, my AlL

4 There fhall I bathe my weary Soul .
In Scas of heav'nly Reft 5
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And not a Wave of Trouble roll
Acrofs my peaceful Breaft.

;LXVI. A Ehﬁeﬂ of Heaven makes
Death eafy.

1 THeve is a Land of pure Delight
~ Where Saints immortal reign ;
Infinite Day excludes the Night,
And Pleafures banifh Pain.
3 There everlafting Spring abides,
And never with’ring Flow’rs :
Death like a narrow Sea divides
This heav'nly Land from ours.

[3 Sweet Fields beyond the {welling Flood
Stand dreft in living Green
So to the Fews old Canaan ftood,
While ordan roll'd between.

4 But tim’rous Mortals ftart and fhrink,
‘T'o crofs this narrow Sea,
And.linFer fhiv’ring on the Brink,
And fear to launch away.] -

s O could we make our Doubts remove
‘Thofe gloomy Doubts that rife,
And fee the Canzaan that we love,
With unbeclouded Eyes, _ .
6 Could we but climb where Mofes flood,
- And view the Land{kip o'er,
Not Fordan’s Stream, nor Death’s cold Flood,
‘Should fright us from the Shore,
: Co LXVII, ‘
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LXVIL God's Esernal Doniinior,

1 GReat God! how infinite art Thou!.
© =% What worthlefs Worms are we!
Let the whole Race of Creatures bow,
And pay their Praife to Thee,

2 Thy Throne Eternal Ages ftood,
Ere Seas or Stars were made;
Thou art the Eser-living God,
- Were all the Nations dead.

3 Nature and Time quite naked lie -
To thine immenfe Survey,
From the Formation of the Sky
To the great Burning-Day.

4 Eternity with all jts Years i
Stands prefent in thy View s
To thee there’s nothing Old appears,
Great God, there’s nothing New.

5 Our Lives thro’ various Scenes are drawn,
And vex’d with trifling Cares ;
While thine Eternal Thought moves on
Thine undifturb’d Affairs. :

6 Great Gbd! how infinite art Thou }
What worthlefs Worms are we! -
Let the whole Race of Creatures bow
And pay their-Praifeto Thee. - -

o

R ]

© LXVIL
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t.XVIII T he bumble Vos [bip of h’ea- ;
Ve, _
' FAthér, I long, I faint to fee
The Place of thine Abode,

- I'd leave thy earthly Courts, and flee
Up to thy Seat, my God ! 1

Here I behold thy diftant Face, o i

" And 'tis a pleafing Sight: -
But to abide in thine Embrace .
Is infinite Delight. . ;

- 3 I'd 1Part with all the Joys of Senfe, -
o gaze upon thy Throne:
Pleafure {prings frefh for ever thence, - -
Unfpeakable, Unknown,

1
-4 There all the heav’nly Hofts are fcen, .
In fhining Ranks they move, i
And drink immortal Vigour in o
With Wonder and with Love,

‘s Then at thy Feet with awful Fear - o
Th’ adoring Armies fall ; : ’
Wiith Joy they {hrink to N OTHING there,
Before th’ Eternal ALL,

6 There I would vie with all the Hoft
In Duty and in Blifs, )
.While LESS THAN NOTHING |1 cogld
* And VANITY confefs.] . {boatt,

* Ifa. xl. 7. T
: 7 The
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 The more thy Glories ftrike mine Eyes, ;
The humbler 1 fhall'lie; '
Thus while I fink, my Joys fhall rife, .
Unmeafureably high. ° A

LXIX. The Faithfulnefs of God in t
Promifes.

1 REgin, my Tongue, fome heav’nly Themd'

L B And fpeak fome boundlefs Tb?ng,

The mighty Works, or mightier Name
Of our Eternal King, ‘

2 Tell of his wond’rous Faithfulnefs,
And found his Power abroad,
Sing the fweet Promife of his Grace,
And the performing God.

3 Proclaim Salvation Jfrom the Lord
For wretched dying Men 3
His Hand has writ the facred Word
With an immortal Pen.

4 Engrav’d as in eternal Brafs
he mighty Promife fhines,
Nor can tEe owers of Darknefs rafe
Thofe everlafting Lines.] '

[s He that can dafh whole Worlds to Death,
""" And make them when he pleafe,
He fpeaks, and that Almighty Breath
Fulfils his great Decrees.

6 His very Word of Grace is ftrong
As that which built the Skies,

The
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The Voice that ralls the Stars along
Speaks all the Promifes.
7 He faid, Let the wide Heav'n be [pread,
And Heav'n was ftretch’d abroad ;
. Abrah’m, I'[J be thy GJd, he faid,
And he was dbrab’m’s God.
8 O might I hear thine heavenly Toague
But whifper, Thou are Mine,
Thofe gentle Words fhould raife my Song,
To Notes almoft divine;

9 How would my leaping Heart rejoice,
And think my Heaven fecure!
I truft the All creating Voice,
And Faith defires no more.]

LXX. Gods Dominion over the Sea,

Pfal. cvii. 23, &.

: G OD of the Seas, thy thund'ring Voice
Makes all the roaring Waves rejoice,
And one foft Word of thy Command
Can fink them filent in the Sand.

If but a Mafes wave thy Rod,

T he Sea divides and owns its God ;
‘T"he ftormy Floods their Maker knew, -
And let his ehofen Armies thro'.

T he {caly Flocks amidft the Sea
T o thee their Lord a Tribute pay;
T he meaneft Fifh that fwims the Flood

I .eaps up, and means a Praife to God.
K [4+ The
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[4The lar%e; Monflers of the Dee ‘
On thy Commands Attendance keep,
By thy Permiffion {port and play,

And cleave along their foaming Way. - -

s If God his Voice of Tempef rears
Leviathan lies ftill and fears ;
Anon he lifts his Noftrils high,
And fpouts the Ocean to the Sky.]

6 How s thy glorious Power ador'd
Amidft thefe watry Nations, Lord ! :
Yet the bold Men that trace the Seas, |
Bold Men, refufe their Maker’s Praife, |

{7 What Scenes of Miracles they fee,
And never tune a Song to'thee! :
While on the Flood they fafely ride, .
They curfe the Hand that fmooths the Tide,

8 Anon they plunge in watry Graves,
And fome drink Death among the Waves:
Yet the furviving Crew blafpheme,
Nor own the God that refcu’d them.]

¢ O for fome Signal of thine Hand !
Shake all the Seas, Lord, fhake the Land,
Great Judge defcend, left Men deny
That there’s a God that rules the Sky.

From the y0th to the 108th Hymn, I hope the Res-
der will forgive the Negleit of Rkyme in the Firft and
Third Lines of the Stanza.

LXXIL
i
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LXXL Praifé to God from all Crea-

bures, .

1 T HE Glories of my Maker God
, My joyful Voice fhall fing,

- And call t{le Nations to adore
Their Pormer and their King.

2 "T'was his Right Hand that fhap'd our Clay,
And wrought this Human Frame ;
But from his own immediate Breath
Our nobler Spirits came.

3 We bring our mortal Powers to God,
And worfliip with our Tongues;
We claim fome Kindred with the Skies,
And join th’ Angelic Songs. =~
1 'Let groveling Beafls of ev’ry Shape,
A%d Fo‘wlgs of ev’ry Wiqg. P
And Rocks and Trees, and Fires, and Seas,
- Their various Tribute bring. »

- Ye Planets to his Honour fhine,
+ And Wheels of Nature roll,.
Praife him in your unwearied Courfe
Around the fteddy Pole. . .
The Brightnefs of our Maker’s Name
. The wide Creation fills,
‘And his uhbounded Grandeur flies
©  Beyond ‘the heavenly Hills.
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LXXIL Z¥ Lords Day: Ot, The|
Refurrection of Chrift. :

1 RLeft Morning, whofe young dawning Rays|
Behold out rifin d, :
That faw him triumph o'er the Duft,
And leave his dark Abode.

2 In the cold Prifon of a Tomb,
The dead Redeemer lay, -
Till the revolving Skies had brought,
The Third, th’ appointed Day.

5 Hell and the Grave unite their Force
To hold our God in vain,
The fleeping Conqueror arofe :
And bur{t their feeble Chain, -
4 To thy great Name, Almighty Lord,
.Thefg facred Hours we. ;%ayt,y
And loud Hofannas fhall proclaim
The Triumph of the Day. -
[ 5 Salvation and immortal Praife
To aur vi€orious Kin, :
Let Heav'n, and Earth, and Rocks, and Seas, ;
With glad Hofannas ring.] '

LXXIIL Doubts featter'd : Or, Spi-
ritual Foy reflor’d.
1 [Ence from my Soul, fad Thoughts, be

And leave me to my Joys, (goiivc. ;
Y
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+ My Tongue fhall teiumph in my God,
.+ And make a joyful Noife,

.. 2 Darknefs and Doubts had veil'd my Mind,
~  And drown’d my Head in Tears,
Till Sov’reign Grace with fhining Rays
Difpell’d my gloomy Fears,

.~ 7 O what immortal Joys I felt,

' And Raptures all Divine,
When Fzfus told me, I was his,

And my Eeloved, mine.

. 4 Invain the Tempter frights my Soul,
* . And breaks my Peace in vain,
* One Glimpfe, dear Saviour, of thy Face
%, "Reviveg my, Joys agein,

LXXIV. Repentance. from a Senfé of

Divine Goodnefs: Or, A Gomplaint
= egf Ingratitude.

z l 8 this the kind Return,
And thefe the Thanks we owe,
Thus to abufé ergrnal Love,

Whence alt our Bleflings flow!

.2 Teo whata ftubborn Frame
Has Sin reduc’d our Mind ?
What ftrange rebellious Wretches we,
And God as ftrangely kind !
[ 3 On us he bids the Sun
Shed his reviving Rays,
For us the Skies their Circles run
‘T lengthen out ﬁr Days.
' 3

4 The

- e — "
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4 The Brutes obey their God, ‘
And bow their Necks to Men,
But we more bafe, more brutifh Things,
Rejeét his eafy Reign.] '
5 Turn, turn us, mighty God,
And mould our Souls afrefh,
Break, Sov’reign Grace, thefe Hearts of St
And give us Hearts of Flefh. :

6 Let old Ingratitude
Provoke our weeping Eyes,
And hourly as new Merciesfall .
Let hourly Thanks arife. l

LXXV. Spiritaal and Eternal Yoy
Or, Tke beatific Sight of Chrift.

1 T, Rom Thee, my God, my Joys fhall rife
F And run eternal szmcyls{ y >
Beyond the Limits of the Skies,

And all created Bounds. .

2 The holy Triumphs of my Soul

Shall Death-itFélf Out-b¥a§:?
Lcave dull Mortality behind,
And fly beyond the Grave.

3 There where my blefled Fefus reigns
In Heav’n's unmeafur'd Space,
I'll {pend a long Eternity
In Pleafure and in Praife, .
4 Millions of Years my wond’ring Eyes,
Shall o’er thy Beautiesrove, -~ .,

And
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And endlefs Ages, I'll adore
The Glories of thy Love.

[5 Sweet Fefiis, ev'ry Smile of thine
Shall frefh Endearments bring,
And thoufand Taftes of new. Delight
From all thy Graces fpring,

6 Hafle, my Beloved, fetch my Soul
Up to thy bleft Abode,
Fly, for my Spirit longs to fec
My Saviour, and my God.]

LXXVL Zke Refarreion and Afien=
Sfoon of Ch\riﬂ:.

1 HOszmab to the Prince of Light
~ . That cloath’d himfelf in Clay,
Enter'd the Iron Gates of Death,
And tore the Bars away,

¢ Death is no more the King of Dread,
Since our Emanucl rofe,
He took the T'yrant’s Sting away,
And fpoil’d our hellith Foes.

3 See how the Conqu’ror mounts aloft,
And to his Father flies,
With Scars of Honour in his Flefh,
And Triumph in his Eyes. -

4 There our exalted Saviour reigns,
And featters Bleflipgs down,
Qur Yefus fills the middle Seat
Of the Celeftial Throne.
: K [5s Raife

!
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[ 5 Raife your Devotion, mértal Tongues, B
To reach his blefs’d Abode, 8
Sweet be the Accents of your Songs
To our incarnate Go({. e

6 Bright Angels, ftrike your loudeft Strings,
Youtr fweeteft Voices raife;
Let Heaven and all created Things .
Sound our Emautiel’s Praife.]

LXXVIL The Chriftian Warfare.

t QTard up, my Soul, fhake off thy Fears,
[‘ S And gﬁ-d thye Gofpel-Armour ox?,
March to the Gates of endlefs Joy,
Where thy great Captain-Saviour’s gone.

2 Hell and thy Sins refift thy Courfe,

But Hell and Sin are vanquifh’d Foes, -
" Th _?e‘_{as nail'd ‘em to the Crofs,

And fung the Triumph whep he rofe.]

L4

{3 What tho' the Prince of Darknefs rage,
<" And wafte the Fury of his Spight,
Fternal Chains confine him down
To fiery Deeps, and endlefs Night.

4 What tho’ thine inward Lufts rebel 5
*Tis but a ftruggling Gafp for Life;
The Weapons of vi€torious Grace
Shall flay thy Sins, and end the Strife.]

s Then let my Soul march boldly on,
Prefs forward to the heavenly Gate,
There Peace and Joy eternal reign,

And glite’ring Robes for Conqu’rors wait.

|

¢ There
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' 6 There fhall 1 wear a ftarry Crown,
And triumphi in Almighty Grace,
While all she Armies ot the Skies
Join in my glorious Leader’s Praife,

" LXXVIIL Redemption by Chrift.

1 WH EN the firft Parents of our Race
Rebell'd, and loft their God,
And the Infe&ion of their Sin,
Had tainted all our Blood ;

2 Infinite Pity touch’d the Heart
Of the eternal Sor,
Defcending from the heavenly Court,
He left his Pather’s Throne.

3 Afide the Prince of Glory threw .
His moft Divine Array,
And wrapt his Godhead in a Veil
Of our inferior Clay.
3 His living Power, and dying Love,
Redeem’d unbappy Men;
And rais’d the Ruins of our Race
To Life and God again.

5 To thee, dear Lord, our Fleth and Soul
We joyfully refign, -
Bleft %efus, take us for thy own,
For we are doubly thine,

6 ThineHuonout fhall for ever be
The Bufinefs of our Days :
For ever fhalliour thankful ’i‘ongtm' ,
Speak thy defesved Praife,- - -
; Ks LXXIX.

9
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LXXIX. Praife 10 the Redeem’er_.'

I PLun 'd in a Gulph of dark Defpair
e wretched Sinners lay, ‘
Without one chearful Beam of Hope,
Or Spark of glimm’ring Day.
2 With <ritying Eyes the Prin¢e of Grace
Beheid our helplefs Grief,
He fow, and (O amazing Love!)
He ran to our Relief.

3 Down from the fhining Seats above

| With joyful Hafte he fled,

Enter’d the Grave in mortal Flefh,
And dwelt among the Dead.

4 He fpoil’d the Powers of Darknefs thus,
And brake our Iron Chains;
Fefus has freed our captive Souls
From everlafting Pains..

[5 In vain the baflled Prince of Hell
His cutfed Proje@s tries,
We that were doom’d his endlefs Slaves,
Acre rais’d above the Skies. ]}

6 O for this Love let Rocks and Hills
"Their lafting Silence break,
And all harmonious human Tongues
The Saviour's Praifes fpeak.

[7 Yes, we will praife Thee, deareft Lord,
QOur Souls are all on Flamie, ~ = -

Hofanna round the fpacious KEarth

o thine adored XS:G . _

$ An-
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8 Angels affift our mighty Joys,
itrike all your Harps of Gold ;
But when you raife your higheft Notes

His Love can ne'er be told.]
LXXX. God's awful Power and
Goodnefs.

1 The Almighty Lord!
O How matchltyeﬁ is his Pow’r!
Tremble, O Earth, beneath his Word,
While all the Heavens adore,

2 Let proud imperious Kings
Bow low before his Throne,
Crouch to his Feet, ye haughty Things,
Or he fhall tread you down.

3 Above the Skies he reigns,
And with amazing Blows
He deals infufferable Pains
On his rebellious Foes,

4 Yet, everlafting God,
We love to fpesk thy Praife ;
Thy Seeptre’s equal to thy Rod, '
The Sceptte of thy Grace. ‘

5 The Arms of mighty Love,
Defend our Sion well,
And heavenly Mercy walls us round
From %abylon and Hell.

6 Salvation to the Kin
That fits enthron’d above §
Thus we adore the God of Might,

And blefs the God of Love. : ;
Ks LXXXI



204~ ﬂ)’mﬂ.f aﬂa'-:& . D, 11e

LXXXL Our Sin the Caufé of Chrift's
- Death. .

1 A ND now the Scales have left mine E
A Now [ begin to fee ,m
Oh the curs'd Deeds my Sins have done!

What murtherous Things they be!

2 Were thefe the Traytors, deareft Lord,
That thy fair Body tore ? :
Monflers, that ftain’'d thofe heavenly Limbs
With Floods of purple Gore?

3 Was it for Crimes that I had done
My deareft Lord was flain,
Whe:d] uftice feiz’d God's only Son
And put his Soul to Pain?

4 Forgive my Guilt, O Prince of Peace,
I'll wound my God no more ;
Hence from my Heart, ye Sins be gone,
For Fefus 1 adore. ‘

s Furnith me, Lord, with heavenly Arms
From Grace’s Magasine,
And I'll proclaim eternal War
With ev’ry darling Sin,
LXXXII. Redemption and Protellion
from Spiritual Enemies.
1 RIS E, my Soul, my joyful Powers,
’ ‘A Ard triutxzph in’myyéofi 5

Awake, my Voice, and joud prockim
His glorious Grace abroad, o
3 He
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2 Herais'd me from the Deeps of Sia,
The Gates of gaping Hell,
And fix’d my Standing more fecure
Then "twas before I tell.

3 The Arms of everlafting Love
Beneath my Soul he plac'd,
And on the Rock of Ages fet
My flipp'ry Footfieps faft.
4 The City of my bleft Abode
Is wall’'d around with Grace,

Salvation for a Bulwark ftands
To fhield the facred Place.

§ Satan may vent his fharpeft Spite,
And all his Legions roar,
Almighty Mercy guards my Life,

And bounds his raging Power,
- 6 Arife, mySoul, awake, my Voice,
And Tunes of Pleafure fing,
Loud Hallelujabs fhall addrefs
My Saviour and my King.

‘ LXXXIII. The Paffion and Exaltation
qf Chrift. :

1 T HUS faich the Ruler of the Skies,
Awake, my dreadful Swerd ;
Awake, my Wrath, and (mite the Man
My Fellow, faith the Lord.

2 Vengeance receiv'd the dread Command,
And armed down fhe flies, -
' Fefus
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" efus fubmits ¢ his Fatber's Hand, -
And bows his Head and dies.
3 But oh! the Wifdom and the Grace
That join with Vengeance now!

He dies to fave our guilty Race;
And yet he rifes too.

- 4 A Perfon fo divine was he
Who yielded to be flain,

That he could give his Soul away,
And take his Life again,

5 Live, glorious Lord, and reign on high,
Let ev'ry Nation fing,
And Angels found with endlefs Joy
The Saviour and the King.

LXXXIV. The fame.

I CO ME all harmonious Tongues,
Your nobleft Mufick bring,
*Tis Cbrift the everlafting God,
And Chrift the Man, we fing.

2 Tell how he took our Flefh
To take away our Guilt,
Sing the dear Drops of facred Blood
That hellifh Monfters {pilt.

“Mlas, the crael S
l:3Went’-deep into higesa‘:de,
Aud the rich Flood of erle Gore
Their murth’rous Weapons dy'd. ]

[4 The Waves of fwellinf. Grief
. Did o’er his Bofom roll,
-0 And
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And Mountains of Almighty Wrath
Lay heavy on his Soul.]
5 Down to: the Shades of Death
He bow’d his awful Head,

Yet he arofe to live and reign : -
When Death itfelf is dead.

6 No more the bloody Spear, -
The Crofs and Nails no more . :
For Hell itfelf thakes at his Name;. - .
And all the Heav’ns-adore.. . .-

7 There the Redeemerfits .2 .. - ... .,
High on the Father’s Throne ;
The Pather lays his Vengeance by .
And {miles upon:his Son. ... .

8 There his full Glories fhine
With uncreated Rays, Pl
~ And blefs his Saints and Angels Eyes
To everlafting Days. -

LXXXYV. Sufficiency of Pardos.

H W HY does your Face, ye humble Souls,
Thofe mournful Colours wear ?
What Doubts are thefe that wafte your Faith,
And nourith your Defpair? s

2 What tho’ your num’rous Sins exceed
The Stars that fill the Skies, 5
And aiming at th’ Eternal Throne
Like pointed Mountains rife? -
3 What tho’ your mighty Guilt beyond
The wide Creation fwell, Acd
1!
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And has its curs'd qul,\d'ationa‘lai"& .
Low as the Deeps of Hell.
4 See here an endlefs Ocean flows -
Of never-failing Grace, ’

Behold a dying Saviour’s Veins
The facred Flood increafe:

5 It rifeshigh, and drowns the Hills
*T has neither Shore nor Bound :
Now if we fearch to find our Sins,
OQur Sins can ne’er be found.

€ Awake, our Hearts, adore the Grace
That buries all our Fau'ts,
And pard’ning Blood that fwells above
Our Follies and our Thoughts. -

LXXXYVL Freedom from Sin 4
Mifery in Heaven.

4 OU R Sins, alas, how firong they be!
. And like a violent Sea,
« They break our Duty (Lord) to thee,
_ And hurry us away, C
‘2 "The Waves of Trouble how they rife!
How loud the Tempefls roar!
But Death fhall land our weary Souls
Safe on the heav’nly Shore.
3 There to fulfil his fweet Commands
Ouyr fpeedy Feet fhall move, ' - .
No Sin K‘dll‘clog'onr winged Zeal, -~
_ Or cool our butming Love,” * i
4 There:




4 There fhall we fit, and fing, and tell
The Wonders of his Grace,
Till heav’ nly Raptures fire our Hearts,
And fmile in ev'ry Pace,

For ever his dear facred Name
Shall dwell upon our Tongue,

And Fefus and Salvanon be
The Clofe of ev’ry Song,.

LXXXVIIL. Zhe Divine Glorm abwe
our Req/?m.

1 HOW wond’rous great, how glorious bnght,
Muft our Creator be,
Who dwells amidft the daulmg Lxght
OF vaft Infinity?

2 Our foaring Spirits upwardc rife
Tow’rd the Celeftial Throne,
Fain would we fee the Blefled Tbree,
And the Almighty One.

3 Our Reafon firetches all its Wings,
And climbs above the Skies,
But ftill how far beneath thy Feet
Our groveling Reafon lies !

[4 Lord, here we bend our humble SouIS,
And awfullg a&ore,
For the weak Pinions of our Mind .
Can ftretch a Thought nomore.] ¢

5 ThK Glories mﬁmtely rife

bove our lab’ring Tongue, I
n
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-In vain the highef¥ Seraph tries, :
To form an egual Song.
[6 In humble Notes our Faith adores
The great myfterious King, ,
While Angels firain their nobler Pow’rs
And {weep th’ immortal String.]

LXXXVIIL Sabvation.

1 GQAlvation! O the joyful Sound !
As “T'is Pleafure ? our Ears ;und,
ov’reign Balm for ev’ry Wo
s 'A:Corcf'lalfqt ‘our Fmi o
¢ Bury’d in Sorrow and in Sin,
At Hell's dark Door we lay,
But we arife by Grace divine
To fee a heav'nly Day.

3 Salvation! Jet the Eccho fly
The fpacious Barth around,
While all the Armiés of the Sky
Confpire:to raife the Sound.

LXXXIX. Chrift’s Vidory over Satan.

1 JJOfanna to our conqu’ring King
H j"I‘he Prince of?glarknefa flies,
His Troops rufh headlong down to Hell

Like Lightning from the Skies.

2 There bound in Chains the Lions roar,

And fright the refcu’d Sheep; But
u
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But heavy Bars confine their Pow’r
And Malice to the Deep. ?
3. Hofanna to our conqu'ring King,
All hail, incarnate Love! ,
Ten thoufand Songs and Glories wait
To crown thy Head above.

4 Thy Vi&'ries and thy deathlefs Fame
’lzhro’ the wide World fhall run,
And everlafting Ages fing, |-
The Triumphs thou haft won.

. o Savi¥ification, S

1 H OW fad our State by Nature is}
Our Sin how deep it ftains!
And Sazan binds our captive Minds
Faft in his flavifh Chains.

2 But there’s'a Yoice of fovereign Grace
Sounds from the facred Word,
Ho, ye Aefpairing Sinners come,
And rruft upon the Lord,
3 My Soul obeys th’ Almighty Call
jI&nd rums t); this Religf',ty , :
I would believe thy Promife, Lord, -
Oh! help my Unbelief. = = =

{4 To the dear Fountain of thy Blood,
Incarnate God, I fly, A
Here let me wath my {potted Soul
From Crimes of deepeft Dye, :
C ) 5 8tretch
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5 Stretch out thine Arm yiGorious King,
My reigning Sins fubdue, :
Drive the old Dragon from his Seat,
With all his hellith Crew.]

6 A uiltz, weak, and helplefs Worm
n thy kind Arms I fall;
Be thou my Strength and Righteoufnes,
My Zefus, sod my All.

XCL The Gy of Chrift in Heaven,

F § The Delights, the heav’nly Jo
'O TR Teige the Place 1 7"
Where 7efus fheds the brighteft Beams
Of his o’er-flowing Grace!
2 Sweet Majelly and awful Love
Sit fmiling on his Brow,
And allthe gloricus Ranks above
At humble Diftance bow. ‘
{3 Princes'to his Imperial Name
Bend their bright Sceptres down,
Dominions, - Thrones, and Pow’rs rejoice
To fee him wear the Crown.]

4 Archangels found his lofty Praife
Thro’ev’ry heav'nly Street,
‘And lay theik higheft Honours down
Submiffive at his Feet. )
5 Thofe foft, thofe bleffed Feet of his
That once rude Iroq tore,

High

s e
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High on a Throne of Light they fland
ind all the Saints adogr};. d .
¢ His Head, the dear Majeftick Head,
That cruel Thoms did wound,
See what immortal Glories fhine,
And circle it around.
-9 This is the Man,’ th’ exalted Man
Whom we unfeen adore §
But when our Eyes behold his Face,
Our Hearts fhall love him more.

{8 Lord, haw our Souls are all on Fire
' To fee thy bleft ‘Abode, " :
Our Tongues rejoice in' Tunes of Praife,,
- To our incarnate God. o
9 And whilft our Faith’enjoys this Sight,. -
We long to leave our Clay,
And wifh thy fiery Chariots, Lord, -
To fetch our Soulsaway.] =~ -

XCIL The Charch @ved, and ber Ene=
- mies difappointed.

. Compo[e} #he 5th of November, 1694. ;

1 SHout to the Lord, and let our Joys
Thro’ the whole Nation run’; ‘
Ye Bririfp Skies, refound the Noife
. Beyond the rifing Sun,

- 2 Thee, mighty God, our Souls admire,
" Thee our glad Voices fing,

And
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'And join with the Celeftial Quire
To praife th’ Eternal King.

5 Thy Pow'r the whale Creation rules,
And on the ftarry Skies. =~ .,
Sit fmiling at the weak Defigns . |
Thine envious Foes devife,

4 Thy Scorn derides their fecble Rage,
-And with an awful Frown
Flings vatt Confufion on their Plots,
And fhakes their Babel down..

[ 5 Their fecret Fires in Cayerns lay, -

And we the Sacrifice: - S

But !qopijaqu\s”ﬂmve' inyia
o "fcape all-fearching Eyes... . +

6 Their dark Defigns- were all revedl'd;
Their Treafons all betray’
Praife to the Lord that b;oie

Their curfed Hands had laid.]

7 In vain the'buf;"Sons of Hell
Still new Rebellionstry,

~ Their Souls fhall pine with envious Rége»

And vex away and die.

8 Almighty Grace defends our Land
From their malicious Pow’t 5
Let Britgin with united Sangs

Almighty Grace adore, . -«

S VR AR L I

d,‘ v .
the §oare

..

!

|
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XCIIL. God all, and ix all, Pfal, Ixxi'ii. a 5

1 N Y God, my Life, my Love,
' M To thee, to thee 1 call, ’
1 cannot live, if thou remove,
For thou art All in all.

(2 Thy fhining Grace can cheer
This Dungeon where Idwell;

"T'is Paradife when thou art here, . SR
If thou depart, *tis Hell.) ’
[3 The Smilings of thy Face, =~

How amiable they arc!
‘Tis Heaven torseft in thine ‘Embrace,
And no where elfe but there.] -

[4 To thee, and thée alone, ; :
The Angels owe their Blifs 5 . .-
.They fit around thy gracious Throne § 1+
And dwell where Fefus is,] - - ~-?‘ )
. . S, roody 5
[5s Not all the Harps above = . . -
an make a heav'nly Place, ’
If God his Refidence rémove;” = -
s Or butconceal his Face,J- -+ f

6 Nor Earth, nor a]l the Sky -
Can one Delight afford, -

No, nota Drop of real Joy et

i Without thy Prefence, Lotd, -~ '~

7 Thou art the Sea of Love, _ . .

Where all my Pleafures rol,

The Circle where my Paffions move,
And Centré of my Soul, * - '

.
i

[8To
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. 8 To thee my Spirits : '
: ¢ With infinite re,ﬂ‘y :
And yet how far from thee [ lie! -
Dear Fefus, raife me higher.3

XCIV. God my only Happinefs, Pfi.

O Ixxifle 25, ‘
¢ Y God, my Portion, and my Love,
M

My everlafting All,
I've none but thee in Heav'n above,

Or on this earthly Ball.
2 What empty Things are all the Skies,
L - lf'\nd thix’shtfinfelii‘o?%lofc’l 5
ere’s nothing hére deferves my Joys
There's nothing like my'GodY]I ™
{3 In vain the bright, the burning Sun
Scatters his feable Light ;

*Tis thy fweet Beams create my Noon;
If thou withdraw, ’tis Night.

4 And whilt upon my reftlefs Bed
Amongft the Shades I roll,

If my Redeemer fhew his Head,

*Tis Morning with my Soul.]

s To thee we owe our Wealth and Friends,
And Health and fafe Abode;
Thanks to thy Name for meaner Things,
But they are not my God.
6 How vain'a Toy is glittring Wealth,
If once compar'd to Thee?-
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Or what’s my Safety, or my Health,
. Or.all my Friends to me?

3 Were I Poffeffor of the Earth,
And call'd the Stars my own,
Without thy Graces and thy Slf,
I were a Wretch undone,

8 Let others fretch their Arms like Seas,
And grafp in all the Shore,
Grant me the Vifits of thy Face,
And I defire no more.

XCV. Look on bim wkom they pierced,

and mourn.

1 INﬁnite Grief! amazing Woe !
Behold my bleeding Lord :
Hell and the 7ezvs confpir'd his Death,
And us'd the Roman Sword.

¢ 2 Oh the fharp Pangs of fmarting Pain
My dear Redeemer bore,
When knot:ly Whips,’ and ragged Thorrs, -
His facred Body tore!

3 But knotty Whips, and ragged Thorns,
Ip vain do I accufe,
In vain I blame the Roman Bands,
And the more fpiteful Feaws.
4 Twere you, my Sins, my cruel Sins,
His chief Tormentors were ;
Each of my Crimes became a Nail,
., And Unbelief the Spear.
il L . -3 "Twer

‘1
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5, "T'were.you that pull’'d the Ven eance d .
U b'hyh'is guiltlefs Head : g agll
Break, break, my Heart, oh burff, mine E
. And let my Sorrows bleed.

6 Strike, mighty Grace, my flinty Soul, = |}
Till mélting Waters flow, I
And dcep Repentance drown mine Eyes,
In undiflembled Woe, -

XCVL Diflinguifbing Love; or, A
gels punifly'd, and Man faved.

1 D O W N headlong from their native SHA
The Rebel-Angels fell, '
And Thunder-bolts of flaming Wrath
Purfu'd them deep to Hell.

2 Down from the Top of earthly Blifs
Rebellious Man was hurl'd,
And Fefus ftoop’d beneath the Grave
To reach a finking World.

3 O Love of infinite Degrees!
" Unmeafureable Grage!
Muft Heav'n’s Eternal Darling die,
To Tave'a-trayt’rous Race?
4 Muft Angels fink for ever down, -
And burn in quenchlefs Fire,
While God forfakes his Thining Throne
To raife us Wretches higher?

3 O for this Love let Earth and Skies
Witk Hallelujabs ring, :

 And
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WAnd the full Choir of humas Tongues
_ All Hallelujabs fing.

XCVIL The fame.

¢ F R,O M Heaven the finning Angels fell;
And Wrath and Darknels chain’d them
_ : (downs
But Man, vile Man, forfook his Blifs,
And Mercy lifts him to a Crown,
2 Amazing Work of Sovereign Grace -
That could diftinguith Rebels fo!
Our guilty Treafons call'd aloud-
For everlafting Fetters too.

3 To thee, to thee, Almighty Love,
Our Souls, our Selves, our All wepay:  _
Millions of Tongues fhall found thy Praife
On the bright Hills of heav'nly Day.

 XCVIIL. Harduefs of Heart complain'd
' ' of.
1 MY Heart, how dreadful hard it ist
How heavy here it lies,

Heavy and cold within.my Breaft
Juft like a Rock of Ice!

2 Sin like a raging Tyrant fits
Upon this flinty Throne,
And ev’ry Grace lies bury'd deep
Beneath this Heart of Stone.

‘ 3 How feldom do I rife to God,
~ Or tafte the Joys above? S
i a L2 This
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. This Mountain preffes down my Faith, i
And chills my flaming Love.

4 When {miling Mercy courts my Soul
With all its heavenly Charms,
This ftubborn, this relentlefs Thing
Would thruft it from my Arms.

5 Againft the Thunders of thy Word
Rebellious I have ftood,
My Heart, it fhakes not at the Wrath
And Terrors of a God.

6 Dear Saviour, fleep this Rock of mine
In thine own Crimfon Sea!
Nonc buta Bath of Blood divine
Can melt the Flint away.’

XCIX. The Book of God's Decrees.

1 L ET the whole Race of Creatures lie
*—4  Abas'd before their God :
* What e'er his Sov'reign Voice has form'd
He governs with a Nod.

{2 Ten thoufund Ages ere the Skies
Were into Motion brought,
All the long Years and World's to come
Stood prefent to his Thought.

5 Thers s not a Sparrow or a Worm
But's found in his Decrees;
He raifes Monarchs to their Thrones,
And finks them as he pleafe.]

1

|
4 If Light attends the Courfe Irun, !
“Tis he provides thofe Rays ; - )
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“And ’tis his Hand that hides my Sun, '
.- If Darknefs cloud my Days,

5 Yet I wou!d not be much concern'd,
Nor vainly long to fee
The Volumes of his deep Decrees,
What Months are writ for me,

6 When he reveals the Book of Life,
O may I read my Name :
Amongft the Chofen of his Love,
The Foll'wers of the Lamb.

| C. Tke Prefence of Chrift is the Life of

my Soul.

[t HO W full of Anguifh is the Thought?
How it diftralls and tears my Heart? -

If God at laft, my Sovereign Judge, ’
Should frown, 2nd bid my Soul, Depare.]
2 Lord, when I quit this e2rchly Stage,

Where fhall I fly but to thy Breaft?
For T have fought no other Home;
For 1 have learnt no other Reft.

" -3 I cannot Jive contented here,

Without fome Glimpfes of thy Face ;
And Heaven without thy Prefence there
Would be a dark and tirefome Place.

4 When earthly Carcs ingrofs the Day,
And hold my Thoughts afide from thee, -
The fhining Hours of chearful Light
Are long and tedious Years to me. -
L s s And
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5. And if no Ev'ning Vifit’s paid e

. Between my Saviour and my Soul, .
How dull the Night! how fad the Shade!
How mournfully the Minutesrolt! = -

6 This Flefh of mine might learn as foon
To live, yet part with all my Blood ;
To breathe when vital Air is gore,

Or thrive and grow without my Food.
9 Cbrift is my Light, my Life, my Care

'[ Mby”{llefﬁd Hlolpe, ‘my heav'nly, Prize s -
Dearer than all my Paffions are,

- My Limbs, my Bowels, or my Eyes. . ..

8 The Strings that twine about my Heart,
Tortures and Racks may tear them off ;
But they can never, never part
With their déar Hold of CA#ift my Lore.]

[9 My God! ard can an humble Child
ghat loves thee with a Flame {o high

e ever from thy Face exil'd ’
Without the Pity of thine Eye?

10 Impoflible, For thire own Hands
Have ty'd my Heart fo faft to thee;
And in thy Book the Promife ftands,
That where thou art, thy Friends muft be.}

CL. The World's Three chief Templo-

, tions.
1 W HEN in the Light of Faith Disine
We look on Tﬁings below,
Honour,
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“*Honour, and Gold, and fenfyal Joy,
--How vain and dang’rous too?

{2 Honour's a Puff of noify Breath:

Yet Men expofe their Blood,
And venture everlafting Death -
‘To gain that airy Good.

213

3 Whilft others ftarve the nobler Mind,

And feed on fhining Duft;
They rob the Serpent of his Foad
T® induige a fordid Luft.]

4 The Pleafures that allure our Senfe
Are dangerous Snares to Souls;
There's but a Drop of flatt’ring Sweet,
And dafh’d with bitter Bowls.

5 God is mine All-fufficient Good,
My Partion and my Choice:
In him my vaft Defires are fill'd,
And all my Pow'rs rejoice.

6 In vain the World accofts my Ear,
And tempts my Heart anew 3

I cannot buy your Blifs fo dear, *

Nor part with Heaven for you.,

ClL. A4 Happy Refurreltion

z O, I'll repine at Death no more,
But with a chearful Gafp refign-
To the cold Dungeon of the GPravc
Thefe dying, withering Limbs of mine,
2 Let Worms devour my wafting Fleth,
And crumble al-lmz es to Duft,
4

My
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My God fhall raife my Frame anew
At the Revival of the Juft.

3 Break, facred Morning, thro’ the Skies,
Bring that delightful, dreadful Day,
Cut fhort the Hours, dear Lord, and come,
Thy lingring Wheels, how long they ftay!

[4 Our weary Spirits faint to fee
The Light of thy returning Face,
And hear the Language of thofe Lips
Where God has fhed his richeft Grace.]

[5 Hafte then upon the Wings of Love, |
Roufe all the pious fleeping Clay, i
That we may join in,heav'nly Joys,
And fing the Triumph of the Day.]

CII. ‘Chrift’s Commiffion, John 1il.
16, 17.

: COME, happy Souls, approach your God, |
With new melodious Songs,

Come, render to Almighty Grace

The Tribute of your Tongues,

2 So ftrange, fo boundlefs was the Love !
That pity’d dying Men,
The Father fent his equal Son
To give them Life again.
3 Thy Hands, dear 7efus, were not arm’d
With a revenging Rod, -
No hard Cemmiffion to perform
The Vengeance of a God.

4 But
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“4 But all was Mercy, all was mild,
' And Wrath forfook the Throne,
* When Chrift on the kind Errand came,
And brought Salvation down.

s Here, Sinners, you may heal your Wounds,
And wipe your Sorrows dry ;
Truft in themighty Saviour’s Name,
And you fhall never die.

.. 6 See, dearet Lord, our willing Souls
Accept thine oﬂcr d Grace;

We blefs the great Redcemer’s Love,
And give the Father Praife,

CIV The_fame.

1 Aife your triumphant Songs
> R Toyan 1mmort}:11 Tune, 8
" Let the wide Earth refound the Deeds .
Celeftial Grace has done.
2 Sing how Eternal Love -
Its chief Beloved chofe,
And bid him rai’e our wretched Race
From their Abyfs of Woes.
3 His Hand no Thunder bears, - .7
Nor Tcrror clothes his Brow.
No Boks to drive eur guilty Souls

To fiercer Flames below. . ¥
4 "Fwas Mexcy fill'd.the Thronc, s
And Wrath lood filent by, -

 When Chrift was fent with Pardons: down -
"To Rebelk doom'd todie. . .
L 5 Now



5 Now Siﬁners, dry your Tears,

Let hopelefs Sorrow ceafe ; ’
Bow to the Sceptre of his Love, :

And take the offer’d Peace.,

o de du \I lljlﬂIIJ. wly Aade lb
.6 Lotd, we.obey thy Call, o
We lay an humble Claim .

i

{
To the Salvation thou haft braught,
And love and praife thy Name,

CV. Repentance flowing afrom the Pi-
, tience of God. :
1 AN' D are we Wreiches yet alive? - *
And do we yet rebel 2
*Tis boundlefs, 'tis amazing Love,
That bears us up from Hell.
2 The Burthen of our weighty Guile
Would fink 'us down to Flames,
-And threat'ning Vengeance rolls abovre
To cruth our féeble Frames.

3 Almighty Goodnefs cries, Forbear,
. And ftraitthe Thunder flays:
And ddre we now provoke his Wrath,
And weary out his Grace?
4 Lord, we have long abus’d thy Love,
Too long indulg’d our Sin; =~
Our aking Hearts €’en bleed to fee
What Rebels we have been."
$ No more, ye Lufts, fhall y¢ command,
No more will we- 3
Stresch out, O God, thy conqu'ring Hand,
- And drive thy Foes away. oL
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CV1. Repentance at the Crofs.

| O If my Soul was form'd for Woe,
How would I vent my Sighs !
Repentance fhould like Rivers flow
From both my ftreaming Eyes.

~ *T'was for my Sins my deareft Lord
Hung on the curfed Tree,
And groan'd away a dying Life
Bor Thee, my:Soul, for Thee.

3 O how I hate thofe Luils of mine
That ¢rucified my God, - .
Thofe Sins that pierc'd and nail'd his Flefh
Faft to the fatal Wood.
4 Yes, my Redcemer, they thalldie, - -
: My Heart has {o decreed, '
Nor will I fpare the guilty Things -
That made my Saviour bleced. -
5 Whilft with a melting broken Heart
My murther’d Lord I view, .
I'll raife revenge againft my Sins, =~ . )
And flay the Murth’rers toa.

CVIL The cverlafiing dbfince of God
 intolerable. , fq

X TH AT awful Day will furcly come, =~ |
|

1

Th’ appointed Hour makes hafte,”
When I muft fland before my Judge, -
And pafs the folemn Teft. ~~ ~ '
2 Thou lJovely Chief of all my Joys,
_Thea Soy’reign ff my. Heart,
. . 6

»

¥

i How



| How could I bear to hear thy Voice
‘Pronounce the Sound, Depart?

[3 The Thunder of that difmal Word
Would {o torment my Far,’
"Twould tcar my Soul 2funder, Lord
With moft tormenting Fear.]

[4 What, to be banifh'd from my Life,
= And yet forbid to die?
To linger in eternal Pain,
Yet Death for ever fly?]
5 O wretched State of deep Defpair, -
To fee my God remove,
“And fix my dotéful Station where
I muft not tafte his Love.

| 6 Fefus, I throw my Arms around,
‘And hang upon thy Breaft; =
Without a gracious Smile from thee.
My Spirit cannot reft, '

7 O tell me that my worthlefs Name
Is graven on thy Hands, L
Show me fome Promife in thy Book

- Where my Salvation ftands. -
{8 Give me one kind affuring Word-
= To fink my Fears again ; .
And chearfully my Soul fhall wait 1
Her threefcore Years and ten.) ’

»

CVIIL  Accefs to the Throne of Grace
' by a Mediator.

1 (COME, let us lift our joyful Eyes .
C Up to the Courts above, And
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~ And {mile to fee our Father there
pon a Throne of Love. * L)

2 Once 'twad a Seat of dreadfiyl Wrath, . .

And fhot devouring Flame ;
Our God appear’d Confumig Fire,
And Vengeance was his Name.

3 Rich were the Drops of J2fus’ Blood -
That calm’d his frowning Face,
That fprinkled o'er the burning Throne,
And wrn'd the Wrath to Grace, .

4 Now we may bow before his Feet,
And venture near the Lord 5
No fiery Cherub guards his Seat,
Nor double-flaming Sword.
5 The peaceful Gates of heavenly Blifs- -
Arl;eopen’d by the Son ; y R !
High let us raife our Notes of Praife, . -
And reach th’ Almighty Throne. -
6 To thee Ten Thoufand Thanks we bring,
Great Advocate on high; "~ .
And Glory to th’ cternal King |
That lays his Fury by.

CIX. The Darkuefs of Providence.
1 [ ORD, weadore thy vaft Defigns, .
L Th’ obfcure Abyfs of Providence,

Too deep to found with mortal Lines,
Too dark to view with feeble Scnfe.‘

2 Now thou érray'i} thine awful Face
Inangry Frowns, without a Smile:

e g

R
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We thro’ the Cloud believe thy Grace,
Secure of thy Compaffions fill. -

3 Thro’$eas and Storms of deep Diftrefs -
We fail by Paith and not by Sight;
Faith guides us in the Wildernefs, -
Through all the Briars-and the Night
Dear Rather, ‘if thy lifted Rod:

Refolve to {courge us here below 5
Stilt we muft ledn upon eur God,’
Thine Avmdhall beat us fafely through.

CX. Triumph over Death in bope of
‘the Refurrettion.

I Al@ﬂmuﬁ‘tﬁis, Body die?
‘This mortdl Frame decay )
And muft thefe ative Limbs of mine
Lie mould’ting in-the Clay?
’ zf?Corrd*gtiOﬁ,- Barth and Worms,
Shall but refine this Flefh,
'Till my triumphant Spirit comes, -
To put it on afreth. -
‘God my Redeemer lives, _
. And often from the Skies
Looks down and watches all my Doft,
Till he fhall bid it rife. oo
4 Array'd in glorious Grace
Shall thefe vile Bodies fhire,
And every Shape, and every Face
~ Look heav’nly and divine . - .
. : g Thefc
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5. Thefe lively Hopes we owe - L
To Fefus’ dying Love s
We would adore K:s Grace below,
And fing his Pow’r above,

.6 Dear Lord, accept the Praife
Of thefe our humble Songs,

Till Tunes of nobler, Sound we raife
With our immortal Tongues.

CXI. Thankfgiving for Viddory:
* God's Dominion and our Delzverana.

1 JO N rejoice, and Fudab fin,
Z The LJord af{'umez}ns Thrgn,e 5
Let Britain own the heavenly ng,

And make his Glories known. =~

2 The Great, the Wicked, amd the Proud, ;
From their high Seags are hurld;
Febovab rides upon a Cloud, .
~And thunders thro' the World..

3 He reigns upon th’ eternal Hills, _. i

Diftributes mortal Crowns, x
Empires are fix'd benedth his Smxles, oyt

And totter at his Frowns, -

4 Navies that rule the Ocean wide -~ : .~ |

: Are vanquifh’d by his Breath 3 . 1
And Legions arm’d with Power and Pnde :

Defccnd to watry Death, : |

s

5 Let Tyrants make no more Pretence .
To vex our happy Land 3 :
ﬁhovab s Name is our Deénce, ;
Our Buckler is his Hand. II
[6 Lonn
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6 Long may the King, our Sovereign, live,
[ Tg ruley us by his ’Word,
And all the Honours he can give
Be offer'd to the Lord. ]

CXIL Angels minifiring to Chrift and ‘

" Samnts, _ '

1

I "GReat' God, to what a glorious Height
' Haft thou advanc'd the Lord thy Son?
" Angels in all their Robes of Light
Are made the Servants of his Throne.

2 Before his Feet their Armies wait,
And fwift as-Flames of Fire they move,
To manage his Affairs of State )
IniWorks of Vengeance or of Love.

3 His Ordets run thro’ all their Hogs,
Legions defcend at his Command
To fhield and guard the Britfy Coafls
When foreign ﬁage invades our Land.

‘4 Now they are fent to guide our Feet
Up to thi€ ‘Gates of thiné Apode,
Thro’ all the Dangers that we meet
In travelling the heavenly R oad,

5 Lord, when I leave this mortal Ground,
nid thou fhalt bid me rife and come,
Send a beloved Angel down
Safe to condué® my Spitit home,

CXIiL
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CRIIL The fame.

1 T H E Majefty of Sclomnon !
How glorious to behold!

. The Servants waiting round his Throne,

The Ivory and the Gold !

2 But, mighty God, thy Palace fhines

With tar fuperior Beams ;

Thine Angel Guards are {wift a8 Winds,

Thy Minifters are Flames.

1.

[3 Soon as thine only Son had made o

His Entrance on this Earth,

A fhining Army downward fled

T'o celebrate his Birth.

4 And when oppreft with Pains and Fears

On the cold Ground he lies,

Behold a heav’nly Form appears

T’ allay his Agonies.}

5 Now to the Hands of Chrift our King

Are all their Legions giv'n s

They wait upon his Saints, and bring
His chofen Heirs to Heav'n. |

6 Pleafate and-Praift cun thro' their Hoft T

To fce a Sinner tuimn s

Then Sazan has a-Captive loft,

And Cirif? a Subje&t born.

7 But there’s a1n Hour of brighter
When he his Angels fends
Obftinate Rebels to deftroy,
And gather in his Friends.

Joy

.

8 0!
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8 O! could I fay, withoura Daubt,
There fhall' my Soul be found,
Then let the reat Arch- Angel Shout,
And the la% T:umpet found. = .

CX1v. Chrxﬁ Dmtb V &'mfy arxd §

.Dammzoxz

] S my asiour's wom}mus Deathy
I!?Igecon quer’d when he fells . .
*Tis finif'dy iind his dying Breath, - - -
And fhook the Gates of Hell. ~ -
2 *Tis fimifb’d;. our. Emmmel ores,
e dreadful Work is done;. -
?e thall his-Sovereign Throne atife,
is Kingdom is begun. |

His Crofs a fhve’ Poundation- Raxd
For Glory and ReﬂoWn,
Whea. thro’; the' Regions 6f the Dmd
He pa{é'd to reach the Crown,

4 Exaltdd at his Father’s Side
Sits our viGorious Lord ;
To Heaven and Hell his Hands dmde
The Vengeance or Reward. . -

s The Saints from his propitious Eye,
Await their feveral Crowns,
And all the Sons of Darkaefy ﬂy
The Tmor of h;s B:owns
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CXV. God the Avenger of bu Samr;.
- Or, His Kingdom Supreme.

1 ngh as the Heavens above the G:mmd :
Reigns the Creator, God, -
Wide as the whole Creation’s Bound
Extends his awful Rod.

2 Let Princes of exalted State
To him afcribe their Grown, .~ !
Render their Homage ar'bis Feet, - - "1
And caft their Gk rmdwm TR

3 Know that his Kingdom is fupreme,
Your lofty Thoughts are vaing . . .. 7
He calls you Gods, that awful Name,
But ye muft die like Men,
4 Then let the Soverdigns of the Glube R
°  Not dare to vex the Juft; s
" He puts on Vengeance like a Robey - :
; And treads the Worms to Dufk, . ' %
5 Yej{udges of the Earth, be wife, ol
d think on Heav’n with Peary -
The meaneft Saint that you defpife e
Has an Avenger there, .

CXVI. Mercies and ﬁaf’zkr'

I OW can I fink: with fuchaP L
H As mK Eternal God, P
Who bears the Earth’s huge Pillars up,
. And fpreads the Heav’ns abroad ? -

2 How
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2 How can I die while Fefus liygs,
. _ Who rofe and"left the Dead?
Pardon and Grace my Soul receives -
From mine exalted Head, =~ ¢ -

" 3 Allthat ['am, and'all | have .
: Shall be for ever thine, o
What e'er my Duty bids me give -

My chearful Hands refign.

4 Yet if I might make fome Referve,
And Duty did not call,
I love my God with Zeal fo great
That I fhould give him all, -

CXVIL L;ving and dying with God
prefent.

1 1 Cannot bear thine Abfence, Lord,
My Life es;rii’es if thou depart :
Be thou, my Heart, ftill near my God,
And thou, my God, be near my Heart.

2 1 was not botn for Earth and Sin,
Nor can I live on Things fo vile;
Yet I wanld ftay my Father’s Time,
And hope and wait for Heav’n a while,

3 Then, deareft Lotrd, in thine Embrace
Let me refign my fleeting Breath,
And with a Smile upon my Face
‘Pafs the important Hour of Death.

" ' - CXVIIL
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CXVIIL: The Priefthood of Chrift.

I BLood has a Voice to pierce the Skies,
= Revenge, the Blood of Apel cries :
But the dear Stream when Chri@ was {lain
Speaks Peace as loud from every Vein, |

2 Pardon and Peace from God on high, *
-Behold he lays his Vengeance by, . .

And Rebels that deferv’'d his Sword
Become the Favourites of the Lord.

3 To Fefus let our Praifes rife
Who gave his Life a Sacrifice 5

" Nowhe appears before his God, .
And for our Pardon pleads his Blood.

CXIX. Tke Holy Scriptures.

t T Aden with Guilt, and full of Fears -
- =~ Iflyto thee, my Lord,
And not a GlimP{'e of Hope appears
~ But in thy written Word,

2 The Volume of my Father’s Grace
Does all my Griefs affwage ;
Here | behol! my Saviour’s Face
Almoft in ev’ry Page,
[3 This is the Field where hidden lics
The Pear] of Price unknown,
That Merchant is divinely wife,
' Who makes the Pearl his own. -

1

4 Here
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4 Here confecrated Water flows '
~To %ucnch_ my ThirRt of St 3
Here the fair Tree of Knowledge grows, ¢
Nor Danger dwells therein] - .- - &
5 Thisisthe Judge that ends the Steiff *
 Where Wit and Reafon fait; - (
&‘Guide'to everlafting Life, i
_ Thro’ all this gloomy Vale,
6 O may thy Counfels, mighty God
M yrov?n Feet cc;mmagndt,y ’
I%r{ forfake the happy Road
- That leads to thy Right Hand.

CXX. The Law and Goffel foined is -
5 Scripture.
. L]
r " HE Lord declares bis Will,
~ And keeps the World in Awey
Amidft-the Smoke on Sinai’s Hill,
Breaks out his fiery Law,
2 The Lord reveals his Face,
- And fmiling from above
. Sends down the Gofpel of his Grace,
Th’ Epiftles of his Love.
3 Thefe facred Words impast -
Our Maker’s ,{uf{ Commands; -
The Pity ofhis melting Hearr,
And Vengeance of his I:Iands'..
[4 Hence we awake our Fear,
We draw our Comfort hence ;
1 The
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. tThe Arms of Ggace are treafur’d here

And Armour of Defence,

And here:behold his

A_; s We leaen Chrift crucxfglood

" All Artyand Knowledges befide

. Will do us little.Good.]:

‘6 We read the heavenly Word, e,
We take the offer’d Grace,

: . Obey the Statutes of the Lord,

And truft his Promifes.

7 In vain fhall Saran rage
Againft a Book Divine

* Where Wrath and Lngdmmg puards the Page,

-

s

]

Where Beams of Mercy lhme

CXXI The Law. and Gofpel difiin-
guifbed.

1 THE ‘Law commands, and makes us know
What Duties to our God we-owe; -
But ’tis the Gofpel muft reveal
Where Jies our Strength to do his Will.

2 The Law difcovers Guilt and Sm, ;
And fhews how vile auriHeares have been: .
" Only the Gafpel can exprefs
Forgiving Love and cléanfing Grace.

3 What Curfes doth the Law. denounce
Againft the Man that fails but oace?
But in the Gofpe] Cbrift appears ; .
Pard’nmgxhc uile of num rous Years:
4 My
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My Souly mo more attempt +a.draw
Thy Life and Comfort from the tiaw,
Fly to the Hope the Gofpel gives:

The Man that trufts the Promife, lives:

CXXIL. Retirement and 'Meditbii;t’.

1 MY God, permit me not to be
A Stranger to my Self and Thee ;
Amidft a Thoufand Thoughts I rove
Porgetful of my higheft Love.

2 Why fhould my Paffions mix with Earth,
Ang thus debafe my heavenly Birth ? - .«
"Why fhould I cleave to Things below,
And let my God, my Saviour, go?

3 Call me away from Flefh and Senfe,

~ One'Sovereign Word can draw me thence;
I would obey the Voice Divine,
And all inferior Joys refign.

4 Be Earth with all her Scenes withdrawn 3
Let Noife and Vanity be gone ;

~ In fecret Silence of the Mind
My Heav'n, and there my God, I find.

CXRXIL The Bensfit of publick Ordr-

Rances.

1 AWAY from every Mortal Care,
Away frem Earth our Souls Retreat;
We leave this warthlefs World afar,
.And ‘wait and worfhip near thy Sezt: »Lol‘d
2

]

|
l

{
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2 Lord, in the*T'¢mple of thy Grzce
We fee thy Reet, and we adore; -
W:(Féze upon thy lovely Face,

And learn the Wonders of thy Pow’r.

4 While here our various Wants we mourn,
" “‘United Groans afcend on high,

And Prayer bears a quick Return

Of Bleflings in Variety.

[41f Satan rage, and Sin grow ftrong,
Here we receive fome chearing Word 5
We gird the Gofj el-Armour on
To fisht the Battles of the Lord.

s Or if our Spirit faints and dies,
(Our Conftience gall'd with inward Stings)
Here doth the Righteous Sun arife
With healing Beams beneath his Wings.]
6 Father, my Soul would ftill abide
Within thy Temple, near thy Side;
But if my Feet muft hence depart,
Still keep thy Dwelling in my Heart.

_CXXIV; MosEs, AARON, and
Josnvua

1 ’T IS not the Law of Ten Commands
‘On holy Siizai giv'n,
Or fent-to Men by Aofes’ Hands,
Can Jying us fafe to Heav'n.
! 2 *Tis not the Blood which Aaron fpilt,
| Nor Smoke of fweeteft Smell

l M . Cen
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Can buy a Pardor for our Guile,
Or fave our Souls from Hell. ™

'3 Aaron the Prieft refigns his Breath
At God'’s immediate Will; .~
And in.the Defart yields to Death
Upon th’ appointed Hill,
4 And thus on Fordan’s yonder fide
The Tribes of If#ae/ ftand ;
While Mofes bow'd his Head and dy’d
Short of the promis’d Land.
s Ijrael, rejoice, now * Fofbua leads,
~ He'll bring your Tribes to Reft;
So far the Savrour’s Name exceeds
The Ruler and the Prief.

éXXV. Fuith and Repentance, Unbe-
lief and Impenitence.

1 T IFE and immortal Joys are giv’n  (done,
L To Souls that mourn thegSins they've :

Children of Wrath made Heirs of Heaven
By Faith in God’s Eternal Son.

2 Woe to the Wretch that never felt

The inward Pangs of pious Grief,
But adds to all his crying Guilt,
The ftubborn Sin of Unbelief.

3 The Law condemns the Rebel dead,
Under the Wrath of God he lies,

T Jolwa the fame wish Jefus, and fignifies & Savicg-
c
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He feals the Curfe on his own Head,
And with a double Vengeance dies.

\CXXVL God glorified in the Gofpel.

1 T HE Lord defcending from above,
Invites his Children near,
. Whijle Power and Truth and boundlefs Love
Difplay their Glories here,

2 Here in thy Gofpel’s wond'rous Frame
Frefh Wonder's we-purfue ;
A thoufand Angels learn thy Name
Beyond what ¢’er they knew.
3 Thy Name is writ in faireft Lines,
Thy Wifdom here we trace ;
Wifdom thro’ all the Myft’ry fhines,
And fhines in Fefus’ Face.
4 The Law its beft Obedience owes
To our incarmate God ;
And thy revenging Juftice fhows -
*  Its Honours in his Blood.

"5 But ftill thé Lufire of thy Grace
~_Our warmer Thoughts imploys,
Gilds the whole Scene with brighter Rays, .
And mdre exalts our Joys.

’CXXVII. Circumgifion and Baptifin.
(Written only for thofe who praitife the Baptifin of
s Infants.) 2

1 T HUS did the Sons of Abrabam pafs
Under the bloody Seal of Grace;
N 3 ’ The
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The young Difciples bore the Yoke,
TillCkrift the paintul Bondage broke.
2 By milder Ways doth Zefus prove, .
His Father’s Cov’nant and his Love ;
He feals to Saints his glorious Grace,
_And not forbids their Infant-Race.

3 Their Seed is {prinkled with his Bleod,
Their Children fet apart for God ;
His Spirit on their Off-{pring fhed
Like Water pour’d upon the Head.

4 Let every.Saint with chearful Voice
In this large Covenant r¢joice 5 '
Young Children in their early Days j
Shall give the God of Abrab’m Praife.

CXXVIUIL Corrapt ~ Nature from

{ BLef&’d with the Joys of Innocence |
Adam, our Father, ftood,

Till he debas'd his Soul to Senfe,

And eat th’ unlawful Food.

2 Now we are born a fenfual Race,
To finful Joys inclin'd 5
Reafon has loft its Native Place,
And Fleth enflaves the Mind.

3 While-Flefh and Senfe and Pafiion reigns,
Sin is the fweeteft Good : hd
We fancy Mufick in our Chains,

And {o forget the Load,
4 Great
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4 Great God, renew our ruin’d Frame,
Our broken Pow’rs reftore,

Infpire us with a heav’nly Flame,
‘Xnd Flefh fhall reign no more.

s Eternal §irit, write thy Law
Upon our inward Parts,
And let the fecond .47am draw
His Image on our Hearts.

E€XXIX. We walk by Fuith, not by
Sighte

] ’TXS by the Faith of Joys to come _
We walk thro” Defarts dark as Night s
Till we arrive at Heav’n our Home
Faith is our Guide, and Faith our Light,

2 The Want of Sight fhe well fupplies,
She makes the pearly Gates appear,
Far into diftant Worlds fhe pries,
And brings eternal Glories near.

3 Chearful we tread the Defart thro’,
While Faith infpires a heav'nly Ray,
Tho’ Lions roar, and Tempefts blow,
And Rocks and Dangers fill the Way.

4 So Abrak’m by divine Command ,
Left his own Houft to walk with God ;.
His Faith beheld the promis’d Land,

And ﬁr;d his Zeal along the Road.

M3 CXXX.
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CXXX. The Nm .C‘.—"réatiqgl.

z ATtend, while God’s exalted Son
Doth his own Glories fhew;
Bebold, 1 fit upon my Throne,
Creating all Things uew.

2 Nature and Sin are pafs’d away,
And the old Adam dies ;
My Hands a new Foundatton lay,
See 1be new World arife.

3 I’J] be a Sun of Righteonfnefs
To the new Heav'ns I make 5
None but the New-born Heirs of Grace
My Glories (hall partake.

4 Miﬁhty Redeemer, fet me free
A rom my old State of Sin 3

O make my Soul alive to thee,
Create new Pow’rs within.

.5 Refew mine Eyes, and form mine Fars,

' And mould my Heart afrefh 5
Give me new Paffions, Joys and Fears,
And turn the Stone to Flefh.

. 6 Far from the Regions of the Dead,_

From Sin, and Earth, and Hell,
In the new World that Grace has made
I would for ever dwell,

CXXXI
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CXXXI The Excellency of the Ghri=
Sian Religion. o

1 LET everlafling Glories crown
Thy Head, my Saviour, and my Lord ;
Thy Hands have brought Salvation down,
And writ the Bleflings in thy Word.

{2 What if we trace the Globe around,
And fearch from Brirain to Fapan,
There fhall be no Religion found
8o juft to'God, 'fo fafe for Man.] -

In vain the trembling Conftience fecks
Some folid Ground to reft upon;
With long Defpair the Spirit breaks,
Till we apply to Chrift alone.

4 How well thy blefled Truths agree! -
How wife and holy thy Commands! '
Thy Promifes how firm they be ! .
How firm our Hope and Comdort ftands!

[5s Not the feign'd Fields of Hearbenifh Blifs

" Could raife fuch Pleafures inthe Mind4- -~
Nor does the 7u7kifh Paradife N
Pretend to Joys fo well refin’d.].

6 Should all the Forms that Men devife
Affault my Faith with treach’rous Art,
I'd cull them Vanity and Lies,
And bind the Gofpel to my Heart,

Mgy CXXXIL
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CXXXIL The Offices of Chrift.

1 W E blefs the Prophet of the Lord, *
That comes with Truth and Grace;
Fefus, thy Spirit and thy Word
Shall lead us in thy Ways.
2 We rev'rence our High Prieft above,
Who offer’d up his Bleood ;
And lives to carry on his Love,
By pleading with our God.

3 We Honour our exalted King,
How fweet are his Commands !
He guards our Souls from Hell and Sin
By his Almighty Hands.
4 Hofanna to his glorious Name,
Who faves by diff rent Ways 5
His Mexcies lay a fov’rc}gn Claim
To our immortal Praife.

CXXXIIL Tke Operations of the Foly
. Spirit.
1 Ji Ternal Spirit, we confefs,
And fing the Wonders of thy Grace;
Thy Power conveys our Bleflings down
From God the Father and the Son,

2 Inlighten’d by thine heavenly Ray,
Our Shades and Darknefs turn to Day;
Thine inward Teachings make us kdow
Our Danger and our Refuge too.
: 3 Thy
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3 Thy Power and Glory works within,
And breaks the Chains of reigning Sin;
. Dath our imperious Lufts fubdue,
And forms our wretched Hear:s anew.

4 The troubled Confcience knows thy Voice,
Thy chearing Words awake our Joys;
Thy Words allay the ftormy Wind,
And calm the Surges of the Mind.

CXXXIV. Circumcifion abolifbed. ;
!

1 T HE Promife was divinely free,
. Extenfive was the Grace
I will the God of Abrah’m be,
And of bis nuns’rous Race. |

- 2 He faid, and with a bloody Seal
Confirm'd the Words he {'Poke 3
Long did the Sons. of 4brab’m feel
Tie fharp and paintul Yoke,

. 3 Till God's own 8on defcending low
Gave his own Flefh to bleed ;
And Gentiles tafte the Blefling now
From the hard Bondage freed.
4 The God of Abral’m claims our Praife,
His Promifes endure, R
And Chrift the Lord in ‘gentler Ways
~ Makes the Salvation fure; :

celtoL

(R4

Cye

-y | Ms CXXXV.
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CXXXV. Types and Prophecies of
Chrift. - o

1 REhold the Woman’s promis'd Seed,
" Behold the great Vieffiab come 3
Behold the Prophets all agreed
To give him_the fuperior Room.

2 Abra’m the Saint rejoyc’d of.old,
. When Vifions of the Lord he faw 3.
Mofes the Man of God foretold
This great Fulfiller of his Law.

* 3 The Types bore Witnefs to his Name 5
Obtain’d their chief Defign, and ceas’d 5
The Incenfe, and the bleeding Lamb,
The Ark, the Altar, apd the Prieft,

4 PrediCions in abundance meet -
To join their Bleflings on his Head ;
j7q{t'lu, we worfhip at thy Peer, - = -
And Nations own the promis’d Seed.
CXXXVIL. Miracles atthe Birth of
- - Chrift. '

T T HE King of Glory fends his Son .
To make his Entrance ot this Earth j
Behold the Midnight: bright as’Noon,
And heav’nly Hofts declare his Birth.

.z About the young Redeemer’s Head -
What Wonders and what Glories meet !

[
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An unknpown Star arofé, and led
_ The Eaftern Sages to his Feet.

3. 8imeon and Auna both confpire
The Infant-Saviour to proclaim ;
Inward they felt the facred Fire, .
And blefs’d the Babe, and own’d his Name,

4 Let Fews and Greeks blafpheme aloud,
And treat the holy Child with Scorn ;
Our Souls adore th’ eternal God,

Who condefcended to be born. - - - o

CXXXVIL - Miraclis: in the Life,
Death and Refurreition of Chrift.

1 B‘Ehold the Blind their Sight receive;
Beho'd the Dead awake and live; ..
-The Dumb fpeak Wonders ; and the Lame
Leap like the Hart, and blefs his Nam?. .

2 Thus doth th’ Eternal Spirit own
And feal the Miffion of his Son 5
The Father vindicates his Caufe
While he hangs bleeding on the Crofs,

3 He dies; the Heavens in Mourning ftood 5
He rifes, and appears 4 God ;
Behold the Lord afcending high,
No more to bleed, no'more to die.

4 Hence and for éver from my Heart
I bid my Doubts and Fears depart,
And to thofe Hands my Soul refign,
Which bear Credentials {o divine.
Mg CXXXVIIIL,

|
|
!

|
|
|




o ‘JJ LA A B od Ld 44 . ade H 89

\Y

CXXXVIIL. The Power of the Gofpel.

I T HIS is the Word of Truth and Love,
-~ Sent to the Nations from above ;
Febovab here refolves to fhew
What his Almighty Grace can de.

2 This Remedy did Wifdom find,
To heal Difeafes of the Mind
‘This Sovereign Balm, whofe Virtues can
Reftore the ruin’d Creature, Man.,

3 The Gofpel bids the Dead revive,

~ Sinners obey the Voice, and live ;
Dry Bones are rais’d and cloath’d afrefh,
And Hearts of Stone are turn’d to Flefh.

[4 Where Saran reign'd in Shades of Night
The Gofpel ftrikes a heavenly Light ;
Our Lufts its wond’rous Power controuls,
And calms the Rage of angry Souls.]

[5 Lions and Beafts of favage Name
Put on the Natare of the Lamb ; \
While the wild World efteems it ftrange, ‘
Gaze, and admire, and hate the Change.]

6 May but this Grace my Soul renew,
Let Sinners gaze and hate me too
The Word that faves me does engage
A fure Defence from all their Rage.

e L=

CXXXIX.
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CXXXIX. The Example of Chrift.
1’ N Y dear Redeemer, and my Lord;

M I read m‘y Duty in thy Werd ; ’

But in thy Lite the Law ga];{x:ars,

Drawn out in living Charaélers, o !
2 Such was thy Truth, and fuch thy Zeal,

Such Def’rence to thy Father's Will

Such Love, and Meeknefs {fo Divine, .

I would tranfcribe and make them mine.

3 Cold Mountains and the Midnight Air
Witnefs'd the Fervour of thy Pray'r;
The Defart thy Temptations knew,
Thy Confli& and thy Viét'ry too.

4 Be thou my Pattern, make me bear
More of thy gracious Image here ;
Then God the Judge fhall own my Name
Amongft the Foll'wers of the Lamb.

CXL. Tke Examples of Chrift and the
Saints. '

— e —— o

e e o ——— =

] G I'V E me the Wings of Faith to rife:
Within the Veil, and fee

The Saints above, how great their Joys,
How bright their Glories be,

2 Once they were mourning here below,
And wet their Couch with Tears ;
Tl;;y wreftled hard, as we do now,
ith Sins, and Doubts, and Fears, I
: 3
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3 I ask them whence their Vict'ry came 5
* . They with united Breath ‘
Afcribe their Conqueft to the Lamb, .
Their Triumph to his Death, -
4 They mark"d the Footfteps that he trod
(His Zeal infpir'd their Breaft:) =
And, following their incarnate God,
Peffefs the promis’d Reff.
5 Our glorious Ecader claims our Praife
: For his own Patterg giv’n, |
While the long Cloud of Witneffes
Shaw the fame Path to Heav'n.

CXLL Fuith afffied by Senfo: Or,
Preaching, Baptifm, and the Lord s
Supper.. '

x M Y Sawiour God, my Sovereign Prince
Reigns far above the Skies !
* But baings his Graces down to Senfe,
And helps my Faith to rife.
2 My Eyes and Ears fhall blefs his Name,
‘They.read and hear his Word ;
My Touch and Tafte thall do the fame
a{hen.thvy receive the Lord,
3 Baptifmal Water is defign’d
To feal his cleanfing Grace; - .
‘While at his-Feaft of Bread 4nd Wine-
He gives his Saines a Place,

4 But

e —— e
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4 But not the Waters of 3 Flood - - R
Can make ny Fleth {o clean,
‘As by his Spirit and his Blood
He'll wafh my Soul from Sin,

. Not choiceft Meats, or nobleft Wmu
So much my Heat refreth,;
As when my Faith goes thro’ the Slgm,
And feecﬁ upon his Flefhs -

.. 6 Ilove the Lord that ftoops folow
) To give his Word a Seal; - )
But the rich Grace his Handp beftow ¢
Exgeeds the Fxgures fill. :

CXLIL Faztb in Chnﬁ our Sacrt Clo.

1 N OTall the Bloed of Beaﬂc
On Fewify Alears flain, -~ - -
Could give the guilty Conftience Pcace
3 Or wafh away the Stain, o
2 But Chnift the heav’ nly Lamb -
- Takes all our Sins away ; 500
A §acrifice of nobler Name, -~ - -
: And richer Blood than they.
3 My Faith would lay her Hand
K On that dear Head of thine, -
While like a Penitent I fland,
And there confefs my Sin.

4 My Soul looks back to fee
The Burdens thou didft bear
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when hanging on the curfed Tree,
And hopes her Guilt was there.

5 Believing we rejoice
To fee the Curfe remove ;
We blefs the Lamb with chearful Voice,
And fing his bleeding Love;

CXLIL Flefly and Spiris.

e WHat,diﬁ' 'rent Pow'rs of Grace and Sin
" Attend our mortal State?
I hate the Thoughts that work within,
And do the Works I hate,
2 Now I'complain, and groan, and die,
While Sin and Sazan reign :
Now raife my Songs of Triumph high,
For Grace prevails again.
3 So Darknefs firuggles with the Light
Till perfe@ Day arifes :
Water and Fire.maintain the Fight,
Until the weaker dies. .
4 Thus will the Flefh and Spirit ftrive,
And vex and break my Peace; ,
But I fhall quit this mortal Life,
And Sin for ever ceafe,
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CXLIV. Thke Effafion of the Stirit;
or, The Succefs of the Gopel.

1 () Reat was the Day, the Joy was great
t G When the divine Difciples met; ’
Whilit on their Heads the Spirit came,
And fat like Tongues of cloven Flame,

2 What Gifts, what Miracles he gave! :
And Power to kill, and Power to fave!
Furnifh'd their Tongues with wond’rous

(Words,

Inftead of Shields, and Spears, and Swords. -

3 Thus arm’d, he fent the Champions forth,
From Eaft to Wefl, from Soutk to North :
Go, and afferst sour Saviour's Caufe,

Go, [pread the Myf'ry of bis Crgfs.]

4 Thefe Wearons of the holy War,
Of what Almighty Force they are,’
To make our ftubborn Paffions bow,
And lay the proudeft Rebel low !

s Nations, the learned and the rude,
Are by thefe heav'nly Arms fubdu'd;
While Sarasm rages at bis Lofs,
And hates the Doftrine of the Crofs.  *

6 Great King of Grace, my Heart fubdue,
I would be led in Trivmph too, '
A willing Captive to my Lord, -

And fing the l;/i&'ries of his Word,.

CXLYV,
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CXLYV. St’gb? 'tbrougb s Glafs, and
Face t o Face.

¢ I Love the Windows of thy Grace -
- Thro’ which my Lord is fcen,
And long to meet my Saviour's Face
Without 2 Glafs between.

2 O that the happy Hour were come,
To change my Faith to Sight
1 fhall behold my Lord at Home
In a diviner Light.

3 Hafte, my Beloved, and remove
Thefe interpofing Days ;
Then fhall my Paffions all be Love,
. And all my Pow’rs be Praife.

CXLVL The Vanity of Creatures;
Or, No Reff on Earth.

I A N has a Soul of vaft Defires,
He burns. within with reftlefs Fires,
Toft to and.fro his Paffions fly
From Vanity to Vanity.

2 In vain on Barth we hope to find
Some {olid Good to fill the Mind,
We'try new Pleafures, but we feel
The inward Thirft and Tormeats flill.

3 So when a:raging Fever burns

We fhift from fi fide by tu
€ {hitt from fide to fide by turns, And

-
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And 'tis 2 poor Relief we gain
Tochange the Place, but keep the Pain,

4 Great God, fubdue this vicious Thirft,
This Love to Vanity and Duft;
Cure the vile Fever of the Mind,
And feed our Souls with Joys refin'd.

CXLVIL. Tbke Creation of the Horld,
Gen. i

x NO W let a [pacious World arife,
Said the Creator Lord :
At once th’ obedient Earth and Skies
Rofe at his Sov'reign Word, ‘

[ Dark was the Deep ; the Waters lay
Confus’d, and drown'd the Land:
He call’d the Light; the new-born Da
Attends on his Command. .

3 He bids the Clouds afcend oa high 3
The Clouds afcend, and bear
A wat’ry Treafure to'the Sky,
And float on fofter Air,

4 The liquid Element below
Was gather’d by his Hand 3
The rolling Seas together flow, -
-* And leave the folid Land,
5 With Herbs and Plants (a flow’ry Birth) @ .
The naked Globe he crown’d,
Ere there was Rain to blefs the Earth,
Or Sun to warm the Ground. '
6 Then
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6 Then headorn'd the upper Skies;
Behold the Sun appears,
The Moon and. Stars in Order rife
To mark out Months and Years.
7 Out of the Deep th” Almighty King-
Did vital Beings frame,
The painted Fowls of ev’ry Wing,
And Fifh of ev’ry Name.]

8 He gave the Lion and the Worm
At once their wond’rous Birth,
And grazing Beafts of various Form
Rofs from the teeming Earth,

9 Adam was fram'd of equal Clay,
Tho’ Sovereign of the reft,
Defign’d for nobler Ends than they,
. With God’s own Image blefs'd,

10 Thus glorious in the Maker’s Eye
‘The young Creation ftood :
He faw the Building from onol;ié .
His Word pronounc'd it g
11 Lord, while the Frame of Nature {lands
Thy Praife fhall fill my Tongue:
But the new World of Grace demands
_ A more exalted Song.

CXLVIIL God reconciled in Chrift

1 DEareﬁ of all the Names above,
My efus, and my God,
Who can refift thy heav’nly Love,
Or trifle with tly:Blood ?

e —

2 'Tii
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2 "Tis by the Merits of thy Death
The Father fimiles again ;
~"Tis by thine interceding Breath

The Spirit dwells with Men.

3 Till God in human Flefh 1 fee,
My Thoughts no Comfort finds
The Holy, ]guﬁ. and Sacred Three
Are Terrors to my Mind,

4 But if Immanuel’s Face appear,
"~ My Hope, my Joy, begins; ‘
His Name forbids my flavifh Fear,
His Grace removes my Sins.

5 While Jerus on their own Law rely,
And Greeks of Wifdom boaft,
I love th’ Incarnate Myflery,
And there I fix my Truft.

CXLIX. Honour to Magifirates; or,
Government from God. -

I ETemal Sov’reign of the Sky,
And Lord of all below,
We Mortals to thy Majefty
Our firft Obedience owe.

2 Our Souls adore thy Throne fupreme
And blefs thy Providence
For Maviftrates of meaner Name,
Our Glory and Defence. :
[3 The Crowns of Britifp Princes fhine -
With Rays above the reft,
: Where
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Where Laws and Liberties combine -
To make the Nation bleft.]
4 Kingdoms on firm Fourndations ftand
ile Vertue finds Reward ;

And Sinners perifh from the Kand
By Juftice and the Sword.

5 Let Cefar’s Due be ever paid -
To Cefar and his Throne, _
But Coniciences and Souls were made
To be the Lord’s alone. . -

CL. 7ke Deceigfulz_zef-s of Sin.

L S IN has a thoufand treach’rous Arts
To pratife on the Mind ;
With flatt’ring Looks -fhe tempts onr Hearts,
" But leaves a Sting behind. .

2 With Names of Virtue fhe deceives
The Aged and the Young :
And while the heedlefs Wretch believes,
She makes his Fetters ftrong.

3 She pleads for all the Joys fhe brings,
And gives a fair Pretence;
But cheats the Soul of heav’nly Things,
And chains it down to Senfe. -

4 So on a Tree divinely fair
Grew the forbidden Food 5 ‘
Our Mother took the Poifon there,
And tinted all ber Blood. -

1

e ———
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CLI. Prophecy and Infpiration,

1 ’T W A 8 by an ®rder from the Lord
The Ancient Prophets {poke his Word ;
His Spirit did their Tongues infpire,
And warm'd their Hearts with heav’nly Fire,

2 The Works and Wonders which the wrought
Confirm’d the Meffages they brought ;
The Prophet’s Pen fucceeds his Breath,
To fave the holy Words from Death.,

3 Great God, mine Eyes with Pleafure look
On the dear Volume of thy Book ;
There my Redecmer’s Face [ fee, '
And read his Name, who dy’d for me,

4 Let the falfe Raptures of the Mind
Be loft and vaniﬁz in the Wind ;
Here I can fix my Hope fecure,
This is thy Word, and muft endure,

LIL. Sinai and Sion, Heb, yij. 18,

&e.,

N O'T to the Terrors of the Lord,
The Tempeft, Fire, and Smoke,
Not to the Thunder of that Word
Which God on Sings fpoke 'y

But we are come to Sion's Hill,
The City of our God,

y
£

Whete ‘*
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Where milder Words declare his Will
And fpread his Love abroad.

3 Behold th’ innumerable Hoft
Of Angels cloath’d in Light ;
Behold the Spirits of the Juft
- Whofe Faith is turn'd to Sig ht.

4 Behold the blefi'd Afembly there,
Whofe Names are writ in Heav'n ;

And God, the ]ud‘ge of All, declares
Their vileft Sims forgw’n.

s The Saints on Earth, and all the Dead,
" But one Communion make ;
All join.in Chrift their living Head,
And of his Grace partake,

6 In fuch Society as this
My weary Soul would reft
The Man that dwells where Fefus is
Mutft be for ever blefs'd.

CLIIL The Diftemper, Folly and Mul-
nefs of Sin.

I S IN, like a venomous Difeafe,
. Infefs our vital Blood ;
‘The only Balm is Sov’reign Grace,
And the Phyfician, God.

2 Our Beauty and our Strength are fled,
And we draw near to Death ;
But Chrift the Lord recalls the Dead
With his Almighty Breath.

3 Mad-



B. 1L Spiritual Songs. 265
3 Madnefs by Nature reigns within,
. The Paifions burn and rage,
Till God’s pwn Son with Skill Divine
he inward Fire affwage.

[4 We lick the Duft, we grafp the Wind,
And folid Good defpife ; ;
Such is the Folly of the Mind . Z
Till Feftss makes us wife, : ‘v

s We“give our Souls the Wounds they feel,
e drink the peis’nous Gall,, '
And rufh with Fury down to Hell;

But Heav'n prevents the Fall.]

(6 The Man poflefs'd amongft the Tombs,
Cuts his own Flefh, and cries;
He foams, and raves, till 7efus comes,
And the foul Spirit flies.]

CLIV. Self-Righteoufuefs Infufficiens.

r« WHere are, the Mourners (faith the
~ " [Lord)

¢ That wait and tremble at'my Word,
“ That walk #n Darknefs all the Day ?

. % Come, make my-Name your Traft and

. A - [Stay.

[2 *“ No Works nor Dutiés iof your own

“ Can for the fmalieft Sin atone;

* 1 The Robes that Ntare may provide .

“ Wil nomyouﬂlmﬂv-PoUmiou-biga et

* 1.1 1o, tl'i" i t Iﬁ\’}x‘x‘”;‘; 20, : /
' N 3 “ The (
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3 * The fofeelt Couch that Nature knows
¢« Can give the Confience ne Repofe : !
* Look to my. Righteoufnefs; and live;
« Comfort and Peace are mine to give.}

4 “ Ye Sons of Pride that kindle Coals
¢ With your own Hands to warm your Souls,
« Walk in the Lighit of your own Fire,
« Enjoy the Sparks that ye defire.

5 “ This is'your Pertion at my Hands;
¢ Hell waits you with her Iron Bands,

“ Ye fhall lie down in Serrow there,
¢ In Death, in Darknefs, and Defpair-

CILV. Chrift -our Pafféver.

1 T ‘O, the deftroying Angel flies
L To fPharaaya‘s %{'ubbom Land!
The Pride and Flower of Fgypr dies:
By his vindictive Hand. -
2 He pifi'd theTents of Faced oler,
Nor paar'd thie Wrath Disine ;
He faw the: Bioart: orev'ry Deor;
And blefs'd the peaceful Sign.
3 Thus the appointed Lamb mait bleed
To break:th* F-gipriam Yokes

‘Thud dfraed is from Bbndage freed, :
And mammabgkmke; : ’
4 Lord; itmy Heart were fprinkled too
_Withi Bioo fy vich as thine, ~ .
L ) . Juﬂ,ce l
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Juftice no longer would pdrfue
- This guilty Sdal of mine.
5 Jefus our Paflover was flain,.
And has at once procur’d
Freedom from' Shitan’s heavy Chain,
And God's avenging Sword,

'CLVI. Prefamption and Defpair :

Satan’s varions Temptations.

I I Hate the Tempter and his Charms,
I hate his flatt’ring Breath g

The Serpent takesa thoufand Forms
To cheat our Souls to Death,

2 He feeds our Hopes with airy Dreams,
Or kills with flavifh Pear;
And holds us flill in wide Extreams,
Prefumption, o¢ Defpair,

3 Now he perfuades, how eafy 'tis.
o walk the Roai to Heav'n;
Anon he fwells our Sins, and cries, -
They cannot be forgiv's.

[4 He bids young Sinners, e forbear
Zo think of God or Death ;
For Prayer and Devotion are
Bat melancholy Breath.

5 He tells the Aged, They muft die,
And’tis too late to pray;
In wain for Mercy now they cry,
For tkey bave loft their Day.]

Or,

267
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6 Thus he fupports his crucl Throne ,\
BX Mifchief, and Deceit; - 4
And drags the Sons of 4daxz down
To Darknefs-and the Pit. '

7 Almighty God,- cut fhort his Power,
Let him in Darknefs dwell ;
And that he vex the Earth no more,
Confine him down to Hell.

CLVIIL The fame.

X NQW Satan comes with dreadful Roar,
And threatens to deftroy ;
He worries whom he can’t devour
With a malicious Joy.

2 Ye Sons of God, oppofe his Rage,
Refift, and he’ll be gone; .
Thus did our deareft Lord engage
And vanquifh him alone..
3 Now he appears almoft Divine
"Like Innocence and Love,- ' i
But the old Serpent Iurks within .
When he affumes the Dove.

4 Fly from the falfe Deceiver’s Tongue,
Ye Sons of Adam, fly;
-7 Qur Parents found the Snare too ftrong,
Nor fhould the Children try.

CLVIIL
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._CLVIII Few faved: Or, Tbe almofi f
Cbrtjhan, the Hypocrtte, zmd Afo» |

/iate.

1 BRoad is the Road that leads to Deatb
And Thoufands walk together thcrc 5
But Wifdom fhews a nartower Path ’
With here and there a Traveller. . -« -

2 Deng thy Self, and take thy Crof3, =~
Is the Redecrﬁ’er’s great Command 5~ °
Nature muft count her Gold but Drofs,
If fhe would gain this heav’aly Land.

3 The fearful Soul that tires and faints,
And walks the Ways of God no more,
1s but efteem’d almoft a Saint, =~ - -
And makes his own Deftrution fure.

4 Lord, let not all my Hopes be vain,
Create my Heart entirely new,
Which rites could ne’er attam,
Which fa?'(Poc Apoftates never knew.

CLIX. An unconverted State: 01,
Converting Grace.

[ GRat King of Glory and of Grace
We own with humble Shame .'

How vile is our degenerate Race,
And our firft Father’s Name.]

N 3 "2 From
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2 From Adam flows our tainted Blbod,
. The Poifon reigns within,
Makes us averfe to all that’s Goed,
7 And.willing Slaves to §in,
[3 Daily we break thy holy Laws,
And then reject thy Grace;
En:gag’d in the gld Serpent’s Caufe
‘Agaioft our Maker’s Face.]
4 We live efkrang’d afar from Geod,
Alxxu}.lloée xheDiﬁelnlno:.l.well; .
With Hafte we ryn the dang’rous Road
. That leads to Death ,a,n_d%{eﬂ.

s And can fuchi Rehels he reftor’dd
Such Natures made Divine !
Let Sinners.fee thy Glory, Lord,
And feel this Pow’r of thine?

6 We raife our Father’s Name on bigh,
~Who his pwn Spirit fends i
To bring rebellious Strangess nigh,
And ¢urn his Foes to Friends.

CLX. Cufiom in Sin.

1 ] E T the wild Zeopards of the Wood
~4 Put off the Spots that Nature gives,
Then may the Wicked turn to God,
And change their Tempers, and their Lives.

2 As well might Erbiopian Slaves

Waih out the Darknefs of their Skin s Th
¢
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The Dead as well may leave their Graves, -
As old Tranf{greffors ceafe to fin. ,

3 Where Vice has held its Empire long
*Twill not endure the leaft Controul 3
None but & Power divinely fitong
Can turn the Current of the Soul,

4 Great God, 1 own thy Power Divine,
That works to change this Heart of mirie g
I would be form'd anew, and blefs
. The Wonders of Creating Grace, - i

'CLXL Chriftian' Virtues:” Or, The
- Difficulty. qfﬂowaﬁvg. IS

H S’I‘ra.i't is the Way, the Door is fhrait
That leads to j’oys\on highs; -
*Tis but a few that find the Gate, .
While Crowds mjfake, and die, - . °
2 Beloved Self myft be'deny’d, . )
The Mind and Will renew'd,” - - 71+
Paffion fupprefs’d, and Patience try'd,
And vain Defires fubdu'd. -

(3 Flefh is a dang’rous Foe to Grace,
‘ Where it prevails and rules ;

“ Flefh rouf} be humbled, Pride sbst'dy : © |

Left they defiroy our Souls, -
4 The Love of Gold be banifhd hence, -
(That vile Idolatry) - S
And every Member, every Senfe -
In fweet Subjeltion lie.]

N s The
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5 The Tongue, that moft -unruly Pow'r,
Requires a firong Reftraint;
We muft be watchtul every Hour, .
And pray, but never faint,

6 Lord, Can a feeble helplefs Worm
}Fulgla Taﬂcﬂfoi‘lbard\?v . pcrf
T race muft all my Work perform,
. And give the free Reward,

CLXIL Afeditation ‘of Heaven: Or,
o TR
1 Mr;mugsu-?iaﬁnom thefe lower Skics,
And look within the Veil 5
There Springs of endlefs Pleafure rife,
_ 'The ,\gla,tm never fail, L.
2 There I beéhold with fiveet Delight .
The bleflfed Theee in One; - - -
And firong Affeitjons fix my Sight

>

s incarnate Son.

3 His Premife flands for ever firm,
His Grace fhall ne’er depart ;
He binds my Name u]!l»onz gis Am, = -,
And féals it on his Heart. '
4 Lightare the Pains that Nature brings, |
%l v {hart our Sorrows are,
When y.’+’: Etetnal Future Things
The Prefent we compare ! :

s I would not be a Stranger fill

To that Celeftial Pl
e Where
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Where I for ever hope to dwell
- Near my Redeemer’s Face. © - '

¢

. CLXIIL Conplint of Defertion’ ani
. ¢ .

mptations.

I DEar Lord, behold our fore Diftrefs; |
Our Sins attempt to reign; !

Stretch out thine Arm of conquering Grace, -
And let thy Foes be flain. - :

{2 The Lion with his dreadful Roar
Affrights thy feeble Sheep ; '
Reveal the Glory of thy Pow'r,
And chain him to the Deep. :

3 Muft we'indulge a long Defpair?
Shall our Petitions die? =
Our Mournings never reach thine Ear, ;
Nor Tears affect chine Eye?] - '

4 If thou defpife a mortal Groan,
Yet hear a Saviour’s Blood ;
An Advocate fo pear the Throne,
. Pleads and prevails with God, :
s He bought the Spirit’s pow’rful Swerd: -~
To{lay our deadly Foes;. |
Our Sians fhall die beneath thy Word,

And Hell in vain oppofe. = - B

[}

6 How boundlef§ is our Father’s Grace,
In Height, and Depth, and Length!.
He makes his Son our Righteou{he%s, :
- His Spirit is our Strenggh.
N s CrYIv,



CLXIV. The End of the World.

 § “] HY fhould this. Earth delight ys fo?
¥ Why fhould we fix our I%yea
On thefe low Grounds where Sorrows grow
And every Pleafure dies?

2 While Time his fharpef Teeth prepares
Qur Comforts to devour, e
. There is a Land above the Stars,
And Joys above hjs Power,
3 Nature fhall be diffolv’d and die,
The Sun muf} end his Race,
The Rarth and Sea for ever fly
Before my Saviour's Face. :
4 When will that glorious Marning sife
- When the laft ‘Trympet found,
And call the Nations to the Skies,
From underneath the Ground?

CLXV. Unfruitfulnefs, [k norquce, and
qq/g;zéiifj"d ;g’ﬁgiom. >

1 LON G have I fat benezth the Sound
. Ofthy Salvation, Lord,
But ftiil how weak my Faith is found,
And Knowledge of thy Word! = ~
3 Oft I frequent thy holy Place
Andrel:lear al‘moyﬂ in zain 3 '
How fmall a Portion of thy Grace
My Mem'ry can retain! L
T Tt R [3 M’

Sy
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‘ My dear Almighty, and my God, = -
s Zlow littleacgt tgou knowi’; *
By all the Judgments of thy Rod,
. And Bleffings.of tby Throne.]
(4 How cold-and feeble is my Love! :  ~
How negligent oy Fear! .. 1.
How low my Hope of Joysabove!: . *. %
How few Affetions there!] .- [ : '\

s Great Ged, thy Sov'reign Power impart ~ :

To give thy Word Succefs ;
Write ﬁle. Salvation in my Heart,
And make me learn the Grace. .

[6 Show my foegetful Feet thé Way = - .«
That leads td Joys on?h'igju;’ P
There Knowledge growsiwithout

And Love fhal pever die] | 0

CLXVL The Divézeééig‘é&ibnlg
| TSR S A :

TP USSR

1 HOW thall i aife th eternal'Ged,; 7" -

That Infinite unknown?
‘Who can afcend his high Abebe, - < ¢
Or venture neac his Throne?.- :
[2 The great Invifible! He dwells .
Conceal'd in dazling Lighe;
But his All-fearching %yc reveals
The Secrets of the Night.

N s 3 Thot
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3 Thaofe watchful Eyes that never ﬂtep
Survey the:World ‘aroand ;
His Wifdom is a boundlefs Deé
Where all our Thoughts are- drown’d J

[4Speak we of Strength ? His Arm is frong
To fave or to deftroy ;- .
Infinite ¥eats his Life pmlong, . e
And endléfs is his Joy.]- =

(s He knows na Shadow of a: Ghahge, D
Nor alters his Decrees; - - 7 -
Firm as a Roc¥k his Truth remains
To guaid his Promifes.]

[6 Sinners bqfore his Prefence diej -
How Holy is his Name!} - . " .1
His Asger and his jeajoufy -~ .~~~ 7
Burn like devouring. Flame] L

7 Juftice upon a dreadful Throne
Maingains the Rights.of God; . -
White Metcy fends her Pardons: down,
Bought with a Saviour’s Blood.

8 Now somy Soul, immortal ng,
Speak fome forgiving Word ;
" Then *twill be double %oy to Sng
The Glorics of my. Lond

CLXVIL




. IX. : ual Songs. 2
: AV "".1f.‘:’:,': ST

Cvan., The ,Diviu'perfeﬂ;om. =

1 GReat God, thy Glories fhall employ
My holy Fear, my humble Joy;,
gongs of Honour brin o
Thcxr nbute to th’ etefnal King.

{2 Earth and the Stars, and Worlds unknown,
Depend precarious on his Throne; .
All Nature han% upon his Word,
And Grace and Glory own their Lord ]

{3 His Sovereigri Power what Mortal kpaws?
If he command, who dares o pofe?
With Strength- he irds himJelf around,
And treads the Rebels to the Ground. ]

(4 Who'fhall preteiid ‘to teich him Skill? =~ *
uide the Counfels of his Wil ? .'
%hfdom like a Sea Divipe. -
Flows deep and high beyond our Line. ]

{5 His Name is Holy, and his Eye
Burns with immortal Jealoufy,;
He hates the Sons of Pride, and fheds
His fiety Vengeance on thelr Heads.]

{6 The Beamings of his piercin ight - .
Bn davk' I rify to Lighe;™
and. D ruftion naked be,

And Hell uncover'd to his  Eye.]

[7 Th’ eternal Law beforc hxm flands
 His Juftice with impartial Hands
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Dmda to all then- due Reward
Or by the Sceptre, or the Sword, i ]

[8.His. Metcy, \like a boundlefs Sea,
Wathes our Loads of Guilt away,
While his own Son came down and dy'd
T ‘engage: ‘his’ ] ce 6n.our- Slde )

{9 Each of his Words dqnands Fa.ul;
My Soul can reft.on all he ﬁmg
His Trut mvwltaBly keeps
- The largeft Promife of his prs]

10 O tell me witha gent),e Voxcg, )
T}l)ru ary my God, and I'll rejoice I-
'd wjth thy ove, I dare proclaim
he bnghteﬂ Honpnrs of thy Name.

Cnym The fame.

7Eh igns, his Throne is hi
His obes afe Light and Ma]e 5
His Glory fhines with Beams. fo bright '
No margal can fuﬂam the Sight. ',.' )

2 His Terrors keep the World in Aw
His Juftice ardsaJ s holy Law,
His Love reveals @ finiling Pace,
His Truth and Promife feal the Grace.

5 Thro’all hszorks hu Wifdom. fhines,
And bafRes Sz, a’z s deep Deﬁgm, ‘
His Pow’r Is Sov’reign
‘The nobleft Coun{éls of hxs Will

4 And wxll this glorious Lard defoond
be my Fatfe: and my Friend !

[}



Then let my Songs - with Angels joins -
Heav'n is ecune%?qu.be?r‘;xinc. -

CLXIX. The fame; as; the. cxlyiiith
Pfalﬂ'l.‘ " o oo

€ T HE Lord Febovab reigns, -

_ His Throne is bujlt an bigh s .
The Garments he affumes - . v
Are Light and Majefty; ..

His &lories fhine
With Beams fo bright, = -~ |
No marta) Eye . -

- Can bear the Sight.. - ., . -

.2 The Thundersof his Hand- - -~ 1

: Keewhcnide~World wmhAwesy . . -

~ His Wrath and Jufticefland. = - -~
To guard his holy Law; - )

" And where hisLave. = 7 - .
Refolyes to blefs, o .
* His Truth confirmg ~ .
And feals the Grace,

3 Thro’ all his ancieot Works . .
Surprizing Wifdom fhines,
Confounds the Pow’rs of Hell, = .
And breaks their curs’d Defigns.

Strang is his Arm
And Thall Rl B
_His great Decrees, o
His Sov’reign Will. e
4-And can zlm::;g.bty King - - -
Of Glory condefcend? ~ .
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.

And will he write his Name,
My Father anid my Friend?
. I love his Name,
:+ 1 love his Word 3
Joinall m Pow’ rs,
And prax the Lord.

CLXX! God Ineomprebcnﬁblc
Soverezgﬂ :

o * C AN Creatures to Perfe@ion find |
Th’ Eternal uncreated Mind ?
- Or can the largeft Stretch of Thought
Meafure and fearch his Nature out!

2 "Tis hlih as Heav'n, ’tis deep as Hell
And what can Mortals krow or tell ?
His Glory fpreads beyond the Sky,
And all {Ae thining Worlds on high

3 But Man, vain Man, would fain be wxfc.
Born like a wild oung Colt he. ﬂxes . 1
Thro' all the Follies of his Mind,’

And fwells and fnuffs the empty Wmd]

4 Godis a King of Power unknown,
Firm are the Orders of his Throne ;
If he refolve, who dare oppofe,

Or ask him why, or what he does?

s He wounds the Heart, and he makes wbolt,
He calms the Tempe{! of the Soul $

|

Whes:

. * Job xi. 7, &e.
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When he fhuts up in long Defpair, |

Who can remove the heavy Bar?. . . ..
6 * Hefrowns, and Darknefs vcils the Moon, I
_ The fainting Sun grows dim at Noon; = .. |
-1 The Pillars of Heav'ns flarry Roof " § ..
__Trembje and flart at his Reproof. b~

7 He gave the vaulted Heav'n its Form,
The crooked Serpent-and the Worm 3
He breaks the Billows with his Breath,
And {mites the Sons pf Pride to Death, -
8 Thele are a Portion of his Ways,
* But who fhall dare deftribe his Face? _
.-Who can endure his Light? Or fland ._
* "'To hear the Thunders of his Hand ?

P -

oay i = arRa =

"—f]ob‘ xxv. §o 1 Jobxxvi 1 k,' &e. T
‘ i |

— cmee th See e mee-ecc——as

The End of the Second Book,

Ceas
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prfu:ual Songs.
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BOOK IIf.

B

Prep.aréd for the Holy Ordinance of
the Lord’s Supper.

L ﬂe;Lqrd s Supper e{!m;ted 1 Cor-

xi. 23,
(Night,
1 W AS on that dark, thar doleﬁd
When Powers of Earth and Hell
(arofe
Againtt the Son of God's Delight,

And Frxends betray’d him to his Foes,
H]
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e seeeT

> Before the mournful Scene began
He took the Bread, and blefs’d, and brake
- What Leve thro™all his A&ions ran! :
What wand’rpus Wards of. Grace he fpake!

3 Tkis is my Body broke for Sin, o
Receive and.eat the biving Food: "~ * .
Then ook the Cup, andnileﬁ the Wine 3
*Tis the New Cov'sant i my Bloed.

“4 For us his Fle/h with Nails was torn,

He bore the 8courge, he felt the Thorn § °

' And Juftice pour'd upon his Head

» Its heavy Viengeance in our Stead. k1

's For us his vital Blood was fpile ~ ~

_ To buy the Pardon of our Guitt,” ” ' =
When far black Crimes of bigge(t 8Sive
He gave his Saul a Sacrifice. ]

—$ Do this (he cry’d) til Time frall end,

v Jn Mem'ry of your dying Friej:d; ot

" MMeet at my [able, gind record '

The Love of yatir departed Lond. - - ‘ -

7 Fefus, thy Feaft we celebrate, ~ -

We thow thy Death, wefiog thy Name, -
Till thou retyrn, and we fhalleat =
The Marriage Supper of the Lamb.]

'!- Com'
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II. Comrmunion with Chrift, and with
. Sajntsy 1 Cor. x." 16, 17.

[1 ¢ ESU & invites his Saints
. J7 Fo meet around'his Board §
Here gzrdon‘d Rebels fitand hold -
mmunion with their Lord.

2 For Food be gives his Flefh 5
He bids us drink his Blood ; ,
Amazing Favour! matchlefs Grace - - 5
Of our defcending God! ] Y

3 This holy Bread and Wine
Mairitains cur fainting Breath,
By Union with our living Lord,
And Intereft in his Death.

* 4 Our heay’nly Pathier calls
Chrift and his Members one 5
‘We the young:Children of his Love,
And he the firft-born San.
5 We are but feveral Parts -
Of the fame broken Bread 3
One Body hath its feveral Limbs,
But Fefus is the Head.
¢ Let all our Pow’rs be join’d
. " His glotious Name to raifes
Pleafure and Love fill every Mind*
And every Voice be Praife.

18
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1L Tbe Vew ﬁ/fammt in the Blood
of Chrift: Or, ke New Covenant
Jealed.

TH E ‘?mmjé my Farbcr’: Lm

Shall fland for ever good: co-
He faid ; and gave his Soul to Duth, :
And feal'd the Grace with Blood.

", To this dear Cov'nant of thy Word -
. I fet my worthlefs Name;
I feal th® Ensagement to my Lord,
And make my humble Claim.

3 The Li bt and Strength, and pard’nmg

And IZ' fhall be mine ; &Gm‘c.
My Life and Soul, my Heart and Fle
And all my Powers are thine, '
4 I call that Lega own ’
Which Fefus did Kequ&th 3

*Twas urchas‘d with a dyin Groan,
Andpratnfy’d in Death. yiog

s Sweet is the Mem’ry of his Name ‘
Who blefs'd us in his Will,
And to his Teftament of Love
Made his own Life the Seal.

IV. Chrift’s dying Love: Or, i,
Pardon bought at a dear. Prm'
I HOW condefccndmg and how kind

Was God’s eternal Son? :
. Our
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Our Mifery reach’d his heav’nly Mind
v Andrﬁtya brﬂughtﬁim?dmfz .n *
- When: Pufkicé by -our Sins provék’d
t Drew forth its dreadful gword,
He gave his Soul up to the Stroke
ithout & murni'ring” Word.]
[ 3 He funk beneath out feavy Woes
Toraife uy to' his Throne; -
. There’sne’er a Gift ki Hand beftowy -
But coff hiv Heart 2 Groaa.] - -

4 This was:Compaffion like a God,
That wher the Saviour knew *
The Price of Pardon was his Blood,
- . HisPity ne’er withdsew.:: - -
" ¢-Now tho’ he réigns‘exalted high,
His Love is flill as grear:
Well he remembers Ca/vary, -
Nor lets his Saints forget, =
(6 Here we behold his Bowels roll -
As Kind as wher he dy'd 5
And fee the Sorrows o'fz!s' Soul
~ Bleed theo’ s wounded Side.}
[ 7 Here we receive repeated Seals .
Of Fefus’ dying Love:
Hard is the Wretch that never feels
One foft AffeCtion move.] .

H ) R P
8 ‘Here let our Hearts begin to mlt,
While we his Death record, '
And with our Joy for pardan'd Guilt
Mourn that we pierc’d the Lord.
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V. Chsift the Bread of Lxﬁ, Jotn i
- 31, 3%, 394 .

: LET us adore th’ eternal Word,
*T'is heour Souls hath fed ; cta g
. ‘Thou att our living Stream, O Lo'd -
And thou th’ immorsak Bread. '

‘2 The Mamma came from lower Skm,
But Fefus from abave, Y
Where the frefk Sprin of Pleafure: nﬁ:
And Rivess flow with:Love. :.

' The Fetvs the Fathers dy’d at laft,
Who eat that heav’nly Bread
But thefe Provifions which we tafte
Can raife us from the Dead.}

+ Bleft be the Lord that gives his Flcfh
To nourifh dyin, fn
And oftan fpreads his Table fuﬂx
Left we fhould faint again'!.

; Our Souls fhall draw their heav’ nly B’reath

While Feftss finde Sup S&Ems,

Nor fhall one Graces to Death,
For. Fefus ncver dies;

6 Daily our mortal Fleft décays,
But Ch#ift ous Lifé fhall comeyg -
Hiis unrefitted Power Fkall raife -
Our Bodieyfrom.the Tomb:} -

Vi
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V1. The Memwrial of our abfess Lor.

John xvi. 16, Luke xxii. 19. Joh
-xiv7 3.

1 ©f ESU S is gone ahove the Skies,’
Where out weak Senfes reach him not;
And carnal Objets court our Eyes
To thruft our Saviour from our Thought.

s He knows what wand’ring Hearts we have,
Apt to f;t:r(get his lovely Face ;
And to refrefh our Minds he gave-
Thefe kind. Memorials of his Grace, .

3 The Lord of Life this Table fpread
. With his own Flefh and dying Blood ;
We on the rich Provifion feed. :
And tafte the Wine, and blefs the God.

4 Let finful Sweets:be all forgot,
And Earth grow lefs in our Efteem ;
Cbrift and his Love fill ev’ry Thoughrt,
And Faith and Hope be fix'd on him.

s While he is abfent from our Sight
*Tis to prepare our Souls a Place,

That we may dwell in heav'nly. Light,
And live for ever near his Face, , .

[6 Our Eyes look upwards to the Hills:
Whence our returningLord fhallcome; .
We wait thy Chasiots awful Wheels :
To fetch our longing Spirits home.]

A

4
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Crofs of Chrift, Gal. vi. 14.

) L

» R
“VIL. Crucifixion to the World by the E
{

|

g ; WHen I furvey the wond'rous Crofs
On which the Prince of Glory dy'd,
.« My richeft Gain I count but Lofs, .
.. And pour Contempt on all my Pride, -
.>e Porbid it, Lord, that I fhould boaft
.. Savein the Death of Chrift my God :
<" All the vain Things that charm me moft,
=, 1 facrifice them toiis Blood.
2 3 See from his Head, his Hands, his Feet,
.~ Sorrow and Love flow mingled down !
“  Did e'er fuch Love and_ Sorrow meet ?
Or Thorns compofe {o rich a Crown ?

+¥{4 His dying Crimfon like a Robe,
"~ Spreads o'er his Body on the Trce,
= Thenam 1 dead toall the Globe,
‘i, And all the Globe is dead to me.]

.55 Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, |
"~ That were a Prefent far too fmall ;

‘#*  Love fo amazing, fo divine,

tli Demands my Soul, ‘my Life, my AlL

Al

. .

1 (YOME let us join a joyful Tune
t C To ourexalted Lord, -
[ : () Ye

e VIIL. Tte Tree of Life.
4 . =
y
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| Ye Saints on high around his Throne,
| And we around his Board.
i 2 While once uron this lower Ground
| Weary and faint ye ftood,
What dear Refrefhments here ye found
From this immortal Food? ]

3 The Tree of Life that near the Throne
In Heav'n’s high Garden grows,
Laden with Grace, bends gently down
Its ever-fmiling Boughs.

- [4 Hov'ring amongft the Leaves there ftands
The {weet Celeftial Dove ;
- And Fefus on the Branches hangs
*  The Banner of his Love.]

5 "Tis a young Heaven of ftrange Delight
Whil% in lg)is Shade we fit ;g' 8
“His Pruit is pleafing to the Sight,
And to the Tafle as {weet.

. 6 New Life it fpreads thro’ dying Hearts,
And chears the drooping Mind ;
Vigor and Joy the Juice imparts
Without a Sting behrind.]
7 Now let the flaming Weapon ftand,
And guard all Ezen’s Trees:
There’s ne'er a Plant in all that T.and
That bears fuch Fruit as thefe.
- 8 Infinite Grace our Souls adore,
Whofe wond rous Hand has made
This living Branch of Sovereign Pow'r
To raife and heal the Deacfn
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IX. The Spirit, the Water, and the
Blood, 1 John v. 6.

[ T ET all our Tongues be one
To praife our God on high,
. Who from his Bofom fent his Son
- To fetch us Strangers nigh.

2 Nor let our Voices ceafe
To fing the Saviour’s Name ;
_ Sefus, th’ Embaflador of Peace
o How chearfully he came!

"« 3 Itcoft him Criesand Tears
-’ To bring us near to God ;
- . Great was our Debt, and he appears
- To make the Payment good.] -
[4 My Saviour's pierced Side,
, Pour’d out a double Flood 3
" .. By Water we are purify'd, - ,
:# " And pardon’d by the Blood.
" 5 Infinite was our Guilt,
But he our Prieft atones ;
. On the cold Ground his Life was fpilt, .
"‘ And offer’d with his Groans.]
-4 6 Look up, my Soul, to him,
. Whofe Death was thy Defert,
And humbly view the living Stream
t  Flow from his breaking Heart.
4+ 7 There on the curfed Tree
- In dying Pangs he lies,
O:2 Ful-
N
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Fulfils his Father's great Decree,
And all our Wants fupplies,

8 Thus the Redeemer came,
By Water and by Blood ;
And when the Spirit fpeaks the {ame,
We feel his Witnefs good.

9 While the Eternal Three

Bear their Record above,

Here I believe he died for me,
And feal my Saviour’s Love.

[10 Lord, cleanfe my Soul from Sin,
Nor let thy Grace depart ;
Great Comforter abide within,
And witnef$ to my Heart.]

X. Chrift Cracify'd; the H'ifdom and
Power aj,‘ God.

I NAture with open Volume ftands
4N To fpread her Maker's Praife abroad ;
And ev’ry Labour of his Hands
Shows fomething worthy of a2 God.

2 But in the Grace that refcu’d Man
His brighteft Form of Glory fhines;
Here on the Crofs 'tis faireft drawn
In precious Blood, and Crimfon Lines,

[ Here his whole Name appears complete
Nor Wit can guefs, nor Reafon prove
Which of thephc_tters beft is writ,

The Power, the Wifdom, or the Love.]
. 4 Here
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4 Here I behold his inmoft Heart
Where Grace and Vengeance ftrangely join,
Piercing his Son with fharpeft Smart,
To maﬁe the purchas’d Pleafures mine,

5 O the fweet Wonders of that Crofs
Where God the Saviour lov'd and dy'd !
Her nobleft Life my Spirit draws
From his dear Wounds and bleeding Side.

6 1 would for ever {peak his Name
In Sounds to mortal Ears unknown,
With Angels join to praifc the Lamb,
And worfhip at his Father’s Throne.

X1. Pardon brought to onr Senfes. .

(4

1 T ORD, how divine thy Comforts are !
-/ How heav’nly is the Place

Where Fefus fpreads the facred Feaft
Of his redecming Grace!

2 There the rich Bounties of our God
And {weetelt Glories fhine,

There Fefus fays, that I am bis,
And my Beloved’s mine,

3 Here {fays the kind redeeming Lord,
And fhews his wounded Side)
See bere the Spring of all your Foys,
That open’d when T dy;d. .
[4 He fmiles and chears my mournful Heart,
" And tells of all his Pain,

03 - - AR
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All this, fays he, 1 bore for thee,
And then he {miles again.]

5 What fhall we pay our heav’nly King
For Grace fo vaft asthis?
He brings our Pardon to our Eyes,
And feals it with a Kifs.,

[6 Let fuch amazing Loves as thefe
Be founded all abroad ;
Such Favours are beyond Degrees,
And worthy ofa God ] -

{7 To him that wafh’d us in his Blood
Be everlafting Praife, .
Salvation, Honour, Glory, Pow’s,

Eternal as his Days,

XIL ke Gofpel-Feaff, Luke xiv.
16, &c.

(x H O W rich are thy Provifions, Lord,
Thy Table furnifh’d from above,

The Fruits of Life o’erfpread the Board,
The Cup o’erflows with heav'nly Love.

2 Thine ancient Family the Fews
Were firft invited to the Feaft,
We hnmbly take what they refufe,
And Gentiles thy Salvation tafte.

3 We are the Poor, the Blind, the Lame,
And Help was far, and Death was nigh,
But at the Gofpel Call we came,
And every Want receiv'd Supply.

. 4 From

e il
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4 From the High.way that leads to Hell,
From Paths of Darknefs and Defpair,
Lord, we are come with thee to dwell,
Glad to enjoy thy Prefence here.]-

[ 5 What fhall we pay th’ Eternal Son
That left the Heav'n of his Abode,
And to this wretched Earth came down
To bring us Wand'rers back to God.

6 It coft him Death to fave our Lives,
To bu?v our Souls it coft his own
And all the unknown Joys he gives
Were bought with Agonies unknown,

3 Our everlafting Love is due: .
To him that ranfom’d Sinners loft
And pity’d Rebels when he knew -
The vaft Expence his Love would coft.]

X111. Divine Love making a Feaft, and

- calling in the Guefls, Luke xiv. 17,
22, 23.

| 3 H O W fweet and awful is the Place
With Cbrift within the Doors,
While everlafting Love difplays.
The choiceft of her Stores.

2 Here ev'ry Bowel of our God
With foft Compaffion rolls,
Here Peace and Pardon bought with Blood
Is Food for dying Souls.

(3 While all our Hearts, and 4ll our Songs,
Join to admire the Feaft,

4 Eact.
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" Each of us cry with thankful Tongues,
* Lord, Why was [ a Gueft?

4 * Why was I made to hear thy Voice,
* And enter while there’s Room ?
% When thoufands make a wretched Choice,
“ And rather flarve than come. ]

s *Twas the fame Eove that fpread the Feaft,
That fweetly forc'd us in,
Elfe we had ftill refus'd to tafte,
And gerifh’d in our Sin, -
{6 Pity the-Nations, O our God,
Conftrain the Earth to come ; \
Send thy vi€torious Word abroad,
And bring the Strangers home.
7 We long to fee thy Churches full,
That all the chofen Race,
May with one Voice, and Heart, and Soul, |
Sing thy redeeming Grace.] :

XIV. The Song of Simeon; Luke ii. |
28. Or, A Sight of Chrift mal:

Death e’@/}'.

1 NO W have our Hearts embrac’d our God,
We would forget all earthly Charms,
And with to die as Simeon wou'd
With his young Saviour in his Arms.

z Our Lips fhou'd learn that joyful Song,
Were but our Hearts prepar'd like his,
Our Souls fill willing to be gone,

And at thy Word depart in Peace.
. 3 Here

© i e ann
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3 Here we have feen thy Pace, O Lord, '
And view’d Salvation with our Eyes,
Tafted and felt the living Word,
The Bread defcending from the Skies,

4 Thou haft prepar’d this dying Lamb,
Haft fet his Blood before our Face,
To teach the Terrors of thy Name,
And fhew the Wonders of thy Grace.

s He is our Light, our Morning-Star
Shall fhine on Nations yet unknown ;
The Glory of thine Jfrael here, .

And Joy of Spirits near the Throne.

KV. Our Lord Jefus at bhis own :
Table. ’

1 "T'H E Mem’ry of our dying Lord
L T Awakes‘?thankful Tgn ue:
- How rich he {pread his Royal Board, >
And bles'd the Food, and fung.

2 ‘Hag»py the Men that eat this Bread, ;
ut double-blefs’d was he T
That gently bow'd his loving Head,
And lean'd it, Lord, on thee. .

3 By Puith the fame Delights we tafte . . -
As that §reat~ Fav’rite did, ;
And fit and lean on Zefus’ Breaft,’ '
And take the heav'nly Bread ]~ |

4 Down from the Palace of the Skies : |
. Hither the King defcends, |
: O s % Come
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"« Come, my Beloved, eat (he cries)
“ And drink Salvation, Friends.

[5s “ My Flefh is Food and Phyfick too,
s K Balm for alt your Pains:
* And the red Streams of Pardon flos
¢ From thefe my pierced Veins.]

6 Hofanna to his bounteous Love
For fuch a Tafte below!
And yet he feeds his Saints above
With nobler Bleflings too.

[7 Come the dear-Day, the glorious Hour
That brings our Souls to Reft !
Then we fhall need thefe Types no more,
But dwell at th’ heav’nly Feaft.]

XVL The Agonies of Chritt.
1 N O W let our Pains be all forgot,

Our Hearts no more repine,
Qur Suffrings are not worth a Though?,,
When, Lord, compar'd with thiue.

2 In lively Figures here we fee .
The {sleeging Prince of Love;
Each of us hope, He dy'd for me,
And then our Griefs remove.
£3 Our humble Faith here takes her Rif¥
- While fitting round his Board ;
And back to Calvary fhe flies L
To view her groaning Lord. {
4 His Soul, what Agonies it felt
- When his own God withdrew !
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And the large Load of all our Guilt
Lay heavy on him too,
s But the Divinity within
Supported him to bear :
Dying he con%ucr'd Hell and Sin,
And made his Triumph there.)

6 Grace, Wifdom, Juftice, join'd and wrought
The Wonders of that Day :

No mortal Tonﬁue nor mortal Thought
Can equal Thanks repay.

9 Our Hymns fhould found like thofe above,
Courd we our Voices raife ;
Yet, Lord, our Hearts fhall all be Love,
And all our Lives be Praife,

RXVIL Incomparable Food: Or, The '
Flefb and Blood of Chrift, *‘

1 E fing th’ amazing Deeds
f W Thatg Grace divin% petforms ;
Th’ Fternal God comes down and bleeds, i
“To nourifh dying Worms. i
2 This Soul-reviving Wine, |
Dear Saviour, ’tis thy Blood ;
We thank that facred Flefh of thine !
Por this immortal Food.] |

3 The Banquet that we eat,
Is made of heav'nly Things;
Barth hath no Dainties half fo fweet
As our Reedoemelb brings. e
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" 4 Invain had Adam fought
Ard fearch’d his Garden round,
For there was no fuch blefled Fruit
In all the happy Ground..

- 5 Th' Angelick Hoft above
Can never tafle this Food,

They feaft upon their Maker’s Love, -

But not a Saviour’s Blood.

6 On usth’ Almighty Lord
Beftows this matchlefs Grace,
And nieets us with fome chearing Word,
With-Pleafure in his Face,

7 Come all ye drooping Saints,

And banquet with the King,
This Wine will drown your fad Complaints,

And tune your Voice to fing,

8 Salvation to the Name
Of our adored Chrift :
Thro’ the wide Earth his Grace proclaim
" His Glory in the High'ft.

XVILL. Tbke fame.

1 7 ESUS, we bow before thy Fees,
Thy Table is divinely ftor'd:
Thy facred Flefh our Souls have eat,
"Tis Living Bread ; we thank thee, Lord!

3 And here we drink our Saviour’s Blood,
We thank thee, Lord, 'tis gen‘rous Wine;
Mingled with Love the Fountain flow’d
From that dear biceding Heart of thine.

30n
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¢+ 3 On Earth is no fuch Sweetnefs found,

-z~ For the Lamb’s Flefh is heav'nly Food:
In vain we fearch the Globe around
For Bread fo fine, or Wine o good.

4 Carnal Proyifions can at beft
But chear the Heart, or warm the Head,
"+ But the rich Cordial that we tafte,
Gives Life Eternal to the Dead.

s Joy to the Mafter of the Peaft,
His Name our Souls for ever blefs ;
To God the King and God the Prieft
A loud Hofannab round the Place.

XIX. Glory in the Crofs; Or, Not
L afbamed of Chrift Crucify’d..

1 AT thy Command, our deareft Lord,
Here we attend thy dying Featt ;

. Thy Blood like Wine adorns thy Board,

And thir2 own Flefh feeds every Gueft,
2 Our Faith adores thy bleeding Love..
And trufls for Life in one that dy'd 5

We hope for h-av'nly Crowns above
- From a Redeemer Crucify'd. '

3 Let the vain World: pronounce it Shame;
. And fling their Scandals on the Caufe;
~ We come to boaft our Saviour’s Name,
And make our Triumphs in his Crofs,

4 With Joy we tell the fcoffing Age -
He that was dead has left h‘igs T%mb,~ .
H-

‘ -

e ey . ——TY
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He lives above their utmoft Rage,
And we are waiting till he come.

| XX. The Provifions for the Table g
our Lord: Or, The Tree of Lif,
and River of Love. .

1. LO R D, we adore thy bounteous Hand,
‘And fing the folemn Feaft
Where {weet Celeftial Dainties fland
For ev’ry willing Gueft.

[2 The Tree of Life, adorns the Board
With rich immortal Fruit,
And né’er an angry flaming Sword
To guard the Paffage to't.

3 The Cup ftands crown’d with living Juice;
The Fountain flows above,
And runs down ftreaming for our Ufe
- In Rivulets of Love.]

4 The Pood’s prepar’d by heav'nly Art,
The Pleafures well refin'd, :
They {pread new Life thro’ ev'rv Heart,

~ And chear the drooping Mind.

s Shout and proclaim the Saviour’s Love
- Ye Saints, that tafte his Wine,
Join with your Kindred Saints above,
_ In loud Hofamnas join.
6 A thoufand Glories to the God,
That gives fuch Joys as this,
Hofanna! let it found abroad, -1
And reach where 72fiss is.
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"2 efus, the God that fought and bled,

.0e ML OPISIUGE QOBES.

XXI. The Triumphal Feaft for Chrift’s
Viétory over Sin and Death, and

Hell.

 {*OME, let us Lift our Voices high
C C High as our Joys arife, %
And join the Songs above the Sky,
Where Pleafure never dies.

And conquer’d when he fell, _
‘That rofe, and at his Chariot- wheels
Drag'd all the Powers of Hell. ]

[ 3 Fefus the God invites us here
To this triumphal Feaft, -
And brings immortal Bleffings down
For each redeemed Gueft,

4 TheLord! how glorious is his Face!
How kind his Smiles appear !
And O what melting Words he fays

To every humble Ear! .

¢ ¢ For you, the Children of my Love,
‘It was for you I dy'd,
*¢ Behold my Hands, behold my Feet,
¢ And look into my Side.

6 * Thefe are the Wounds for you I bore,
¢ The Tokens of my Pains,
¢ When I came down to free your Souls
« From Mifery and Chains.

[7 ¢ Juftice unfheath'd its fiepy Sword,
% And plung'd it in my Heart:

{3 Iﬂ”
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« Infinite Pangs for you I bore,
* And moft tormenting Smart.

8 « When Hell and all its fpiteful Pow'rs
‘ Stood dreadful in my Way,
“ To refcue thofe dear. Lives of yours
‘ I gave my own away.

9 “ Butwhile I bled, a..d groan’d, and &',
“ I ruin’d Satan’s Throne,
“ i’gh on my Crofs | hung, and ipy 4
¢« The Moniter ‘tumbling down,

10 * Now you muft triumph at my Feaft,
« And tafte my Flefh, my Blood ;
¢¢ And live etgrnal Ages blegs’d, )
¢ For 'tis immortal Food.

1t ViQorious God ! what can we pay
For Favours fo divine?
We would devote our Hearts away
‘To be for ever thine.]

12 We give thee, Lord, our higheft Praife,
The Tribute of our Tongues ;-
But Themes fo infinite as thefe .

Exceed our nobleft Songs.
XXIL The Co;n;;q'ﬁon‘ of a dying
Chrift.

r O U R Spirits jain t’ adore the Lamb ;
O that our feeble Lips could move

In Strains immortal as his Name,
And meking as his dying Love.

- 2 Was
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2 Was ever equal Pity found ?

" ‘The Prince of Heaven refigns his Breath,
And pours his Life out on the Ground,
To ranfom guilty Worms from Death,

[3 Rebels, we broke our Maker’s Laws ;
He from the Threatning fet us free,
Bore the full Vengeance on his Crofs,
And nail'd the Cutfes to the Tree.]

[4 The Law proclaims no Terror now,
And Sinai's Thunder roars no more; -
From all his Wounds new Bleffings flow,
A Sea of Joy without a Shore. .
Here we have wafh’d our deepeft Staing, -
And heal’d our Wounds with heav’nly Blood -
Blefs’d Fountain! fprinéin from the Veins
Of Fefus our incamnate ocf]

6 ‘In vain our mortal Voices firive
To {peak Compaffion fo divine ;
Had we a thoufand Lives to give,
A thoufand Lives fhould all be thine.

KWL Grace and Glory by the Death
of Chrift.

[1SItting around our Father’s Board
We raife our tuneful Breath 3

Our Faith beholds her dying Lord,
And dooms our Sins to Death.]

2 We
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‘2 We fee the Blood of 7efus fhed,
-Whence all our Pardonsrife ;
The Sinner views th* Atonement made,
And loves the Sacrifice.

3 Thycruel Thorns, thy fhameful Crofs
Procure us heav’nly Crowns;
Our higheft Gain {prings from thy Lofs
Oar Healing from thy Wounds.
4 O ’tis impofiible that we
Who dvpv:gin feeble Clay,
Should equal Suff’rings bear for thee,
Or equal Thanks repay.

XXIV. Pardon and Strength Jrom
' - Chrift.’

) FAther, we wait to feel thy Grace,
To fee thy Glories fhine;

The Lord will his own Table blefs,
And make the Feaft Divine.

2 We touch, we tafte the heav’nlyBread,
We drink the facred Cup 3
With outward Forms our Benft is fed,
QOur Souls rejoice in Hope.

3 We fhall appear before the Throne
Of our forgiving God,
Drefs’d in the Garments of his Son,
And fprinkled with his Blood.

4 We fhall be trong to run the Race,

And climb the upper Sky 3 Cirif
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Chrift will provide our Souls with Grace,
e bought a large Supply.

" [5 Let us indulge a chearful Frame,
For Joy becomes a Feaft ;
.~ We love the Mem’ry of his Name
. More than the Wine we tafte.]

XXV. Divine Glories and Graces,

HO’W are thy Glories here difplay'd,
7 &3 . Great God, how bright they thine,
While at thy Word we break the Bread,
. -.- And pour the flowing Wine !

~ 3 Herethy revenginﬁr]'u{ﬁce ftands
: And ple:ds its dreadful Caufe s
. Here faving Mercy {preads her Hands
Like 3@5;: on the Crofs.

3 Thy Saints attend with ev'ry Grace,
. 6n this great Sacrifice;
*  And Love appears with chearful Face,
And Faitlg with fixed Eyes,

4 Uhur Hope in waiting Pofture fits,.
To Heav’n direfts her Sight;
Here ev’ry warmer Paffion meets,
And warmer Powers unite,
5 Zeal and Revenge perform their Part ;
And rifing Sin deftroy ;
Repentance comes with aking Heart,
Yet not forbids the Joy.

.6 Dear
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6 Dear Saviour, change our Faith to Sight,
Let Sin for ever die ;

Then fhall our Souls be all Delight,
And ev’ry Tear be dry.

] Cannor perfuade myfelf to put a full Period
to thefe Divine Hymns, til} I bave aldrefs's
a fpecial Soug of Glory to God the Fatber, ‘tke
Son, andthe Holy Spirit. Thbo’ the Latin Name
of it, Gloria Patri, be retained in our Natim
Jrom the Roman Church; and tko’ there may be
Jome Exceffes af fuperflitious Hamour. paid to she
Words of 1¢, which may bave wyought fome us-
happy Prejudices i3 weaker Chriftians, set I be-
lieve 12 Mkl to be one of the ncbleff Parts of
Chrifiian Worjbé'g. The SubjeCt of it is 1be
Doltriné of the Trinity, which is that peculiar
Glory of the Divine Nature, that our Lord Jefus
Chrift bas fo clearly revealed untoMen, and is
Jo nkceffary 10 true Chrifiianity. The Altion is
Praife, which is one of rhe mof complete ani
exalted Parts of beavenly Worfoip. I bave ¢
the Song tnto a Vaviety of Forms, and have fit-
ted 1t by a plain Verfion, or.alarger Parapbrafe,
to be jzng either alone, or at the Conclufion of |
another Hynn, I bave added alfo a Ho-
fannas, or Afcriprions of Salvation w Chrilt, in
the fame Manner, and for the (ame End. ‘
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A Song of Praife to the ever-bled
Trinity, God the Father, Som, .g;d _
Spiris, |

—

XXVL 1t Long Metve.

.1 RLefs’d be the Father and his Love,

3 To whofe Celeftial Source we owe
Rivers of endlefs Joy above, c
And Rills of Comfort here below.

3 Glory to Thee, great Son of God,
From whofe dear wounded Body rolls -
A precious Stream of vital Blood,
Pardon and Life for dying Souls,

3 We give the facred Spirit Praife, .
Who in our Hearts of Sin and Woe
Makes living Springs of Grace arife, .
And into boundlefs Glory fow.

4 Thus God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit we adore, .
That Sea of Life and Love unknown,
Without a Bottom or a Shore,

XXVIL 1%t Common Metre,

1 GLo? to God the Father’s Name,
Who from our finful Race
Chofe out his Favrites to proclaim
‘Thhe Honours of his Grace, :
: o 2 Glory
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2 Glory to God the Son be paid, ‘
© Who dwelt in humble Clay,
.~ And to redeem us from the Dead
Gave his.own Life away.
3 Glory to God the Spirit give,
From whofe Almighty Power
Our Souls théir heav'nly Birth derive,
And blefs the happy Hour.

4 Glory to God that reigns above,
Th’ Eternal Three and One,

Who by the Wonders of his Love
Has made his Nature known.

XXVIIL 1% Short Metre.

1 LET God the Father live -
- For ever on our Tongues ;.-
Sinners from his firft Love derive
The Ground of'all their Songs.

2 Ye Saints, émKi&y your Breath
In honour to the Son, '

Who bought your Souls from Hell and Death
By off 'ring up his'own. ‘

3 Give to theSpirit Praife

Of an immortal Strain,

Whofe Light and Power and Grace conveys
Salvation down to Men. .

4 While God the Comforter
Reveals our pardon’d Sin,
O mg; the Blood and Water bear

he fame Record within,
2 b TO
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s To the Great One and Three Y
That feal this Grace in Heav'n,

The Father, Son, and bpmt, be , .
Eternal Glory giv'a. o f

3

XXIX. 2d Lotxg Mezre, b

1 GLory to God the Trinity, .
Whofe Name has My{l‘i ries unknown,
In Effence One, in Perfon Three;
A focial Nature, yet alone.

2 When all our nobleft Pow’rs are join’d i
The Honours of thy Name to raife, i

Thy Glories over-match our Mind, . = |
'lzhe Angels faint beneath the Praifé. 1

XXX. 2d Common Metre.. o

1 T HE God of Mercy be ador’d, '
Who calls our Souls from Deatb S
Who faves by his Redeeming Word, »’.* 7
And new-creating Breath, e
2 To praife the Father and the Son ' «
And Spirit all Divine, ’
The One in Three, and Three in One, '
Let Saints and Angels j ]om :

YYY? 4
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XXXI ad Sbort Metre.

i LET God the Maker’s Name
Have Honour, Love and Fear,
To God the Saviour pay the fame,
And God the Comforter.

2 Father of Lights above,

- Thy Mercy we adore,
The Son of thy Eternal Love,
And Spirit of thy Pow’r.

KXXIL 34 Long Metre.

T O God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Be Honout, Praife and Glory giv'n

By all on Earth, and all in Heav’n.

- XXXIIL Or thus

ALL'Gld‘ry to thy wond’rous Name,
Father of Mercy, God of Love,
Thus we exalt the Lord, the Lamb,
And thus we praifé the heav’nly Dove.

XXXIV. 34 Common Metre.

N OW let the Father and the Son
And Spirit be ador'd,
Where there are Works to make him known,
. Or Saints to Jove the Lord.
X XXV.
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XXXV. Or thus.

HOnour-to thee, Almighty Three ,
' And everlafting One 5 o
All Glory to the Father be, i
The Spirit, and the Son. |

1

XXXVL 3¢ Short Metre.

YE Angels round the Throne, ,‘
And Saints that dwell below, |
Worthip the Father, love the Son, \
And bicf the Spirit too. -

XXXVIIL. Or thus.

G!ve to the Father Praife,
Give Glory to the Son,
“And to the Spirit of his Grace
Be equal Honour done,

XXXVIIL A Song of Praife 0 the
Blefled Trinity, The it a5 the
cxlviii® P falm.

E I Give immortal Praife

#+ To God the Father’s Love
For all my Comforts here:
And betrer Hopes above

He fent his own

Eternal Son,

To die for Sins

That Man had cgme.

2 To
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2 To God the Son belongs
Immortal Glory too,
Who bought us with his Blood
From everlafling Woe : )
And now he lives,
And now he reigps,
And fees the Pruit
Of all his Pains.

3 To God the Spirit’s Name
Immortal Worfhip give,
Whofe new creating Power
Makes the dead Sinner live :

His Work compleats
The great Defign, -
And fills the Sout
With Joy Divine, -

4 Almighty God, to Thee
Be endlefs Honours done;
The Undivided Three 5
And the Myfterious One:

Where Reafon fails
With all her Pow’rs,
There Faith prevails,
And Love adores.

XXXIX. The iit as the cxlviiit Pfalm.

1 TO him that chofe us firt
Before the World began,
To him that bore the Curfe
To fave rebellious Man,

. b 1L

To

. — S——




8. 11L.  Spiritual Songs. 315
‘To him that form’d
Our Hearts anew,

Is endlefs Praife
And Glory due.

2 The Father’s Love fhall run
Thro’ our immortal Songs,
We bring to God the Son
Hofannas on our Tongues:
Our Lips addrefs -

_ * The Spirit’s Name
With cqual Praife | "~
And Zeal the fame.

3 Let every Saint above,

And Angel round the Throne,

For ever blefs and love -

The facred Three in One:
Thus Heaven fhall raife
His Honours high
When Earth and Time
Grow old and die. )

XL. The iiit as-tbe cxlviii® Pfalm,

O God the Father’s Throne
Perpetual Honours raife ;
Glory to God the Son, .
To God the Spirit Praife :
And while oyr. Lips . -
Their Tribate bring, .\,
Our Faith adores , | , -
.v:.The Name we fing.,
P2 ‘ XLI
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XLI. Or thus. - :

. T O our Eternal God,

A  The Father and the Sen,
And Spirit all Divine, - e
Three Myflerics in One,

Salvation, Pow’r, -,
And Praife be giv'n,
By all on Earth
And all in Heav'n. .

The HOSANNA; or, Salvatios
aferit’d to Chrift. - :
XL1. Long Metre. ‘

1 T JOfanna to king David's Son
Who reigns on a fuperior Throne;
We blefs the Prince of heavenly Birth
Who brings Salvation down to0 Earth.

2 Let every Nation, every Age '
In this delightful Work engages:
Old Men and Babes in Sion
The growing Glories of her King.

XL, .Common Metre.

1 HOfanna to the Prince of Grace,
Sion, behold t}% King; "
Proclaim the Son of David's Race,
And teach the Babes to fing.
2 Hofanna to th’ Incarnate Word
Who from the Father cdme 5
Afcribe Salvation to‘the Lord'
With Bleffings on his Name. '
. - XLIV.
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XLlV. Short Metre. .

!
b Ofanna to the Son
H Ot David and of God, .
Who, brought the News of Pardon down
' And boight it with his Blood.
+. 2 To Chrift th’ ancinted King
Be endlels Bleflings givn,
Let the whole Earth his Glory fing
Who:made our Peacc with Heav'a.. . .

XLV. As the c'xl‘viii“f Pfalm.

S HOjme to the King

v

Of David’s ancient Blood :
Behold he comes to bring
Forgiving Grace from God:

= Let Oldamd Young- - —-—— - --
- Actend his ‘Way, :
'And at his Feet .
~ Their Honours lay.
2 Glory to God on high,
Salvation to.the Lamb ;.
Let Earth, and Sea, and Sky
His wond’rous Love proclaim:. -
Upon his Head
Shall Honours reft ;
And ev'ry Age
Pronounce him blefs’d. .

The EN Di
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0. And Preyer pn'iick [ 91
Hwnmy and Pride a, 027, snd Mewt-
Hypochil) sad ot 136 e
ypocrily [ %
pocrite, M Chrigtian

iy :"rofm e
efus
evs. 5 M ’ Gofpel, Curift,

':nn:g:g ::glnd a u. [}

1mpenheace b.uc
ucmnuu Chrilt a.

lnm‘l‘_nb
Inconflaacy of ewr Love
Iofants. See Children.

Ingratitude :rldud
Ianfpiration np&q"

Chrift b,

Interceflion
Corift

Invitation
f the

hed w“:l)'-i;"“"‘ﬁ

a the Baptift’s . -
ofhwa, Aaron, end Mofes b 1.

“’r‘ aith };ﬁ

Profrelt m. Death esfy b,
W.efp -f i humble b. om , P ond Love 3, 108,
from Sin and M'fery th 86, 162. Cernet parted with b 20,
noped  for by Chrift’s xckmah- 15 lp wpem Rersb 2. 1)¢.
2. 26 Infured «nd prepared fy a. 17, b.jo,19. § veflored b. 73,
ghl:u.'; so:: 11? c’lla“fl ..lm 9:. ] R il !;" lighe, Coorh.t:

od an rift s adgment 2 4¢ »
Moo "seatery shern . 350 Dokl o el b. G2, PSR e
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Judificatios a. r
Faith met by $Vurks a. 94 109. and

1. Sea Pardon. 8y Martyrs glerified 2 19, g'

Mary the 17.rgi="s Somp

. »
Sanitification a. 7, 30, B0, B§ B. Mediator the V1) te the Throne ¢
9). and Ghry a3 ace h, 103
K N;dinvlnn of Heaven bfc(n; and

. i
K tssdom aud il of Chrif 2. 11 Memory weak b 163
of Carift among Men 2. 21,05, Memorial of ons abfent Lard €. G

of God Bsernal b. 67. Supreme b.

(1)
Koowledge end Faith in Corifl a. IO;‘:
Sawing from God a.15,12,93

L See Chrift.

Law convinces of Sin 3. 15, condemns
3.94 and Gofpel . 120, 121512
and Gofpal finn’d againk an

Levitical Prisfbeed fx filled in (ihuu

13

Life frail end fuccesding Beernityb .
preferdd .6, 9, 8, fg. fh.rs, fnl‘:’,
miferable 3.82. b 39, §8. The Do
of Gracs and Hope 3.

Light «nd Salvation iy Jefus Chrik
8 §O. in Darknefs oy the Prefense
of God b. g4 Given to the Blind

811,18

Long-Suff:rance. Seoe Patience.

Lord Jefus o8 bis own Tatle a. 66
€. 1§ Swopery Preaching, and Bap-
sijm b. 141, Supper Infituted c. 1.
Day 8. 72. Delightful b sy. Table
ér;v:f'd for €. 30. Sea more in

121108

loﬁ‘:: of Chrift mncbargeablea. 11,39. N

d abroad in the Hears . '3§. its
Bangues 2.68. C.15. of Corilt, tn
3¥ords and Deeds 2, 7y. of Chrift
#ss Stremgeb o, 78. unfeen 3. 108 to

Cnrit b. 300, s God fant and
powerful b. 38, and ;u:::[a. 130.
Baith end Frg 8. 108, and Charity

A 133, of God In fending his Sm
2 100. b. 103, 104. 80 G .d and enr
Neightowr 2. 116  Religin vain
it it 3, 134. Posco and Mesks
®efs 8. 108, a} Chnt dying <. 4,
22. te God incenflant B. 20, 1o the
Greatares dangerous b, 48. Diflin-

g 2.11,12. b. 96, 97

A“(a, "b ‘“Dlﬂﬂ[" of Stn
M ’ b 1¢3

iftrates honenred b. 139
ajelty of God rervible b. 12, &x
Malice and Lowe . a. 130
Man fsved and Angels punihod b. 96,
©7. morsal and wals a. 82. bis Fall
and. Resovery 2. 10
Mygriyrdom a4 g

L.
Amb rthet mas fain 2.1, 2§, 62.

7 Pacdon « Sufficiency. of it b, 8.

M(e‘rci-s (‘(lm.nlrb. l:t 1r. Set
srace rath, Thanlks.
MefRah born 2. 60. com+ b, 12
Mictiael’s FVer with the Dragona ¢S
Minifters C.mmifion a %
lhn;tlry of Aagels b. 18, of the G J-
e 2.10
“i,fev\‘ ond Shm sanifh’d from Heaves
. 86. and Shortaifc of I fe Db.39.
withowt G-d in the 1V rd b 6,
Sinners, See Sinuer, Deain,

Hell.
Morning and Evesing Songe 2. 79, ¥o,
" M Ao
Mortality end Vanity o Man 2. R2
Mortification toshe W.rid by the S ghe
of God b. 48. by she Crofs +f Cliruty
b. 116 c.»

M fes and Chrift a, 49, 118, Mofe
dring b. 49. Arroni and ]nihua

n.

Mouarning. See Complaiat, chen’-
tance,

Myiteries prveal’d a1,

N Ational Mercies ond Thanks b. 1,

e

Nativity of Chrift 2.2,8.13
ature end Grace 2. 104, Corrsre
rom Adam a. ¢7.b. 128
Neighbvour and Cod low:d 2116
New Covenant feal'd c. 3. Premifes
2.7. Sing 8.0, Creature 8, Qo Tel 1-
ment In~ the B.ood of Chrintt C. 3.
€reation 3. 0¢. b. 130. Eirth 2. ¢
November ¢tb. A Sung of Praife
o. b. o3-

Bedierce evangelical 3. 140, 113
o Old _1ge, u:(mab of the Un-
converted a. 9t
OReace not tebegiven ~  2.116
Offices and Operation of the Roly Spi-
rie b, 133, end of Chritt 2. 1 G -

5 150. b. 32
Of've Tree, the wild_snd gd 2, 114
Ordinances. See Worlhjp, Lord’s

Supper.
Origin:l sin a, ¢7. Se¢ Adam, Na-
ture, .

P
pAins, Comfort mnder them b, g0
Par:dife o Earth  ° b. 30, $9.
ang.
Confeffin 2. 131, and Jrength from
[ s s ChiiR



(, wift ¢, 24 &wgln ot a dear Price
€. 4. and Suntlification by Faith a,

T

Prophecies and Tysesof Chr ne.rpfe
Iafpivation and

b.150
9. . Q0. brought toour Senfesc. 10 Profperity and Adverfry ;. C-éiuc

Parerts and Chidren a. 113,
Cinvey nnt Grace
Paffover,~Chrift is oxrs b. 15y
Patlion,  see Chrilt, Sufferings, An.
ger, Love
Pmencc wider ARiFons 2., 120
b. 109 of God producing bR:;onwm
. 4, 10§
Peace «f Confcience b. §7. and Con-
tention a, 130. Su Cﬂmfoﬂ.]»«y.
PerieQions of God b. 166--169. Per-

nq

99 ProteRion frem firitusl au:én ».

82, oghlbo Churcha. 8;12,23. soe

Providence b. ¢6. ¢>sased by Chrift
a, t. over ARiVUont and Deew
a. 35;’1;1‘)4»'&«[: b. 109. prejrersas
and a R {

Frovifions, See Gofpel.l.ord‘s'l’amt

Publick Ordinances. See Worthip.

Publicaa «nd Prarifee a

Jevering Graer 2. 16, ;; 48,§1,138 ~Puaithment for sin. Soe Hell. a. -

Perfon of Chrift _ghrloumd gnmu

1 4
Pharitee «nd Publican . ‘
Pilgrimage of the Saints b. n
Pleafures of & good Confelencs b.
of Religlon b.30, §9. Sinful, forfa m
b.10, 11, their Vanity and Danger

b. 108
Poverty of soirle 2.102, 127
Jower of God_a
Corift eracify’d b. 126 €. 10. and
Goudnefs of God awfui a. 42. b. 80
Praife imperfelt on Evrth b. §. for
idl’ Protetlion and Prefervation b,
6,7, 8. frim Angels b. 27, frem
rbv Creattin. 1. te the Redecmer
€, 28,20, 3§, 7O. te the Trinity
t. ﬁ- -4t or Teation and Redemp-

- 3¢
P rayer and Praife a, 8, for Del: weranee
anfwer’ a. 30
Preachin;, ‘Baptifm and the bLo:-a :
4
Prcdemnatwn. See Eletion.
Preparation for Death 2. 27. Se¢
Death,
Pieiumption end mjpdr n.éu;;
156, 1§
Prefence of God In Worﬂﬂ, b. 45
ngbt in Darkneft b. §4. in Deash
a.19. b. 31, 49. C. u. ln Life and
Death b, lg or Abjemcs of Chrift
b. §0. of Chrift in W Jbip a. 66.
b. 1§, 16. €. 1§, o[ God m Llfc

cfervation of this W«m 6 1

Pr;" Graces L“;l. of uern ‘ 6’
19

Pride and Humility 2. 11, iz ::.7

Prieithood Levitical ending in Chnll

’ b:’ -x.lof Cnvlm z

rodigal resenci

Profit -u' 'anﬁdlmjl l. ns,

Perfecution. Coarage mdcr it a.

86. and W jaom in R

R Ace Chrift a. 48, b.¢3
Rnfon fum b. 87. Corral bam-
a. u. u.
Kecoverz from Sicknels

Reconcuuuon ) Grlh Chrift b.r 8

Kedempuon a, gv,

73, and Pmcmu b. 8;,

C. 4 and by Power b.20, s«%rm.t.
egeneration a.9f. b. 130. Ses

Ile uuon neglefledd. 32. viin wiie

ont Love a. 134. Chriffian, the Ev- .

ullcnq of it b, 131. revea®d. Soo

Gofpel. Scripture.
Remembrance ¢f Chrit (X ]
lepcnnu Pnlllal %123

entance from God’s Geoduefs and

P-m:m b. 74410¢. and. Hmdann
a. 8y, cr the Crofs of ChriR b. gy
06. and Impenizmes b, 13§, ghves
? to Heaven 2. 10t
cfignation. See Submifiion,
&efunealon 3.6 b.102, 110, See
Death, Chrift, Heaven.
Retirement end Medization B, 133
Returns and BaekAidings b. 20
Revelaticn of Cbritt,” See Gennlg

Gofpel
levenqe and Keve
Rich Sinner 4; a. 4. b. cé
&lchu thelr Van, b. 101,
uhteoul‘nef. and Strength in
3. 84,85, 97, 98. of Chrift wein-

e a. } Ro3ea. 7,10. and
:‘:’;RI;M%:;: ‘I. l’l’. ': s

injufficiens 1]
S.
Abbath delizbaful
S s.amem.x:u Baptifm, !.ord':

Promifed M:fiab born 3.60, :om ;: s.«f&i of Chrift b, 142. a4 bf-u;

Feomifes .[ ¢ Lovenawt a.

39, . coffien
107. S re.Adrnh Safety of the Church 2.8 11,13
uub':n.u&u. f ‘9:-' ::m:{ Sn:u..‘ Church, Spiritual G»d
40, 6, 69, Mcrb.ug.-dwo

a6,

Eleﬁnon, Adoption, San&ifics- -

-

<

X
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A Tasre or Lomeme

35y

4. 1}6. 140, their Example b. 140. Suns of Ged 3. 64, 143, Elefl and
1]

Charaters of ‘em a. 143,
Hand of C .0t a. 038, sccuriy
b. 64. bered n Chiift a. § 4o
adosted 3. 64, Disth and Burial
b. 3,01 Gorya, 40, 41, Communion
C. 2
Salvation b, 83. of the werfl of sin-
ners a.1C4. by Grace a. 11, In
Ch'ift a,137." sec Chrift, Crofs,
G:ace, Hewen, Light, Redcem,
Rigateoulnefs,
San&tibication, Fulification and Glory
.a. 3. and Parson a.g. thro’ ;l""

in the

- 99

Satan «2d Chrilt at Exmity 2. 107.
his variou, Temptations b. 156, 1¢7.
nnlqund by Chriit b.8g. See De-

vil.
Scrirmu 2. §3.9. 118, of the G-

c’a‘ under the Deminion of God b. YO
Sealing and winsjfing suirit 2. 144
Lecure ana avaces’s sinner 3. 11§
Security i1 the Promifes b, 40, 60, 69

Seceking «fter Chrift a. 67, 7t
Self Righteoulnefs a. 131, ln/;ﬁ:hm
164

Senfe afifing our Faith b. 141
nenfual Deights dangeronsb.rs, 12,48
Serpent erazen a. 12
Snepherd, Chrift andkic Paflures 2.6

Shourtnefs, Frailty ana .Cifery of Life

b. 37, 39, §8

Stcknefs end Recovery a 5§
Sight of Gra mortifiec ut to the World
D. 4. of Corat beatific b. 16, 75.
and Faltha. 110, 123. b. 129, 14§,
of Chrilt wickes Drath eafy ¢, 14
Simeon’s Shag 2,19 C. 14
Sinai end Sion b. 152
Sincerity a1d H’é“"" a1
$in the Canfe of Chrift’s Death b. 81
and Mifery benifbed from Hiaven
a. 10§, b Original 3. §7. pare
don’d and [ubdw’d 2. 9, 104. b, 9O,
indwellng a. 11¢. i Power 3. 11§,
b. 86 s5¢ Ruln of Angeis and Men
b. 24, Cuflem in it b. 160. F.liy
Madnefs and Diftemper of it b, 153,
Comuviction of it by the Law a, 11¢.
Againfl the Law ani G Jfoel a, 18,
crucify’d 3. 106. Decei, nlm{; of it
150

Sinning «nd repentin; .
Sintul Pleafures ﬁrja"m b. 10, 11
Sinner the vilefl fav'd 2i 1040 and
Saints Death b, 118, invited to
Chrilt a. 127, ¢~ciuded Heayen a,
104, 10§, bis Daath serrible 3, 91.

.2
Sloth fpiritual comelain’d o b2
Sccil:{)ein Heauen blefed f b, c;
Soabr‘q-a-l with she Fasher Dy 30 See
L DI,

a. ¢4
Angeli @ 3 of Sumeon a, 1,
C. 14 of Zechariah a. o, of Mo-
fesc1d the Lam' a, 49, §6. of Hee
Z:kish a. ¢¢.  of Solomon para-
Para’d 2. 66 -78, of the Virgin
Mary a. 60, for Nov:mber sty

b. g2
Sorrow. See R=peatance. Conf.rt
ander it b, O, 69. for the Dead res
NHeved LN
Sovereignty 3,86, Ser Grace, Eie- .
¢ton, ;od.
Soul lla{'lrau. S¢r Death, Heavep,

i1
Spirit breath’d after 2. 74 b, 34
Water ant P pdc.g. "nig Offices
b.1gs. _lvl/:mz,,.n_g and{ aiing a.144.
its Feuits a. 102
Spiraal Enemie, Dellver ince
b.65. 82 Virfare b, 77, Ppilgeis
mags b, €3, Apmare] 4.7, 20. Race
2.48. Sioth ans Dvef:'v. 26, 34
Jor b. 75, 75. Mvar, Drite and
s'(lavl:l’n a7, F»:d.c See Feall,
ate are and Grace - o
Storm, see T under. 104
Strenzth from Heaven 3,14, 12 48,
Rigrsconfnefs and Pard.m tn cf'"iﬂ
o 2. 8,81 ¢ a4
Submiflion and Deliverance a, 120. to
Altions a ¢ b
Succelsof the Gofpel a. 11,12. 119,
. . b. 1
Sufferings for Crrit a, 102, .t‘:‘c
Chrnt,

Supper of the Lord mfBiswted c. 1.

3. 47

Beotifm and Preachi b. 141
SuppPITL under Trials b. ¢, &c
Sympathy of Corift anag

T.

T Able of the Lerd. Ses Lord.
Tempations. Hipe under em
2. 139. of the World b, 501, of the
Devil b. 66, 166, 157, and Defer.
tion comilain’d of b. 163
Tempted, Chrills Compaffon to 'em

a
Terrots of Death ts the ’Unnmm:v‘d

Teftament New in the Blood of Criclh

b.20 Toankfyiviog fir videry b, 111, 3

Mcreles b. 146, National
Throne of Grase. See Grace..
Thunderer God b. 62
Time redeemed 2. 88, oxrs, and Etere

nity God’s . 69
Tree of Lifec. 8. «nd River of Loue

Trinity praifed .y

26
Tthab on Farsh Hn:.;

[
and Hope of
) Tlia;np:
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, . 34V

48 &
Triumphsvsr Death 2 6. b. 110 o"

Waith in Chnift 2,14, af 4 Feq
€. a1, of Chrilt sver ewr Znemict
a.

Trat. Ses Faith,
Truth and Promifes of God snchange-
a

able .139. b. 60, a&
Types b, 12. and Propbeeies .,b‘.:m
(1
v, -
A'N Pnflgm] b. ¢6, 108
v Value of Chrift and bis ni;fm-/-
a1
Vanity end Mortelity of Men 2. 82.
Touth a. 89, Q0. the Creatures
. 14
Viory, a Thant[glving fir 1t b. 3.
over Desth .17, Sin_and Sorvem

2, 14 of Chrift over Setan 2.¢8.
. .$ee Enemies,

b
Viru?e's Chriftian b. 161. See Holi-

nefs, Love, Saint, Spiritual.
Unbelief ond, Faith a. £00. b, 12¢,

panifhed . -2, 18
Uncharitablenefs and Charity 2. 126
Unconverted State b. 159. Death

o g
o nefs [
U:fn‘;ﬁi ‘4 Affeitions b. IB{‘

Unfeen Things, nwb in them a. 120

Andring Afeionsb. 20. Thonghts
W n Wull:’? t.{lo
Watlare lan

Weak Ssints emconraged by Chri

BYEFe Vi WJLiLEIANes -

¢
WA OO i

Strengs R S
28 Wifdom «nd Power of God bn C‘nr’:;

erncify’d €. 10. Carnar bumbled o "x'
t
Witnefing end feeling Spirit 2 144
W'oltd o; G.d arﬁ 3 :g;du w e,
. See Gofpel,
Wo:?d, Cr-dﬁmp: [ nt e Cryfs
C. 7. The Fempration; of it B 1OF.
Its End 1. 164. ok
z’ the bsr;ln of c.;' ‘?. 48 M :m-
tin b. 147. end ervation b 13
Worthip of Heaven bamtie b, 68 E

b. 1§, 16, C. 1§. acrepted

Cnrit b. 36, 37. F» nE
AN
) & a N

‘See , Hell w

Y OKE of Chritt & fy 211
48

Youth, s Vet .
e s aql&hﬂ“:’

z.
7, Echavial’s Sng end Jobe's el
age (1)
Zeal in the Chwifllan Ruce 3. ¢S
b. n?, and Leve 3, 14 [
Gafpel & 103. b, g0 the IVans of 1t
b. 2¢. againft Sin b, 108. for

b.
"Water, th%”imnd the Blood c.” Zion, ber G ory and Dfence b.'c':

see Cluich,




A T A B L E of the Scriptures that
are turned inco Verfe,

In the Firft Book.

Hymn

Gen. 3. 1,15,17. 107
176 70 113

17. 7, 10, 121

22, €— 129

Job 1. 21, 5
3¢ T4e 24

4o 17— 82

5. 6— 83

Q. 2, 10 86

140 4. 57

19. 25— 6

Phal. 3. 5— 8o
4.8, . 8o

19. §, 8 79

404 6, e 24

§t. 5. 57

73. 24— 79

139. 23, 24, 136
143. 8. 8o
147, 19, 20. 53
Prov. 8.1,22— 92
8, 34— 93
Eccle. 8.8, ° 24
9+ 4, 10. 88

11. 9. 89

The [ame. 90

12, Iy 7o 91

Sol. So,

Ifaiah

Hymn
Te 2,12, 17, 66
V27 67
2, [— 68
2, 8 69
2, 14— .70
31— 71
302~ 72
4. 1510, 7— 73
4. 12— 74
§e o 74
5 O— 75
6. Ty 120 76

725912 77
8.5,8,13. 78
§-2,7— 10
9' 2, 6, 7. 13
26 8

39— 55
40. 27— . 32
The fame. 48
45. 7. 81
45. 21— 84_
The fane, 84
4Ge 13— 39
§3.1—g,12, 141
5§30 6mm 142

55 10 .
o nf
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Lam.
Ezek.
Micah
Nab,
Zech,
Mat,

Mark
Luke

bl S
Hymn
. The fame. 9
570 15— 8
61. 10, 20
63. 1— 28
63. 4— 29
65. 20, 9!
3,0 23. ' ‘81
30. 2§ — 9
7e10. g
To 1 4
130 Io 9
3¢9 99
5. 3=~ 102
11, 28— 127
12. 2C. 125
*o13e 10— 10
21. G. 16f°
22, 37— 116
28. 18— 128
28.19. 52
10, 14 113
16, 1§ 1zh
1, 27— 19
1. 3C— 3
1. 46— 60
1. 68— 150
2. 10— 3
10, 21— 11
The [ame. 12
1§. 7, 10, 101
I15. 13-; 123
18. 10— 131
19. 38,40, 16
1.1, 3,14, 2
113,

Is

A <«

Hymn

1. 17. 113
I.29532. §0
33— 95.

3. 14 12

3. 10— 100

4. 24, 135

1c. 28, 29. 138

A&ts 2, 33. 32
16.14,33. 121

Rom. 3.19— 9t
§e 12— 57

The fame. 124

6. 1— 105

€.3— 122

- 8— 115

8. 15,16, 134

8. 33— 14

9. 21— 117

11, 16— s

14. 17,19, 120

. 188, 15

1 Cor, 1, 23— 119
1. 36— $5

" 1. 30, 9

Tke fame. 98

2. 9— 1cs

20 6— Iy

6. 10. 1c4

IC. 52. 116

13 2— 34
13.3— 133

1§, Go—e 17

2 Cor. 2, fg ll;
§.1,§— 110

. 12 7,‘9, 1C. 1¢

Gal

-~

'

!

v ——

.
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-



A Table of the Scriptures,;BE T2y g

Gal.
Ephef

Phil.
Col.

2z Tim.

Tit.
Heb.

1 Pet.

1 John
Jude
Rev.

Hymn

4 4. 107
4.6 64
1. 3—:' -
1. 13,140 144
3.9, 10 2
30 16— 135
4 30~ 130
2, 2. 13c
307 109
1. 16, 2

2. 18, 107
1. 9y 10. 137

1e 126 103
3715 53
4.6,7,18, 27
2, 10== 132
3.3— 3
1, 1— 53
3e 3= 18
4e15— 12§
5.7 12§

boly— 139

7. - 145

9 145

10, 28— 118
i, 1— 12¢C
Ie 3— 26

1. 8. 1c8

3o 1= 6.,

24, 25, 51

1. 5= 61

Hymn

Rev. §.0, 8. 1
Tie fame. 25

The fame. 62

The fame. 63

70 13— 40

The fame. 41

11. 18, (3

12. 70 8

14. 13 18
.13 4980
15. 19+ 56

I7e Ce 56

18. 20, 2k $9

20 1— 21

2. 5— . 45

21. 27. 10%

In the Third Book.

Luke - 2z.28. 14 .
14, 16— 12
14.17,23, - 13
22.19, 6

John  6.31,3%539. $
14. 3. o

1. 10 6

1 Cor. 10. 16, 17. 2
: I 23— 1
Gal, 6. 14, -
1 John 5.6 9
BOOKS



INISINT L BUL I T FIVC ANEUN ;
‘Dr. 1. Warrs, and Sold by R{:m _:
Ford, over againft the Comprer. ' .

L H Ore Lyrice: Poeins chiefly of

Lyri¢ Kind. In three Books. Sa-} -
cred, 1. To Devotion and Piery.
2. To Virtue, Honour, and Friendfhip.»
3. To the Memory of the Dead. With theg
Author’s Effigies. The Sixth Edition, cor-§
-seéled.
- 1l. Hymns and fpiritual Songs, in thres} *
Books, s. Colle&ecr from the Scripturesf *
2. Compos’d on Divine Subjefls. 3. Prepar; *
“ed for the ¥ ~-2’- C--nn- The Twelfth E'. "
 dition, :
ML A Ccae o aauyrt Or, a free and
rational Account of* the Gift, Grace, and .
Spirit of Prayer: with plain Direftions how -
evesy Chriftian may attain them. The Sixth, -
Edition. = - "
. IV. Divine Songs, attempted in cafy Lao-
uage, for the UFe of Children. . The 12/0°,
%dition. :
V. The Plalms of David, imitated inthe 4.
Language of the New meénr, and 3p-
gicd to the Chriftiarig®y and Worfhip. P
he 8th and oth Edig e
VI. Sermons on v i’éubjc&a, Monl
and Divine. To which is added, a Sicred
Hymn on each Subje®. The 4th Editios, i
‘in two Vols. 8°. p
VII. The Hopeful Youth falling fhortof
caven, VillL Tbeﬂ

s
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< VIH. The Art of Reading and Writing
Englifa; or, the Chief Principles and Rules
of Pronouncing our Mother Tongue, both
im Profe and Verfe ; with a3 Variety of In-
Rrullions for true Spelling. Written at firft
for private Ufe, and now publifhed for the
Benefit of all Perfons who defire a better Ac-
quaintance with their Native Language.
'i‘,be 4th Edition,

IX. Death and Heaven; or, the laft Enc-
my Conquered, and feparate Spirits made
perfeét: With an Account of therich Variety
of their Employments and : Pleafures; at-
tempted in two Funeral Difcourfes, in Me-
mory of Sir Fobn Hartop, Bast. and his La-
dy deceas’d. The Second Edition. -

X. Logick, or the right .Ufe ef Realon,

in the Enquiry after Truth, with a Variety
of Rules to guard againft Error, in the Af-
fairs of Religion and Humao Life, as well a3
in the Sciences. The Fifth Edition.
. XI. Prayers compofed for the Ufe and In-
ftru€ion of Children, fuited to their diffe-
rent Age, and their various Occafions : To-.
gether with Inflru@ions to Youth in the Du-
ty of Prayer, draw~ up by way of Queftion
and Anfwer ; apgen ferious Addrefs to them
on that Subje&% th Edition.

XII. A Defer®-"againft the Temptation
to Seif-Murder.

XIII. The Knowledge of the Heavens
‘and the Earth made eafy: or the firft Princi-
ples of Aftronomy and Geography explain;;!,

—— . &
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. by the Ufe of Globes and Maps ; with a Se -
lution of thé common Problems, by a phi
‘Scale and Comrpafles, as well as by the Globe|
-Written foveral Years fince for the Ufec-
.Learners: i The Second Edition. . . |
< +1iXII. Philofophical Effays on various Sub-
je&@s. . viz.. Space, Subftance, Body, Spirit |
.the "Operations. of the Soul in Union wit
“the Body, lnnate Ideas, Perpetual Confers
oufhefs, Place and Motion'of Spirits,, the de '
:parting Soul, the Rélutreélion of the Body.,
the Produtions and Operations of Plants and'
-Avigals;3 with fome Remarks on Mr. Zocke's
EHRay on human Underftanding, To whichis
fubjoined, a Brief Schemre' of Onrology, o«
* thie Science of Being in geueral, . with its Af-
fettions. The Second Edition Corre &ed.
- X\V. Religuie Fuveniles : Mifceilancous:
Thoughts in Profe and Verfe, en Natursl,
-Moral and Divine Subje&@s, written chicfly:
in vounger Yeurs. Er Fucunds Simul 9*
ddonea diceve Vite. Hor.

"Recommended by the fame Author, Moral®
Songs Compofed for the Ufe of Childicn.-
The Second Edition. ' :

N. B. Every Song Contained in this Book,
Excepting the: Thurd, bas fomething in it,
ot the Nature of a. Hiftory, Emblem, and;
fable, joined together, with a Moral Reflcc-
#on, proper to the Occafion, '
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