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PREFACE.

U HILE we ﬁngtthraxfa of our
A1 God in his Church, we are em-
s§ ploy’d in that Part of Worthip
g &8 which of all others is the neareft
i Yo2X a-kin to Heaven ; and ’tis pity that
thls, of all others, fhould be perform’d the worft
" upon Earth. The Gofpel brings us nearer to
- the heavenly State than all the former Difpenfa-
.f tions of Godamongft Men: And in thefe laft
. Days of the Gofpel we are brought almoft within
fight of the Kingdom of .our Lord ; yet we are
- very much unacquainted with the Sopy of the
_New Ferufalem, and unpra&tis’d in the Work of
‘Praife. To fee the dull Indifference, the negli-
. gent and the thoughtlefs Air, that fits upon the
Faces of a whole Aflembly, while the Pfalm is -
, on their Lips, might tempt eveti a charitable Ob-
. ferver to fufpe& the Fervency of inward Reli-
“gion ; and ’tis much to be fear’d that the Minds
i Az - . of ..
i o °
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iv The PREFACE.

- of moft of the Worfhippers are abfent or uncon-
cern’d. Perhaps the Modes of Preaching in the
beft Churches, ftill want fome Degrees of Refor-
mation ; nor are the Methods of Prayer fo per-

fe&, as to ftand in need of no Corretion or Im-
provement : But of all our Religious Solemnities,
Pfalmody is the moft unhappily managed: That
every Action which fhould elevate usto the moft
delightful and divine Senfations, doth not only
flat our Devotion, but too often awaken our

Regret, and touches all the Springs of Uneafi- - !

nefs within us. :

"1 haye been long convinc’d, that one great
QOccafion of this Evil arifes from the Matter
and Words to which we confine all our Songs.
Some of them are almoft oppofite to the Spirit
of the Gofpel: Many of them foreign to the
State of the New Teftament, and widely dif-
ferent irom the prefent Circumftancesof Chri-
ftians. Hence it comes to pafs, that when fpi-

ritual Affe¢tions are excited within us, and our

Souls are rais’d a little above this Earth in the
Beginning of a Pfalm, we are check’d on a
fudden in our Afcent toward Heaven, by fome
Expreflions that are more fuited to the Days of
Carnal Ordinances, and fit only to be fung in
the W#orldly Sancluary. When we are juft en-
tring into an Evangelick Frame, by fome of
the Glories of the Gofpel prefented in the
brighteft Figures of Fudaifm, yet the very
next Line perhaps which the Clerk parcels out

unto us, hath fomething in it fo extremely"

 Fewi/h and cloudy, that darkens our Sighé:é‘

AR Lt L



The PREFACE. v
God the Javiour. Thus by keeping too 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 Medita-
tions of the loving Kindnefs of God, and the Mul-
titude of his tender Mercies, within a few Verfes
fome dreadful Curfe againft Men is propos'd to
our Lips; That God would add Iniquity unto

_their Inignity, nor let them come into his Righ-

vesufnefi, but blot thém owt of the Book of the
Living, Pfal.lxix. 25, 27, 28. which is fo con-
trary to the New Commandment of bving our
‘Enemies; and even under the Old Teftaments
is beft accounted for, by referring it to the Spirit
of Prophetick Vengeance, Some-Sentences of
the Pfalmif? that are expreflive of the Temper
of our own Hearts, and the Circumftances of
our Lives, may compofe our Spirits to Seriouf-
nefs, and allure us to a fweet Retirement within
our felves ;- but we meet with a following Line,

_ whichi fo peculiarly belongs but to one Action

or Hour of the Life of David or of Afaph, that
breaks off our Song in: the Midft; our Con-
fciences are affrighted, loft we fhould fpeak
2 Falthood unto God: T hus the Powers of aur
Souls are fhock’d on a fudden, and our Spirits
ruffled, before we have Time to refle&t that
this may be fung only as a Hiftory of ancient
Saints: ‘And, perhaps, in fome Inftances, that
Salve is hardly fufficient neither. Befides, it -

* almoft always fpoils the Devotion, by breaking

the uniform Thread of it. For while our Lips
and.our. Hearts run.on fwestly. together,. apply~
A3 o ipr



vi The PRE FACE.
ing the Words to our own Cafe, there is fome~
thing of Divine Delight in it: But at once we
ave forced to turh off- the Application abruptly,
and our 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
Harmony and the Worthip grow dull of meer
neceflity.
- ‘Many  Mintfters, and many private Chni-
ftians, have lorg grean’d under this Inconve-
nience, and have wifh’d ratlier tham attempted
a Reformation: At their importunate and re-
peated Requefts I have for fome Yeays paft de~
voted many Hours of Leifure to this Service.
Far be it from my Thoughts to lay afide the
Book of Pfalmsin publick Worthip; few can
“prerend fo great a Value for them as my felf
 Itis the moft Argful, moft Devotional and
Divine Collectien of Poefy ;. ard 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 fill,
that there are a thoufand Lines in it which
were not made for a Church in our Days, to
aflume asits own : There are alfo many De-
ficiencies of Light and Glory, which our Lord
:&’;ﬁu- and his. Apoftles .haye fupply’d jin . the
ritings of the New Te}{amegt;, d°” with
thistAdvantage I : bave.composd thefe Spiri-
tual -Songs,: Iwhich are now ,prefentéd to the
‘World, Nor is the Attempt vain-glorious of
A L. N . o pre.
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_prefuming ; for in refpe of clear Evangelical
Knowledge, The leaft in the Kingdom of Heaven
is greater than all the Few/b Prophets, Matt.
xi, j 1. ‘ -

- Now let me givea fhort Account of*the fol-
lowing Compofures.
The greateft Part of them are fuited to the
geneéral State of the Gofpel, and the moft com-
~ mon Affairs of Chriftians: I hope there will be
p.yery few_found but what may properly be ufed
_jn‘a religibus Aflembly, and not one of them
ﬁ_",_‘rx‘j’aéﬁveﬂ ‘Beadapted to fome Seafons, either
of privatg or of ‘bublick Worthip.  The moft
. frequent Tempers and Changes of our Spirit
. and Conditions of our Life, are here copied,
and the 'Breathin? of our Piety-exprefs’d ac-
. cording to the Variety'of our Paflions, our
Love, our Fear, our Hope, our Defire, our
Serrow, our Wonder; and our Joy, as they
are refined into. Devotion, and a& urder the
Influence and Condut of the Blefled Spirit;
all converfing with God the Father by the new
and living Way of Accefs to the ‘Throne, even
the Perfon and the Mediation of ourLord Fe/us
Chriff, ‘To him alfo, even tc the Lamb that
was flain dud nbw hves, 1 have sddrefs'd many
& Song; for thus doth the Holy Scripture ine
firudt and reach u$ to worfhip, in the varion
fhort Patterns of Chriftian Pfalmody defcrib
_in-the Revelations.. I Bave-avoided the mo
" " obfoure ang controverted Points of Chriftianit
that we might all: obsy the Direttion of
A4 "Wo



vit  The PREFACE

Word of God, and ﬁrt'g his ?rafﬁ zp}&ﬁlm
derflanding, PR, xlvii. 7. " The ponmntlons‘
and dxﬁmgulihmg Words 3¢ §edts. and. Parti
are fectlided, that whole Aﬁembhes might all 1%;
at'the Harmony, and differen é Churches j Jom,,
in the fame Worfthip without Offence. .

1f any Expreflions occur to the Reader thar.
favour of an Opinion different from. his own,,
yet he may' obferve ‘thefe are generally fuch as.
are capable of -an extenfive Senfe, and may be
ufed with a charizable Latitude, I think ’tis
moft agreeable, that what is provided for pub-
lick Singing, fhould give to fincere Confciences
as litde Difturbance as poflible. However,,
where any unpleafing Word is found, he that
leads the Worfhip may fubftitute a better;
for (blefled be God) we are not confined to
the Words of any Man in our publick Solem-
nities.

The whole Book is. written in four Sorts. of
Metre, and fitted to the moft common T'unes.
1 have feldom permitted a Stop in the middle-
of a Line, and feldom left the end of a-Line
without one, to comport a little with the un-
happy Mixture of Reading and Singing, which
cannot prel>ntly be reformed.. The Metaphors.
are generally funk to the Level of vulgar Ca-
pacities.” 1 have aim'd at Eafe, of Numbers.
and Smoothnefs of Sound, and endeavoured to
make the Senfe plain and obvious. If the Verfe
appears fo gentle and flowing as to incur the
Cenfure of Feeblenefs, I may honeftly affirm,
that fomcnmes it coft me Labour. to make i ét fo:

. ome



The PREFACE. ix
Some: of: the Beauties of Pbefy. are negleted,
and fome-wilfully. defac’d : I have thrown out
the Lines that were too fanorous, and have
given an' Allay to. the Verfe, left a more ex-
alted Tum of Thought or Language fhould.
darken or difturb.the Devotion of the weakeft
Souls. But hence it comes to pafs, that I
have 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 unconfin’d Variety of
Number, which I could not eafily reftrain.
Thefe, with many other Divine and Moral
Compofures are now Printed in a Second Edi-
tion of the Poems; entitled, Horz Lyrice; for
as in that Book I have endeavour’d to pleafe
and profit the politer Part of Mankind, with~
out offending the plainer fort of Chrittians,
fo in" this it has been.my Labour to promote
the pious Entertainments of Souls truly ferious,
even of the meaneft Capacity, and at the fame:-
‘Time. (if poflible) 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 Hap~
pinefs than in the firft Impreflion of it, though
the World aflures me the former has not much.
reafon to complain. o ‘ N
The whole is divided into.three Books. '
In the Firf?, 1-haye borrow’d the Senfe and’
much of the Form of the Song from fome par-
ticular Portions of Scriptuse, and hive para~
CU % A.‘ 5.' : wm d.



x Tt PREFACE.

phrafed moft of the Doxologies in the New

Teftament, that contain any thing. in them-
peculiarly Evangelical ; and many Parts of the.
Qld.Teftament alfo, that have a Reference to,
she Times of .the Mcfab‘ In thefe I expe@

ta be .often cenfur'd for a too religious Obfer-

vapce of .the Words of Scripture, whereby. the

Verfe js weaken’d and debas'd, > according . to.
the Judgment of the Criticks : Butas my, whole

Defign was to aid the Devotion of Chriflians,

fo more efpecially in this Part: And Lam,fa-

tisfy’d I fhall. hereby attain two Ends, (wiz.)

aflift the Worfhip of all ferious Minds, to whem

the Expreflions of Scripture are ever dear and

delighttul, and gratify the Tafte and Inclie

nation of thofe who think nothing muft be

fung unto God but the Tranflations of his own

Word. Yet you will always find.in this Pa-

riphrafe dark Expreﬂ'xong enlighten’d, and the

Levitical Ceremonies and Hebrew Forms: of
Speech chang’d into the' Worfhip of the Gofpelg

aud explain’d in the.Language of our Time '
and Nation; and what would not bear fuch

an Alteration, is orpitted and laid afide... After

this Manner fhould I rejoice to fee a good Part

of the Boek of P/alms fitted for the Ufe of our

Churches, and David converted into a Chris

ftian : . But becaufe I cannot perfuade others to

aglempt ‘this glorious Work, 1 have fuffereg:
my felf to.be. perfuaded to begin ity and have,,
through Divine Goodpefs, already proc

Lalf way through.
See. e, . L . q‘he

o CRday .. 4



The PREFACE.  .:i

The' Second Part confifts of Hymns, who:z
Form is of mere Human Compofure ; hut I
hope the Senfe and Materials will alw ;5 ap-
pear Divine. 1 might have brought fome
Text -or other, and apply’d it to the Margin
of ‘every Verfe, if this Method had.been 2o
ufeful as it waseafy., If there- be'any Poems
. in the Book.that are. capable of giving Delight
to Perfons of a more refin’d Tafte and polite
Education, perhaps they may be found in this
Part ; but. except they lay afide the Humour
of Criticifm, and enter into a devout Frame,
every Ode here alieady defpairs of pleafing.
I confefs my felf to have been 1o often tempted
away from the more Spiritual Defigns 1 pro-
pos’d, by fome gay and flowery Expreflions
that gratify’d the. Fancy; the bright Images
toq often prevail’d above the Fire of Divine
AffeQtion ; and the Light exceeded the Heat:
Yet I hope, in many of them the Reader will
find, . that Devotion dictated the Song, and the
"Head and Hand were nothing but Interpre-
ters and Secretaries to the Heart: Nor ig
the Magnificence or Boldnefs of the. Figures
tomparable to that Divine Licenfe which is -
found. in the Eighteenth and Sixty-Eighth
Pfalms, feveral Chapters of .fsb, and other
Poetical Parts of Scripture: And in this Re-
fpe® 1 may.hope to efcape the Reproof-of
: g\igfer who pay a facred Reverence to the Haly -

kb ), : - ’ e T
A



xXi Tk PREFACE.

I have prepared the Third Part only for
the Celebration of the Lord’s Supper, that,.
in Imitation of our Blefled Saviour, we might
fing an Hymn after we have partakeh of the
Bread and Wine. Here you will find fome:
Paraphrafes of Scripture, and fome other Com=
pofitions. ‘There are above an Hundred
Hymns in the Two former Parts that may
very properly be ufed in this Ordinance, and’
fometimes perhaps appear more fuitable than
any of thefe laft: But there are Expreflions
generally ufed in thefe, which confine ’em
only to the Table of the Lord; and there~
fore I have diftinguifh’d and fet ’em by them-
felves. '

If the Lord, who inhabits the Prifes of
Zad, fhall refufe to fmile upon this Attempt

r the Reformation of Pfalmody amongft the:
Churches, yet I humbly hope that his Blefled-
8pirit will make thefe Compofures ufeful to-
private Chriftians; and if they may but awtain
the Honour of being efteem’d pious Medita-
tions, to affift the devout and the retir’d Soul!
in the Exercifes of Love, Faith, and Joy,
“twill be a valuable Compenfation of my La-
bours: My Heart fhall rejoice at the Notice
of it, and my Ged fhall receive the Glory.
“This was my Hope and Vow in the firft Pub-
Kcation 3 and ’tis now my Duty to aeknow-
tedge to him, with Thankfulnefs, how ufefuk
he has made thefe Compofitions already, to-
she Comfort and Edification of Socisties, and

of



The PREFACE.  xiii
of private Perfons: And upon the fame Grounds:
I havea Jetter Profpe&; and a bigger Hope of
much more Service to the Church, by the:
Rarge Improvements of this Edition, if the Lord-

who dwells in Zsz thall favour it with hls con+
tinud Bleﬂ'mg.

) ‘ o Advers
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ddzzertzﬁmmts concerning
the Secoml Edztzorz.

D _,,,’ HERE are almoft 150 new.
; te Hymns added, and oneor-more.

\ Jeétmevmuy Having found -
8’ by €onverfe with Chriftians,
what Words or Lines in the former made them
lefs ufeful, I have. not only made various Cor--
reétions:in thein, - but have’ endeavour’d to
avoid the fame Miftakes-irr all the new Com-
pofures. And whereas many of the former:
were too particularly adapted to fpecial Frames .
and Seafons of the Chriftian Life, almeft all-
that are added have a more general and ex-
tenfive Senfe, and may. be aflum’d and fung:
by moft Perfons in, 3. worlhipping - (..ongrega
tion,

2. About 14 or 15 Pfalms- that were tran-.
flated in the firft Edition, are left out in this, .
becaufe 1 intend (if God afford Life and Af-.
fitance) “to convert  the biggeft Patt of the -
Book of Pfalms into Spiritual Songs, for the
Wfe of Chriftians; yet the ame Numbets: ;:11




- in-the Language of the New

Advertifements, &e. b 34

ftill apply’d to the Hymns, that ‘there might
be no Confufion between the firt'and fecond
Edition. - - '

* 3. Inall the longer Hymns, and in fome of
the thoster, there are feveral Stanza’s included
in Crotchets,, thus,. [ ]; whick Stanza’s may ba.
left out in. Singing, without difturbing - the
Senfe. Thofe Paris are alfo-included in fuch.
Crotchets,. which contain Words too Poetica]
for meaner Underftandings,. aor tao particular
for whole Congregations to fing. Butafterall,
’tis beft in publick Pfalmody for the Minifter
to chufe- the particular, Parts and Verfes of the.
Pfalm or Hymn that is to be fung, rather than.
leave it to the Judgment or cafual Determi-
tion of him that leads the Fune. , o

. 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 thould
fwell too much, but chiefly becaufe I intend
a moye compleat Trsatife of Pfalmody, - in.
which the Subftance -of that Effay will be in-
tegfpers’d, and.] hope with fulleg. Evidence of
the Dty of finging new Songs to Him that fits.
upon. the Throne, »fince the Lamb. is afcended
shither too.

- April, 1709,

Note, Since the ‘Bixth Edition of this Book
the Author has finifhbed what he had' fo long
promis’d, (viz.) The Pfalms ;[ David imitated;

eftament ; w!ﬁé:



t xvii - Advertifements, &c: ‘
 the World feems to have received with Ap>-
probation,- by the Sale of fome Thoufands in
a Year's Time. There the Reader will find
thofe P/falms, which were left out of all the
latter Editions of thefe: Hymns; inferted in their ~
- proper Places. It is prefumed that that Book,
in Conjun&tion with this, may appear to be
fuch a fufficient Provifion for Pfalmody, as to
anfwer moft Occafions of the Chriftian Life -
And, if an. Author’s own Opinion may be
taken, he efteems it the greatet Work that
ever he has publith’d, or ever hopes to do, for.
the Ufe of the Churches. .

" March 3, 1733
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i To find any Hymn by the Firft Line.
't -

{ Noté, The Letters a, b, c, denote the I*,
IIY or IIF® Book: The Figures direct to:
the Hyma., -

! A

¢ Dore and tremble, for our God
Alas, and did my Saviokr bleed

4l morsal Vanities be gone

And are wa Wresches yet alive'

4And mufi this Body dse

4nd now the Scales havs left mins Evyes.

Arife, my Soul, my joyfl Powers

4t thy Command, our deareft Lord

dttend while God’s exalted Son

Awake, my Heart, arife, my Tongus’

‘ Awake, our Souls,. away-our Fears.

| Away from every Mortal Gare

B

Ackward with humble Shame we look a s7

A Begin, my Tongue, fome heav’nly Theme b 69,

Behold how Sinners difagree g 13
a

e e TaTTorop e P
(]
(]

RBehold the Blind their Sight recéive 137
Behold the, Glories of the Lamb. -

1
‘ " "Behold:



xviik A TABLE

Bebold tboGr«rcppnm :
" Behold the Potter and she Clay.
Bebold the Rofs of Sharon here
" Behold the Woman's promis’d Seed .
Brhold the Wresch whofe Luff and Wine
- Beheld what wend’rous Grace .
Blef are the bumble Souls that foo
Blefh be the evorlafiing God.
Bleft be the Father nd his Lovs
Bisft is she Man whefe cautions Fest
Blefp Morning! whofe young dawning Rty:
Bleft with sbe Joysof Inmecence . -
.Blnz has a- V}m thas zo:;:ﬁ:bc Siees.
Bright King of Glory, dreadful
Broid is the Road ;:;:at leads to Dutb
Bury'd in Shadows of the Night

e q-{é'c'c'»‘n pepROTLLe
("]
L]

‘Bt fow among tba *Cdmal W:ﬁ R
C. " 1
4 N Creatsures to Pcrﬁﬁm; fnd 270

Chrift and bis Crofs is all oxr Tbmu
Come: all barmonions Tongues
Come, dearsft Lord; defecend and dwell
Come; haypy Soxls,. asproach your God:
Coms hiker alt ye weary Sossls
Come; Hily Spiris, heav'nly Dove:
Come, let us join &' joyfil Tune
Come;. let us join our chearfisl Somgs.
Comey les us lift our joyful- Fyes
Come, let us lifs our Voices high

ﬂ'eg-»ng,‘gc'orv_r :
. -' .
w e
R

Come, we thas love the Lord 30
: b |
Aughters of Sion, come, behold ' a ¢
Dear Lord, behold our fore Difirefs b 163 :

Dearsft of all the Namss abovs. S boud

\
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of the fiift Lines,

P %

Deathcannot make our Souls afraid
Death may diffolvevny Body now
Dearhd tis a wmelancholy Day
" Beceiv’d by [ubile Snares of Hell-
Deep in the Duft befors-thy Throune
‘Defcend from Heav'n immorial Dove
Do we not know that folemn Word .
Down. headlong from their nasive Skies
Dread Sou'reign, let my Evening Song

A
OEsernal-Soverdign of the Sky
Eternad Spirit, we-conffs - -

¢ i . '
\F Aith is the brighteft Bvidence-

Far frommy Thoughs, vaimiVorld, be gm?-

Father, I long, 1faim tofte »
“Fatfer, we Wit to foel thy Graos.- .
' Firty and unmov'd aré they .

.

“Firm as the Earth thy Gofpel ﬁanle )

"Frotm Heaven the finning Amgels fell - .
i ¢ From thee, my God, my Foys fhail vife:

) . G | ...
) Gl’mtﬂcs by Natmwre, we belong

Give me the Wings of Faith to riji'

i Y Glory ta God the Trinity

Glory to God that walks the Sky.

: Glory to God the Eather’s Name

God is a Spirit juft and wife

God of the Morning, ar whofe Voice
God of the Seas, thy thiund'ring Veics.
God, the Eternal Ariful Nome

* . God, who in varions Methsds. told

e

s,

‘E’ER_ the blue Kiavens were firetch’d abroad ;

b
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49
27
$3
w7
124
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149
133

- 130

121
(13
.24
| 23
138
97
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140
29
59
27
136
79
70
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53
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"G pranch my Gofpel, faith the Lord -
o worﬂ:if at lmmanuel’s Feer
Grear God, how infinite.art Th-uw
Great God, 1own 1hy Sertence jufi
Great God, thy Glories hall imploy
€vear God, 10 what a glorious Height
Great King of Giory and of Grace
Grear was the-Day, the Foy was great

H

Y. 4 D 1the Tongues of Greeks and Jews a 134
Happy the Church,. thou facred Place b 64

CgTow crn.;_&
3

Happy the Heart where Graces reizn b 33
Hark!' from the Tombs a doleful Sound b 63
Hark! the Redesser from on high a 5o
Hear what the Voice from Heav'n proclaims ~a 13
Hence from my Sowl fad Thoughss begone b 53
Here at thy Crofs; my dying God b 4
High as the Heav’ns above the Ground. b 11g
High en a Hill of dazling Lizhe b s
Hofanna, ¢zc. G 42-4¢.
Hofanna 10 our conquering King . b sq
Hofaana #0 the Prince of Lighs b ;e
HMofanna ¢0 the Royal Son a 16
Hofanna with.a chearful Sound ‘b 8
How dre thy Glories here difplayd’ ‘e Tas
How beauteous ars their Fegs a 1o
How can 1 fink with fuch a Prop. b 116
How condsfeending and how kind C 4
How full of Anguifh is the Thoughs: b 100
How heavy is the Night a 98
How honourable is the Place . a 8 .
How large the Promife, how divine- “a rrg
Fow of; have Sin and Satan firove- a 139
How rich.are thy Provifiess,. Lord. - SN - P

\ Hazo:



. of the firft Lines.

3} How [ad our State by Nature is
a1y How fhall I praife sh’ Esernal God

1 1 How fhort and hafly is owr Life

y A How fhould the Sons of Adam’s Race
1 ¢ How firong thine Arm is, mighty God
p o How fwees and awful isshe Place
b, How vain are all Things kere below

b of Bw wond'rous greats how glorious bright

b "
'“k I .

Cannot bear thine Abfence, Lord-

I 1 give immortal Praife

y of 1bate the Tempter and his Charms

b [ 1iift my Banners, faith the Lord

y o} Llove the Windows of thy Grace

1 4| Imnot afham’d to own my Lord

. I’,’ 1fend the Joys of Earth away

b

b

b

=

1 fing 1y Saviowr's wondsous Death

Jehovah fpeaks, les 1rael hear

Jehovah reigns, his Throne is bigh

b Jefus, in thee our Eyes bebold

cou| Jelus inuites his Saints

b o) Jefusis gone above the Skies

b 4 Jefus, zbe Man of conflart Grisf

o i} Jelus, wwe blefs shy Father's Name

, 1| Jelus, we bow before thy Feet

‘ Jelus, with all thy Saings above

a In Gabriel’s Hand a mighty Stone

i} I8 thine own Ways, O God of Love
W vain the wealthy Mortals toil

" In vain we lavifh out.our Lives
Infinite Grief! amaxing Woe

1} Join all the Glorious Names

Isshis the kind Reswrn
" : 3 . .

K]

e

Join all the Names of Love -and Power
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K

K‘I»l is the S&og:[g of _Chiiﬁ oxr Lord

o | ,LH

Aden with Guilt, and full of Fears -

- Let all our Tomgiies be one
Let everlafting Glories crown
Lst every mortal Ear attend -
ZLet God the Fasher live
Let him ambrace my Soul and live
Lot God the Maker's Nams L
Lot me but bear my Savieur fay
Lot Morsal Tonguss astempt s fing.
Let sthers boaft how firong they be
Lgt Pharifees of high Eficem
Let the old Heathens -tune their Songs
Let the Seventh Angel [ougd on high
Let the whole Rase of Creatures lie
Lot she wild Leopards of ‘the Wood
Lot shem neglet shy Glory, Lord
Let us adore 1k’ Ksernal Word
Life and immertal Joys are giv'a

- Lifeis the Time so ferve the Lord

Lift up your Eyes to th> heav'nly Seass
Liké Sheep we went afiray .

Lo the young Tribas of Adam rife

Lo what a ghorious Sight appears

Lo what an nmrtaim'ni Sight

Xong have 1 fet bensath the Sound
Look, gracious God, bow num’rows th
Zord, at thy Temple waappear- "
Lord, how divine thy Comforts are
Lord, how fecure and bleff ars they -

* Lord, bow facure mysConfcience was
‘ Lord, we adore'thy-bownstous Hand -

AT AD N LB LN TANT TR TEFbdabnp gn O
w
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 of -the firft Lincs.}

- Lud, we adore thy vaf Dcﬁgm

- Lerd, ws are blind, we Morsals blink

Lord, we confefs our num'rons Faults
Lord, what a feeble Pieve

Lird, what a Heav'n of faving Grase
Lord, what a thoughtlefs Wrerch was [
Lord, whas a wresched Land is shis

' Lord, when my Theughts wish Wender-roll

Loud Hallelujahs to the Lord
M

AN bas a Sesl of vaft Defires
M Miftaken Souls that dream of Hpav'n
My dear Redeemer and my Lord p
My drowfy Powsrs, why {lei.yeu [0
My God, how endle}: is P9 Lovg

My God, my Life, my Lové ' w
My God, my Portion, and.my Loue
My God, permit me not o be
My God, the Spring of all my Foys
My God, what endlefs Pleafures dwell
My Heart how dreadful hard it is ,
My Savious God, my Sovereign Prince -
My Soul come meditase the Day
My Soul forfakes her vain Delight
My Thoughts on awful Subjetts roll
My Thoughss [wrmosins thefe lowsr Skies
N

Aked as from-the Earth we came
N Nature with ali ber Power fhall fing
Nature with open Volums fiands .
No, I'll repine at Deasrh no more -

- Na, 1fhall envy them no more

No more, my God, I boaft no.mere
Nor Eye bas feon, nor Ear bashwrd

coroce oo ocos T
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xwxivn. A TABLE"

Not all the Blood of Beafls

Not all the outward Forms on Earth
Not different Food or different Drefs
Not from the Duft Affiction grows
Not the Malicious or Prophane

Not to condemn the Sons of Men

Not to the Terrors of the Lord

Not with our Mortal Eyes

Now be the God of 1{rael blef

Now by the Boweis of my God

Now for & Tune of lofty Praife

Now have our Hearts embrac’d our God
Now in the Galleries of his-Grace
Now in the Heat of youthful Blood
Now let a fpacions World arife

Now let our Pains be all _forgot

Now les the Lord my Saviour finile.
Now Satan comres with dre.dful Roar
Now fhall my inward Foys arife
Now to the Lord a noble Song

Now to the Lord that makes us know
Now to the Power of God Supreme

(¢)
OFor an overcoming Faith

O ! if my Soul were form’d for Woe

O the Almighty Lord

O the Delights, the Heavenly Hays
Often 1 fesk my Lord by Night

Once more, my Soul, the ri]tgng Day
Our Days, alas, eur mortal Days
Our God how firm his Promife fignds
Our Sins, alas! how firong they be
Our Seuls fhall magnify the Lord
Onr Spirits join & adore the Lamb

-
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of ‘the firft Lines.
P

P’Z.’éng'd in a Gulph of Dark Defpair .

Praife, everlafting Praife be paid

R :
Aife thee, my Soul, fly up and rus -
Raife your triumphant Somgs

Rife, rife, my Soul, and leawve the Ground

s . .
Hints, atyour Father's heavn’ly Word -

salvation | O the joyful  ound
See.awbere the great incarnate God
Shall the wile Race of Fleft and Blood -
Shall we go on to fin
Shall Wifdom cry aloud
Shine wighty God on Britain fbine
Shout to the * ord, and let our Foys

. &in bas a thoufand treacherous Arts

Sin. like a enomous Difeafe

Sing to the Lord that built the Skies -
Sing to the [ ord, with joyful Voice
Sing to the Lord, ye Meavenly HJaﬂ:
Sitting around our Father's Boar.
Sodid the Hebrew Prophet raife
So let our Lips and Liwves exprefs

0 new-born Babes defive the Breaft' -

 Stand up, my Sou’, fbake of thy Fears

Stoop dowwn, my thoughts, that ufe to rif@
Strait is the way fbe Davr is firait -

T
N Errible God, that reign’ft onhigh

. That awful Day will furely come
Thee'we gdore, Etcrual Name -
p O o

oro o

b 55

XXv
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79
- 60
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Xxvi ATABLE

The Glories of my Maker God

The God of Merey be ador'd

The King of Glory fends bis Sen

The Lands that long in Darknefs lay
‘The Law by Mofes came

The Law commands, and makes us knorw:
The Lord declares his Will

The Lord defcending from above

The Lord Jehovah reigns

The Lord on bigh proclaims

The Majefly of Solomon

The Memory of our dying Lord

The Promife of my Fathe'rs Love

The Promife awas divinely free

The true Meffiah now appears

The Poice of my Belowed founds

Tbe wond’ring World enguires to know
There is a Houfe not made with Hands:
There is a Land of pure Delight

Ther's no Ambition faells .my. Heart.
There was an Hour awben Chrift rejoic’d
Thefz Glorious Minds, howw bright they fbine.
T3is is the Word of Truth and Love
Thou, whom my Soul admires absve
Thus did the Sons of Abraham pafs .
Tus far the Lord bas led me on

ubus faith the firft, the great ComMand '
“Thus faith the bigh and hofty One

Thus faith the Rulerof the Skies

Tus faith the Mercy of the Lord

1hus faith the Wiflom of the Lord

Thy Kavvours, Lord, furprize our Souly
Time, avhat an empty ¥apour’tis-
4is by the Faith of Foys to come
- is from the 1reafures of bis Werd':

=

»U'n‘a‘ﬂuc’»»up*»p*wv»n‘wwn:rg-nnc‘uo'c-o'a‘wm:rna'-

o




of the fi ft Lines,

. Tir nof the Law of Ten Commands’
« o God the only Wife

- To bim that chofe us firff

- "Twas by an Order from the Lord
"Twas on that dark that doleful Night -
t "Tuas the Commifiont of our Lord

| v

VJ IN are the Hopes the Sons of Men
V' Vainare the Hopes that Rebels place
- Fubaken as the facred Hill
- U to the Field awbere Angels lie
~ Up tothe Lord that reigns on bigh

w

E ;;re a Garden 'wz‘ll,d dround "1
, e blefs the P. t of the Lord

We Jing the émCzing D:Z: 4
We fing the Glories of thy Love
Welcame fiveet Day of Ref,

/], the Redeemers gone -
What different Powers of Grace and Yin
Wi" Zgual Honours fball awe bring
at happy Men or Angels thefe

What ”"?Z{y Man, or'iigbg éod
Whence do our mournful 1 boughts arife
W,’”" I can read my Title clear

ben in the Light of Faith Divine
When 1 Jervey the wond rous Crofs
W RWe are rais'd from deep Diftrefs

ben Strangers ffand and hear me tell
Whey the firft Parents of our Race
When the great Builder firetchd the Skies

ere are the Mourners, faith the Lord
W can deferibe the Jop that rife

7
Wio




xxvii A TABLE,

Wha bas beliew’d thy Word
Who is this fair One in Difirefs
Who fball the Lord's Ele? condemn

Why did the Jews proclaim their Rage

Why does your Face, ye bumble Souls
Why do awe mourn departing Friends
Why is my Heart fo far from thee

Why flould the Children of a King

B by fbould this Earth deliyht us fo

Why foould we flart and fear to die
Bith cheasfulVoice I fing

Bith holy Fear and bumble Song

Hith J oy we meditate the Grace

Y
7 E Saints, bew lovely is the Place

§. 22 Sons of Adam, wain and young
2e that obey the immortal King

z
Z ION rejoice, and Jndah fing

8 0C 63
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X3S

HYMNS |

. : AND
Spiritual Songs.

-

BOOK L
Collected from fhc HolAy Séiipturés. .

1. A New Song to the Lamb that was
SJlain, Rev. v. 6,8, 9, 10, 12.

' Ehold the Gloriesof the Lamb, -
Amidft his Father’s Throne; -
Prepare new Honours for his Name,
And Songs before unknown.

2 Let Elders worfhip at his Feet,
The ‘Church adore around, '
With Vials full of Odours fweet,,
And Harps of fweeter Sound. -

3 Thofe are the Prayers of the Saints,
And thefe the Hymns theg raife:.

ﬁ

B
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2 Hymns and B.L :

Fefus is kind to our Complaints,
He loves to hear our Praife.

[4 Eternal Father, who fhall look
Into thy fecret Will? '
‘Who but the Son thould take that Book, i
And open ev’ry Seal? - o

5 He fhall fulfil thy great Decrees,
The Son deferves it well ; .

Lo, in his Hand the Soverelgn Keys = - .
Of Heav’n, and Death, and Hell.] -~ i

6 Now to the Lamb that once was ﬂam,
Be endlefs Blefings paid ; -
Salvation, Glory, Joy remain
For ever on thy Head.

2 Thou haft redeem’d our Souls with Blood,
™ Hatt 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;
™% Then fhorten thefe delaying Days, -
And bring the promns’d Hour. i

II The Dezty and Humanity of Chri .
Johni. 1, 35 14 and Col. i. 16.
and Eph. it 9, 10.

1 E’ER theblue Heav’ns were ftretch’d abroad,
From Everlafting was the Word ;W )
' it



e

! B.L Spiritual Songs. 3

With God he was; the Word was God,
And mutt divinely be ador’d.

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

$ Eer Sin was born, or Satan fell,
He led the Hoft of Morning-Stars;
(Thy Generation whocan tell, .
*Or count the Number of thy Years?)

4 But lo, he leaves thofe Heavenly Forms, 3
The Word defcends and dwells in Clay, -

. That he may hold Converfe with Worms,  {
Dreft in fuch feeble Flefh as they. ‘

5 Mortals with Joy beheld his'Face, - 1
! Th’ Eternal Father’s only Son; <
How full of Truth! how full of.Grace! ~  }

~ When thro’ his Eyes the Godhead fhone! 1,
6 Arch-Angels leave their high Abode, !
To learn new Myft’ries here, and tell b
The Loves of our defcending God, PR %

The Glories of Emanuel, )

WL The Nativity of Chriff, Lukei.
’ 30, &c. Luketii. 10, &ec.

1 Ehold, the Grace appears,
The Promife is fulfill’d;
. Mary the Wondrous Virgin-bears,
And Fefus is ﬂi; Child.

[z The |



4 Hymns and B.1, |
(= Tl‘e Lord, the Highelt God,
Calls him his only Son ;

He bids him rule the Lands abroad,
And gives him Dgvid’s Throne.

3 O’cr Yacob fhall ke reign

With a peculiar. Sway ;
"The Nutions fhall his Grace obtain,
| His Kingdom ne’er decay.]
4 To bring the glotious News,

A heavenly Form appears 3 |
|, e telis the Sheplards of their Joysy
:And bapifhzs their Fears.

5 G, lumlle Swains, faid he,
To Davii's City fly;

Tioe premiy'd lufant born to Day,
Dith in a Alanger lie.

G TEith Locks and Hearts ferene

- Go vijt Chnt your King;

And frait a flaming Troop was feen 3

T he Shepherds heard them fing.

|

t 7 Glory ta God on High!

[ Aud Feavenly Peace on Earth,
i

'F

Good-willto Men, to Angels Foy,
At the Redeemer’s Birth! - :
[8 In Worfhip fo Divine
-Let Saints imploy their Tongues,
‘With the Celeftial Hoft we join, oL
And loud repeat their Songs, . .
9 Glory to God on bigh! ,
And heavenly Peace on Earth, Ciré
_ YL



3‘L B.1.  Spiritual Songs.

- Good-will 0 Men, to Angels Foy,
: At our Redeemer’s Birth 1]

1v, Reﬁrr’d to the 2d Pfalm,

V. Submiffion to Affliétive Provi-

dences, Job i. a1.

And crept to Life at firft,
We to the Earth return again,
And mingle with our Dutt.

" 2 The dear Delights we here enjoy,
“And fondly call our own,
Are but thort Favours borrow’d Now,
To be repaid Anon,

3 ’Tis God that lifts qur. Comforts hlgh,
Or finks them in the Grave,
He gives, and (blefled be his Name!)
He takes but what he gave.

" 4 Peace, all our angry Paffions then,
Let -each rebellious Sigh
Be filent at his Sovereign Will,
And ev’ry Murmur die.

- § If fmiling Mercy crown our Lives,
1ts Praifes thall be fpread,, .

" And we’ll adore the Juttice. toe
That Itnkes our Comforts dead.

o g,

Aked as from the Earth we came,

B 3‘\ o VI Tri-




6 Hymns and 'B. L

VL Triumph over Death, Job xix.
25, 26’ 27. ’ o (

1 'GR&t God, I own the Sentence juft,
And Nature muft decay ; .
1yield my Body to the Duft;
To dwell with F ellow-clay,

2z Yet Faith may triumph o’er the Grave, _.
" _ And trample on the Tombs:
¢fus, my Redeemer, lives,
y God, my Saviour, comes.

3 The mighty Conqu’ror fhall appear

High on a Royal Seat, -
And Death, thelatt of all his Foes, .

Lie vanquifh’d at his Feet. B

4 Tho’ greedy Worms devour my Skin,
And gnaw my watting Fleth, L
When God fhall build my Bones again,
He clothes ’em al] afrefh, :
§ Then fhall I fee thy lovely Face
With, ftrong immortal Eyes, “y
And feaft upon thy unknown Grace )
With Pleafure and Surprize. -

\

VIL Tke.Invitation of the Gofpels
. o, fpiritual Food and Cloathing
Ifa.lv, 1, 2, &c. -

1 LET ‘ev’ry mortal Ear attend,

And ev’ry Heart rejoice
. ’ The



i

i

-

R :2 1 Spiﬁtual Songk. | A7

The Trumpet of thé Gofpel founds
"With an inviting Voice.
2 Ho, all ye hungry ftarving Souls,
That feed upon the Wind,
* And vainly ftrive with earthly Toys
To fill an empty Mind ;

3 Eternal Wifdom has prepar’d
A Soul-reviving Feaft,
And bids your longing Appetites
The rich Provifion tafte.

4 Ho, ye that pant for living Streams,
And pine away and die; - ]
Here you may quench your raging Thirft
th Springs that never dry.

5 Rivers of Love and Mercy here
Ina rich Ocean join;
Salvation in abundance flows,
Like Floods of Milk and Wine.

[6 Ye perithing and naked Poor,
Who work with mighty Pain,
To weave a Garment of your own,
“That will not hide your Sin; oA

7 Come naked, and adorn your Soulsys. -
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 | A
. B4+ - 9 The



8 Hymns and B.T,

9 The happy Gates of Gofpel-Grace
Stand open Night and Day ;
Lord, we are come tp feek Supplies,
And drive our Wants away,

VIII. The Safety and Protection of the
Church, a. xxvi. 1,2, 3,4, 5, 6.

1 O W honourable is the Place
Where we adoring ftand,
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 ftrong Salvation made,
Defy th’ Affaults of Hell.

. 3.Liftup the everlafting Gates,
: The Doors wide open fling 3
Enter ye Nations that obey
The Statutes of our King,

4 Here fhall you tafte unmingled Joys,
~ And live in perfect Peace; .
_.You that have known Febcvab’s Name,
' And venturd on his Grace.
s Truft in the Lord, for ever truft,
And banifh all your Fears; -
Strength in the Lord Febovah dwells,
Eternal as his Years, .
6 Whattho’ the Rebels dwell on high,
His Arm fhall bring them low ;
. Low as the Caverns of the Grave
~_ Their lofty Heads thall bow. .
SR ‘ . 7 On
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BL Spiritual Songs. 9

7 On Babylon our Feet fhall tread,”
In that rejoicing Hour ;
The Ruins of her Walls fhall fpread
A Pavement for the Poor,

IX. Fhe Promifes of the Covenant of
Grace, Ifa. lv. 1, 2. Zech. xiii. 1.
Mic. vii. 19, Ezek. xxxvi. 25, e,

1 T N vain we lavifh out our Lives,
To gather empty Wind ;.
_The choiceft Bleflings Earth can yield
Will ftarve a hungry Mind.

2 Céme, and the Lord fhall feed our Souls.
With more fubftantial Meat,
With fueh a8 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 Sauls,
. And wafh away our Stains :
In the dear Fountain that his Son
Pour’d from his dying Veins.
{5 Our Guilt fhall vanith all away,
Tho’ black as Hell before 3
Our Sins fhall fink beneath the Sea,
And fhall be found no more.
6 And left Pollution fhould o’er-fpread - .
Qur inward Pow’rs again, . N
: Bs Hig

—— s -

L



10 Hymns and =~ B.L
" His Spirit thall bedew our Souls R
Like purifying Rain.]
7 Our Heart, that flinty ftubborn T hing,
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 would not be refin’d,
And from the Treafures of his Grace - .
Beftow a fofter Mind.

9 There fhall his facred Spirit dwell,
And deep engrave his Law,
And ev’ry Motion of our Souls ot
To fwift Obedience draw. ‘
10 Thus will he pour Salvation down,
And we fhall render Praife;
‘We the dear People of his Love, 3
And he our God of Grace.

X. The Bleffednefs of Gofpel-Times s
or, The Revelation of Chrift to.
Fews and Gentiles, Ha. v. 2,7, 8,
9, 10. Mat. xiii. 16, 17. ‘

1 O W beauteous are their Feet -
. Who ftand on Zion's Hill,
Who bring Salvation on their Tongues,
And Words of Peace reveal !

. How charming is their Voice! @~ - *
_ How fweet, the Tidings are!

¥

< Ziomy



I B.L.  Spiritual Songs. ¢4
- ¢ Zion, behold thy Saviour King, =~ = '

¢ He reigns and triumphs here, - -

3 How happy are our Ears, =

A That hear this joyful Sound,
Which Kings and Prophets waited for,
«  And fought, but never found !
4 How blefled are our Eyes,

That fee this Heav’nly Light ;

Prophets and Kings defir’d it long,
But dy’d without the Sight !

5 The Watchmen join their Voice,
¢ - And tuneful Notes employ ;
Ferufalem breaks forth in Songs,

And Defarts learn the Joy.

. ‘ ;
76 The Lord makes bare his Arm : '
Thro’ all the Earth abroad ;. : Yo
Let ev’ry Nation now behold i
Their Saviour and their God. -

i XI. The Humble enlightened, and

i~ Carnal Reafon bumbled: Or, The

, Sovereignty of Grace, Luke x.
21, 22.

A e - -

I Here was an Hour when Chrifl rejoiced,
And fpoke his JoyinWords of Praife 3

. ¢ Father, I thank thee, mighty God,
_¢¢ Lord of the Earth, and Heavens and Seas.

2 ¢ I thank thy Sov’reign Pow’r and Love,
¢« That crowns my Dottrine with S:x‘cczf;‘i

e i




12 Hymns and B. L

¢ And makes the Babesin Knowledie learn

¢ The Heights, and Breadihs,-and Lengths

. _ (of Grace,
3 ¢ But all this Glory lies conceal’d

¢¢ From Men.of Prudence and of Wit;

¢¢ The Prince of Darknefs blinds their Eyes,-

¢ And their own Pride refifts the Ligfit.

4 *¢ Father,. ’tis thus, becaufe thy Will
¢¢ Chofe and ordain’d it thould be fo ;-
¢t °Tis thy Delight: t’abafe the Proud,-

¢ And lay the haughty Scorner low.-

§ ¢ There’s none can know the Father right,.
¢¢ But thofe who learn it fram the Son;
¢ Nor can the Son be ‘well receiv’d, .
s¢ But where the Father makes him known.””’

6 Then let our Souls adore our God,
That deals his Graces as he pleafe ;
Nor gives to Mortals an Account-
Or of his A&ions, or Decreeg.

XIL. Free Grace in revealing Chrift,
Luke x. 21,

1 jEﬁu the Man of conftant Grief,.
A Mourner all his Days ; .
" -His Spirit once rejoic’d “aloud,
- And turn’d his Joy to Praife.
a Fatker, I thanktty wondrous Love,
That bath reveal’d thy Son
To Men unlearned s and to Babes
Has made thy Gofpel known, )
I : ' 3 The



B.1I  Spiritual Songs. 13
3 The Myf'ries of Redeeming Grace :

Are bidden from the Wife, . . .
While Pride and carnal Reas’nings join
 To_fwell and blind their Eyes.

4 Thusdoth the Lord of Heav’n and Earth

His great Decrees fulfil,

And orders all his' Works of Grace

By his own Sov’reign Wilk.

XIIL. The Son of God incarnate :
Or, The Titles and the Kingdom of
Chrifty Ha. ix. 2,°6, 7.

1 ~J\HE Landsthat long in Darknefs lay,

 Now have beheld a heav'nly Light
Nations-that fat in Death’s cold Shade’
Are bleft with' Beams divinely bright. -

2 The Virgin’s promis'd Sen is born 3
Behold th’ expected Child appear:

" "W hat fhall his Names or Titles bed

- The Wondérful, The Counfellor.

[3 This Infantis the mighty God,

-Come to be fuckled and ador’d ;
T h’ Eternal Father, Prince of Peace,
T he Son of David, and his Lord.]

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

5 Sefas the holy Child thall fi
High onhis Father David’s Throne,

Shall



¥4 Hymns and B.L
Shall crufh his Foes beneath his Feet, "
And reign to Ages yet unknown.

XIV. The Triumph of Faith: Or,
Chrift’s unchangeable Love, Rom,
viil. 33, &e. ;

1 '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 Salvation to fulfil, 1
¢ Behold him rifing from the Dead.

3 Helives! he lives! and fits above,
For ever interceding 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 usthro’,
And make us more than Conqu’rors too,

5§ Faith hath an over-coming Power,
It triumphs inf the dying Hour:
Chrift is our Life, our Joy , our Hope,
Nor can we fink with fuch a Prop. ‘

6 Not all that Men on Earth can do,

+  Nor Pow’rs on high, nor Pow’rs below,

Shall caufe his Mercy to remove,
Or wean our Hearts from Chrff our Love.

\ L)

\'\4\

e
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XV. Our own Weaknq/.'c and Chrift
our Strength, 2 Cor. xil. 7, 9 10. :

LET me but hear my Saviour fay, :
Strength fball be equal to the Day 5
Then I rejoice in deep Diftrefs, :

Leaning on all-fufficient Grace.

- 2 Iglory in Infirmity,

That Chriff’s.own Pow’r may reft on me;
When I am weak, then am 1 ftro :
Grace is my Shield, and Chriff my Song.

3 Lcan do all Things, or can bear
All Suff’rings, .if my Lord be there; .
‘Sweet Pleafures mingle with the Pains,
R While his Left-hand my Head fuftains,
4 Butif the Lord be once withdrawn,
And we attempt the Work alone,
When new Temptations {pring and.rife,
We find how great our Weaknefs is.

5 So & pfon, when his Hair was loft,
Met the Philiftines to his Coft ;
Shook hjs vain Limbs with fad Surprize,
Made feeble Fight, and loft his Eyes.

XVI. Hofanna fo Chrift, Matt, xxi. 9.
Lukc XiX.. 38 40.

1 Ofanna to the R gl Son
Of David’s antie; Lmea
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His Nature’s Two, his Perfon One,
Myfterious and Divine, - -

2 The Root of David here we find,
And Off-fpring is the fame ;
Eternity and Time are join’d
In our Emanuel’s Name.

3- Bleft He that comes to wretched Men

- » 'With peaceful News from Heav’n}
Hofannahs of the higheft Strain
To Chrift the Lord be giv’n!

4 Let Mortals ne’er refufe to take
Th’ Hofannah on their Tongues, ,
Left Rocks and Stones thould rife, and break
Their Silence into Songs. .

XVIL Viétory over Death, 1 Cor. xv.
55y &e. o :

t For an over-coming Faith
* ‘To chear my dying-Hours,
To triumph o’er the Monfter Deathy’
And all his frightful Pow’rs.

2 Joyful, with all the Stfength I have,
My quiv’ring Lips fhould fing,
Where 15 thy boafted Vit’ry, Grave?
. And where the Monfler’s Sting 2

3 If Sin be pardon’d, I'm fecure,
Death hath no Sting befide ;
The Law gives Sin its daning Pow’r 3
But Chrift, my Ranfom, dy’d,
' S 4 Now
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4 Now to the God of Victory
Immortal Thanks be paid,

‘Who makes us Conqu’rors while we die,
Through Chrift our living Head.

XVIIL. Bleffed are the Dead that die
in the Lord, Rev.xiv. 13.

claiims
1 E AR what the Voice from Heav’n pro-
) For all the pious Dead,
Sweet is the Savour of their Names, '
| And foft their fleeping Bed.
2 They diein Fefus, and are bleft ;
‘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
Endin a large Reward.

XIX. The Song of Simeon: Or, Death
made defirable, Lukei. 27, &c.

4 L O R D, at thy Temple we appear,
As happy Simeon came,
And hope ta meet our Saviour here; - -
O make our Joys the fame!

» With what Divine and vaft Delight

The good old Man was 'ﬁil’d, When
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When fondly in his wither'd Arms
He clafp’d the holy Child!

3 Mw I can leave this World, he cry’d,
Bebold thy Servant dies
Tuve feen thy great Salvation, Lord,
And clofe my peaceful Eyes,
4 Thisis the Light prepar’d to foine
. Upon the Gentile Lands,
Thine livael’s Glory, and their Hope,
T0 break their flavifh Bands.

[s Jefus, the Vifion of thy Face
Hath over-pow’ring Charms ; :
Scarce thall I feel Death’s cold Embrace, _ -
If Chrift be in my Arms, -
6 Tgn will ye hear my Heart-firings break,
. How fweet my Minutes roll !
A mortal Palenefs on my Cheek,
And Glory in my Soul. ] ;

XX. Spiritual Apparel (viz.) The 4
Robe of Righteoufnefs, and Gar °
ments of Salvation, Ha. Ixi. 10, I

2 Wake my Heart, arife my Tongus T
A Prepare a tunéful Voice ; ?

In, God, the 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, .

v

3 And
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3 And left the Shadow of a Spot '
Should on my Soul be found,
* He took the Robe the Saviour wrought,
And caft’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!! .

S The Spirit wrought my Faith and Love,
And Hope, and ev’ry Grace';
But Fefus fpent his Life, to work .
T'he Robe of Righteoufnefs. .

6 Strangely, my Soul, art thou array'd
y the great facred Three:
In fweeteft Harmony of Praife
Letall thy Pow’rsagree. N
. XXI. A Vifion of the Kingdom of
_‘ Chrift among Men, Rev. xxi. 1, 2,
"3,4',- o .
¢ T O, what 2 glorious Sightappears 3
" To our believing Eyes! ™ " ..
T he Earth and Seas are paft away,
And the old-rolling Skies. -
2 From the third Heav’n, where Godrefidesy
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, -~ E ﬁ”

[ N
- (4
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Mortals, behld the facred Sear - -
Of your defeending King.
& The God of Glory down to Mien
Removes bis bleft Abode ;

Men the dear Objects of bis Grace,
And be the lving Gad.

5 His own foft Hand fhall wipe the Tears
rom ev'ry weeping Eye, '
And Pains, and Groans, and Griefs, and Fears,

And Death itfelf fpall die,

5§ How long, dear Saviour, oh how long,
Shall this bright Hour delay ?
Fly fwifter round, ye Wheels of Time,
And bring the welcome Day.

XXIlyand XXIIL Referrdtothe 12 sth Pfalm;

XXIV. The rich Sinner dying, PRl
“xlix, 6,9. Eccl. viii. 8. Job iii. 14, 15y -

1 I N #ain-the wealthy Mortals teil,
R And heap their thining Dutt in vain,
Look down and fcorn the humble Poor,. -
And boaft their lofty Hills of Gain.

2 Their Golden Cordials cannot eafe

eir pained Hearts or aching Heads,
Nor fright, nor bribe approaching Death °
From glittering Roofs and downy Beds.

3 The lingring, the unwilling Soul

"The difmal Summons muft obey,

‘And
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" Andbida long, a fad Farewel,
. To the pale Lumps of lifelefs Clay.

4 Thence they are huddled to the Grave,

" Where Kings and Slaves have equal Thronesy
Their Bones without Diftinction lie
Amongft the Heap of meaner Bones,

. Thereft referrd to the 49th Pfalm.

'tl XXV. A V%'/;'on qf the Lamb, RéV. V.:
. 6, 7, 8, 90

X L L Mortal Vanities be gone, )
Nor tempt my Eyes, nortire my Earss
Behold amidft th’ eternal Throne
+, A Vifion of the Lamb appears.

" '[2 Glory his fleecy Robe adorns,
' Mark’d with the bloody Death he bores.
I Sev'n are his Eyes, and Sev’n his Horns,
I To fpeak his Wifdom and his Pow’r,
3 Lo, he receives a fealed Book
. From him that fits upon the Throne ;
J l Fefus, my Lord, prevails to look
. On dark Decrees, and Things unknown.J:

"4 All the affembling Saints around
Fall worfhipping before the Lamb,

And in new Songs of Gofpel-Sound’
Addrefs their Honours to his Name.

.:f[5 The Joy, the Shout, the Harmony
Flies o’er the Everlafting Hills; :
4 ~ 2  Worthy

;’ i

T e WEEEET "=
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Worthy art thou alme (they cry)
To read the Book, to loofe the Seals.)

6 Our Voices join the Heav’nly Strain,

+ And with tranfporting Pleafure fing,
Worthy the Lamb that once was flain,
To be our Teacher and our King !

7 His Words of Prophecy reveal
Eternal Counfels, deep Defigns ;
His Grace and Vengeance fhall fulfil
« “The peaceful and the dreadful Lines.

8 Thou haft redeem’d our Souls from Hell
With thine invaluable Blood ;
And Wretches that did once rebel, :
: 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 T'hrone.

XX VI Hope of Heaven by the Refir-
reétion of Chriff, 1 Pet.i. 3, 4, 5.
I BLeﬂ: be the Everlafting God,
The Father of our Lord ;
Be his abounding Mercy prais’d,
His Majefty ador’d.
2 When from the Dead he rais’d his Son,
And call’d him to the Sky,
He gave our Souls a lively Hope
That they thould never die. ‘
; 3 What
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3 What tho’ our inbred Sins require’
Our Fleth to fee the Dutt,

Yetas the Lord our Saviour rofe,
So alt his Followers muft.

4 There’s an Inheritance Divine
Referv’d againft that Day,
*Tis uncorrupted, undefil’d,
And cannot_wafte away,

5 Saints by the Pow’r of God are kept,
Till the Salvation come;
We walk by Faith, as Strangers here,
Till Chrift thall call us home. .

23

XXVIL. Affurance of Heavens or a

Saint prepar'd to die, 2 Tim.

. 6,7, 8, 18.

(1 DEath may diffolve my Body now,
And bear my Spirit 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 Courfe, and kept the Faith,
And wait the fure Reward.]
3 God has laid up in Heav'n for me
A Crown which cannot fade ;
The Righteous Judge at that great Day
Shall place it on my Head.

4 Nor hath the King of Grace decreed
This Prize for me alone;

iv.

B

" But
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Bat 41l that love, and fon o fee
Th’ Appesrance of his Son.'
5 Fefiis the Lord, thall guard me fafe
érom ev’ry ill Defign ;

And to his héav’nly 'ngdom keep.
This feeble Soul of mine.

6 God is my everlatting Aid, |
And Hell fhall rage in vain;
To him be higheft Glory paxd,
And endlefs Praife. Amen.

XXVIIL The Triumph of Chrift vver
the Enemies of bis C/Jurcb, Ifa Lxiii.
1,2, 3, Ke. :

‘ x 7 H AT mighty Man, qr- mlghty God,
Comes travelling in State,
Along the Idumean Road.

Away from Bazrah’s Gate.,

¢ The Glory of his Robes proclaim
*T'is fome Victorious King:
T I, the Juft, th’ Almlghty One,
% That your Salvation bring,.
3 Why, mighty Lord, thy Saints enquire,
Why thine Apparel red?
And all thy Vefture ftain’d like thofe
Who in the Wine-prefs trcadP
4% Ty my felf have trod the Prefs,
And crufi’d iny Foes alone;
¢¢ My Wrath has ftruck the Rebels dead, -
o My Fury ﬁ’amp’d “them down
w ’Tls
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5 ¢ *Tis Edom’s Blood that dyes my Robes

¢ With joyful Scarlet Stains; ‘

¢ The Triumph that my Raiment wears,
¢ Sprung from their bleeding Veins.

6 ¢ Thus fhall the Nations be deftroy’d,

“* That dare infult my Saints;

e ] have an Arm t’avenge their Wrongs,
*“ An Ear for their Complaints.

XXIX. The Second Part: Or, The
Ruin of Antichrift, ver. 4, 3, 6, 7.

1% I_Lift my Banner, faith the Lord,
' - Where Antichrift has ftood 5
 The City of my Gofpel-Foes

¢¢ Shall be a Field of Blood.

2 * My Heart has ftudy’d juft Revenge,

*¢ And now the Day appears,
¢ The Day of my Redeem’d is come
. To wipe away their Tears,
3 Quite weary is my Patience grown,
““ And bids my Fury go ;
¢ Swift as the Lightning it fhall move,
¢¢- And be as fatal too.

' 4 I call for Helpers, but in vain:

\
!

¢ Then has my Gofpel none ? A
- % Well, mine own Arm has Might enough
¢ To cruth my Foes alore.

5 “ Slaughter and my devouring Sword
*¢ Shall walk the Streets around,
C , ¢¢ Babel
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* Babel thall reel bencath my Stroke,
¢ And ftagger to the Ground.” :

& Tty Honours, O viftorious King,
Thine own right Hand fhall raife,
- While we thy awful Vengeance fing,
And our Deliv’rer praife. A

XXX. Prayer for Deliverance ane
Swer'd, Ia, xxvi, 8 ——20.

t T N thine own Ways, O God of Love,
We wait the Vifits of thy Grace;
Our Bouls Defire is to thy Name, -
And the Remembrance of thy Face. -

2 My Thoughts are fearching, Lord, for thee,
’Mongit the.black Shades of lonefome Night;
My earnefl Cries falute the Skies
Before the Dawn reftore the Light.

3 Lock how rebellious Men deride
‘The tender Patience of my God; -
But they fhall-fee thy lifted Hand,
And fecl the Scourges of thy Rod.
4 Hark, the Eternal rends the Sky,
A mighty Voice before him goes,
A Voicc of Mufick tv his Friends,
But threatning Thurider to his Foes.
. Come, Children; to your Father’s Arms,
- Hide in the Chambers of my Grace,
Till the fieree Storms be overblown,
4Ard my revenging Fury ceafe,
o : - 6My

b
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6 My Sword thall boaft its Thoufands flain,
And drink the Blood of haughty Kings,

- While heav’nly Peace around my Flock
Stretches its foftand fhady Wings.

XXXI Referr'd o the 1 P/&lm.

- XXXIL Strengtb from Heaven, Iﬁ.
: ~ xk 27,128, 29, 30. :

s 'W’ HencedoourMoumﬁﬂThOughts mfe’
And where’s our Courage ﬂed?
Has reftlefs Sin and raging Helt .
Struck all our Comforts dead ?

2 Have-we forgot th’ Almighty Name
That form’d the Easth and Sea?

~ And canan All~creating Arm
Grow weary or decay?

$ Treafures of everlafting Might
In our Febovah dwell ,
He gives the Conqueft to the Wcak
And treads their Foes to Hell,

. 4 Mere mortal Power thall fade and die,
And youthful Vigour ceafe,
But we that wait upon the Lord
-Shall feel our Strength increafe.

§ The Saints fhall mount on Eagles ngs, ‘
And tafte the promis’d Bhfé,
' TiM their unwearied Feet arrive.

fe@t Pleafure is.
- Where perfect leafu XXXHI, -
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XXXIII, XXXIV, XXXV, XXXVI, XXXV,

XXXVIII sz:rr’d to Pfal CXXXi, cxxxw,
lxvn, lxxlu, xc, and Ixxxiv., = o

XXXIX Gods tender Care qf bis |

Church, 1a. xlix. 13, 14, ‘&c,

1.NT OW fhall my inward Joys. anfe
N And burlt intoa Song; ’
Alm:gh? Love infpires my Heart,
leafure tunes my Tongue..

God on his thirlty Sien-Hill e
.. Some Mercy-Drops has thrown, : . |
And:folemn, Oaths have bound:his Lave ;
. ‘Fqfhowr Salvation down.. . . .

3 'Why doiwe thery indulge our' Fws, 1, M L
\Sufpicions and Complaints? ..~ <2
Is he a2 God, and fhall his Grace.. ..~
Grow wearyof his Saints? . .,
4 Can a kind Woman eer. foxgct e
The Infant of het Womb, "+ .. .,

And ’imongft a theufand tender Thoughts,
Her Suckling have no.room? . . ..

g Yet, faith the Lord, Sbould Namn ;bmgt,

And Mothers Monflers prove, . -
Sion ffill dwells upon the Hears. g

. Of everlafting Leve. .. - SN

6 D:ep on the Palms of both -my Hami:
I bave engrav’d-ler Name s

-~ My Hands foall raife ber ruin’d Wallss. 1
And build ber brokm Frame.

\ . ' XL- The
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b xn‘ ‘]’Z;g B:;ﬁng/lc and Blef/ea’n{(/}( of

Glorified Saints, Rev. vu I 3, 14,
I 5, &e. . :

H J T bappy Mm, or /!rzgels, :54’
That all their Robes are /)otle 5 19[;' ted
Wbm:e did this-Ghrious Troop arrive 4 4
At the pure Realmsof Heav'nly Light ?. A

2z From tort’ring Racks, and burning Fires,
And Seas of their own Blood they came :
But nobler Blood has wafh’d thexr Rubes
Flowing from Chrift the dying. Lamb, - *

3 Now they approach th’ ‘Almight Throne
With loud Hofennas Night and ﬁay :
Sweet Anthems to the Great Three Om ,
Meafure theirbleft Eternity.

4 No more fhall Hunger pain their Sonle
He bids their parching Thirft be gone,:.
And fpreads the Shadow of his Wings,
T fkreen 'em from the fcorching Sun, ;.

s The Lamb that fills the middle Throric
Shall fhed around .his. milder Beams ; - @
There fhall-they featt on his rich.Love,
And drink full'Joys from living Sttem&

6 Thus fhall their mighty Blifs renew->
Thro*.the'waft Round of endlefs Yearsy, 3
And the foft Haifd of\Sovireign Gracg
Healsall nhm.W' ounds, andwigesheisKears.

Y I ARG L L The
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XLI- Tbe ./dme N Of, ' 7773 Martyr‘
glorify’d, Rev. vit. 1 3 &q.

1 "Hefe glorious Minds, bow bright ¢ ine}
T Iflf' bence all the'r white Array ¢ Mﬁ)»\
Fow came they to the happy Seats
- Of everlujling Day ? : .

2z From tort'ring Pains to endlefs Joys

On fiery Wheels they rode,
And ftrangely wafh’d their Raiment white
In Fefus* dying Blood.
3 Now they approach a fpotkefs God;
And bow before his Throne,
Their warbling Harps and facred Songs’ .
Adore the Holy One.
4 The unvail’d Glories of his Face .
Amongft his Saints refide, A
While the rich Treafure of his Grace
Sces all their Wants fupply’d.

5 Tormenting Thitft fhall leave their Souls,
And Hunger flee as faft; -
‘The Frit of Life’simmorral Tree
Shall be their fweet Repaft.

6 The Lamb thall lead his heav’nly Flock
W here living Fountains rife,
And Love Divine fhall wipe away
The Sarsews of their Eyes,

e P XLI}Q
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y
f)

XLIL Divine Wrath and Mercys
from Nahum i, 1, 2, 3, &e.

‘1 Dol're 32& tremble, ;gr our God
. Isa* Confuming Fire; * Heb, xii.2g
His jealous Eyes his Wrtath inflame, -
And raife his Vengeance higher.

2 Almighty Vengeance, bow it burns?
How bright: his. Fury glows!
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,
But kindled, oh! how fierce they blaze }
And rend all Nature’s Frame.

4 At his Approach the Mountains flee,,
And feck 2 wat’ry Grave; '
The frighted Sea makes hafte away,
And fhrinks up ev’ry Wave. »
s Through the wide Air the weighty Rocks
Are {wift as Hail-ftones. hur’d:
Who dares engage his fiery Rags,,
T hat fhakes the folid World &
6 Yet, mighty God, thy Sov’réign Grace
Sits Regent on-the Throne, | -
The Refuge of thy chofen Race
When Wrath comes rufhing down..
7 Thy Hand thalt on rebellious: Kings-

A fiery Tempeft pour .
: yremE P Wit
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Wh‘le we beneath thy‘lhelt’ring ngs '
Thy juft Revengeadore. ‘

XLIU. Referr’d'to the 1ooth Plaim.
. XLIV. Referr’d to the 133d Pfalm. ,

XLY. The Laﬁ :7udgmerzt Rcv. xxi.
C5 6,7, e,

i S EE where the great incarnate God :
Fills a majettick Throne,
While from the Skies his awful Voice
Bears the Laft Judgment down.

Iz ¢ Jam the Firft, and [ the Laft,
¢ Thro’ endlefs Years the famc,
¢ I AM is my Memorial fill,
¢ And my eternal Name.

3« Su%l'/} Favours as 2 God can give, -

) y Royal Grace beftows ; '
¢ Ye thirfty Souls, come tafte the Streams
¢¢ Where foe and Pleafure flows.]

[+ ¢ The Saint that triumphs o'er his Sms,
¢ I’ll.own him fora Son §
¢ The whole Creation. fhall reward
¢ The Conquefts he has won.

¢¢ But bloody Hands,. and Hearts uncjean, »
¢ And all the lying Race, :
~¢¢ The faithlefs and the fcoffing Crew,
¢ That fpum at offer’d Grace ;
6 v ’"hey fhall be taken from.my Sight, -
"¢ Bound faft in Iron Chaips, R
¢ And
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¢« And headlong plung’d into the Lake., .
‘¢ Where Fire and Darknefs ;eigxl;.f’],
" 7 O _may I ftand before the Lamb,, ... -,
When Earth and Seas are fled! =~
And hear the Judge pronounce my Nime..
With Bleffings on my Head!

8 May I with thofe for ever dwell,
‘Who here-were my-Delight,
While Sinners banifh’d down to Hell’
. No more offend my Sight.

XLVI, & XLVU. Referr’d to Plal. 148,.a%d 33

KLVIIL The Chriffian Race; Ma. xl:
28, 29, 30, 3.

1 - Wlake our Souls (away our Feats,. -
Let ev’ry trembling Thought be gone;)
Awake, and run the heav’nly Race,
And put a chearful:Cdurage on.

2 Thrue, ’tis a ftrait and thorny Road,. -
And mortal Spirits tireand faint;.
But they forget the mighty God,. .
That fesds the Strength of evry Saint:

3 The Mighty God, whofe matchlefs-Pow’r
Is ever new and ever.young, = -
And firm endures,. whilé endlefs Years
T heir everlafting Gircles run. o
4 Erom Thee, the overflowing Spring,-
Ous Souls thalldrink a frefh Supply,. =
s Cs . . - Whils
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While fuch a3 trutt their native Strength.
 Shall melt away, and drop, and dic.

§ Swift asan Eagle cuts the Air,
We'll mountaloft to thine-Abode 5
On Wings of Love our Souls thalt fly,
Nor tire amidft the heav’nly Road.

XLIX. Tre Works of Mofes and the
Lamb, Rev. xv. 3.

’ H O W firong thine Arm is, mighty Ged}
Who would not fear thy Name ?
Fefus, how fweet thy Gracesare?
Whe would not love the Lamb ?

2 He has done more than Mo/es did,
Our Prophet and our King;
From Bonds of Hell he freed our Soulsy,
And taught our Lips to fing.

3 In the Red Sea by Mofes’ Hand
Th Egyptian Hoft wasdrewn’d;
But his own Blood hides all out Sins,
And Guilt no mote is found.

4 When thro’ the Defart /frael went,
With Manna they were fed;
Otir Lord invites us to his Fleth,
And calls it Living Bread.
5 Aofes beheld the promis’d Land,
Yetnever reach’d the Place ; }
But Chriff fhall bring his Followers Fome
., . Tofeehis Father's Face, - '
! is ‘ Thm .
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6. Then fhall eur-Love and Joy be full‘ :
And feeta warmer Flame, - .

And fweeter Voices tune the Song,
Of Mjsfes and the Lamb.

L. The Song of "Zecharias, and the

M effage. of. John the Baptift; or,,

ight and Salvation by JeJis Chrifty,
Luke & 68, &e. Johat 29, 32.

" O W be the God of /frael bleft,
Who makes his Truth appears,
mighty Hand fulfils his Word,.
And all the Oaths he fware.

z Now he bedews old David’s Roet

With-Bleflings from. the Skies;

He makes the Branch of Promife g\'em
The promis'd Horn arife..” -

[3 Fobn wasthe Prophet of the Lordy.-
To-go before his Face,.
The Herald which our Saviour-God:
Sent to prepare-his Ways..
4 He makesthe great Salvationknown,. -
He fpeaks of pardon’d Sinsy - :
‘While Grace Divine and Heawnly Love 1
Initsown.Glory fhines.. -

§ ¢ Beliold the Bamb of God;. he cfiesy.
“« That takes our Guilt away ;- ,
% J{iw the Spirit o’er his Head: .- -

. thxs Baptmn@DhJJ & < B

~
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6 ¢ Be ev’ry Vale exalted high, -
¢ Sink ev’ry Mountain low ; o
¢¢ The Proud muft ftoop, and humble Seuls

¢¢ Shall his Salvation know.

7 ¢ The Heathen Realms with Ifrael’s Land
*¢ Shall join in -fweet Accord; -
*¢  And all that’s born of Man fhall fee
¢ The Glary of the Lord.
8 ¢ Behold the Morning-Stararife, - --
: ¢¢ Ye.that in Darknefs fit; :
¢ Hemagks the Path that leads to Peace,
*¢ And guides.our doubtful Feet.” !

L1. Perfevering Grace, Jude 24, 25-

i ’I"O "God the only Wife, Coos
Our Saviour and our King,
Lect all the Saintsbelow the. Skies. .
T heir humble: Praifes bring.
2z *Tis s Almighty Love,
HisCounfel, and his Care,
Preferves us fafe from Sin and Death,
" And ev’ry hurtful Spaze. . - .

3 He wil] prefent our Souls
Unblemifh’d and compleat,
Before tbe Glory of -his Face, .
With Joysdivinely greas .
4 Then aH the chofen Seed R
Shall meet around the Throhe, - ’
Shall blefs the Condu& of his Grace,
"~ And makg his Wonders known. T
. T - § to
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5§ To our Reedeemer God . . ., i ¢
Wifdom and Paw’ rbe)angg, RN

. Immortal Crowns of Ma}cﬁy‘ ER O A
And everlaﬁmgSongs, o

r EARAR

I.II. Baptifm, Matt. xxviii. 19 A&&
Ho38. T

Was the Commiffion of our Lo:'d
Go, teach the Nations, and Bapnz:: 5

T~hc Nations have receiv’d the Word
Since he afcended to the-Skies. :

2 He fits upon th’eternal Hllls, .
With Grace and Pardoh in his Hands,
And fends his Cov’nant with the Setlﬁ
To blefs thediftant Britif Lands

3 Repmt, .and be Baptiz'd, the faitb;. .
For the Remiffion.of your Sins ;
And thusour Senfe affifts our Faith,
_ And fhows us what his Gofpel means;; .

4 Our Souls.he wathes:in his Blood, -
As Water makes-the Body clean g
And the good Spirit from our God
Defcends like. purifying Rain.. | . .,

5 ‘Thus we engage our felves to 'l"hee, 0
And feal our Cow’nant with the Lord &

O may the great eternal Three. . +:
In Heav’n, aur, falemn Vows recordd " ¢

T TN L ,.
“ 0 . . P R T
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LIIL. T%e Holy Scriptures, Heb. 1. 1.
2 Tim. i, 1§, 16. Pfalm cxlyii,
. 19, 20.

3 ©D who in various Methods. tofd
His Mind and Will to Saints of old}.
Sent his own Son with T'ruth and Grace,,
To teach us in thefe latter Days,

2 Our Nation. reads the written Word,

T hat Book of Life, that fure Records
‘The bright Inheritance of Heaw’n,
Is by the-fweet Conveyance giv’n,

3 God’skindeft Thoughts are here expreft,
Able to make us Wife and Bleff;: :
The Dottrinesare divinely true,

Fit for Reproofy. and Comfort tage.

4 Ye Britib {les who read his Love:
In long Epiftles from above °
(He hath not fent his- facred Word'
To ev’ry Land) Praife ye the Lordi.

" LIV. Electing Grace: ©s, Saints b=
loved in Chrifi, Epb.t. 3, &c.

1 7 ESUS, weblefs thy Father’s Name 5
Thy God and ours are both the fames::-
What heav’nly Bleflings from-his T hrene -
Flow down to Sinpers thro’ his.Son? .
. 2 z Chriff
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z Chrift be my firft Elec?, he fiid,
Then chofe our Souls 11 Chriff our Head,,

Before he gave the Mouz.ains Birth,
Or laid Foundations: for the Earth,.

3 Thus did eternal Love begin
To raife us up from Death and Sing
Our Charaters were then decreed,, .
 Blamelef in Love, & holy Sesd,
' 4 Predeftinated-to be Sons, - :
Born by Degrees, but chofe at onces -
A new regenerated Race,
"To praife the Glory of his Grace..
5 With Chriff our Lord we fhare our Parg
In the Affections of his Heart,
Nor fhall our Souls be thence remov’d.
" THl he forgets-his Firft-below'd..

1

LV. Hezekiah’s Song: Os, Sicknefs
. @nd Recovery, Ma. xxxviii. g, &e.
1 \'\/ HEN wearerais’d from deep Difirefs,
' Our God dcferves a Song;,
We take the Pattermof our Praife
,  From Hezekiah’s Tongue.
2 Fhe Gatesof the devouring Grave:
Are epen’d wide in vain,
If he that LKolds the Keysof Deatls
Commands them fak again.
3 Pains of the Flefh are wont t’abufe
Qur Minds with flavifh Fears; - - o ‘
] .- | ny

¢




Our Days are pafl,..and we fhall lofe. L
- The Rc,mtmxt,-,o/" .ur Years. 4 o
4 We chatter with a Swallow’s Voice, - -
Or lgte a Dove we mourn, |
With Bitternefs-inftead,of Jays,
Ao and fodorms
5 Febtvah fpeaks the healing Werd;
T e vithfindas
Fevers and Plagues obey the Lord,
And fly at his Commands.

6 I half the Strings of Life fhould break;: |
He can our Frame reftore = :
He caftsqur Sins behind his Back, -

And they are found no more;

. LVL The Song of Mofes and ‘the
- Lamb: Or, Babylon falling, Rev.
 xV. 3. and xvi. 19. -amd Vit 6. .
r 'W' E fing the Glories-of thy Love, ..
We found thy dieadful Name ;
The Chriftian Church unites- the.Songs
~ Of. Mofes and the Lasmb.
2 Great God, how woendrousare thy Worke -
Of Vengeance and of Grace! = .1, .
Thou King of Saints,, Almighty Lord,; -
How juft and true thy Ways!
§ Who dares refufe to fear thy Name,.
Or worthip at thy Throne?- ‘
Thy Jndgments fpeak thine. Holinefs. . .
~ Thro’ all. the: Natians knowa.

~

¢ Great .
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4 Great Babybn, that rules the Earth, -«
Drunk with the ‘Martyrs Blood, - -

Her Crimyes: thalt fpeedily awake ..
The Fury of our-God. . .,

§ The Cup of Wrath is ready mixt,
And fhe mutft drink the Dregs
Strong is the Lord, her Sov’reign Judge,
And fhall fulﬁl zhe Plagues.

bae

LVII, Orzgmal Sm- Or, The ﬁr/}
and /ecand Adam,. Rom. v. 12,&c.
Pfal. li. 5. Job xw.

\
N

) Ackward wnth humble Shame we look
On our Original ;
How is our Nature dafh’d and broke
In our fitlk Eather’s Fall t

2 Toall that’s Gaod averfe and blindy
But prone te all that’s I1l;
‘Whatdreadful -Darknefs Vaﬂs our Mmd !
How obftinate-pur Will!

(3*€onteiv'd mSin (O wretched State!)
Before we draw our Breath, =
Thé frft youmg Pulfe begins to beat
Iniquity and-Death.

4 How ftronginour degen’rate Blood
The old Cerrpption reigns,
And shingling with the crooked Flood,
 Wandczs-through: all our chs 1,
'.»..‘;'D > [ de
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[s Wild and unwholefome as the Roat :
Will all the Branches be ;
How can we hope for living Fruit
From fuch a deadly Tree?

6 What mortal Pow’r from Fhings unclean
~ __Can pure Produ@ions bring ?
‘Who can command a vital Stream.
" Fram aninfe@ed Spring?]

7 Yet, mighty God, thy wond’rous Lova
- Can make our vature clean,
While Chrif# and®3race prevail above
The "Fempter,” Death 3nd Sin, )
-8 ‘The fecond Mam fhall reftore
‘The ruins of the Firft,
Hofanna to that Sov’reign Pow's :
‘That new creates our Duft. <

LVHL. The Devil vanguif'd: Or, -
Michael’s War with the Dragon,
“Rev. xii. 7. ,

: LE T mortal Tongues attempt to fing [
B4 The Wars of Heav’n, when Mickaelftood
Chief General of th’ Eternal King, "
And fought the Battles of our God.,

2 Againft the Dragon and his Hoft
The Armies of the Lord prevail :
In vain they rage, in vain they boaft,
Their Courage finks,, their Weapops fail. -

3 Down
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'3 Down to the Earth was Satan thrown,
Down to the Earth his Legions fell

Then was the Trump of Triumph blowny
And fhook the dreadful Deeps of Hell,*

, 4 Now is the Hour of Darknefs paft,
Chrift has affum’d his reigning Pow’r ;
Behold the great Accufer caft ,
Down from the Skies, torife no more:

5 *Twasby thy Blood, immortal 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 ev’ry Star
Shine with new Glories round the Sky 3
Saints, while ye fing the heav’nly War,
Raife your Deliv’rer’s Name on high.

. LIX. ‘Babylon fallen, Rev. xviik
,‘ 20, 2%. ‘

t T N Gabrisrs Hand a mighty Stone:
‘ Lies, a fair Type of Babylon:
' Prophets rejoice, and all ye Saints,
i God fball avenge your long Complaintse.
2 He faid, and dreadful as he ftood,
He funk the Mi}ﬁone in the Flood 2
Thus terribly fhall Babel fqll,
. Fhusy and no mere pe found at all,
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LX., The Virgin Mary’s Sa‘;‘;g,- Or,
ke promifed Meffiah born, Luke i.
4.6,' & c. » . .

I UR Souls thall magnify the Lord, .
O In God the Saviou%nwz rejoice’: -
While we repeat the Virgin’s Song,

May the fame Spirit tune our Voice.

[z The Higheft faw her low Eftate, ,
And mighty Things his Hand hath done:
His over-thadowing Powerand Grace .. -
Makes ber the Mother of his Son.

3 Letev’ry Nation call her bleft,
And endlefs Years prolong her Fame 3
But God alone muft be- ador'd 5 -
Holy and Rev’rend is his Name.]}

4 To thofe that fear and truft the Lord,
His Mercy ftands for ever fure :
From Age to Age his Promife.lives,
And the Performance is iecure, .

5 He ffuke to Abra’m and his Seed,

In thee fball all the Batth be bleft :

The Mem’ry of that ancient Werd: /"
. Lay long in his eternal Breaft, :
6 But now no more fhall Ifrael wait,
-No more the Gentiles lie forlorn ;
Lo, the Defire of Natiops comes ;
Behold, the promis'd Seed is born !

I
, ' ' . LXI |
i !
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LRI Chriff our High Prieff and
Kings ard Chrift coming to fudg-
ment, Rev.i. 5,6,7:"

£ NTOW to the Lord, that makesus know

T he Wonders of his dying, Love,

¢ humble Honours paid below,

And Strains of nobler Praife above. .

. 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,
Be everlafting Power confeft,
And gv’ry Tongue his Glory fing.

4 Behold, on flying Clouds he comes,
And ev’ry Eye fhall fee him move; .
Tha’ with cur Sins we pierc’d him once,
Then he difpjays his pardoning Love.

5 The unbelieving:Waxld thall wail,

W hile we rejoice to fee the Day:
Come, Lord; norlet thy Promife. fail,
Nox let thy Charjots long delay.

RIEP Y S A
LIS IS

. .o . . .
[ R R, c e B (S
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LXIL Chrift Yefus the Lamb of God
worfbipped by all the Creation,
Rev.v. 11,13, 13,

b C OME let us join our chearful Songs
» With Angels round the Throne ;
Ten thoufand thoufand are their Tongues, -
But all their Joys are one. ot

' Worthy'the Lamb that &y'd, they cry,
To be exalted thus:
#orthy the Lamb, our Lipsreply, .
For he was flain for us. sk

s Fefus is worthy to receive
5 Honour and Power Divine ;
And Bleflings. more than we can give,
Be, Lotd, for ever thine.

# Let all that dwell abgve the Sky,
. And Air, and Earth, and Seas,
Confpire to lift thy ‘Glories high,
- And fpeak thine endlefs Praife,
§ The whole Creation join in one,
To blefs the Sacred Name
Of him that fitsupon the Throne,
And to adore the Lamb. - ‘

LXIUIL Chriff's Humiliation and Exe
altation, Rev. v. 1a.
t HAT equal Honours fhall we bring
- V¥ Tothee,0 Lordour God,the %rll‘leb.
. ~ “When

.
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When all the Notes that Angels fing,
Are far inferior to thy Name?

2 Worthy is He that once was flain, o
T he Prince of Peace that groan’d and dy’d,
Worthy torife, and live, and reign
Athis Almighty Father’s fide.

3 Pow’rand Dominion are his Due,

‘Who ftood condemn’d at Pilate’s Bar:
W ifdom belongs to Fefus tco,
Tho’ he was charp’d with Madnefs here,

_4 All Riches are his Native Right,
Yet he fuftain’d amazing Lofs ;
‘T'o him afcribe Eternal Might,
Who left his Weaknefs on the Crofs.

s Honour immortal muft be paid,
Inftead of Scandal and of Scotn ;
While Glory fthines around his Head,
And a bright Crown without a Thorn.

.6 Bleflings for ever on the Lamb, o
Who bore the Curfe for wretched Men: .
Let Angels found his facred Name,

And ev’ry Creaturcfay, Amen.

- LXIV. Adoption, 1 Johniii. 1, &y
Gal. vi, 6.

i Ehaold what wond’rous Grace
The Father hath beftow’d
. On Sinpers of 2 Mortal Race, R
-~ To call thetn Sons of God! vTia
: ‘ 2

.
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2 "Tis no furpriging Things~ .- = &
That we thould be unknown;s.., ...
The Fewifh World Knew ot their Kigg, .-
- Godseverlafting Son. " oy
‘s Nor dothit yetappear . . . .-
How great we muft be made; """ .
But whén we fee our Saviour here, -~ -,
We {hall be like'our Head. "~ : N v
4 A Hope fo' much divine
May Trials well endure,’
May purge our Souis from Senfeand Sin, * ',
As Chrift the Lord'is pure. © ™ 2 L
s If in my Fathet’s Love 7
I thare a filial Part,
Send down thy Spirit like a Doye . - -=¢ =
- Torett upon my Heart. =~ "~ 7
- 6 We would no longer lie
Like Slaves beneath the Throne;,; .
My Faith fhall #bbg Fathercry, .~ ¢
- And thou the Kindred own. _ ~ o

LXV. The Kingdoms of the Werld
become the Kingdoms of the. Lord=
- Or, The Dayof. Yudgmenty, Rev.

T e

Vs

¥

xi.. 13, SE
: L ET- the Sev'ith Angel found on high,
Let Shoutsbe heard thra” all the Sky 3
Kings of the Earth with glad Accord, ~
Give up yoyr Kingdoms to the Lord.
‘ . ' 2 All
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2 Almighty Gad, tey Pow’ affume, :
Whowz&, and art, and art to come:

" 3 The angry Nations fret and roar,

;

That they canflay the Saints o nmore 3
On Wings of Veagreance flies our God-
T o pay the long Arrears of Blood.

4 Now muft the rifing Dead appear ;
Now the decifive Sentence hear ;
Now the dear Martyrs of the Lord
Rwdveaainﬁninf. eward.

LXVI. Clilt vhe King ar bis Tuble,
Sol.Song . 2, 344, 5, 12,13, 17.

1 E T him embrice my Sou!, amdprove
L Mine Hitreft in gsyheav’rﬂy Love:
“The Voice that tells me, Thoz art mine,
E xceeds the Bleffings of the Vine.

2 On Thee th’ anointing Spirit came,

Aand fpreads the Savour of thy Name

- "That Oil of Gladnefs and of C

Draws Virgin Souls to meet thy Face.
) , alluve teve by thy Charms, -

3 K2y Sout ool By e chime et
Our wand’rinig Feet thy Favoursbring - -
T ot falr Chambers of the King,

D [+ Wor
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[4 Wonde and Pleafnre,maes put Voice, .
To (pﬂk thy Praifes and our-Joys:
Our Mem’sy keeps this Loye of, thme
chOnd the Tafte of richeft Wine.]..

5 Tho' in our felves.deform’d werare, -
And black as Kedar “Tents appear,,
Yet when we put thy Beauties ony-. .
Fair as the. Courts of Solmen.. |

[6 Whileat his Table fits the King,
He loves to fee us fmile and fing: -
Our Gracesare our beft Pesfume, ..
And breathe like prkenard round the ‘Room.]

7 As'Myrrh new blcedxng from the Tree,
Such isa dying Chrif# to me;
And while he makes my Soul his Gucﬁ
My Bofom, Lord {hall be thy Rcﬁ

[8 No Beams of Cedar or of Fir, '
Can with thy Courts on Earth- compare; ;
And here we wait until thy Love - . ¢
Raife us to nobler Seats above.] RS

LXVIL Seeking the Paftures of
Chrift tke - Shepherd. Solomon s
~Song i. 7.

X H 0 U whom my Soul adtmres above

All earthly Joy and earthly Love,

Tell me, dear Shepherd, let me know
Where¢ doth thy fweeteft Paltumgmw 2

2 Where
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2 Where i¢'the’Shadow of ' that Rock,” ™~
That from the-Sun defends thy Flock? ©

Fain would'{ feed among thy Sheep, =’
Among them ' reft, -among them fleep.
3 Why fhould thy Bride appear fike 6ne”
_‘That turns afide to'Paths unknowni?' -
My conftant Feet would nevér rove, - *° -
Would never feek another Love, - =
[4 The Footfteps-of thy Flock Ffee; - "'~
Thy fweeteft Paftures here they be; - '*
A wondrous Feaft thy:Love prepares /- ..
. “Bought with ‘thy ‘Wounds, and- Groans, ‘and

t
i

5 Hisdeareft Flefh he makes' my. Food,
And'bids'me drink hisricheft Blood: =
Here tb thefe Hills my Soul ‘will come,
Tilt my Beloved lead mehome. |

LXVIIL - The, Banguet of Love, Sol,
- Song i Iy 2, 3,45,.0,7.

1 BEho)d the Rofe of Sharen here,

. - The Lilly-which the Vallies bear ;" -

- .Behold the Tree.of Lifethatgives
‘Refrefhing Fruit, and healing Leaves.

2 Amongft the Thorns fo Lillies thine ;

, Amongft. wild Gourds the noble Vine;
So.inzmine Eyes my Saviour froyes, '

K4

 Amidt 3 THoufind medner Loves.
3 Beneath bis.caoling Shade I fat, ~ © - -

To fhield me fr%n the burning Heat ;
ceath 2 .
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Of heav’nly Fruithe.{preadsa Feaft, .- = .
To feed my Eyes, and pleafe my Ttﬂn,
[+ Kindly he brought me to the Plate - B
Where ftands the Batiquet 6f his Grace ;-
He faw me fuint,. and-o'er wy Head .
The Banner of his Lowe he fpread.
s With living Bread, and fen’ross ‘Wlne, ;
He chears this finking Heat of mibie; -
And op’ning; his own Heast to me, = .
He thows his Thoughts how: &ind mcy bc&]
6 O never tet imy Liordd A
Lie down and Teft upon?ﬁ Heart; -~

r‘}o femy Sins not once to move, . -
ir, nor- wake. nor griétfe my Lo *

LXIX Chrift rappearmg ta bis é‘burcb
-and feeking ber Gompary, Sois Spt;g
8, Gy 10, 105 12 I3yt J 4
'HE Voice of hy Beloved founds, -
Over tife Rocks and rifing ‘Grounids; 3

O’er Hillsof Guils,and Sas of G&ef,
He deaps, He lies to’ mym

2 Now thio” the Veil ormfhlree
With Eyes of Lve he Iooks at e §
Now in the'GofpePs-elearefr Glafs
He thews the: Bemiﬁés of hiss‘mw ( r

3 Gently ﬁmdraws my Heax‘t alotig, .
‘Both Lithhis Beautres atid"his bngueY
Ryé, faith my Lordy m'bq)?uwy; r
Na mertat*foys are ivmb m ﬂ

4 The

——

. e
e ———— . 2
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4 The Jewidh wintry.8tote is gone, .-, -
The Mifts are fied, the Spring comes-ony.
The facred Turtle-Dove we bear . .
Proclaim the New, the joyful Year. " .

5 T Immostal Vine of beav'nly Reoty- . ...
Bloffems ond buds, audgives ber Fruit.. -\
Lo, we are come to tafte the Wine; .
Our Souls tejoice and blefs the Vine. T

¢ And when we hcarom’Zﬁu [y, - '4‘

Rife up my Love, ‘make bafle asvay! -
Our Hearts would fain out-fly the Wmd.
And keaveallearthly Lovesbehind. .

LXX. Chrift inviting and the C"Barcb
_ arg/'wermg the Ilrwtatmn Sol SOng
o ~» 14, 6, 1. | !

€1 LY ARK, the Redcemer from. on-high
. Syeetly, invites. his, Fav'rites nighs,
F om Caves of Darknefs and of Doub;,
H& ‘gemsly. ipesks and, callf us.out. |
fy Dwes. wlw'bldﬁ‘w the Rochy . .. . .
ine Heart almof} with.Sorrew. broke,
f.’zft up thy Facp, forget tby Fmr, o
md In ;by Vom dd:gbt»mmo Ear. -
3 Ty Voicse-te me. fpunds ever fiveets.
My Greces 4. in 1y, Coupt’nancg meet ;
Tbo’ the vaig Wrld thy Face defpi [:,
*Tis bright and: comiy in mine Eyt.f. ,

4 Dear Lord;,ous thankfil Heart race.m
The que t.hme«lantanqn EiVeR; -
o
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To thee our-joyful Lips fhall-raife =~ -~
"The Voice of Prayer, and of Praife] -

' (s Tammy Lové's, andheismine; .

Our Hearts, our Hopes, our Paffions join 3

Nor let-a Motion, nor 2 Wbrd, T
Nor FThought arife 1o grieve my Loxrd:

6 My Soul to Paftures fair he leads,, .
Amongft the Lillics where he feeds;
Amongft the Saints (ivhofe Robes are white
Wafl'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 turd, -
Nor letmy Soul in' Darknes mourn. .

$ Be like a Hart on Mountains green,
Leap o’er the Hills of Fear and Sin;
-Nor Guilt, nor Unbelief divide C
My Love, my Saviour, from my Side.f

LXXI Chrift Sfound in the Street,
and breught ta - the Churchy Sol,
Somg iii. 1, 2, 3,4, 5. 4 7

1 ¢ Ften I feck my Lord by Night, . .
O Fefus, my Love, my Soul’s Delight 3
With warm Defire and reftlefs Thpught:; 2
I feek him oft, but find him not.” o

2 Then ] arife, and fearch the Street, - rf
Till I my Lord, my Saviour'meet "

I 2fk the Watchmen of the Night,: - it
Fbere did you fee my Seils Delight ?- -~
S o 3 Some-

TSR SR ¥ NP ORI
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3 Somietimes I find him:in my. Way, o
Direéted by a heav’nly. Ray; .
I leap for i!oy to fee his Face, . .
Apd hold him faft in mine Embyace. ~ "_ g

[4 I bring him tomy Mother’s Home, .
Nor does my Lord refufe to come :
‘To Sion’s facred Chambers, where L
My Soul firft drew-the.vital Ait. . C

. 5 He gives me thete his bleeding Heart,
Pierc’d for my Sake with deadly Smart,

1 give my Soul to him, and there * ° ',
Our Loves their matual Tokens. fhanc.] :

6 I charge you all, ye earthly Toys; " kS
Approach not to diturb my Joys; .
- Nor Sin, nor Hell, come near my Heart, -,
Nor catife my Saviour to depart.

LXXIL  The Coronation of ! Chnﬂ:
and Efpoufals of tl:e Cburcb Sol.

- Song 1li. 2.

‘D Auighters of Sion, come, behold ;

The Crown of Honour and of Gold,
f}V hich the glad Church with Joys. unknown
;Plac’don the Head of Solomon, .

‘2 'ﬂﬁu, thou everlafting King,
Accept the Tribute which we bring 3
‘Accept the well-deferv’d Renown,

~ And wear our Praifes as thy Crown,

3 Let every A& of Worfhipbe =~~~ .
lee our Efpoufils,' Lord, to Thee; -
D 4 - Like
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Like the dear Hour when from above =~ *
We §ii receivd thy Pledge of Love,

4 The Gladnefs of that ba,y, e
Qur Hearts would with it long to f y.f ‘
Nor let our Faith forfakeits hoid 23
" Nor Comfort fink,  fior Love g g:ow cald,

s Each following. Mmuxe a8 it flies, " -4‘-,
Increafe thy Praife, improve our Joyss -
Till we are rais’d to fmg thy Name {

At the great Supper of the Lamb. ‘.r.

6 O that the Months would roll amyf, -,
And bring that Coronation-Day |
The Km%of Grace fhall fill the Throné
With all his Father’s Glories on. :

LXXIN: The Church's Beaﬂf] il the
. Eyes of Cbrift, Sol. Song iv. 1, 10,
e d
KIN D is the Speech ot‘Ctm(t our Lord,
Affe&tion founds in ev’ryy Word; -
Loy - thow art Fa'r, my Love, he criesj }
« -Vt #he young Doues have fwester Eyes,”
2 Swest: qra thy Lige, shy. lsdfing Voice \
{ Salutes mine. Baw with focret Foys; :.
Ni Spice (o mush delights the Qmall, -
Nor. nar Honay tafle fowell]
3 Thowart all Fain, ey Bride; to. m:, —~
I will bekald no Spos 1w thee.
What might WondemLmepé;form
And pu'ts a mehne(s or:rWeems'

4 Dc-
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sﬂlau&fm ;
Adoms us yvnt%at h’cgg'nly Dre v

His Gficaana}n& R‘rghteoufneff .

A

s BGSifr and S, becion.
Bvund.td my Heart by various. Tm, - :
TZy pow rﬁrf I.ow my "Heart detams' .
- In ﬁmg Delight anid pleafing Cbam. B '
6 He calls me from’ therLeo {Dep, -

From this wild World, &ﬁ!.
To Sion where his Gloglfes arf. Qﬂd '

Not Ladahon s balf fo fair.

7 Nor Dens of Prey, nor ﬂow Iy Pl‘m%
Noy earthly Joya, nor earthly Pairs,
Shall hold my Feet, or force my Smy, .

A thn €brif invites my Soulaway. = T

“IXKIV: The Chiurch the GarJén of
Chrift, Sol. Song tV. 12, 14, 5.
“gnd v, 1. s

WE are a Garden wall'd arouan

Chofen and. made peculiar Grouad 3
Alittle Spot, inclos’d by Grace, .
“Out of the World wide Wildernefs.

2 Like T'rees of Myrrhand Splce we ﬁund
Plantedrby God the. Father’s Hand 5
And all hxs Springs in Siox flow, -
T o make the young Plantation grow:
-3 Awake, © heavenly Wind, and come,”
Blow on this Garden of Pezfutm A
LA . 5 Spirit

.
5

oS

b1

J

‘ﬁs‘

Y
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Spirit Divine, defcend and breath
A gracious® Gale on'Plants heneatb.

Make our beft Spices flow abroad:

To entertnin our Saviour God: -
And Faith, and Love,:and Joy appear,
And ev'ry Grace be adive here. - -

‘[s Let my Beloved come and tafte - "_ ;
His pleafant Fruits at his own Feaft: 1 .
1 come, my Spoufe, I come, he cries, '

- With Love and Pleafure in his Eye&

6 Our Lord into his Garden comes, -i‘ s,
Well pleas’d to fmell our poor Perfnmes, .
And calls us to a-Feaft-divine,

Sweeter than Honey, Mitk, or Wine. ‘

7 Eat of the Tree of Life, wy Frieads, -

The Bleffings that my Fatber fends; 57
Your Tafle fball all my Dainties prove, =~ -
And drink abwndasce of my Love. - ¥

8 Fefus, we will frequent thy Board,
And fing the. Bounties of .our Liérd :
But the rich Pood on which we: live. -
Dexmnds more Pr:ufe than Tongues' can

(give.]

LXXV.. The De fcrzpthz of Chr}ﬂ:
the Belwed Sol. Song V. 9, 10,
11, 12; 14, TS5y 16 o

T H E wond’ tmg(Wnrld enqulres toknow
- Why 1 ﬂ:ould luve my. Fems fa:
What




B. L Spirttual Songs.
What are his Charmsy fay they, &boue.

2 Yes, my Beloved, to my Sight,

Shews a {weet Mlxture, Red and White:

All human Beauties, all Divine, -
In my Beloved meet and fhine.
3 White is his Soul, -from Blemith free; .
" Red with the Blaod he thed forme; . -
The faireft of téh thoufand Fairs ;
A Sunamongft ten thoufand:Stars. -

..[4¢ His Head. the fineft Gold excels; -

There Wifdom in Perfeftian dwells,
And Glory like a Crown adorns *-
‘Thofe Temples once befet.with Thorns,
[1 Compaﬁion,sm his Heart are found,
‘Hard by the Signals of his Wound; |
His facred Side no more.fhall. bear -
The cruel Scourge, the piercing Spear 1

{6 His Hands are fairer to behold

Than Diamonds fet in Rings of Gold,

Thofe heay’nly Hands that on the Tree
Were nail’d, and torn; and bled for me,

. Tho’ once he bow’d his feeble: Knees, .

Loaded with Sins and Agonies,
- Now on the Throne bf his Command’
His Legs like Marble Pillars ftand. ]

| [8. His Eyes are Majefty. and Love,” ..

-

The Eagle temper'd with the Dove’s
Nomore thall trickimg Srrrows yolf ¢
Thro” hiofe dear Windowsof his Sod. ]

.
7, ) 9

59
The Obyecis of a mortal Love? . ;

His
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9 HisMouth+hatpbur’d eardogy Compitine,;
Nown{miles,. and thms*«hwfammﬁ SaiAts :
His Countenanté more gracefal s - D 2“1
T hamdebanon. with alt 1d Treess -* =11

10 All over gloriits sy Tiprd, 7 41in O 3
Mutt be belov’d, and yee adar &y -
HieWorthif all the Natmkuew, it }
Sure the whole Barth w’ould Tove hith tob

- LXXVE . Chrift: sz‘, su: Heabdn,
-~ bat wgfits om E.mb bol Song vi.
1,4y3,13. v

W HEN Stran ers ﬁand and imr me tell
"What Béau i my Saviouriqwiell §
Wheré he is gone rthey faix’ would khow,
That they mayfeek and love him too. v-xi

2 My beft Beloved kcepo ‘his Throne ~
On Hills of Light,” in Worlds unknownr, o
But he defcends, and fHows his Face ™ ',
In the young Gardens of his Gracc. s

o

[3]In Vige ¥a:ds planted by his Hand, s
Where fruitful T'rees in Order ftand; - T
He feeds among the fpicy Beds,  ~
Where Lillicy - their fpotlefs Héads,

4 Hehz ea&@fs d-m  warmeft Love, - ¢
No eaﬁthly Cbanm,my SovL cw mame *
I have.a Mapfion. in his H
Neor Death nor Hell fhall s q;ak: n&pgzt ] 1
[5 He

P
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[ ‘Hegtekés mryoSonl Sox. I'moaware, 10 200 ¢

. ::And fhows..tne whese thlmesm; “
No Chaxitt iof: Amminedih:. : SRR
The heavnly Bapture.can dofqiba;

6 O may my Spirit daily sife: - -5 0r
Qn Wings'of Faish above the Skiesy 7" /-
Till Degth fhall make.my, laft Reti‘tOmz
Tg dwell for ever. with my Loved- -

LXX’\VIL The. Lme of. Cbrgﬂ Aa five
A7 KGhuirch, - i Jus. Language teé:ber,
and Provifians for ber, : Sok. SOng
vn 35 6, 9, 12, 13.

N Q W i th¢ Gall, ies of hls
Appear& tha King, and thus m ﬁys.
“How. fair. my Saints ate jn my Sight,-..
My Love baw plmﬁnt far Ddngt 2

2 Kmdu\  Lay eﬁg > Sov’rej rxlnrdn N
T'here’s igav/nly Grace in ev’ ry \«Vord P
F rom that dear Mouth.a Stream dxv‘nr,: 1
Flows fweeter than the choiceft Wme. )

3 Such wondrous Lqu awdkes the an
Of Saints that were almoft :ftﬂeepa R
o fpeak the Praifes of thy Name, , ,;
And makes our ¢old Affeétions ﬂame. ‘
4 Thefé are - the: o3 she: Tets a3 lmow v
In Fields and Villa esbe'!ow‘ IO .,-’.
Gives ys a Relif ove,’ A P
But ktepsmsnobk Fea above g
. S

( e
u

-

o

e

l



62 Hymm' and B. 1
-5 InParadife within the Gates~ ~+ 1 T -« ¢
.An higher Entertainment waits'y -~ ="/
Fruits new and old laid up in Store,
‘Where we fhall feed, but thirft no more.

LXXVII. The Strength of Chrif's
Love,” and the Soul’s. Fealoufy of
l)er own, Sol. Song vilk. 5, 6, 7,

. 13, 14.

W H O is this Fair one in Diftrefs;”
. That travels from the Wilderne(s ?
.+ And prefs'd with Sorrows and with Sms,
On her beloved Lord the leans. -~ -

2 This is the Spoufé of Chrift cur God,
Bought with the Treafures of his Blood :
And her'Requeft, and her’ Complamt, ;
Is but the Voice of. ev’ry Saint.] ¢

3 “ O let my Namé engraven ftand,”
© Both on thy Heart'and on thy Hand :
¢¢ Seal ' me upon thine Arm, and wear -
¢¢ That PIedge of Love for ever there.

4 ¢ Stronger than Death’ thyLove Isknown,
«« WHich Floodsof Wrathcouldnever drown ;..
¢« And Hell and Edrth in vain combine '
¢ To quench a Fire Yo much divine, ' -+

§ But Tam Jea‘ous of myHeart, o
¢« Left it fhould orié¢ from' thee dcpart‘ ,
¢ Then let thy Nairie be Well Imprcft

o As a fait Sigiiet bn my 'Breaﬁz

' 6 ¢ Till

|
1
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6 ¢ Till thou haft hiought me to thy Home,
¢¢ W here:F earsand:Doubts can never come,

© ¢ Thy Count’nance let me often fee, - -
¢ And often thou fhalt hear from me. -
¢ Come, my Beloved, hafte away,

. ‘ < Cot thort-the Hours of: thy Delay; -

¢ Flylikea youthful Hartor Roe .

- “« OVer the Hills where Spices grow.

LXXIX A4 Mormng Hymn, Pfalm
xrx‘ 5 8 rmd lxxm. 24, 25.

O D of thc Mommg, at whofe Voice
The chearful Sun makes hafte to nfe,
And like a Giant doth rejoxce .
To run his Journey thro’ the Skies, . -

2 From the fair ‘Chambers of ‘the Egf#
The Circuit of his Race begins, . !
And without Wearinefs or Reft
Round the whole Earth he flies and fhines.

3 O like the Sun may I fulfl =
Th?*appointed Duties of the Day, :
ﬁxth ready Mind and altive Will .

. arch on and keep my heav’nly Way.

[4 But I fhall rove arid.lofe the Race,

If Gedy my Sun, fhould difappear;:

And leave me jn this World’s wild Maze -

To follow ev’ry wand’ring S;ar cY

5 Lord,; thy Commands are clean aﬁa puye,
. Inl'ghtmﬁg ‘06r beclouded fryesg L.
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Fh Fiivealuiiisind, e Bramie fatel @
Thy Gofpel sakaetie SmpimioJ 111

6 Give mé thy Counlél 8t my Guide; o~
And then teceive et ty By auW
All vy Defires and Hopes befide

Agimghd-cdde gonipartd, with hiye 37 |

LXXX. An Evening Hymn, Plalm
Av 8 and il 5 8. ard il & o

RS f theLord has Ied meor,
| Thus far his Pow’r prolongs iy Diys,
Ang ev’ry Evening'thall make knawar.i 1" <
. Some frefh Memorighof binGrace, *5-: 0
2 Much of iy Time has tun to wafte,s" &
And I perhapsam near my Homé ;- -4
But e fosgiwes mgFalliespaft, - ; v iog
“He gives me Strengihe for Days to-cemjes ™
3 I lay thy. Body down toBleep, - = 275%
- Peace is the Pillow-formy Head-5 =33
While well-appointed Angels keep
“Their warchiud Statiens tound oy Bek - T
4 In'vain theSoms of Earthoor Hell ..
Tell me a thovfand frightful Things;
.My God in Safety makes me dWeﬁs" 2
Beneath theShadoweof bis Wings. . ., ..,
[5 Faith in hig Name forbids my Pear; " ¢7,
O may thy Prefence ne’ar depare! .. -
And in the Morging omketme hepr -..;
“The Love and Kindaefs of tby Heast. -
- 6 Thus
3 .
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& Thwis wheo:the Nighttaifs Drtar fhaltcoms,
My Flofh-thall veik beneachi.the: Gmangg

- And wait thy Voige.toroufe my Tomb,, |
With fwme?am!m}mbn Sound.] 77

LXXXL 4 Semy for Momiing ; or

F enmg, Lam. m 23. Ifa. xiv. 7.

YGod.hoavapMuﬂ)yLove?

ThnyftsmenyEvemngm;
And Moercies from above . ..
.- Gently ditil ke carlp Dew, T‘

2 Thum;hew&cbl@t,

‘Thy Soy’reign Word reftores the Lighe,

And qmckeudl my drowzy Powers, . “ :
3 1 yield my Powersto thy Command, . * ~

Tathoel confecrate my Dayss . .. ..

Perpetual Bleffipgs from thme Hand S

Dea\andpwetu&&aags of Pralfe. - '~ * -

LXXXI. 6f ? far above Creatares:
Or, Mun vain and mtal ]ob iv.
17—21.

HALL thqvxIeRa."bofFlefhandBIOOd
Contend: with their: Creator, God 2

. Shall mortal, W ornm prafume te be-.
More Holy, wm, or'}uﬁ, than He?

. - z Be.

S
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z. Behold, he puts his Truft in nene-
Of all the Spirits round his: 'l"hroue;

Their Natures, wheri compar’d- with Hu,
Are neither Holy,- Juft'nor. Wife. -

3 But how much meaner Things are they .-

" Who fpring from Duft; and dwell:in Clay t
Touch’d by the Finger of thy Wiath; |
We faint and vanifh like the Moth. . ;-

~ 4 From Night to Day, from Day to Night, :

+ We die-by. Thoufands in thy Stg,ht; s
Bury’d in Duft whole Nations lie ° -
Like a forgoten Vanity. "~ .-~ 7%

5 Almighty Power, to Thee webow; ' *

How frail are we! how glorious Thou *
No more the Sons of : Earth fhall dar "

With an etemal God ccmpare.
°

LXXXIJI Aﬂzﬁzom and Dem’b un— ‘
der Providence, Job v. b, 7, 8‘.

{

OT from the Duft-Affli&ion growsy
Nor Troubles rife by Chance; - .
Yet we are born to Cares and Wow, L
A fad Inheritance ! . SN

2z AsSparks hreak out from bummg Coals. a
And ftill are upwards borpe;

So Grief 'is rooted in ‘our Souls, ©

. And Man ngS up to mourn. o

3 Yet




B.E  Spirituil Sons. 69
3 Yet with'my God {Teave my Caufe, =
Andtruft’ his promis'd ‘Grace; :

Hé rules'me by his- well-known Lawa-
Of Love and Righteoufnefs. - <A

4 Notall the Pains that e’er I bore *
Shall fpoil my futire Peace, ;
For Death and Hell ¢ah do no more -
Than what my Fazber pleafe. -

-8

LXXXIV Salwtzm, ng}!zz‘caufncﬁ
and Strengtb in Cbrgﬂ 1fa, xlv.
21 "_.25) L

Ebavab fpeaks, Jet [/frazl hear, _
Let all the Earth rejoice and fear; -
While God’s eternal Son proclaims -
His Sov’reign Honours and his Name&

3% 1'am the Laft, and I the Firtt,
¢¢ "The Saviour God, and God the Jutt;
“ There’s hone befide pretends to thew
%%..8uch Juftice and Salvation too. : - ¢

¢ Yc that in Shades of Darknefs dwell,
uft on the Verge of Death and Hell,
k up to me from diftant Lands, -
¢« Light, Life, and Heav’nare in my Hands.'
4 “ Ibymy holy Name have fworn, .
¢ Nor fhall the Word in vain return;
“ To me {hall all Things bend the Knee,
¢ And ev’ry Tongue fhall {wear to me.}’

2y [ h
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s ¢ In me alone fhall Men confefe ,
*¢ Liesalltheir Stréngth and RighteonfaésX . {
“¢¢ But fuch as dare'defpife my Name, - :
¢¢ I'll clothe ’em with eternal Shame. .

6 ¢ In me the Lard fhall all the Seed. 5 5 |

¢ Of Ifp’el from theix Sinshe freed, § §
““ Apdby their fhining Graces prove g ‘}_':
# Their Int'reft in. my.pard’ning Loves

LXXXV. The fame. '
1 “THE Lond on high proclaims ' -
T His Godhead from his Thions §' ©

Mercy and Fuflice are the Names
By which I wiltbs known, -0

2 Ye duing Soub, that fir

In Dardnef aud Ly |

- Look from the Bordars of rbﬁu '
Tamy recovering Grase, ' :

Their thankfu) Tongugs thalhowety *1° O

Our Righteonfnefs and Strength is found '
In TM{I&:LM#&;&. ﬁ Lot

o

A UURE TN

4 In Thee thall [factrut, y

And fee thcw > .h‘fotgiy’n';‘ ISR S B
God witl pronounce ‘the Sinneéts-jufty; - * -

.And-tke the Salrae 1o Heav'n. - ©

et
ey
AW

S . " LXXXVL

[

P
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LXXXVI. God de yryl, amd So-
- wrezgn, Job IR, 2 =10, ; -

l l oW fhould the' Sons of Jdamskace
Be pure before their God !
- If e topténd in Righteoufnefs S
Wefallbeneath hisRod.

2 To vindicate my Words and Thogghts
I’ll make po more Pretence; .
Not one of all my thoufand Fau’ts
Can bear a_juft Dcfence. AR
3 Smas;‘ms Arm, b:m s wife 5& )
What vain Prefumiaradare, . . @+ :{: b
Againft their Maker’s Hand to rife,
Or tempt th’ unegual War2 -

[+ Mountsims by hisAlmighty 1 Wmth )

From theiz 6ld-Seats sre tomn = g b

He fhakes the Earsh from Sexth to Norl),
And all her Pillars mourn, L

5 He bideabeiSun: forbear ztonfa,
T obedient.Sun forbearsy - -
His Hand with Sackdlgth fpreads the Sluee,
And fealsup gl the Sgars. . .,
6 He m}ksupomtbc&omwsu; e
Flies onthe ftoumy Winds. ., . .« &
There’s nane cahs trace hwwm&’:mx&Way,
Or his dark Footfteps find.]

LN

R
L4

VIR E G LXXXVIIL
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LXXXVIL \ God - duwells with' #bé.
Humble- and Penitent, Ifa. lvit, -
15, 16 ‘ !

7T HLUS fuh the high and lofty Ofe, -

¢ 1 fit upon my holy Throné; .-
“ My Name is God, I dwell on high; '
¢ Dwell in my own Eternity. .~ " ©

z * ButTdefcend to Worldsbelow, ~ ~ .
¢ On Earth I have 2 Manfion too;
¢¢ The humble Spirit and contrite
¢¢ Is an Abode of my Delight. = * - ok

3 ¢ The humble Soul my Words revive, ' .
¢ I bid the moutning Sinner live; o
“ Heal all the broken Hearts 1 find,” '
¢ And eafe the Sorrows of the Mind. . " :~

[4 When I contend againft their Sin, ' L
¢¢ I make them know how vile they’ve been ;
¢ But fhould my Wrath for ever fmoke, :
¢¢ Their Souls would fink beneath my Srroke. :
O may thy pard'ning Grace be nigh, ' *

5 Left vie fhould faint, defpair and ‘dgi)e)'! .
Thus fhall our better Thoughits apprové
The Methods of thy chaftning Love.}*

PRI S B A

N

LXXXVIII.
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 LXXXVHL: Life the-Day of Grace
.and Hope, Ecclef ix. 4, 5, 6, 10.

1 T IF Eisthe Time to ferve the Lord, -
4 The Time tinfure the great Reward ;
And while the Lamp holds out to burn, -
The vileft Sinner may return.
. [z Life is the Houx that God has giv’n
To *fcape from Hell, and fly to Heav'’n;
The Day of Grace, and Mortals may =
Secure the Bleflings of the Day.]
- 3 The Living know that they mutft die,

But all the Dead forgotten lie; . ,
Their Mem’ry and their Senfe is gone,
- Alike unknowing and unknown.

[4 Their Hatred and their Love is loft,
. Their Envy buried in the Duft; .
They haveno Share in all that’s done
Beneath the Circuit of the Sun.] =

s Then what my T houghts defign to do,
My Hands with all your Might purfue,
Since no Device, nor Work is found,
Nor Faith, nor Hope, beneath the Ground,

6 There are no Ats of Pardon paft
In the cold Grave, to which we hafte ;
But Darknefs, Death, andlong Defpair,
Reign in eternal Silence there, -

O S ' LXXXIX.
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LXXXKIX. " Youth and Fudyment,
‘ - -Ecctef.”ﬁ-} ., :. - y

« "\ E Sons of Adsm, vainand ,
Y Indulge your Eyu,hdulgeydur!? ongae,
Talke the Detlightts your Souls defiye,
And give aloofe to all ydur Fire,

2 Purfue the Pleafures you. ,
And chear your Hearts with Songs and Wige,
Enjoy e Day of Mirth, butknow’ '

kY
!

’

‘There is a Dayof Judgmetittoo.

s God from on high deholds your T'bough
His Book recards your fecret Fau'ts; e,
T he Wosks of Darknefs you hate do

« Mutt all appear before the Sun, L

4 The Vengeante to gour‘Fomes due .
Should ftrike your Hearts with Terrorthye® :
How will ye ftand before his Face, o
Or anfwer for s injur'd Grace ?

3 Almighty God, turn off their Eyes ~
From thefe alluting Vanities; .
Ard let the ‘Thiunder of thy Word |
- Awake theirSmls to fear the Lord, =

B T T
= Xﬁ.ﬂ'hﬁme wiTAL

t T O the young Tribes of Addwtileg

And &m?;a‘llsm;:vs, ma’:’ y t\
S i

CJ

|
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_ Fulfil the Withes of their Eyes,
g e Andote the- Joys they love;-
‘2 They give a Joofe ta wild Deﬁm
- Bu{tt let the ‘Smnmhl;no(v;v
he ftrict. Account that God r iges.
Of all the Works they do. cqu f?
““T'he Jidge prepareshis Thrane op
3 The frighted Earth an ﬁ h%
Avoid the Fury of his Eye,

-

.And flee before hls Face. : :_
‘4 I-fow fall I bear thu dreadful Day, i
"And ftand the fery Teft?. ~ ... :

I give allmortal Joys aWay LT

S To be for ever bleft

XCIL 'Adme 10 Touth Or, ol 7
_and Deafb n an unconverted ﬁtate,

Ecc‘{tf ;m 1, 7. Madxv.. 20.

OW 'in the Heat of youthful Blood
Remember your Creator God:
Behold, the Months come haft'ning on,
When you fhall fay, My Toys are [

2 Behold, the aged Sinner goes, .
Laden with Guilt and heavy Woes,
Down to the Regions. of thi¢ Bead,

~ With endles Curfes on his Head.

Thanﬂmnmhgainif‘ g
wammﬁf\l’m- A

Afcends
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Afcends to God; not there to dwell,
But hears her Doom, and finks to Hell

! 5 Eternal King; I fear thy Name,
Teach me to know how frail I am ;
And when my Soul muft hence remove,
Give mea Manfion in thy Love.

XCII Chrift the Wifdom of God,
Prov.viil. 1, 22—32.

) S HALL Wifdom cry aloud,
‘And not ber Speech'be heatd ?
The Voice of God’s eternal Word,
Deferves it no Regard ?

2 ¢ I was his chief 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, before the Flood, -
.~ ¢ I dwelt at his Right Hand.
¢ When Re adorn’d the Skies,
¢ And built them, I was there,
¢ To order when the Sun fhould rife,..
% And marfhal ev’ry Star,
§ ¢ When he pour'd out the Sea, . -
.And fpread the flowing Deep, {"
¢ T gave the Flood a firm Decree
¢ In its own Bounds to keep.]

6 ¢ Upon




l

N

~ $¢ E’er Sin was born, or Adam’s Duft

XCILERR, ‘o7 Fifdors, obey'dob

'B. 1. Spirstual Songs: 3

6 <¢ Upon the empty Air . o
¢ The Earth was ballanc’d well;
¢ With Joy I faw the Manfion where -
% The Sons of Men fhould dwell..
7 “ My bufy Thoughts at firft
% On their Salvation tan, . .- © -
“ Was fathion'd-to 2 Man. Co
8 ¢ Then come, receive my Grace,
¢¢.:YeChildren, and be wife; T3
¢ Happy the Man that keeps my Ways, -
¢ ‘The Man that shunsithemdies, . *.
Y O Y

>

refifted, Prov. viii. 34—36.

t T HUS fiith the Willom of the Lord,

‘¢ Blefs’d is the Map thathearsmyWord;
¢¢ Keeps daily Watch before my (Gatepyy
¢ And at my Feet for Mercy waits, - :

2 ¢ The Soul that feeks me fhall cbtain
4 Immgortal Weéalth and heav’nly. Gain 37
¢ Immortal Life is his Reward,
¢¢ Life, and tke Favotr of the Lord. -

3 % But the vile ‘Wretch that flies frﬁ’ffﬂxc}

srdal )

¢ Dothrhis gwn-Soul an'Injury; -4
¥ Foolb that'againft thy ‘Grace rebel % -1
* Seck Deatn nd love thy' Road: to &,

. L s
SRS RTINS SN AE

o

i

Ex - XCIV.
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7@ ' .H)‘DMIMM 3.k
C s g
XCIV.. Fufificatios by Baithy:not by
Works s+ Or, - Fhe- Lave copdfm:;
Grace jI{/? jes Rbm nf 1 gade

: (SRR “7'1
V AIN aréthe 'Hopes the Sons-of Men
JOn. their owit Works have buile ) |
‘Their Heartsby Nature alt unelean, T
. Apdalitheir Adiens Guilt. .. .+ -~
2 Let Few and Gentile Rop their’ Mbuﬁ
Tithout 2 murm’ring Word
. Adid-the whte Ruce of. daoe hand 53
Guilty before th¢ Lord.. "5
# .In vain we afk God’s righteous L’!w e

To juflify us oWy o= v, 1 T “}' .
Since to convincé and. 4 condomn E
Is all the Law candoy:.. s J-JL)
¢ 7: us, how glorious is shy Grqee,
hen ip thy Name we truft! I ;
Our Faith receives a nghtéoufheﬁ w! ol &
Tha{ makes, th; Sinner Juft w A
XGY.. Rzgxneratzon, ]ohn i x and
%) c,l} 3
" &c‘ ', PR o
0 '1'L au‘t‘ﬁémﬂ&mﬂ Forms on Edrth,
b N ‘Noc.Rites:that God has givn,~ -
Nor Will'of-Mayey 1ok ‘Blood, - -nor Birdgy ¢ ..
- Canaife Sonb totilea’n it 1y W

« "'he Soveigh Williof God alonBi‘t o3
<., reates us. Heivof Gracd jodi ui 30d
WYL ¢ d - Bom

e




B.E  SpimvaatSings. by
‘Born in the Image of his Son, .
% 1A ngw: peculiar Race. NI ’.E"; ks
3 T Syinit fike fohe: heav’nly Wuﬂ
2 Mmogo‘(;a ‘fhe fopsiof Flath, . .. -, ,
New-miodels all the carnal Mmd, !
;.- And farms the. Man aftefh, troe |
4" Qutigpdicken’d-Souls awake,: tmd rx(e,- )
From the long Sleep of Deaths® . ™
On heav’nly Tihings:we fix ourEym :
And. mec mploysour Breath, . .y

e

XCVL: Elcé}mm exerldes. Boq/img,
& Cox ¥ 16&—*3:
avdeny hoiY feow oo S
UT rew amon &mmalW;fe,a ) t
Bat fdwof tobles Race; = = < a3l .
Obtain the Favourdf: shise. Eyd el e
Almxgm)E Kinglef Grice; 2 w0 0\ b
2 He takes the Még of ‘theaneit Nam&"‘

For Sons apd Heitsof God; ' '™ 10
And thus he potrs dbundant Shithé &
Op honourable Blood.

3“He calls the Foal,( and makes ey know‘)
“The Myft'ries'sf hs Grace,

of b) rp“ln ngd le S &
& ;n%&?\j[ﬁ%ts Pru%e;aba e?m , . Y,x“ :
MeJns dibu(ﬁGlmemldﬁ‘, 3 4
When broughe-déforel Mhr@nm

" No Flefa@aBivhisRidfnceboalky T -
But m thengd )lm’d,gi PRI

AT G E 3 CVIL



78 ,Hymns*and E—I,- :

XCVIL Chrift aur Wifdom, Righ
teoufnefs, &c. gy Cor.d. 30,

X Ury’d in 8hadows of the Night,
Welic till Chrif? reftores the Light 3.
' Wifdom defcends to heal the Blind, :
And chafe the Darknefs of the Mind.

2 Our guilty Souls are drown’d in Tears
‘I'ill his atoning Blood appears ;
Then we awake {rom deep Diftrefs,
~And fing, The Lord our Righteoufnefse: - -~

3 Our very Frame is-mix’d with Sin,
His Spirit makes our Natures clean ;
Such Virtues from his Suff ’rings flow, .
At once to cleanfe and pardon too.

4 Fefus beholds where Sates reigns,
Binding his -Slaves in heavy Chains g
He fets the Pris’ners free, and breaks-
The Iron Bondage from our Necks. .

5 Poor helplefs Worms in- thee poflefs
Grace, Wifdom, Pow’t, and Righteoufnefs;

‘Thou art our mighty All, andwe -+ ...

Give our whole felves, O Lord, to thee. -

XCVIIL. The fame.
z H O W "heavy is-the Night
That hangs upon our Eyes,
" Till Chrift with bis revivirig Light
. Over our Souls arife ! - R
ST . 2 Our

Y




B.-L.xn  Spiritual Songs, .79
2 Our guilty Spirits dread -
To meet the Wrath of Heav’n,
But in his Righteoufnefs array’d
‘ We fee our Sins forgiv’n.

3 Unholy and impure
Are ali our Thoughts and Ways,
His Hands infe€ted Nature cure
o With fanQifying Grace. -
4 The Pow’rs of Hell agree o -
To hold our Soulsin vainy
He fets the Sons of Bondage free, . .
And breaks the curfed Chain, ‘

5 Lord, weadore thy Waya
To brmg us near to God,

* Thy Sov'reign Power, thy healing Grace, -
And thing atoning Blood. _

XCIX Stone: made Chidren of Abra-
ham: Or, Grace not canveyed by ree
Izgwm Parents, Matt. iii. 9. :

Al N are the Hopes that Rebels place l:1
Upon their Birthand Blood, - -
" Defcended from a pious Race ; . l
-(Their Fathers now with God.) ~ °

2 He from ‘the Caves of Earth and Hell
Can take the hardeft Stones,- .
" And fill the Houfe of Abrakam Wcll
‘With new created Sons.. .

- <

- E‘ PV 3&",
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34
3 Such wond’rous Pow T ﬂoflbﬁe poﬂ'gfgd-p £
Who form’d our morgal F ra‘mara. ,' r

W6 ¢ll’d the WorId rom Em ]
The Woﬂd obey’d and can'x;.’ R o "T ;

C. deew and b - fated;Jotint § 6.

5 8 1 NP ot
' OT to condemn the Sons of Men
Did Ghe the-Sen af-God Agfpead {D
" No Weapons in his Hands are fe
+No‘Baming Swortl,"not 'rhunaff eﬁ 33

2 Such'was the Fxtg.of our God, L
He lov'd the Race of Man fo welly;
He fent his Son to bear our Load e <
Of Sins,- and"five our Souls from’ I-féﬂ i =]

3 Smners, believe the Saviour’ sWord; N j
Truft in. Bxs!mghxy Name, and l;ve, A
A thoafand Joys his Li a,ﬂ'ord, e
. His Hands a thoufund B ¢ilings gm:. el

4 Bat Ve nce.and Dimpation lies, | i
On bik&mrefulf? Grace;. - ..

Wha G a erral elp 1f'e PRI
The hc;;eﬁ el Ihall be their Phcd. oAt

:"’C. ;ti'

CL .jay in H?wven jor 2" regmzpng

,S'mner Lukc XV, 73100, .
w HO canteferib€ the Jops- thatsiife,
s %Wa?memqfvhmdm

0 eea(,Progngo refurng . mvi el ]
ToI« ap Henr of Glpryiz'bomf ' ,
L 2 With
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L3 With oy the _If‘aghgx: 'doth"app(o,v’%'_ A2 g

'

[

BE  Spirituel Songe.

,}:he‘ s;:lt of h}sttf-rﬁal Love; 5"
he Son with Joy looks down and fedgyy
The 'Purchafe of his Agon?g.‘ :
5 The Spirit takes Delight ta view
~.. The holy Soul be farm'd amews LD
- And Saints and Angels join to fing. . !
‘T he growing Empire.of: their King.- i
RN C TN
CLL... The Beatitudes; Mate. v:§ k71 5/
[ LEST are the bmnmewti;u&e
Their Emptinefs and.Paverty ;, . _
Treafures of Grace tothem are giv'n, 7y
And Groymsof Joy laid up in Heav'n.} !

1 i

LA

RN i
-
.

) [z Bleft are thie Men of broken Heatt, - : ; -

W hamourn for Sin with inward Smart;;.,
" The Blood of '€hriff divinely flows ™
A bealirig: Balm for all their Woes ] L oF
[ Bleftage the Meek;, whoftandafar- "3+
From'Rjge and Paffion; Noife and War;; f
God will feruteitheir happy State,” " * ;.
- And pleadtheir Caufe againft the Great. |

o

" [4 Blefk are the Souls thatithirft for Griceyy

Hunger and Tong for Righteoufriefs ;

-« They fhall be-well fupply’d and fed - 5 §

" Witht living Streams-and living Bfead.]:"

[5 Bleft ase the Men whofe Bowels move

«> Ad melt with Sympathyand Lové; 7 7
From Chrift the Lord fhall they obulin: _ |
Like Sympathy and Loveagain.} ~ "

o B . e 6 BleR:



82 Hymns and B. L

[6 Bleft are the Pure, whofe Hearts are clean _ *
From the defiling Powers of Sins © = -
With endlefs Pleafure they fhall fee
A God of fpatlefs Purity.] e

{7 Bleftare the Men of peaceful Life, C
Who quench the €oals of growing Strife 3
They fhall be.call’d the Heirs of Blifs, -
The Sons of ‘God, the God of Peace.] -

[8 Bleftare the Suff ’rers who partake
Of Pain and Shame for Fefus® fake ;

. ‘Their Souls fhall triumph in the Lordg
Glory and Joy are-theit Reward.] - -

CIII. Not jba.med. of the Gafpel,
2 Tim. i 12" ,
13 I’M not atham’d to own my Lard, .
Or to defend his Caufe, o
Maintain the Honous of hisWord, -
The Glory of his Crofs. - =
z Fefus, my God; I know his Namey?
His Name is all my Trufty =
. Nor will he put my goul to Shames | |
Nor let my Hopebe loft: .. .
3 Firm as his Throne his Promife ftand
_And hecan well feeure o
What I've committed to bi§ Hands, ¢
Till the decifive Hour. ’ L
4« Then witl he own my worthlefs Name' -
Before his Fathers Face, . o
Axd in the New Fersfolem - .~ Y.
Appoint nig Soula Plases - oo

Y
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B.§ Spiritual Sangs. 83

CIV. j State qf Nuture and Grace,,
I Cor. v1 10, I1. -

o (tthMahaous or Profzne,
% - The Wanton-or the Proud,
Nog Thieves, nor Sland’rers, fhau obtainy
The Kingdom, of our God.

z Surprizibg Grace! And fuch were we
By Natareé ahd by Sin,,

Heirs of immortal Mifery, R
Unboly and unclean.

3 But we are wafh'd in Fefus® Blood,
-We're pardon’d thro’ his Name 5 -
And the good Spirit of our God

Has fanQlify’d our Frame. -~ . -~ - ; .

4 O for a perfevering Power |
‘ To keep thy juft Corimands!
We would dehle our Hearts no morey,

No more pollute our Hands. - '

- CV. Heavm’ invifible and bo{y, 1 Cor.‘

it. 9, 10. Rey. xxi. 27.

O R. Eye has feen, nor Ear has heard,,
. * Nor Senfe, nor Reafon known,
What }oys the F ather has prepar'd.
 For thofe that lowe the Son. . Co
3 But the good Spirit of theLord - - !
_Reveals a Heav'n to.comes .- - The

4

e s e e e 4 e«
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¥\ Eyssand” B K

The Beams of Glory in his Word | .
«SAlureand-guidd dsttiome, * + U {1/,
3 Puseake the Joysubovethe Sk, * 1
yAnd ol] the Region Peage; ... . -
" No wantow Lips nor envious Eye =~ :
Can fee or tafte the Blifs. .
4 Thofe holy Gatesfor gverbar, . 7y |
Pallution,: Sin, and Shame; - ( ’
Noge ﬂnl} obtain Admitiance there* Y
But Foll'wers of.the Lamb..,, -
s He keeps the Father’s Baok of Ll(e,,
‘There all their, Names are. foupd 3
The Hypoorite in vain fhall fmve
To yad the. hsav.ﬂlyJGtenad

€CVL- Brad to Sw éy dm Cro/.'c :f ,
C.huﬁ Rbm v: r 2‘ 6' :

S AV .3
H*ALL ‘we. g ntoﬂn, Y
: Becatfe thy ‘Gyace abounds,
Or crucnfy the Lord ajainy

And epen all his Wmmdﬁ?‘\‘ o ‘\ <
A Forbidin, might)t ﬁ'od»,L crac BT
Norlet;it ’er-be ifaid; : - . z.,\ ,,»{_
T hat we whole: Sms*avtﬁmca{ym, SO
Shionild: raife themsi fsom- th&M .
3 Wemillbe SHvek o motei 2 Y

Sinkk Chrifhak mude' usffree*f . 5 g
Has nailld-oaf Tymntslxoohmﬁéj{g,. ny sH -
muug}pwuﬂmﬂﬂﬂ“ wn L

R CVH.

Al




 BL Sp:ritual .Sohgs. R’g

CVIL The Fall and Reaowygy of Man‘
" Or, Chrift and Satan at Enmity,
Gen. iii. 1,715, 17 Gal W 4" Gol

i 15*.,:,_ .

Eceiv’d by fubtle Snares of Hell, ,
Adam our Head, our Father fcl}, 2
‘When Satan in the Serpent hid, -
Propos’d the Fruit that God forbxd

z Death was the Th'featnm%\l1 Death bega;i»
Totake Poffeflion of the Man; -
- His unborn Race'receiv’d the Wound,' :
And heavy Gurfes fmote: the Ground.

But Satan found a worfe Reward; -

* Thas faith, the Vengeance of the Lord,

Let werldﬁxf%, atr:d be - . !
" Betwixt the Woman's Seed and ‘Ihe, .

TlJe Woman's Séed foald be my Somyr < ¢ r 5
He /hall defirdy what thon baf dene 3. »

Shall break thy Head, and oxly faql

Thy Malice raging at bis Heel.. . o

" {5 He fpake; apd bid founThouﬁndYum
Rollon; at length his Son appears:.: .
Angels with Joy. defcsnd to Earthy..« 1..5°
And fiag the. young Redeemer’ &leths

6 Lo, by theSons ofi Hell he diesr;. -
But as he-hang "rwixt Earth and Skmk,
gavarther Piiace: mfaxal chvb,l R
And mumph’:tnﬂ the Pow'rsbelow,
DL VHL
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CVIIL. .Chrift <unfeen and .beloved, -
e X 'Pctc_ io_ ‘8.4'.:
Y O T withour mortal Eyes. -
: Have we beheld the Lord,
Yet we rejoice to hear his Name,
Andlove bimiphis Word'
2 On Earth.we want the Sight. "~ « )
Of our Redeemer’s Face, . . . . .
Yet, Lord, our inmoft Thoughts delight .

- Tadweli upon thy Grace. = . ., _
3 And when we tafte thy Love,,.
Our:Joys divinely grow, . a

Unfpeakable like thofe above; 4. .

And Heav’n begins below, .

CIX. The Value of Chiift, gnd bis

Righteoufnefs, Phil.iii.7, 8, 9.

] O more, my God, I boatt no mare

Of all the Duties I have done ;
I quit the Hopes I held before -
To truft the Merits of thy Son;

2 Now for the Love Ibear his Name, ..
What was miy Gain ¥ count my Lofs3
My formet Fride T call my 8hame, = /-
Andnail my°Glery to his Crofs, - <.

3 Yes, andl muft apd willefteem . !
Alr*r’?s%ggs it Lofs for Fofit fakes ' °
©, may py Soul be'found in kim, - -

~.Aof his Righleoufiiels partake!  © 7

' ‘ 4 The




| BR.E  Spiritual Sonmgs, 87
4 The beft Obedience of my Hands
! Daresnot appear-kafore thy Throne 3 »
But Faith ean anfwer thy Demands,
By pleading what my Lord has done.

CX. Death and immediate, Glory
2 Cor.v. I, 5=8 .=

3 Here is 2 Houfe ;not made with Hands,
 Eternal, and on high, ..
And here my Spirit waiting ftands
Till God fhalt bid it fly. -,
2 Shortly this Prifop of my Cay
Muft bediffolv’d and falls .. - . i
Then, O my Soud, with Joy obep- .
Thy heav’ply Father's Call.... ...
5 *Tis He by his Almighty Grace~ v - -
That forms thee fit-for Heav'ng. -
And as an Earpef} of the Place . Lt
Has his own Spitit givn. = . " .o
Wewalk by Falthof Joys to comey * ;
* Faith lives upon his Word; & . " .
But while the. Body is qur Home -~
We're abfent from.the Losds . - -
5 *Tis pleafant:to:believe thy Graegy. . 7
But we had rather fees "/ ol
Wie would be abfent fram the Flathy, .-~
And prefent, Lord, with. FheeLa:s

P

) ,
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CXLL Sehvarion- 83 «Greca,  Titus iz
ceeilond ngefg 2oini G o

1 OR’D wécoakﬁ Bur huth’rouss F
[ I'I_lmll-!l‘owgreatmr uﬁtha’sr?m“és Fh%
oolifh aid vain all ouf u h
And all our Lx‘:gewae Sm 8 ‘i»

2 Bit, O mySoul,sfoFevar ife,’ “s‘ ek
For ev?r,lovb’ i’m'NaHie ?ﬁ

F )
S R RIS i

[3 *Tis riotby Wiotks 3f Rnght’cdufneﬁ‘ S g
W hiclt our owh “Hands hdve dorley q
But weare fiv'd By*Sov'rel "Grace, !
Abounding thro® i Sanfi - -

4 "Tis frofrthe Meéicy 6fout God” W »
Thaall our:Hupes beginy = 12 f‘a

*Tis by the Watkrdnd the Blobd " v T
Our Souls ate- will?d fram S -

s T&;hmugh the Purchafe of 'hn Dath,,.. -
‘hung upb n g
BT sgmufemammww o
On fuch dry Bones as-we. ; .- - ,;N

6 Dead we liveanems:
%’X’:f}'umf% by Grses . H

We fball appear-in. Glo too, N
Andfoodunﬂaxhgrg acex o o
50T o Prantre d 1 e ‘f s6T «

ivvwoae s34 oo e BXIL
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BE MR £5

QX HoTPe Brwsdn &r'pur»mtk, Lh3E-
ing to Jefus,.3-Jehn, ver. 14==16¢

%‘SQ theHe,@mg:ng h;t B~ ¥
razen

The ‘\iﬁ;éﬁhdéd feTgPeB diafe iiaté -f

i¢ Cimp fotbote to .dle A

» Look uwpward iy the. dxmg Hw .

And live, the Propher cne;; A

3

. Chriff perforins a,pobler Cures. f : i
. ”B%V‘hen Fanfhhﬁa ugher Eyes. - ., .
s Hngh on'the’ Csofs, the Savienr hung, T
 on fhe: eavashcm&n-) NN
Heré mpers y th’o t wd
Look, and’fbrggt thex Pains. .
4 When Godg wn Sop s Jifted
A dying Osﬁi);&vﬁv . "J’Pﬁi'; *
The cwb;}aolds the- glonow I:que. A
Th expmngwt:k lives, o

' CXIﬁ A'brabam iy BI _[ ng Ton tl%

Gentiles; . Gea. xvii. 7 Ram, x{r&
Mark X.. 14 e 3G e i
OW tirge the g’ram'rer"howmv'w
To Abr'am arid his Séed P « - "
Piibe o God'to Thee and Thind, " 37
Supplying all'tvéit Nedd. 3 bad A
2 The Words of his exterifive Love =

-3i < From Age t endure 3 :
A ge to Age The



99  Hymnsand - B.L:
The Angel of the Cov’nant provcs, .
. Ang feals the Blefling fure. . o

t 3 79@5 the ancient Faith conﬁrms,
To our great Fathers giv'in; *
He takes young Children to his Arms,
* And calls them Heirs of Heav’n, '

4 Our God, how faithful are his Ways}
His Love endures the fame ; 3. .
Nor from the Promife of his Grace . . *
Blots out'the ‘Childrens Name, '

°

CXI1v. Thke fame, Rom. x1. 16 17.

GEntzles by Nature we bclong
“To the Wild Olive Woo

Grace took us from the barren Tree,
And grafts us in the Good." -

2 With the fame Bleﬂings Grace endow& o
Thte Gentile and the Few; . .
If pure and Holy be the'Root,
.. Suchare the Branches too.

3 Then let the Children of the Saints
;" Bededicate to God;
Pour out thy Spirit on them, ‘Lord, |
Aand wafh them in thy Blood.

4 Thus to the Parents and their Seed °
Shall thy Salvation come, -
And num’rous Houfholds meet at laﬂ:
In ong eternal Home,
i

. D LA LCXV'

Y




|R.1  Spiritual Somgs. o1

CXV. Conviction of Sin by the Law;
Rom. vii._8, 95 145 24,

O R D, how fecuré my Caonfcience wasy
And felt no inward Igread 3
1 wasalive without the Law,
And thought my Sins were dmd

2 My Hopes of Heav'n were firm and brightd
But fince the Precept came: -
With a gonvineing Pow’r aqd Lnght.
: “I'find how.vile.]am. .

I My Guilt -appedr’d but {mall befo:e,
Till tervibly I faw - -
How Perfeét; Holy, Juftand: Pure,
Was thins eternal Law. : oo

4 Then felt my Soulthe heavy Load
- My Sins reviv’d again, -
I had provok'd a dreadful God,
And a!l my Hopes were flain. ]

s I'm like a helplefs Captive: fold,
Underthe %ow ’r of Sin;

1 cannot do the Good I wauld,
Nor keep my Confcience clean. -

6 My God, I cry with ev’ry Breath
For fome kind Pow’r to fave,’
To break the Yokeof Sin and Death,”
And thus redecm the Slave. '

EXVIL
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Corinies on B
CXVL Léve to. G&d bﬁd‘ oty B,
boury - Mat. ol 3l gl ST

T H U S fithithefrlt thegrca'tCotﬁmqﬁcx
¢ Letal)'thy inward Pow’rs un‘fte

¢ Tolove thy- Maker;..apd-thy God, - + |,

¢« With utmof Vigeut end- Déhght. n :3 :

g ¢ Then thallthy’ Nerghboar nextdn’ P}aCI” .
¢¢ Share thine AffeQions and’ Eﬁ‘eem,‘ et
¢ And Jet thy. Kindpefs tathy fetf = s & |
& Meafure and. rulg thy‘ Levceo.hxms”‘ "*

3 This.fs theSenfe that” Mofes fpoke,” ™ '
This did the: Prophéts: preach and ptot'e 30
For want ef). this.the Law i3 broks; r‘ 2ol
And the whole. Law’s fesfili’d by ! buvh ‘
4 But O How bafeiouk Paﬂionsard o ,‘
How ecél(ilour S%t“v}ﬁty and'Zeal
Lord, . fil qur, Souls with beiv Fim,&l
Or we ihzll nc’d‘ perfoam m%h

CXVII Eleé‘han Swerezgn mf F eig. |

“Rom, i%, 21,2221, ho, ;”“‘A

ol sl Vi

[ Ehoxdﬁxel‘*omuws}m il
: HcfomtshﬁVeﬁ"ﬁsﬁshe{cae. )
Such.is our God, and fuch are We,
‘The Subjelts of his high Decrees.
3 Doth not the Workman’s Pow’r extend
O’er all the Mafs, which Part te chufe,
YV RAS




I B Spiritiial Sovigs. 0%
And mouldit for a nobler End, o

:: -~Aud which fo-leavefar yiler Use?] @/ "

' 3 Maynat the Sov'reign Lord amhigh . ©

" Difpenfe his Favours as he will,

. '+ Chufe fome to Life, while others die;" ; T
; © And yet be juft and gracioys fill? -
- [4 Whabif: to'make his Terror known, ,
He letshis Patience long endure, * ~
oy

.+ Suffering vile Rebels to-.goon, . -

? ?nd fea] their own Deftruétion fare? .. -

* 5 What if be means to fhow his Grace,
And bis eleting Leve imploys
To mark gut formeof mortal Race, .~ ©* ¢
And form ghem fit for heav'nly Joys?].

~ 6 Shall Manreply againftthe Lo, - - °

7 “Andveall his Mg s Ways dnjlit, " ' &
‘The Thyndet of whofe dreadfol Word © ; &
Cancrutha t.houfand,inlds»tO Duft2. i

7 Bugi® iy Sodlif Truth fo beight .

" Should @izlpand eohfonad thy Bight; * -
Yet fill his written Will obey, S

A

i en . - knoy

R R e e

! With or T 253510 fff.
| TQQE""(‘??’%?P%%J:@S <

aVT gz ot boo e oy
P I BUTR W 1A 20 BRI TR P TIE  To} Y
= PrAo 700 BRCLER U SRS SER RN Y F
Brotxe Twe e i K ad ran 5 (D,
T X 3 > LR A
U wimidral 2w st g @abing ls o
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o4 ~Hymns'and - . B.L

CXVIIL. Mobfes and Chiift: Or, Sins
againft the Law and Gofpel, Johni.
17. Heb. iil. 3, 5, 6. .and x. 28,
29. | - 2 S

“HE Law by Mfés came,
l T But Ifé‘:éc,y aﬁd/'zii.rcuattl?f and Love,

Were brought by Chri/f (2 nobler Name)
Defcending from above. =~ )

2 Amidft the Houfe of God ~ .
Their diff'rent Works were doneg -
Mofes a falthful Servant ftood,. .
: But Chrift a faithful Son.
3 Then'to his new Commands -
Be ftrict Obedience paid s . o
O’er all his Father’s Houfe he flands = - -
The Sovereign and the Head. .
4 The Man that durft defpife  *
The Law that Mfes broughty =
Behold! how!terribly he dies”.
For his prefumptuous Faw't, ., . |
s Butforer Vengeancefalls . .. ., |
‘On that rebellious Racey ., . -
Who hate to hear wheng{e/izg calls, -
*And dare refift his Grace.

. i
.- e

S _ CXIX.




p

> = B

b

ST

B.L Spiritual. Songs, 93

CXIX. Tbe different Succefs of the
. Gofpel; 1 Cor.i.23, 24. 2 Cor. ii.
16. 1 Cor. iii. 6, 7.

1 CHrijI and his Crofs isall our Theme;
The Myft’ries that we fpeak

. Are Scandal in the Fews Efteem,

And Folly to the Greek.

-2 But Souls enlighten’d from above
With Joy receive the Word;
They fee what Wifdom, Pow’r, and Love,
Shines in their dying Lord. .
3 The Vital Savour of his Name
' Reftores their fainting Breath;
But Unbelief pervers the fame
To Guilt, Defpair, and. Death, -

4 Till God diffufe his Graces down
Like Show’rs of heav’nly Rain,
In vain Apollss fows the Ground,
And Pgul may plant in vain,

CXX. Fuith of Things unfeen, ‘H¢b.

XL.1, 3, 85 10,

1 F AITH is the brighteft Evidence
Of Things beyond our Sight, '

Breaks thro’ the Clouds of Flefh and Senfe,
And dwells in Leav’nly Light, -

2z s It
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3 nfmrmmm Vuy.' 2 »,‘;

. Brings diffant Profpeitehomes: | 52
Of Things a thoufand Years ago,

© Orthoufdnd Yearsmcome. ey

3 By Faith we know tbe‘?’orlds wcre-mée
yay God's mml@ry Word » A
. Awdm, 10 unknown Countries
By Faith cbey’d the Lord, . ( l
4. ‘He foughta City fair-and ius!!,
Built by th’ termal Hande; . - E
And Faith affimes us, tho' we disy . .,
. That heav’nly Building flands. ..

CXXI (szldrm a'emted to God, Gen,
xvil. 7, T0. A&s xvi. 14, 15, 33
(For tlnﬁ wbaprcﬁ(ﬁ- Infant Blﬂxfm ).
H1} 5 faid the Mercy of %Lord,

Pl bea God te thee;

Dil blefs thy num’reus Race, "and tbey
Shall be a Seed for me.

2 Abra’am believ’d the ptomns’d GnCe,
And gave his Sbns to God
- But Water feals the mw, s
T hat once was.feal'd Blood, 2 ’

3 Thus Lydia fandify’d her Hoiife, -
Wk}:}%mﬂv}!tﬁe«w«d; S A
Thus the believing Jaylorgave *. . +
. His Houthold ta Lotd
4 Thus later. K’ng, SRR
Thine ancient nth.mbmee;- .
;]

-

)‘}J

-
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Totbeﬂbét bring. N

CXXIL B&Iéwré 5urxed b éhnﬁ
it Biptifm, llqm. Vi. 35 4, Xc.

1 D O ‘we not kﬁow “that’ folemn Word,
That we mv&ry’d with thc Lord i
- Baptiz’d jmto-his-Death, :and thea -~ * -
Puto&' theBodycfm&n? P
2 Our Soufs recéive divirer Bremi
Rais’d from Corruption, Guilt an@ Dmth
Sq from.the Grave did Chrift arife, .-

1 And'lives to God abovc the Skies.

A
)y

i,

i

3 Ne riore lét Sin of Satan’ mgn
Ovet our mortat: Fleth aga
“The vations Lukts.we. fen'd beforé
Shall have quxonwwnamo:e
At
CXXIII ‘T be Rtpentmg Prad gal
.- ' Lukexviys, &e. "o

Eholé the erich whofe ’Luit ahd Wme
Had wafted his. Effatg, .
- He begs a.Share amonghithe: Swme. s
‘ Totaﬁethe‘ﬂnfkstl'syeat. Lo
2 1 dic with Hungér berey” hc’cnes,
- I flarve infoveikn-Lands sy~
M Father's m’@*‘a Iamm,x.
And bpunieausanglis Fwmdns: .. -
e F 3 ¥ /s

9
%
¢
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3 Tl gy ﬂffﬂ'a'ztba iy il Tomgp, ., g

Falk down lvefar Pice; . . £ i
Father, I've done tfy 7,{/1 s wrong, 3o s
Nor: ¢can de, /érw tby Grace, Tale s

4 He faid, and haftned to his Home,‘ o
To teek his Father’s T.ove ; 5. o
The Father faw, the Repel come, .
~And all his Bowels move, et
§ He ran, and fellupon his Necky,
Embrac’d and. k.lts’d hjs Son 5 ‘
The Rebel’s ;grt “with Sorrow hrake
‘For Follies he Kad done. Ll
& Take off his Clot}m of Shamg and Sm. k
(The Father gives Command) »
D%‘ bin in Garments white an t/eau, )
ith ng: ddorn bis Hand, - """ /7

~

"o ADay, Feajim Iardam S \T‘;‘. '_‘-
Let lézrtb ap jay abay;d '3 o /

My Soir was dead, and lives agaitty
Has lofi, and now isfound. o

‘ 'CXXIV The F:rﬁ and Secona’ Adam,
B Rom, vi 12, e, . ,,, :

! EEP in the.Duft before. thy Throne
Our Guilt-apd our. Difgrace - we own 3
Gréat God, we owa th'unhappy Name .
Whence fprang our Nature and our, Sl‘ame’

2 Adam the Sinner: At his Fall ,”
Death likea.Conqu's vor-feia’d us:a alL A
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1

A thoufand pew-horn Bahesare dcad
By fatal Uniorr to. their Head.

3 Bat whilBrourSpirits. fillldiwigh. Awe:
Behold the Terrams:of thy Lawi,.. ‘
We fing the'Honowss of thy. Graeep, - -
That fentte-fave.ousruin’d-Races

4 We fing thine everlafting: Son,
Who join'd our Nature: to-his:owny:
Adam:theSdcond from the Doft
Raifes the Ruins;af the Firft. .

‘[5 By theRebellion of one Man~

Thro’ all his'Seed the Mifchief rans:
And by ore Man’s Obedience: now:
Are all his Seed made righteous too.

6 Where Sin dideign and Death abound,
There have the Sons of ' Adam found
Abounding LLifé; there glorious Grace

_ Reigns theo’ the.Lord our Righteoufnefs.]

€XXV. Chrift’s Campa[on to the
W enk and:Tempted, Heb.iv. 15, ré,
and-v. 7. Matt. xii. 20,

W ITH ]oy we meditate the Gtaea .
Of our High-Prieft above ;
" His Heartis.made of Tendernefs,. '
His Bowels.imelt with Iove,
2 Tquch’d with a Sympathy. withitt
He knows our. feeble Frame;
‘He knows what fore Temptations mean,
For he.has felt.ths farhe,
, F 2 3 But
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3 .But fpot!efs, @nt and, pnre e
““The great Redeemer'ftood, *
" Ahile Satan’s fiery Dhaits beborc,
And did refift to Bleed. P T
4 He in the Days of fecble Fleth
‘Pour’d out his Cries and Tleds, -
And in his- Meafure feclsafrefls -
WhateVry Memberbears: <y - <
[s He'll never quench the fmoaking Flax,
"- <Butraifeit toa Flame;: - oo
The bruifed Reed be. ncvcnbteakt,
Nor fcorns the: meaneft Name.]- -
6 Then let cur humble Faith addrefs ... - *{
«, - His Mercy,;and.his Raw Ty < vt o
W fhall obtax deliy*ring. Grgge Lt
ln the diftrefing Hour.” - | " .0

CXXVL * Chiarity and "Unabmaﬁe-
ne:/}, Rom. xiv. i7 19.°1 (398 x\32c-

O T dzﬁ"reanooé or‘dzﬁ"rentz “Ditefs
. ‘Compote the Kingdoms of .aun Ldrd,
But Peace and Joy and Rxghteoufnefs,
- :Falth-and Obedience’to his Word. ™" 3 X' )
z W hen weaker, Chriftians. wedefpnfé, .
. 'We do the Godlpel. mighty W ro% ‘,,' e
“ For God thé Gracious and the Wife™ <
Receives the Fetble with the Strong: .
3, Let Pride and Wrath be banith’d hcm;e, .
Meeknefs and Love out Souls purfuc f@ R
Not fhall our Practice dive Offence™-"
To ‘Saints, the Germle o the Few.
CXXviy,
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CXXVIL Chrif¥s Invitation fo Sine
ners; Ox s Humility and me’e,
‘Matt, xi. 28-,---30. .

1 ¢ OME hltherall ye weary 'Soék

“ Ye heavy. laden Sinners comey

. % I'll give you Rett from all Jour Tails,

¢ Apdraife you ta my heav’nly Home.

2 % They fhall find Reft that learn of .1me ;
i l’mof a meek and lowly Mind; -
¢ But Paflion rages like the Sea, .
¢ 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 eafy to his Neck, -
4¢ My Grace fhall make the Burden light.
? ¢fus, we come at thy Command,
\Vnh Faith and Hope, and humble Zul,
+-Refign.our Spiritsto thy Hand, :
.+Te mld andgmde us atﬁ:y Will, -

CXXVIIL The Apofles Cammzfan- |
-or, the Gofpel atrefted by Miracles,
Mark. xvx, 1 5, &c Mat'h xxviil,
18 &Ke.o .

0 preach fpel, faiththe Lerd;
3 %:s;:'z,a?&r{;"m; ::C;

{reccive:
F _ "~ ¢ He
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¢ He fhall be fav’d thiat trufts my Word, .
“ He {hall be ddmn’d that won’t bebieve;’ -

[z ¢ 1l meke your great Commniffion knewn,
¢ And ye thall prove my Gofpet true, -
¢ By all the Works that I have dohe,  * »
By all the Woriders ye'fhall do. -

3 % Go heal the Sick, go raife t‘*he'Dead{,f,

“ Go caftaut Dévils in my Natne: ™

% Nor let myProphets be afraid, ,
- ¢ Tho'Greets reproachiand Feyos blaHhiatne

4 ¢ Teach alt theNattons 1y ‘Commands,

¢ I'm with you till the World fhall end ;
¢ All-Pow’r is trufted in my-Handss .
o %¢ Icandeftroy, and I defend. ~ L
¢ He fpake; and Light fhons rvound bis H{ad,
On a bright Cloud to Heav'n he rodes; -
- They to'the fartheft Nations fpread .. °
- The Grace of sheir afegnded Godo,.- P

CXXIX. Submiffcn and Deliverance;
or, Ahraham offering his Son, Gen.

o oxxik 6, e, IR

Y SAints, at your Father’s héav’nly Ward

: Give up your Comforts to the Lord ;
He fhall reftore what you refign, +
Or grant you Bleflings more divine. r

2 So Abrabam with abedlent Hand -
Led forth'his 8on at God's Comrhand 7
The Wood, the Fire, the Knife he ook,

.. His Arm prepar’d,the dreadful Stroke.

0 ' c o 3 dbrd’m,
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fbraipn, farbear, the Anmgel ery’d,- L
3 Ty, Fd:t‘bf is ino’.uﬁ-, thy Love :s :&y"d‘
) Thy Son el live, antd # thy Be
"~ “'Sball the whole Earth be blyfSd imdeeds ©

Juﬁ in the hatt diftreMng Hoir -

The Isord difplays deliv'ring Pow'rs -

The Méunt of :Danger s thePlace, -
Where weihall feefu:pnzmg Gracc. ‘:_ ‘.

y CXXX. Lafvé aﬂd Hafreﬂ Phtl n 2.
Ep?l. iv. 30, &c. B

N OW by the Bowels of my God

His fharp D:ﬁrefs, his fore Cbmplamts,
«By hislalt Groans, his dying Blood, ‘

1 charge my Soul'tb Iove the Saints.

3 Clamour'and Wrath and War be gone,

- Envy and Spite for ever ceafe, :
Let bitter Words mo-more be known
Amongﬁ the-Saints, the Sons of Peace. '

*§ “The Spirit like a-peaceful Dove o
Flics from the Realms of Noife and. S'Ylfe ¥
Vfby fhould we vex and grieve his Love,

ho feals our Souls to heav’nly Life} «

4 Tender and kind be all. our Thouahts,
Thro! all our Lives let Mercy run s
So God:forgives our num’rous Faults
- For the' dcar fake of Cbr_z/i his Son.

PHT IR

et r : E’ P CXX.XI’.
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CXXXI The P :[c';c and Px;}:mm
~ 1+ . Luke:xviii,’ 16, &

Ehold how Sinners difhgree, ~
The Publican and Pharifee!. -
One doth his'Righteouftiefs proeiam,
Theotherowmhu(}ummsmmé b

‘a This Man at husisbé Diftance ftands,”
And cries for Grace with lifted Hands 5o
“That boldly rifes neat the Throne, - <~
* And talks of Dunes he bas done. "~

3 The Lord their difrent Language kng
And diff’rent Anfwers be beftows ; m‘{
The humble Sotl with: Grace he: crons,

« Whiltt on the- Proud kis Anger fmwn;.

4 Dear Father, let e never be .
ain’d with thvbm(tmg Pharifee; ™
have no Merits of my own,” "~ "~

But plud the. Suff* rmgs of thy Son.

CXXXH, Hclmg/{: arzd Grace;’l' xt. il
C10=-13: :

S (o) Iet oir szs and Lntes exprel':
‘The Hofy Gofpel we profefs; ~ ~ . |
Sa let our'Works ghid Virtues thine, - ”,\ co
- To prove the' Dodtrine all Divine. “ f P

2 Thus (hill we’ beﬁ proclaxm abroad”

The Honours of 6ur Savicuf God, .
. When the Salvation rejgus within, - -~
Acd Grace Iubdua&th& w~r’b£ Sin ',i'

" "~ 3 Our

'

44,1 -
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3 Our Flefh and Sepfe be deny;

¢ Paflidn sfr}& Env;‘flf and Pnd’edr
While Juftice, Temp'mte,’l‘mtfz and Love.
. Ourinward Picty approve.. :

P Rehgwn bears qur Spirits. up, g {
While we expe& that bisfled: qu.
The bright Appeatance of the Lond, . =.:
And Faxth ftands lmmng on his Word

‘.‘w‘\.‘

‘ CXXXIII Law aud Cbarzty, l Qor

xiii. a—-—7, 13.

“ET Pharifees. of lngh E&eem
‘ “Their Faith:and Zeal declare,. -
All their Religion isa Dreamy- - . .
If Love be wantmg therg. D

"2 Love fuffers long with patient Eye. e

- Nor is provok’d in hatbe, - - tnoL
She lets-the prefent Injury die, - - :
And long forgets the paft.

[3: Malice and Rage, thofe Fires of Heﬁ.
She quenches with her Fongue ;
Hopes, and believes, and thinks no Ill,
- Tho*the iridure the WrongyJ
[+ She nor defires nor feeks to kndw
The Scandals of the Time; . .
_ Nor looks with Pride on thofe below,
Nor erivies thofe that chmb] R

5 She lays her owgr vantage by :
To feek her exghbour s Good ;5
of Fsoo &
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So God's own Son cage down to die,
And bought our Lives with Blood.

& ‘Love is the Grace’ thdt keeps her Pow r,
In all the Realms above ;, .
There Faith and Hope are known ng morey
But Samt,s for ever fove. } ’

CXXXIV Relzgzon 'vam wrtbout
- Love, 1 Cor.xiii. 1, 2, 3. -

3 HAD T the Fongues of Graeks and 7210:,
And noblér Speech than Angels ufe,

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

2 Were | infpir’d to preach and tell
‘Al that is done in ‘Heav'n and Hell,
Or could my .Faith: the World remove,
“Still T am nothing without Love.’ T

3 Should I diftribute alt my Store -
To feed the Bowels of the Poor,
Or give my. Body 10 the Flame
To gain a Martyr’s glotious Name> . .-
4 If Eove to God and Rove to Ment ¢
Be abfent, all my Hepes are' vaing - -
Nor Tongues, nor Gifts, nor fiery Zeal;,
T he Weork of Love:qan: eler-fulble - - |

ot

1,‘11 s

EXXXV,

¢
o
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CXXXV, The Love of Chrift fhed
abroad in the Heart, Eph. iii. 16,
’ ﬁ&cio“, ’ ~' ’4 :,_" e o '

i '

"8 ¢~Ome, dearet L'ord, defcend: and_dwell

By Faith and Love in ev'ry Breaft;
Then fhall we know, and tafte, and feel

. The Joys that cannot be expreft, .- ©

2 Come fill our Heatts with ihward‘.étrength,.
Make our enlarged Souls poflefs,

Andlearn the Height,and Breadth,and Egngth
-Of thine- unmeafurable Grace. (%

3 Now o the God; whofe Powet cat do
More than our THoughts or Withés knowy,
Be everlafting Hotiours dongé \

By all.the Church, thro’ Chrift his Son.

CXXXVI . ,Sin'terity and Hypocrify §;
Or, Forinality in Worfbip, John v,
24. Pfalm cxxkxix. 23, 24.

B OD isaSpirit Juk and Wife,. - *
G He fees our inmoeft Mind ; ’ L

oin vain to Heav'n we raife our Cries,., . -
_And leave our Souls behind. RERRRRT

2: Nothirig but Truth beforé his - Throhe: . '

' With Honour can appeat, v
The painted Hypotrités are known.

Theo’ the. Difpuife. they wear,
‘ . 35 Lheir
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3 Their lifted Eyes falute the Skies,
+ . Tiweir bending Kness:the. Ground 3~ % X))
But God abhots the Sagrifite 1. |
L Where éxgt theTHcart is found. Wi
4 Lord, fearch my Tho and ry my’ Sy
_ And x‘nak’emrSoul‘mcée-; u'yy g‘f’
Then fhall I ftand before thy Face, -~ ¢
And find Acceptance there. - - 174
CXXXVIL Salvation by Grace th:
Chrift, 2 Tim.i. g, 10. . .
1 OW to the Pow'r.of God fupreme
N‘ Be everlafting Honours giv’n, . . . -
| He faves from Hell (we blefs his Name) . .
~ He calls our wand’ring Feet to Heav’n. .

¢ Nor for our Duties or Deferts, . : - '
" But of his own abounding Grace,
: He works Salvation inour Hearts,. . . -
 And forms 2 People for his Praife.
- 3 "Twas his own Purpofe that begun
- _To refcue Rebels doom’d to die: )
~ Hegaveus Grace in Chrift 'his Son < [ ¥
Before be fpread the Starry Sky.. © : ¢
efus the Lord appears at laft,
* Zh’c; makes his Father’s Counfels knowny
Declares the greit Tranfations paft, ~ ,
And brings Immortal Bleflings down., . .
5 He dies; and in that dreadful Night
Did all the Pow’ts of Hell ‘deftroy ; o
_ Rifing he brought our Heav’sy to.Light,.: .-
. And tosk Peflcflign'ofthe-Joy:. - . .
S CXXXVIIL
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CXXXVlIf. Saints in tbeHand of |
Chrift, John x.28, 29,

1 s, a8 the Earth. thy Gofpel ftands,
- My Lord,. my Hope, my Truft 3
If I am foeund in Fefs> Hands -~ ' +
My Soul can nefer bedoft, - - . -
2 His Honour isengag'd to fave
" The meaneft of his Sheep,
All that his heav’nly Father gave
His Hands fecurely keep. ' =
3 Nor Death, nor Hell fhall e’er remove ™ -
His Fav'rites from his Breaft ; o
In the dear Bofom of his Love
They muft for ever reft.

CXXXIX. Hope in the Covenant; o,
God's Promife and Truth unchange-
able, Heb. vi, 17——19.

1 O'W oft have Sin and Satan ftrove . f
To rend my Soul from thee, my God? !
But everlafting is thy Love, .
And. Fefus feals it with his Blood. "~ ~
2 The Oath and Promife of the Lord .
Join to confirm the wond’rous Grace ;
Eternal Pow’r performs the Word,
And fills all Heav’n with endlefs Praife.
3 ‘Amidft Temptations tharpand long, .
My Soul to this deas Refuge flicss - - ond |

— ——

e 4P

'
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Hopeis.my.Anchor, fista and flrongy <77 -

While Tempefts-blow, ang ,Bxllows u{c.

4 The Gofpel bears my’ Spiritgupy ¢
A faithful and unchangitg ‘God ~ .
Lays the Foundation éus my Hopey. . ¢ .
In Oaths, and Bromxf&s,; and Blnod. :

€XL. 4 Lrvmg a»d a Dead Fdrtir
collected from je'uemf Seriprares,

: letaken Souls¥ that dréam bf Heav'n,,
And make their émpty Boatt
Of mward Joys, and Sins forgiw ng ~
- While they are Slaves to Luft.  #

2 Vain are our Fancies, diry’ Fl’ghts, SR
If Faith be cold and dead, - .
None but a living Pow’r-unites - .
To Chrifi the living Head,, "~~~
3 ’Tis Faith that changes all the Hearty -
*Tis. Faith that works by Love;
That bids all finful Joys depart, -
And lifts thé Thoughts above.

4 °Tis Faith that conquers Earth and HeH,
By a celeftial Pow’r ;-

This is the Grace that {Hall pre‘v‘axl !
In the decifive Hout. -

[5 Faith muft obey her Father’s lel,
As well as truft his Grace;
A pard’nitig God is jzalouﬁ ﬁm
Eor. h.\mwnﬂolmeﬁ. Coe
Lo 6. When:
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6 Whea fion the Cutfe he fetsus free
-“He makes out Naturescleyn, -
Nor would he fend his Son to be
The Minidter of Sin. ..
7 His Spirit: purifies eur Frame,. - -
And feals our Peace:with God 3
Fefus, and his Salvation came
- By Wiator and. by Blood.] ,

CXL1. The Humiliation and Exal-
tation of Chrift, Ifa. ldi. T——j5, .
j

1 H O has believd thy Word,
"Or thy Salvation known ?
Reveal thine Arm, Almighty Lord
And glorify thy. Son. :
2 Fhe Fews elteern’d him here
Too mean for their Belief:
Sorrows his chicf: Acquaintance were,, -
" And his Companion, Grief..
3 They turn’d their Eyes away,:
And ‘treated him with Scofn ;-
But %awas their. Gsief .upon him lay,.-
Their Sorsows he has born..
4 *Twag for the ftubborn Fews .
And Gentiles then unknown,.
The God of Juftice pleas’d to bruike
His beft-beloved-Son. ;
's. ¢ But DliF proleng his Days, . N
7« And make big Kingdam. fund; .
3 YT Y P ) ) “'Mx’v

4
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“ My Pleafure; (6i M

s¢ Shall prof;:er mdin?; Q. iy o]

[6 ¢ His joyful, Soul; !1 fne e
" The urchafe pf hls pm.. s

L ALIT L :A‘Q

« And by his ,Knowl .
O e oty Somed N
7 ¢¢ Ten tboufan tive Slav
{ ¢ Releas'd {r ?ﬁ and. Sm,ﬁ

¢ Shall quit their. :Lfms and thejr. Grav X .\g
“ And own his Pow’t, Diviné,} " “ v
[8 ¢ Heav’n fhall advance my Son
v % T Joysehit Eashdopy'dys 11177
o« th Hiw thc Folljes. Mgn had dome, ,
“" And bore theit Sinsyand dy’d.} "t ¥

CXLI,, The jamé, Ta i, 6-5g0 v *

LIKE Sheep we weht aftraf,©, "/ © =3

And broke the Fold of God" i

Each ward'ring ina diffrént Way, . o2
But all the downw:r&.‘kond

2 How dreadful waé the Hour
When God our Ward'rings lald‘,
And did atonce his Vengeance: p@r ERSTLIEI RS AR
“Upon the Shephza&’s Head!'; v )
3 How glorious was the Grace, - ¥ ;*
When Chrift fuftain’d ﬂn:StroLa' pe T
His Life and- Blood thé SMphmipz)w ¢
A Ranfom for-the ¥lock. * . :~ ‘. .
4 His Honcur ahd Hs Bi'eatﬁ ’ ’
Wge taken both away 1 SR
‘ . - Joind -
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J’om’c! with the "W Yin !ﬂsDéath, e
And made 23 vﬂ
s But God fhall raife his Head
O’er all the Sdns of Men, =
And make him feé ‘2 :nim’rouy Sec& :
To recompenfe is Pain.’ ‘
6 PBgive bim | faxth the ‘Lord)
n IR,
~ He poffefs @ large’ ar.
‘gu Hmuv‘s bu;

CXLINL. Charasiers of tbe Cbildrm
qf God, from feveral Scriptures,

_O new-bomn Babes defire-the Breatt,
T'o feed, -and grow, and thrive; -

So Saints with Joy the Gofpel taite, -

And by the Gofpel live.. i
[z With inward Guitﬂu Heart approves.
Al that the World relates; :

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 $laves to Luft;

They can’t forget their hmv’nly Bmh,
Nor grovel in the Duft. . _
851:“ theCham«thatTynnuufe o

11 bigd their.Souls to Vice: - ..

ith like a Congy’ rean, uce |
thoufandV' oﬁm p:od
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{5 Grace like D 8o tapted Seeth b -
Abides and reigis withing., , . . -
Immortal Principlaf forhid . . .
The Song'of Gedtofind, " |
[6 Not by the Terrors of @ Slage . PR
Do thcyhperfo:mfbia: Wik o, K
But with the nobleft Pow’s they bave | -
His meexﬁommhas'fg}m.hj,y L

sl onl R
7. They find Accefo 8t owlry: Kot -+ A
To GOA‘Wiﬂ}in the%&l, Ll a
Hence they derive aquickning Pow’r, .
“Aad Joysdhat.never fail, - N R
8 O happy Souk! O glorious State®. , -
Of over-flowing Gracet = -,
TodweH fo near their Fathers Seaty - .
Ag@feehisqloycly.&qq!rl PR
9 Lord, d addrefs thy hedviny Throne 3
Call me a Child of thine,
Send dowp the Spiri ofthy:Sem .. ;, - -
To form my Heart Divine, A U
ro Thire thed thy choiceht Loves ibroady’
And meake iy Comfotts frrong s -
Then hali T {ay, My Father, God, -
" With an unwayering Tongue, . ' ‘
CXLIV. The Witngfing and Sealing
-Spirét, Rom. viil, 14, 16 Eph, 1.
13, 14. TR T
t ‘x JH'Y ‘thould fhé Childresi ‘of 4K ing
S Go mou¥ning: al} their Days;

<
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" QGrear Comfotter, -defeend dnd bring
* Some Tokers of? 'tby Grace.
2 Doft thou not dwell in all the Saints,
And feal the Heirs of Heav'n?
‘When wilt'shoh bamith mry Complairts,
And {howmiy Sims forgiv'n?*
3 Afltte my Confeience bf er Patt
~ Inthe Relteemers Blood
And bear thy Wimnes with mry Heart,
That [ am born.ef God.: | . ‘
4 Thobdrtyhe Earnctt of ‘Hs Love,
The Pledqe of Joys'to ‘come;
And thy $oft Wings, Celeftial Dove,
Wnll fafc convey‘me home. :

CXLV Chnﬁ and Aamn faken fram,
ch. ’vﬁ and 1%, -

x .7E SUS, in thee ourEyes behold

A thoufand Glories ‘tiove :

“Lhan the rich Gems and polith’d Geld -
] ‘T he Sons of Aaren Wore. o
2 They firft their own Burnt-Off ’rm«sbrou@t |
To purge themfelves from §in ; ,
.’I‘hy Life was pure withoutaSpat, . ..
And al] thy Nature clean. SRR

L ”‘[3 “Frih Blood'as conftarit as rbeJDay

.

Was on their Altar fpilt; !
o Bptthy.one Qfring takes gway< v
" K« pv:xal}‘our mlt,]; W
ATl [4 Their

%
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[4 Their Priefthood rap thro {cv’ral I-fands, v
o lE"onm:wml was thegﬂl;accmnd o5
y never-chariging Office s, v‘ ‘
" Eternal as thy Days.] HOT BTy
[s Oncein the Circuit of a Year, . e
With Blood, but not his own, = " |,
Aaron within the Viil appears,
Before the Golden Throne. -~ .- :¥ >.1
6 But Chriff by his own pow’rful Bfooi"
A s above the Skies, T
And in the Prefence of our God ' ;'
Shows hisown Sacrifice.] - ‘_::.*. s
7 Fefis, the King of Glary, reigns -,
: 7'/0‘11 Sion’s heav’nly Igli'lyl’, N
Looks like a Lamb that has been flain; ‘
Andwmhn?ricﬁhoodﬂill. A
8 Heeverlives to intercede =~ - *‘j».‘
Before his Father’s Face: '
Give him, my Soul, thy Caufe to p!ead,
Nor doubt the Father's Grace. ~ - 7

CXLVL. Charatlers of Chn&, hr-
rowed from um:mate ‘Tbmg: *m
Scrtpture.. Dol ]

O, worthip at ImmanuePs Feet; 't
Seem his aocwhatWondctsmget,

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

. [z The whole Creation ¢an afford |

But fome faint Shadows of my. Lomd :4 N )
a-

e
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“ Natare, fo make his. Beauties known, -
Muft mingle Colours ot herown.]:
[3. Ishe compar'd to Wing or Bread? - -
- Dear Lord, .our Souls would thus be fed :
That Fleth, thatdying Blood of thine,
- Is Bread of Llfc, is heay’nly Wine,)-

. [4 Ishea Tree?. Thic World receives
Salvatiop from his healing Leaves: =~ -
‘That righteous Branch,. that fruitful Beugh,
Is David’s Root and Offspring teo.] -

[s Ishe a Rofe! Not Skarenyields -
Such Fragrancy in.all ber Fields; - . -
Or ifthe Lilly heaflume, = . .~ -
The Valliesblefs the rich Perfume.]. . -
(6 Ishea Vine? His heav'nly Root =+ =~ -
Supplies the Boughs with. Life and Fruit: . -
O let a lafting Union jain.. -~ ... - |
My Soul to Chrift the Vine!] " * .. ysbared
[7 Is he the Head ? Each Member lives;. -
Ang owns the vital Pow’rs he gives; .
v ‘TheSaits below,' and Samts above, - *
i deinid by his Spitivend his Love:] . -
{8 IsheaFountain? There I bathe, *
And heal the . EF% of Sin apd Death: -
Thefe Waters all my Soul fenew, .
- And cleanfe my fpottéd Garments t00.]- -
9 Ishea Fire? Hc’llpu{gﬁ ge my Drafss /. 7
¥ But the true Gold fuftains no Lofsz.,. . -
Like a Refiner thall e fit, ... . . ., |
And tread the Refufe with his Feet.]

~ | (1o Jo
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[10 IshnR.ocL? How fiam.he.ptoves!

The Rack of Ages peyerimoyes;, ¥

Yet the fweet Streams, that from hxm ﬂow i

Attend us all the Defart thro.] - -
[x t Ishea Way?' Helpads-ta God, - 1!

The Path iy dsawa. im Kiinesiaf - Blbod 3
There would I walk with Hope au:d Z;:nl,
"Till Fatrive ag Siow’ s HilL] C

[r2 lahpa Dea? Dl ensering 0 ¢
Behold, ths Paftureslargerand Q‘ﬂlls.
A Paradife diyinely. fair,, e e,
None but the Sheep Have Freedam thera 1

[t3 Ishe defign’d a Comner-Stome,,
For Men o builfl, their: Heav' e upou 2,
I’ll make him my Foundatien top,,
Nor.fear the Plots of Hell below..],

[14 Is hea Temple?: I-adore - '

Th’ indwelling:Majafty and:Bow’r3. -

And fil] tohis.moft hely Plage o/
. Whene'er I Qray,.I tw my Face.]” YAy

[ 15 IsheaStar? Hebreaksithe Night,.

Piercing tha,Shades with dawning: Light 3; 3
I know his Glories from afar, -
I know the br'ght,. the Mormng,btar]

[16 Ishea,Sun? HisBeams.ara:Grace,.
- Hig Copifeis: Joy) and-Righteounlnefs:
- Natians rejoice when he, appears.. .
To dhfe then‘ Clouds; adery thbxr T&M

17 O let me climb, thafé highes Skies,. o
Wherc Ssorims and; Dmﬁ never:ife]

v Ther‘r
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'~ Thete he difplays hiy Powrs absoad,
And thines, and, reigas:th’ Incamate Gad.]
1 11 Not Easthy nar Seas, nor-Sun, nor- Stars;
Nor Heav'n his-full Referhblance bears; -
His. Beauties we,can never, trace; - :
Till we behold. him Eace'to, Fage.

CXLVII ‘Tbe Mmé: andi Tu‘lles of
Chiift, from feveral Scriptures,

{1 > IS from the Threafures of his Word
I bersow: Fitles. fqr my Lo;d‘,
Nor Art nor Nature can fupply: -
Sufficient Forms.of, Majefty.

2 Bright Image of th¢.Father's Face, *
Shining with undiminith’d Rays; - '
Th’ Eternal God’s Etarnal Son, . .+
The Heir and Partner of; his Throne.]

- 3 The King of Kings, the Lord moft mgb
* Writes his own Name upmln&’l‘high
He wears 2 Garmant.dips. in , Bisods .
And, breaks the Nations, with. his.Rod. -

4 Where Grace can neither mglt nor,move,’
The Lamb refents hi¢ injur’d Love, .
Awakes his Wrath without Delay,

And Fudak’s Lion, tears the Prey.,

5 But when for Works of Pesce be comes, ..

y “What winning Titles he aflupes? ~~ °
Light of the’ W‘orld and, Life-of. Meph ,
Nor bears mo@ﬁm{tgs inyaig, . ..

i L - 6 With
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6 With tender Pity in'hisHeart -
He a&ts the Mediatot’s Part ;-

A Friend and Brother he:
And well fulfils the Names

His rich Vanetycﬂme

CXLVIII. The jame as - tbe cxlvm‘h
Plaim,

e

' 1T H ohackul Voiet 1
[ W The Titles; ofmyndﬁ:,‘

And borrow all the Names -
Of Hopour from his Wordg -

Natureand Art = A

Can ne'er fi
Sufficient F:t”;lny
Of Majefty.

2 In s we behold- -
HnsyFﬁ s, glml-'aee,

Wuh mdd and lovely Rays
"Th’ Eternal God’s
Eternal Son .
Inherits and
Partakes the Throne.}’

3 The Sov’reign King of Kings,

The LcrdafLordsmo&hxgh,

‘Writes his own Name upon
- His Garment and his Thigh.

g %

A

P

. _“. |

7 At length the [udgehs%etfc&!&,
Divides the Rebels frem his Friends, -
And Saints in full Frution p‘owo

-

;'.v ;.

.

8
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His Name.is ca{I’.d«
The Word afGa(;

He rules the Earth . -
Wigh' Lion Rad.. -

[ W Weheze Promifes and Gm

Canncnhermkpo; movey - .

The angry Lawb referts - -

The In unesofhnLgye,,v,':' S

Awakes his Wralh

. Withqut. Delay, ». * -~
~As Lions roar, _

And tear the Prey.

-

.5 But when for Works of Peace
The great Redeemer comes, f,(

What gentle Charaters, ~ -
. What Titles he affumes?
Light of the World,
And Life of Men -~
Nor will he bear
T bofe Names in vain.

6 Immenfe Compaffion reigns -

In our Jmmanaels:Heart,

‘When he defcends © a%

A Mediator’s Pame - -
He is a Friend, « « - "~
And Brother too;
Divinely kind, -
Divinely true, + *%

7 At length the Lord the. ﬁdgf R E

His awful Throtia afcends,’
And drives the Rebels fat -

From Favourites and Friends.: - .. .. ‘
3 Thea

- 121

<
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Then fhall the Saints

- Cpmpleatly prove
The Heighths and Depths
©Of -all his Love.

CXLIX. The Qffces of Chrift, from

Jeveral Scriptures.

1 YOIN all the Names of Love ahd Pow’t
That ever Men or Angels bore ; :
All are too mean to {peak his Worth,
" Or fet Immanuel’s Glory forth.

2 But O what condefcending Ways
He takes to teach his heav’nly Grace! .
My Eyes with Joy and Wonder fee
‘What Forms of Love he bears for me.

[3 The Angel of the Cov’nant ftands
With his Commiffion in his Hands,
Sent from his Father’s milder Throne
To make the great Salvation known.]

[4 Great Prophet, let me blefs thy Narne; .

By Thee the joyful Tidings came,

Of tWrath appeas’d, of Sins forgiv’n,

Of Hell fubdu’d, and Peace with Heav’n.]
[/ My bright Example, and my Guide,

I would be walking near thy Side ;

O let me rlever run aftray,

‘Nor follow the forbidden Way ! :

6 T love my Shepherd, he fhall keep
My wand’ring Soul amongft his Sheep; H
. . * He

~
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He feeds his Flock, he calls their Names,
.And in his Bofom bears the Lambs{; -

[7 My Sunsty undestakes my Caufe, > " -~ .
A’nfwg:ing his, Father’s broken Laws; .
Behold my Soul at Freedom fet, - -

. My Surety paid the dreadful Debt:J J
" [8 Fefus my Great High Prieff has dy'd.
I feek no Sacrifice befide; o
;  His Blood did once for all atone,
" And now it pleads before the Throne.]

[9 My Advacate appears on high,
The Father lays his Thunder by ;

. Not all that Earth or Hell can fay
Shall turn my Father’s Heart away. ]

[1o My Lord, my Congu’ror, and my King,
Thy Scepter and thy Sword I fing;
Thine is the Vict’ry, and I fic
A joyful Subject at thy Feet.]

11 Afpire, my Soul, to glorious Deeds,
The Captain of Salvation leads:

March on, nor fear to win the Day,
Tho’ Death and Hell obftruct the Way.J

12 Should Death and Hell,and Pow’rs unknown,
Put all their Forms of Mifchief on,
I fhall be fafe; for Chrifl difplays
Salvation in more Sov'reign Ways,

N

G‘ 3 CL. T
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CL. The fame as the cxlviiith Palm,

1 J OIN all the gloriolis Names ~*
Of Wifdom, Love, .and Pow” r,
That ever Mortals knswy - - - 7 .
That Angels everbores . ., .- y.-
All are too mean ;. . . - - o .-
To fpeak his Worth, - .
Too mean to fet o .
My Saviour forth. . - . ceo-

2 But O what gentle Terms, © -~ =
- What condefcending Ways )
Doth our Redeemér ufe, .,
To teach his heav’nly Grace! |~ %,

Mine Eyes with Joy . ".' .
" And Wonder e~ 07 % Tt 0t
What Forms of Love T
He bears for me, * -

" [3 Array’d in Mortal- Fleth
He like an Angel ftands,

And hclds the'Promifes - © 7.

And Pardons in his Handss = -+ - »* ¢
Commiffion’d from~ - * = <77 o1
His Father’s Threne, = . = ¢t
To make his Grace «~ = = %%

To Mortals known.], - .' J,’ N

[+ Great Prophet of my, God,
My Tongue would blefs thy Name
By Thee theseﬂui-lﬁmw- A R
Of our Salvation-gamg j- - = + - -~ “N
The joyful- Ne’WSwm PN S
Of ans forgiv’ n, T e e

A; | ' Of

u3
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ko Of Hell fibde’dy sy i o T
: And Peace with Heav'n,]

[s Be thou'iny Counfellry © =
My Pattern, and my Gaides:
And thro’ this Defart Land
Still keep me near. thy Side.

O let my Feer .
Ne'er run aftray,
Nor rove, nor feek
The crooked Way ]

6 I love my Shepherd’s Voice;.
His watchful Eyes fhall keep-
My wand’ring Soul among
‘The Thoufands of his Sheep ::

He feeds his Flock, )
He calls their Names,,

His Bofom bears ’

‘The tender Lambs.] ’

[7 To this dear Sursty’s Hand'
Will I commit my Caufe;.
He anfwers.and fulfils )
His Father’s broken Laws..

Behold my Soul
"At Freedom fet I

My Surety paid

The dreadful Debt.}:

'8 Fefiis my Great Figh Pric/t
pOﬁ'e;’d his B]O(}d and de’;’l‘;
My:guilty Confcience 2
: Hc,sgleriﬁtc befide.

3 G 3; - iHig
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His pow’rfu] Blood : " ~
Did once aténe; .

And now it pleads
Before the Throne.}

[9 My Advecate appears

For my Defence on high’;

"The Father bows his Ears,

And lays his Thunder by,
Not all that Hell
Or 8in can fay,
Shall turn his Heart, - Bl
His Love away. ]

[ro My Dear Almighty Lord,

My Congu’'ror, and my King,

‘Thy Scepter, gxd th)I' gword,

‘Thy reigning Grace
’Izhx;ngn!s the Pow’r 3 e
Behold 1 fit
In willing Bonds .

Before thy Feet.]

[1t Now let my Soul arife, ..

And tread the Tempter down

My Captain leads me forth’

‘To Conqueft and 2 Crown. .
A feeble Saint

_ Shall win the Day,
Tho’ Death and Hell -
Obftruct the Way.] - -

12 Should all the Hofts of Death,
And Pow’rs of Hell un‘l'mowm -

Pu;
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Put their moft dreadful Forms
. Of Rage and Mifchief on ;
© I fhall be fafe, '
For Chrift difplays
Superior Power. .
And Guapdian-Grace,

E

. \
IR

T

The End.of the firﬁ Bookl

G4  HYMNS
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I—IYM;.

“AND ... - .

SpmtuaIESOn' '

w3 .

BOOK -

Compofed oo vame SubJe&s

I A Song of me/é to.God. ﬁwm
Gzcat Bntam. '

p— B b'i
Atm‘e‘ Mth ‘alt her Pow’ rs-ﬁm}"fng
¢ God the Creator anid the Kihg -+
Nor Air, nor Earth; nor, 8kies,s Tog.
Deny-the»Tr1hu;_e~of their frmfg, W (Sc:s,
[z Beginto-make his Glories ‘known,r =~ 2
Ye Seraphsishat-fit- ficas” hiy‘Thmne; 2
‘T'une your Harps high, and fpread the Sound
“Tothe Creauon S utmo? Bound.]

i T A

3
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[3 Alt mortal Things of meaner Frame,
Exert your Force, and own his Name;

_ —Whilfk with our Souls and with our Voice

We fing his Honours and.our Joys.

[# To him be facred-all we have, .
. .rom.d\g({;ung Cradle to the Grave::. <
< Owr Lips thall his foud Wonders tell, - °

And-ev’ry Worda Miracle.],
L5 This Northern Ifle,. our native Land,.
Lies fafein God th' Almighty’s Hand :.
Our . Foesof Vi€t'ry dream invain,. ~
Axd wear the captivating Chain.
6 He builds and guards the Brifi/b Throne,, ..
And makes it.gracious like his own;:
Makes our fucceflive Princes kind,
_.And gives our Dangers to the Wind.].
7 Raife monumental Praifes highw -
.To him that thunders thro’ the Sky,. . —
And with an awfal Nod or Frown: _
- Shakes an afpiring Tyrant down..
[3 Pillars of lafting" Brafs proclaim
The Triumphs of th’ Eternal Name;
While trembling Nations read from far -
The:Honours of the: Gqd of War.]:
g Thus let our flaming Zeal imploy™
Our loftieft Thoughts and loudeft Songss:
Britain, pronounce with-warmeft Joy.
. - Hofennae fsom ten thoufand Tongues.. !

-
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10 Yet, mighty God, our feeble Frame
Attempts in vain to reach thy Namdes - | i}
The ﬁrongeﬂ: Notes that Angels raife
Faint in the Worthip and the P;:m{c

Y .f
11. The Deatb of a Sinnér. .

MY Thoughts art awful Subgeé‘t& roll,
Damnation and the Dead; S
What Horrors feize the guilty Soul b

Upon a dying Bed
Lingring about thefe mortal Shom
She makes a-long Delay,. . o
Till like a Flood wnh rapid Force
 Death fweeps the Wretch away.  °

3 Then fwift and dreadful fhe defcends
Down to the fiery Coatft,

Amongft abominable F }ends,
Hek felf a frightful Ghoft.

"There endlefs Crowds of Sinners lie,
Ard Darknefs makes their Chains;
Tortu’d with keen Defpair they cry,,

"Yet wait for fiercer Pains,. -, "

Not all their Anquifh and their Bléod
For their old Guiit atones, . - '+
Nor-the Compaflions of 2 God .. .,
Shall hearken to their Groans., , .. .
6 Amaving Grace; that: kept my.Breatb,
Nor bid my Soul remove,
Till I had learn’d my Saviour’s Death,
. v Andwell mfur’d hw Love!

IIL.

W
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1 W HY do we mourn departihg Friends?

: Or fhake at Death’s Alarms?
*T'is but the Voice that F¢/us fends
"To call them to his Arms,

2 Are we not tending upward too

As faft as Time can move?
Nor would we wifh the Hours more flow.
To keep us from our Love.

3. W}P’ thould we tremble to convey
heir Bodies to the Tomb?
There the dear Fleth of Fe¢fas lay,
Andq left a long Perfume. .

4 The Graves of all his Saints be bleft,
. And foftned every Bed:
- Where fhould the dying Members reft,..
But with the dying Head?

5. Thenge be arofe,. afcending high,

And fhew’d our Feet the Way :
Up to the Lord our Fleth {hall fly,
© At the great Rifing Day. '

6 Then let the laft loud Trumpet found, .-
And bid our Kindred rife ;

~* Awake, ye Nations, under Ground, .

Yee Saints, afcend the. Skiess

" IIL. The Death and Burial of a Saint.

\



139 I«Mm 2 B-JI'K

f'uA

IAE. 'Sﬁlmtznn\;p tb( Cf‘ofa J

I EiiE 2t thy ©rofs, mydymgGaa
I lay. my Soul bepeath thy Love,w
geneath the Droppmgs of thy Blood:.
¢fus, nor fhall it €er remove.. . ., ., 1
2 Notall.that T rfms think-or fay, A
With Rage and tning in their Eyes, :
" Nor Hel Ihall frig] ngeart aWE};, et
. Should Hell wuh allaxts ggions rife.. .
3 Should Worlds ‘confpil rgito drivé me thenbc,
Movelefs and firm this Heart fhenld he 5,
Refolv’d (for-that’s my ] a{t Defence,)
I61 muﬁ perifh, ;herq *9 die. ., . .
4 But fpmk my:Lend; audcdlm my Fuﬁ 3
AmT not’fafe bencatfx thy Shade?
Thy Vengeance will not ftrike me here,,
Nor. Satan dares . So0] iyade. -
s Yes, {l’m fe§ure bﬂelngeath thy Btoxd,
Anda my Foes fhall lofe their Aigry. .
" Hbofanina to my dying. G‘gd o g:
And my beft Honoms (9 hx.r, N’ame.

pl

il

V. Lcmgmg to pmg/?; Chnﬂ; better.

"}.1

O’er the’ rrows of thy Soul,
And-feid 'my- Makeér’s: BréRe : bawﬁ, T
Repa‘&'d‘ 4nd honeuf Wby thie:Crofs -

2 thn

N .\, \ ST n
"OR D,w B} uobts wul?W‘ogdcr '
arp So

1
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2 When I behold Death, Hell, and Sin,
Vanquxﬂm’d by that dear Blood of .thine,
And fee the Man that groan’d.and. dy’d,
.84k glorious by his Father’s Side: i

3 My’ Paffions rife and foar above,. =~ ¢
I’m wing’d with Faith, and fird with Love 3
Fain would I reach éternal Things,

- And learn the Notes that Gabriel fings.

4 Buf my Heart fails, my Tongue complains,,
For want of their immortal Strains;
And in fuch humble Notes as thefe.

Muﬁ fall below thy Vi€ories,

5 Welt, the kind Minute muft gppear
Wherl we thall leave thefe Bodies here 3,
Thefe Clogs of Clay, and mount on high,
To join. the Songs ahovc the Sky. :

,"a:’ .....

VI Af Mrmrtg Smg

t N C'E fnore, my Soul, the nﬁn Da
0 Salutes thy ’Wa‘kmg Eyes s e
Once more, my Voiee, thy Tribute pay

To him that rolls the Skies.

Nl ht unto Night his Name repeats
3 _ gl’he Day renews the Sound, ’

’W;de as the Heav’n on whnch he ﬁts

To ‘turn the Seafons round. R

3 *Ts he fupports my mortal Frame, , . .

My Tongye fhall fpeak hxs mem Mx‘
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My Sins would, rouze his Wrath to flame,
And yet his Wrath delays.: -
[+ On a poor Worm ‘thy Pow’r might tread,
And I could ne’er withftand :
Thy Juftiee might-have crufh’d me dead, .
* But Mercy held thine Mand..- - -

_ 5. A thoufand wretched Seuls are fled

Since the laft fetting Sun,
"And yet thou lengthneft out my Thread,
And yet my Moments run.] - .
6 Dear God, let all my Hours be thine; .
Whiltt I enjoy the Light ;
"Then fhall my Sun in Smiles decline,
. And bring a pleafant. Night.
" VIL An Evening Song, .-
[ Read Sov’reign, let:my Evening Song-
Like holy Incenferie; = ¢
Affift the Offerings of my Tongue
To reach the lofty Skies.
2 Through all the Da of the Day -
Thy Hand was ftill my Guard,
And #till to drive my Wants away.
Thy Mercy ftood prepar'd.]
3 Perpetual Blefings from above
Incempafs me around,
But O how few Returns of Love-
Hath my Creator found ! '

4 Whathave I done for him that dy’d -
- 'Fo fave my wretehéd Soul 3 ‘

I

How
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2z Howare my Follies:multipty’d, -
Faft as my Minutes tolt! :
& Lord, with this gailty Heart 6f mine
To thy dear Crofs I flee, ,
% And to thy &Grace my Soul refign,
) To be renew’d by Thee.. -
6 Sprinkled afteth with pard’ning Blood
I lay me down to'reft, :
As in th’ Embraces of my God,
Or on my Saviour’s Breaft.

=
[

"

VIIL A Hjmn Jor Morning vo‘r
. - Ewvening.

3 HOjbam:, with a chearful Sound,
-4 To.God’s upholding Hand ;
i ‘Ten Thoufand Snares atrend us round
And yet fecure we ftand..
2 That was 3 moft amazing Power
' That rais’d us with a Word,
And every Day and every Hour.
We lean upon the Lord.
3 The Evening refts our weary Head,.
And Angels guard the Room ;
We wake, and we admire the Bed
T hat was npt made our Tomb,’
4 The rifing Mornipg can’t affure
A That we fhall end the Day; -
For Death fiands ready at the Door -
. Tofeize-our Livesaway. =~ - -
C ' s Owr

r
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5 Our Breath.is forfexwd by ng, .
To God's revengl Lawy T et e
We own thy Grace, moml fﬁb
In ev'ty Ga{pmﬂrisr., RV AL ma .

6- God is our Sun;, Whofs dax,ly-,Lnght, .

Our Joy and Safety brings; . = 7
Our fecble Fleth. lies fafe’at ’Night -

Benath his ﬂudy ng& o N

o
1

o

X. God[y ‘Strow: arifi ﬁo 2%
S’Mermgs of ghﬁft ?/{

4 A LASY and did my Szvxour bleed!a
And-did my-Sov'reign die 7 < ' - " :
Would ke devofe that facred Head::
Forfucha Womas-lt i, u’f ,ﬁT .

Ez Thy Bod ﬂam fweetif ofis thxne,} e
";‘" n?}?at ’d-mlgawn food,” .'I‘ s
hile all expoy’d fo Wrath 'tﬁime i

The gifiows Suffrerttoed IF = oT-

3 Wasit for Criimes that Thad done ~ s
Hevgroan’cf*upon the Trée? ™ = - > ¢ .0
Amazing Pity'! -Grace un'knowf,r T
-And Lové bejond Degre¢ - - <ol
* Well might the Sun in Darknefs hxde,, " N
And {hut his Glories in, ~ ~ e
When God the mighty Makerdy’d ~
For Mién- the Creature’s Sin. . b
_§ Thus mxgﬂ‘t T hide m bl\lﬂmgFaoe -
~ While his dear (}roiy :
i L Dife

R -]

...
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Diffolve my Heart in Than&ﬁﬂncf;;,
: And'met my Eyes to Tears. ., .,

6 But Drops of Grief cmne'ar repay
: The Debt of Love 1 owe; ~ R
Here, Lord, I'give my felf. away, -
"Tisall that I'can do. T )

- X. Parting “with Carnal yoy:.

MY Soul forfakes ber vain Delight,
And bids the World farewel:;

Bafe as the Dirt beneath my Feet,,
; And mijfchievous as Hell.

* 2 No longer w;ll Lafk your. Love,
Nor feek your Friendthip more;
The Happinefs that I approve
s Lies not within your Pow’r, .
* 3 There’s nothmg tound - this ‘fpacious Em&
© °  That fuits my -large Defire;
T o boundlefs Joy -and.folid Mirth.
My nobler, hoqghts afp:re.

- [4 Where Plbafum:glls its living Frood,
From Sin.and Psofs refin’d,
Still fpringing from. the Throne of Gai,,
And fit_ to chear the Mind. .

s Fhy’ Almlghty Ruler of the Sphere. s
The Glorioys ¢ e Great, ’

Brmgs his owg: Alg‘éu ience there, -
To make our BLfs compleatl
. 6 Had I the mlon&pf a nge, E
;. Fdclimb the heav’nly Road;

.'i

—

o,

A

,‘ P

These.
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T here fits my Savioyr dreft in Fovs,
- And there my fmiling God.

XL The Same.

3 ISend the Joys of Earth away,
Away ye Tempters of theMind, .
Falfe as the fmooth deceitful Sea,
" And empty- as the whiftling Wind,

3 Your Streams were floating me along
Down to the Gulf of black Defpair ;
And'whilt I liften’d to your Song, -
Your Strearns had €’en convey’d me there.

3 Lord, I adare thy matchlefs Grace, .
‘That warn’d me of that dark Ab])"fs; o
- That drew me from thofe treach’rous Sess,.
And bid me feek fuperior Blifs. ' ‘
4 Now to-the fhining Realms. above .
" I ftretch my. Hands, and glance mine Eyes:
O for.the Pinions of 2 Dove, S
"T'o bear me to the upper Skies! ,
§ Their.from the Bofom of my God
QOceans of endlefs Pleafure roll;
There would I fix my laft Abode,
And drown the Sorraws of my Soul. 0 -

XII Chrift is the Subfiance of the
: Levitical Prieftbood. '

1 HE true Meffiab now appears,
The Type{are all withdrawn .
8o fly the Shadows and the Stars -
Before the rifing Dawn,
: ' ' 2 Na.
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2 No fmoaking - Sweets, nor bleeding Lambs

) Not Kid, nor Bullock {lain ;
Incenfe and Spice of coftly Names
Would all be burnt in vain.

3 Aaron muft lay his Robes away,
His Mitre and his Vett,

‘When God himfelf comes doWn to be

The Off’ring and the Prieft.
« He took our mortal Flefh, to thaw
The Wondets of his Love;
For us he paid his Life below,
And prays for ‘us above.

g Fatber; he cnes, Jrgxw their Sms,
For 1 my felf bave dy'd;

And-then-he’ {hpws his open’d Veinsy-

And pleads his wounded Side.

XIII ‘Tbe Creatzon Prej}rfvatton
Diffolution, and Re_/foratzon of this

W orld

IN G tq thc Lord, that built the Skies,

, The Lord that rear’d this ftately Frame;
- Let half the Nations found his Praife,
~ And Lands unknown repeat his. Name.

2 He form’d theiSeas, and form’d the Hills, '

Made ev’ry Drop, apd ev’ry Duft,

5

Nature and Time,: with all their Wheels,

And puth’d them into Mouon firfk..

3 Now
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3 Now, from his high mpcnal Thronc,
He looks far down upon the Spheres; . ., ..
- He bids the fhibing "Ords‘roll on, ** ¥
And round he turny our hafty’ Years. :

4 Thus fhall this moving Engmc laft
Till all his $aintsare gatherd i, * . { -
T'hep for the Trumpet’s draadful Blad: 1
To Thake it all to Duﬁ.agam'

5 Yet when the Sound; fhall tear the Skies,.
And.Lightning burn the Globe below, -~ ¢
Saints, you may lift your joyfut Eyes, " ¢
There’s 3, pew Heav’n and Earth- for yoéu.?

X1V, The Lerd's Day: Os, Delngt
in Ordmances. o

1 U\ 7 Elcome fweet Day of Reft, -
That faw the Lord atife ; -
Welcome to this revivin hreaﬁ, o
And thefe l'ejOIClng‘E)'ﬂ v

2 The K‘mg himfelf comes aear,
And feafts his Saints .to Day; - .
Here we may fit, and feg him here,. .- .. .:
And love, and praxfe, and pray. .

3 One Day amidf} the. Plee: - T
* Where my deay- God hath.beenj, . -
Is fweeter than Ten Thoufand. D;ys o4
Of pleafurable Sin. " e L g

P My willing Soul would ihy S
n,fuch a Frame agthisyv ¢ ¢
And l' t'and fing her felf away
To everlatting Blifs,
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3 5 St oo
XV, The, ,Enmmt of Clmfh Or

5 1Dellg'bt m Wﬂzp ‘

H ; AT ‘ a o

AR ﬁommyThwghts,vathWoﬂd be
", ‘et my religious Hours alone': - - (gone,

Fain would my. Eyes thy Saviour:fee, - -

I waita Vifit, Lard, fiom thee...c» : -

2 My Heart: grows 'waens with holy F: nte'

_ And kindles with a'.pure  Defiver ¢ - -

' Come, my dedr; Fefusy -from above, 1
And feed my Sogymth ‘heav'nly Love/ -

[ 3 The Tress of Life.imarortal ftand
In flourithing Rows at” thy Rxgb
AndinSween Mumnivs by theit
Rivgrstinf thﬁ pen 8tﬂhl’g’hde.

4 Hafte then afmﬂmg Fi
And fpread’ 'tz\g Tablesr thy Gr:cq::i .
Bring dowma Fafee of Trath Divifte,
And cheas my: Heart' with- facred ’Wine'l

5 Blefi'd Fzfis, Nohat delicious Fare! 7
How fweet'thy’ Enltegta?nments are' o

- Never did Angelé tafte'above” ~~ " %
Redeeming ‘Grade and- dymg LOVe. o

6 Hail, greit Ininiatuel, all Divine!

" In Thee thy Father’s Glorjes thines |, .
T hou brighteft;: fweetef; - faireft One,’
‘That Eyes have{fén, or Angels know‘q.

- iy B XVI.
' 3
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XVI. Part the Secor;d.

' OR Dy what a Heav’n of faving'G
? L Shines thro’ the Beauties of th%" F':cc:,’
And lights our Pafligns to a Flame! T
Lord, how we love thy charming Name !

8 When I can fay, My God is miney, =~ “vy
When I can feel thy Gloriesthine,
I tread the Wortld beneath my Feet, .
And all that Earth calls Good or Great,

5 While fuch a Scene of facred Joys
Our raptur'd  Eyes and Souls imploys;

Here we could fit, and gaze away,

A lohg, an everlafting Day. .
to Well, we fhall quickly pafls the Night, -
To the fair Coafts of perfect Light; = -

Then fhall- our joyful Senfes rove
OPer the dear Object of our Love.

[11 -There fhall we drink full Draughts of Blifs,
And pluck new Life from heav’nly Trees !
Yet now apd then, dear Lord, beftow -

A Drop of Heav’n on Worms below.

12 Send Comforts down from thy Right Hand,
While we pafs thro® this batren Land,

And in thy Temple let -us fee s
A Glimpfe of Love, a Glidpfe of Thee.]

XVII,

at
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i XVIL God's Eternity,

{1 IS E,rife my Soul,and leave the Ground,

, Stretch all my Thoughts abroad,
And roufe up ev’ry tuneful Sound

: » “To praife th’ eternal God.

2 Long ¢’er the lofty Skies were fpread,
Febovab fill'd his Throne ;
Or Adam form’d, or Angels made,
; “The Maker livd alone.

3 His boundlefs Years can ne’er decreafe,
But ftill maintain their Prime;
Eternity’s his Dwelling: Place, ,
.And Ewver ishis Tnme. -

"4 While like a T'ide our Minutes flows . .
The prefent and the paft, '
He fills his own immortal N O W,
And fees our Ages wafte.

:  § The Sea and Sky muft perith too,
. - And vaft Deftru®ion come; '
‘The Creatures, look, how old they grow,
And wait their fisry Doom !
6 Well, let the Sea fhrink all away,
And Flame melt down-the" Skies,
My God fhall live an endlefs Day,
1. hen th’ old Creation dics.

Y - XVIIL
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X VL. The Ml‘mﬁry of Angels.

1 HIGH on a Hill of dazling Light
‘ The King of Glory fpreads his Seat,
And Troops of Angels ftretch’d for Flight,
. Stand waiting round his awful Feet.
2 * Go, faiththe Lord, my Gabriel, go,
Salute the Virgin's C[ruitful Womb 5
* Make hafte, ye Cherubs, down below,
Sing and proclaim the Saviour come.
3 ¢ Here a bright Squadron leaves the Skies,
And thick around Elifba ftands; :
Arnon a heav’nly Soldier flies, = .
4 And breaks the Chains from Peter’s Hands,

4 Thy winged Trosps, O God of Hofts,
Wait on thy wand'ring. Church below ;.
Here 'we are failing to thy Coafts,

Let Angels be our Convoy too. .

§ ¢ Are they not all thy Servants, Lord?
-At thy Command they go and come;

_ ‘With chearful Hafte obey thy Word,
And guard thy Children to their Home.

a Lukei. 26, = ° Lukeii. 13. ¢ 2 Kings
vi, 17. 4 Alsxii. 7. - ¢ Heb. i ult.

XIX.
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XIX. Our jrazl Bodies, and God our
- Preferver. -

1 LE T others boat how ftrong they be,
nor Death nor Danger fear ;
But we'll confefs, O Lord, to thee,
What feeble Things we are.

2 2 Frefh as the Grafs our Bodies ﬁand

And flourith bright and gay ; ’
A blafting Wind fweeps o'er the Land, -
And fades the Grafs away,

5 Qur Life contains a thoufand Springs,
And dies if one be gone :

Strange ! that a Harp of thoufand Strmg;
Should keep in Tune fo long.

4 But ’tis our God fupperts our F. ramc,
The God that built us firft 5
- Salvation te th® Almighty Name
That rear’d us frofh the Duft.

L 5 Hefpoke, and ftrait-our Hearts and Brains
In all their Motions rofe; - .
. Ler Blogd, faid he, floso round the Vems,
And round the Vems it flows.

6 While we have Brcath or ufe onr Tongues,

Our Maker we'll adore ; 3
His Spirit moves our heaving Lungs,
Or they would breathe no more. ]

H XX.
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XX. Baclflidings and Returns: Or.,

Tke dnconflancy of our Love.

1 W HY is my Heart {o far from thee,
Mv God, my chiet Dclighe?
Why are my Thougnts no more by Day
With thee, no more by Night?
[2 Why fhould my foolifh Paffions rove 2
Where can fuch Sweetnefs be,
As 1 have tafted in thy Love,
As 1 have found in thee 7]
3 When my forgetful Soul renews .
the Savour of thy Grace,
My Heart prefumes I cannot lofe
The Relifh all my Days. B
4 But ere one fleeting Hour is paft,
The flatt’tring World employs
Some fenfual: Bait to feize my Tafte,
And to pollutc my Joys.
[ s Trifles of Nature or of Art
. With fair deceitful Charms
Intrude upon my thoughtlefs Heart,
And thruit thee from my Arms.]
.6 Then I repentand vex my Soul
That I (hould leave thee fo ;
. Where will thofe wild Affetions roll
That let a Saviour go?
[7 Sin’s promie’d Joys are turn’d to Pain,
And I am drown’d in Grief ;
S o’ But
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. But my dear Lord returns again,
' Hefliesto my Relief ;

8 Seizing my Soul with {weet 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 !
Letme be faften’d to thy Crofs,
Rather then lofe thy Sight.]

{10 Make hafte, my Days, to reach the Goal, ~
And bring my Heart to reft
On the dear Centre of my Soul,
My God, my Saviour’s-Breaft.]

XXL A Song of Praife to God the

Redeeiner.

1 L E T the old Heathens tune their Song
Of grear Diana and of Fove 5
But the fweet Theme that moves my Tongue,
' Is my Redecemer and his Love.
2 Behold a God defcends and dies,’
To fave my Soul from gaping Hell 4
How the black Gulph where Sar47 lies,
Yawn’d to recieve me when I fell !

3 How Juftice frown’d, and Vengeance flood
To drive me down to endlefs Puin !
But the Great Son propos’d his Blood,
And heav’nly Wrath grew mild again.

‘ Ha 4 In-

) b iobe Lo
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4 Infinite Lover, gracious Lord, -
To the be endlefs Honours given 5
Thy wondrous Name fhall be ador’d, -
‘Round the wide Earth, and wider Heaven.

NXIL. With Godis terrible Majefty.

1 TErriblc God, that reigi’fton high,
" How awful is thy thund’ring Hand !
Thy ficry Bolts, how fierce they fy!
Nor can all Earth or Hell withftand.

» This the old Rebel Angels knew,
And Sazaz fell beneath thy Frown
Thine Arrows ftruck the Traitor through,
And weighty Vengeance funk him down.

3 This Sedom felt, and feels it ftill,
And roars beneath th’ eternal Load: , 210
With endlefs Burnings who can dwell,
©r bear the Fury of a Goa? '

.4 Tremble, ye Sinners, and fubmit,
Throw down your Arms before his throne,
Bend your Heads low beneath his Feet,
.Or his firong Hand fhall cruth you down,

5 Andye, blefs'd Saints, that love him too,
With Rev’rence bow before his Name 3
Thus all his heav’nly Servants do:

LGod is a bright and burning Flame.

XXIIL
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XXIIL The Sight of God and Chriit.

jn‘ Heawven.

1 DEﬁzend from Heav’n, immortal Dove,
Stoop down and take us on thy Wings,
And mount and bear us far above
The Reach of thefe inferior Things,

2 Beyond, beyond this lower Sky,
Up where eternal Ages roll-
' Wierc folid Pleafures never die,
And Fruits immortat Feaft the Soul.

:O-for'a Sight, a pleafing Sight _

Of our Almighty Father’s Throne !
There fits our Saviour crown’d with Eight,
Cloatit’d in 2 Body like our own.

"4 Adoring Saints around him {tand, ’
And Thrones and Pow'rs before him fall ;
The God fhines gracious thro’the Man,
And fheds fweet Glories onthem all.

s O wharamazing Joys they feel,
While to their golden Harps they fing,
And fiton ev’ry heav’nly Hill,
And fpread the Triumphs of their King.
6" When fhall the Day, dear Lord, appear -
That I fhall mount to dwell above,
And ftand and bow amongft 'em there,
And view thy Face, and fing, and love.

v
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XXIV. The Evil of Sin vifible in the
Laief Angels and Men,

1 HEN the Great Builderarch’d the Skies
_ And form'd all Nature with a Word,
The joytul Cherubs tun’d his Praife,
And ev’ry bending Throne adord,

2 High in the midt of all the Throng
Saran a tall Arch-Angel fute, ‘
* Amongft the Morning Stars he fung,
"Till Sin deftroy’d his heav’nly State.
[3 *Twas Sin that hurl’d him from his Throne ;
\~ Grov’ling in Fire the Rebel lies ¢ .
t How are thow funk in Larkuefs down,
Sen of the Morning, from the Skies.]

4 And thusour two firlt Parents ftood,
*Till Sin defil'd the*happy Place 5
They loft their Garden and their God,
And ruin’d all their unborn Race.

[ 5 So fprung the Plague from 4dam’s Bower,
And fpread Deftruction all abroad,
Sin, the curs’d Name, that in one Hour
Spoil’d fix Days Labour of a God. ]

6 Tremble, my Soul, and mourn for Grief,

That fuch a Foe fhould feize thy Breaft;
Fly to thy Lord forquick Relief
" Oh ! may he flay this treach’rous Gueft.

* Job xxxviii. 7.. 1 Ifa.xiv. 12.

3 Then

\
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7 Then to thy Throne, Victorious King,
Then to thy Throne our Shouts fhall rife,, -

Thine everlafiing Arm we fing
For Sin the Moniter blezds and dies.

XXV. 'Complainiﬁg of Spi'ri,tzza) Sloth.

1 Y drouzy Pow’rs, why Qleep ye fo 2
M Awake, my {luggith Sou}l’!y
Nothing has half thy Work to do,’

Yet nothing’s half fo dull.

2 The little Ants for one poor Grain -
Labour, and tug, and firive 5
Yet we who have a Heav’n t’obtain, .
How negligent we live 2 ‘
3 We, for whofe fuke all Nature ftands,
- And Stars their Courfes move
We, for whofe Guard the Angel-Bands
Come flying from.above ; .
4 We, for whom God'the Son came down,..
And labour’d for our Good, -
How carlefs to fecure that Crown -
He putchas’d with his Bloed ! -
5 Lord, fhall welie fo fluggifh fiill, .
And never a&t our Parts 5 }
Come, holy Dove, from th’ heav’nly Hill,
And fit and warm our Hearts,
6-Then fhall our adtive Spirits move, -
Upward our Souls {hall rife :
- With Hands of Faith and Wings of Love
We'll fly and take the Prize. )
‘Hgs . XXVI.
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XXV Gad Invifibte.

3 LORD, we are blind, we Mortals blind,
¥ We can’t behold thy bright Abode 5
O ’tis beyond a Creature Mind,
To glance a Thought half-way to God.

2. Infinite Leagues beyond the Sky
The Great Eternal reigns alone,

Where ncither Wings nor Souls ¢an fly,
-Nor Angels climb 51(: toplefs Throne. . .

3 The Lord of Glory builds his Seat
Of Gems infufferably bright,

And lays beneath his facred Feet-
Subftantial Beams of gloomy Night,

4 Yer glorious Lord, thy gracious Eyes
Look through and chear us from above 3
Beyond our Praife thy Grandeur flies,
Yet we adore and yet we love.

XXVIL Praifé ye bim, all bis Angel,
Y Plal, cxlviii. z.
¢ O D! theeternal awful Name .
"That the whole heav’nly Army fears,
That fhakes the wide Creation’s Frame,
And Sznran trembles when he hears. HI
2 Like Flames of Fire his Scrvants are,
And Light flirronds his Dwelling Place 5
But, O ye fiery Flames, declare .
The brighter Glories.of his Face.. -
. 3'Tis
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3 ’Tis rot for fuch puor Worms as we
To {peak fo infinite a thing 5

But your immortal Eyes furvey
The Beauties of your Sov’reing King.

4 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.

5 Speak (for you feal his burning Love)
What Zeal it {preads thro” all your Frame ;5
That {facred Fire dwells all above,
For we on Earthhave loft the Name.
{6 Sing of his Pow’r and Juftice too,. .
That infinite Right Hand of his,
‘That vanquifh’d S474, and his Crew,
And Thunder drove them down from 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 ta the Racks of long Defpair !]

[8 Shout to your King, youheav’nly Hoft 5 -
You that behold the finking Foe,

Firmly ye ftood when they were loft 3
Praife the rich Grace that kept ye 0.] .

9 Proclaim his Wonders from the Skies, -
Letev’ry diftant Nation hear.
And while you'found his lofty Praife, . .
Let humble Mortals bow and fear.

"Hs XXVUL:
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XXVIIL Death and Eternity.

1 SToop down, my Thoughts, that ufé to rif,
Converfe awhile with Death :
Think how a gafping Mortal lics,
And pants away his Breath.
2 His quiv'ring Lip hangs feeble down,
His Pulfes faine and few, *°
Then, fpeechlefs, with a doleful Groan,
He bids the World adieu.

3 But, Oh, the Soul that never dies!
At once it leaves the Clay! -
Ye Thoughts, purfue it were it flies,
And track its wond’rous Way.

4 Up to the Courts where Anglesdwell,
It mounts triumphing there ;
Or Devils plunge it down to Hell,
Ininfinite Defpair.

5 And muft my Body faint and die 2
And muit this Soul remove ?
Oh, for fome Gardian- Angel nigh,
To bear it fate above!
6 Fefus, to thy dear faithful Hand
My naked Soul L truft 5
And my Flefh waits for thy Command,
To drop into my dut. .

XXIX.

.7 ) O |
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XXIX. Redemption by Price and

Power.

1 . S ESUS, with all thy Saints above,
’.7 My Tongue would bear her Part, .
Would found aioud thy faving Love, *
~ And fing thy bleeding Heart.
2 Blefs’d be the Lamb, my deareft Lord, |
Who bought me with his Blood,
And quench’d his Fathet’s flaming Sword
In his own vital Flood. 382
3 'The Lamb that freed my Captive Soul .
, From Sata:’s heavy Chains,
. And fent the Lion down to houl
Where Hcll and Horror reigps.
4 All Glory to the dying Lamb, .
And never ceaﬁyng Praife,
While Angelslive to know his Name, -,
Or-Saints ta feel his Grace.

XXX. Heavenly Yoy on Earth. .

[t CO M E, we that love the Lord,
A And let our Joys be known 3-.
Join in a Song with fweet Accord,
And thus furround the Throne. .
2 The Scrrows of the Mind = |
Be banifth’d from the Place! - '
Reeligion never was defign’d |
_+ 'To' make our Pleafures lefs.] - "
~ He- 3 Let
[

i

1
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5 Let thofe refufe to fing
That never knew opur God,
But Fav’rites of the heav’nly King
. May fpeak their Joys abroad

[4 The God that rules on high,
And thunders when he pleafe,.
That rides upon the ftormy Sky,
And manages the Scas. ]
s This awful God isours,
Our Father and our Love,
He fhallfend down his heav’nly Powers-
To carry us above.
6 There we fhall {ce his Face,
And never, never fin ;
There from the Riversof his Grace
Drink endlefs Pleafurcsin.
7 Yes, and before we rife
To that immortal State,

- The Thoughts of fuch amazing Blifs

Should conftant Joys create.

[8 The Men of Grace have found
- Gilory begun below, o
Celeftial Fruits on earthly Ground
From Faith and Hope may grow. ]
9 The Hill of Zion yeilds
A thoufand facred Sweets,
Before we reach the heav’nly Fields,
Or walk the golden Streets.
10 ThenFit our Songs abound,,
And ev’ry Tearbe dry 5 -

e Y A !/
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We’re marching thro’ lizmanuel’s Ground
To fairer Worlds on high.]

XXXT. Chrift’'s Prefence makes Déath
. eafy. _

1 " H Y fhould we flart and fear to die 2

What tim’rous Worms we Mortals ape !

Death is the Gate of endlefs Joy, ‘
And yet we dread to enter there , -

2 The Pains, the Groans, and dying Strife
Fright our approaching Souls away ;
Stillwe fhrink back againto Life,
Fond of our Prificn’ and our Clay.

3 OHW!if my Lord woild come and meet,
My Soul {hould ftretch her Wings in hafte,
Fly fearlefs thro’ Death’s Iron Gate,
Nor fecl the Terrorsas fhe pafi’d.

4 Fefus can make a dying Bed
Feel foft as downy Pillows are,
While on his Breaft I lean my Head, .
And breathe my Life out fweetly there:

XXXII. Frailty and Foily.

| H O W fhort and hafty is our Life!
How vaft our Souls Affairs !
Yet fenfelefs Mortals vainly frive
To lavifh out their Years.
2 Qur Days run thoughtlefly along,
. Without a Moment’s Stay 3

7"‘7 7../)

)
-

Juft |
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. 4 How we deferve the deepeft Hell/
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Juft like a Story or a Song,
We pals our Lives away.
3 God from on High.invites us Home, L
But we marci heedlefs on,
And ever haft’ning to the Tomt,
Stoop downwards as we run.

That fligh.t the Joys above ! /
What Chains ot Vengeance {hould we feel
That break fuch Cords of T ove !
s Draw us, O God, with Sov’riig Grace,
And litt our Thoughts on high,
That we may end this mortal Race,
Aud fee Salvation nigh.

XXXUIL The blcfed Society in Heaven.

I Aife thee, my Soul, fly up and run
R Thro’ cv’r; hcav’r.l);/ SPtrcet,
And fay, There’s nought below the Sun
That's wortizy of thy Feet. :
[2 Thus will we mounton facred Wings,
And tread the Courts above : ;
Nor Earth nor all her migacicit Things,
Shall tempt our meancit Love.]. :
3 There ona high majeftick Throne
. Th’ Almighty Father reigns,
And fheds his glorious Goodnefs down
On all the biifsful Plains,

4 Bright, like a Sun the Saviour fits, .
And fpreads eternal Noon ;

'N,,

g
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No Ev’nings there, nor gloomy Nights,

To want the fecble Moon.
5 Amidft thoft cver-fhining Skies

Behold the facred Dove,

While banifh’d Sin and Sorrow flies
From all the Realms of Love,
6 The glorious Tenants of the Place
Stand bendiug round the Throne 5
And Saintsand Seraphs fing and praife
The Fofinite Three-One.
[7. But, O, what Beams of heav'nly Grace

Traafport them all the while !
Ten Thoufand Smiles from ejus’ Face,

And love in ev’ry Smile !]
8 efus, and when fhall that dear Day,
" That joyful Hour, appear,
When [ fhall leave this Houft of Clay,
To dwell amongf(t *cm there 2/

XXXIV. Breathing after the Holy
Or, Fervency of Dewotion

b

Spirit
defir'd.
2 1 COme, Holy Spirit, Heav’nly Dove,
With all thy quick’ning Pow’rs
Kindle a Flame of {acred Love
_ In thefe cold Hearts of ours.
2 Look how we grovel here below,
Fond of thefe trifling Toys 5
Our Souls can neither dy nor graw
Toreach eternal Joys.

3 In
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3 In vain we tune our formal Songs,
In vain we ftrive to rife,
Hofanna’s languifh on our Tongues,
" And our Devotion dies.
4 Dear Lord ! and fhall we ever lie
At this poor dying rate 2
Our Love {o faint, focold to thee 2
And thine to usfo great 2
s Come, Holy Spirit, Heav’nly Dove, .
With all thy quick’ning Pow’rs
Come, fhed abroad a Saviour’s Love,
And that fhall kindle ours.

XXXV. Praife to God for Creation
and Redemption.

I ET them neglett thy Glory, Lord, .
L Who nc:ver8 knew t};)y Gchc; ’
But our laud Song fhall ftill record
The Wonders of thy Praife
2 We raife our Shouts, O God, to thee,
And fendthem tothy Throne ; , 210
All Giory to th’ UnrrED Three,
The Undivided One,
3 "Twas He (and we’ll adore his Name): -
That form’d us by a Word ;
*Tis He reftores our ruin’d Frame : .
Salvation to the Lord !
4 Hofanna!let the Earth and Skies
" Repeat the joyful Sound ;

Rocks,
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Rocks, Hills,and Valesreflect the Voice -
In one eternal Round..

XXXV Chrift’s Interceffion..

3 ELL the Redeemer’s gone,
: l;:ear before our God,.
To 1p rmklc o’er the flaming Throne
Wxth his atoning Blood.

2 No fiery Vengeance now,
No burning Wrath comes down ;
If Fuftice callf for Sinners Blood,
The Saviour thews his.own..

3 Before his Father’s Eye.
Our humble Suit he moves . , 7
"The Fathcer lays his- Thunder by,
" And looks, and {miles, and loves..
4 Now may our joyful Tongues
~ Qur Maker’s Honour fing : 2 /0
Fefues the Prielt 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.]
¢ On Earth thy Mercy reigns,
¢ And triumphs all above ;
But, Lord, how weak are mortal Strains.
To {‘peak immortal Love'!.

[7 How jarring and how low.
Avre all the Notes we fing !
Sweet
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Sweet Saviour, tune our Songs anew,

And they fhall pleaft the King.]

XXXVIL  Tbe fame.

1 T IF T upyour Eyes to th® heav’nly Seats 1
L Wherg your R)Ldeemer ftays : d
Kind Interce(or, there hefits,

And loves, and pleads, and prays.
s *Twas well, my Soul; he dy’d for thee,
And fhed his vital Blood,
Appeas’d ftern Juftice on the Tree,
And then arofe to God.
3 Petitions now and Pruife may rife,
And Saints their Oft ’rings bring,
The Prieft with his own Sacrifice -
Prefents them to the King.
[4 Let Papifts truft what Names they pleafe, .
Their -Saints and Angels boaft ;
We’ve no fuch Advocates as thefe,
Nor pray to th’ heav’nly Hoft.]
s Fefus alone fhall bear my Cries
Up to his Father’s Throne : ?
He (deareft Lord) perfumes my Sighs,
And fweetens ev’ry Groan.
[6 Ten thoufand Praifes to the King,
Hofauna in the bigh'ft ;
Ten thoufand Thanks our Spirits bring
To God and to his Chrift.]

XXXVIIL
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XXXVIII. Love to Goél.

o Appy the Heart where Gracesreign
| H Wnerc Love infpires the Breaft: ’
% Love is the brighteft of the Train.

i And {trengthens all the reft.

2 Knowledye, alas ! tis all in vain,
And ail in vain our Fear
Our ftubborn Sins willfight and reign,
. If Love be abfent there.

" 3 *Tis Love that makesour chearful Feet .
In fwift Obedience move

The Devils know, and tremble too,
But Satan cannot love.”

4 This is the Grace that lives and fings,
«% - When Faith and Hope fhall ccafe’;
. "Tis this fhall ftrike our joyful Strings
’ In the fweet Realms of Blifs

| 5 Before we quite forfake our Clay,
. Orleave this dark Abode,
- The Wings of Love bear us.away
To fee our fmiling God.

XXXIX. The Shortnefs and Mifery
: of Life. .

ot
)

»

oo
N

J: UR Days, alas! our mortal Days,
! O Are fhort and wretched too ; ;
Evil
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Evil and few *, the Patriarch fays,
And well the Patriarch knew.
2 "Tis but at beft a narrow Bound
T'hat Heav'n allows to Men,
And Fains 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, aud Months of Woe, .
Ye cannot fly teo faft.
4 Let leav'niy Love prepare my:Soul,
And call her to the Skies,
Where Years of long Saivation roli,
And Glory ncver dies.

XL. Our Comfort in the Covenant' |
made with Chrift. :

1 UR'God, how firm his Promife ftands, y
Ev’n when he hides his Face : ! H

- He trufts in our Redecmer’s Hands ,.
His Glory and his Grace. &
2 Then why, my Soul, thefc {ad Complaints,
Since Chrift and we are One?

Thy God s faithful to his Saints, .
Is faithful to his Son.

5 Beneath his Smiles my Heart has liv'd,
And Part of Heav’n pofleft

* ‘Gen. xlvii. g,
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> 1 praife his Name for Grace receiv'd,
s+ . And truft him for the reit.

XL A Sight of God, mortifies us.to
4 the World.

[ UP to the Fields where Angelslic,

| And living Waters gently roll,

*  Fain would-my Thoughts icap outand fly,
But Sin hangs heavy.on my Soul. |

-2 'T'hy wondr’ous Blood, dear dying Chrift,
Can make this World of Guilt remove ;
And thou can’{t bear me where thou fliy’(t,
On thy kind Wings, Cele®ial Dove !

. 3 O might I once mount up and e

* 'The Glories of th’eternal Skies,
What little Things-thefc Worlds would be !
How defpicable to my Eyes ! ]

: 4 Had I aGlance of thee, my God,
Kingdomsand Men would vanifh foon,
. Vanifth as tho’ I {aw ’em not,
" As a dim Candle dies at Noon.
© 5 Then they might fight, and rage, and rave,
I fhould peiceive the Noife no more Y
‘Than we can hear a fhaking L eaf,
While rattling Thunders round us roar.
6 Great Allin All, Eternal King,
- Let me but view thy lovely Face, :
And all my Pow’rs fhall bow and fing A

Thine endlefs Grandeur, and thy Graca.
XLIL
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XLIL Delight in God.

1 MY God, what endlefs Pleafures dwell
Above at thy Right Hand !
The Courts below, how amiable,
Where all thy Graces ftand !

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,
' We crown the Feaft with Songs.
4 While Zefus fhines with quick’ning Grace,
- We fing and mount on high ;
Butif a Frown becloud his Face,
We faint, and tire, and die.

{5 Juft gs we fee the lonefome Dove
Bemoan her Widow’d State,
Wandring, fhe flies thro’ all the Grove,
And mourns her loving Mate.

¢ Juft fo cur Thoughts from thing to thing
In reftlefs Circles rove ;
Juft fo we droop, and hang the Wing,
When Fefus-hides his Love. ]

XLIL




1 NOW for a Tune of lofty Priife
= To Great fetgvak’s Equal Son !

;. Awake, my Voice in heav’niy Lays,

Tell the ioud Wonders iie hath done.
2 Sing how he left the Worlds of Light,

,  And the bright Robes he wore above ;

" How fwitt and joyful was Lis Flight =

5 On Wings of cverlaliing Love.

13 Down to this bafe, this finful Earth,

He cam?to raife our Nature high

He cam€ tarone Almighty Wrath 3’

Fefus the God was born to dic.]

. L4 Hellandits Lions roar’d around,

¥ His precious Biood the Monflers fpilt 5
While weignty Sorrows prefs’d him down,
Large as the Loads of all our Guilt.]

5 Deep in the SHides of gloomy Dcath
Th’ Almighry Caprive I'ris'ner lay
Th’ Almighty Captive left the Earth,
And rofe to everiatting Day. ‘

# § Lift up your Eyes, ye Sons of Light,

Upto Yxis Thronc oi fhining Grace ;
., See whatimmortal Glories fit
Round the fweet Beauties of his Face.
7 Amongfta thoufand Harps and Songs

- Fefus the God exalted reigns,

His facred Name fills all their Torigues,
And echoes thro’ the heav’nly Plains.

ﬂ;

"
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XLIIL Chrift's Sufferings and Glory.

—

XLIV.
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- God.

1 ‘WITH holy Fear, and humble Song,
The dreadful God our Souls adore
Rev’rence and Awe becomes the Tongue
That fpeaks the Terrors of his Pow’r.

2 Farin the Deep were Darknefs dwells,
The Land of Horror and Defpair, =
Juftice has built adifmal Hell,
Andlaid her Stores of Vengeance there,

[3 Eternal Plagues and heavy Chains,
Tormenting Racks and fiery Coals,
And Darts t’ inflict immortal Pains { R
Dy’d in the Blood of damned Souls-.:] ’

' There Sazan the firft Sinner lies,
~— And roars and bites his Iron Bands;
In vain the Rebel ftrives to rife,
Crufh’d with the Weight of both thy Hands.]

5 There guilty Ghofls of Adam’s Race
Shriek out and howl beneath thy Rod
Once theycould fcorn a Saviour’s Grace,
But they incens’d a dreadful God.

6 Tremble, my Soul, and kifs the Son ;
Sinners, obey thy Saviour’s Call. 5
Elfe your Damnation haftens on,
And Hell gapes wide to wait your Fall.

XLV.

XLIV. Hell: Or, The Vengeance o
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XLV. God’s Condefcenfion to our
: Worfhip. :

I T HY Favours, Lord, furprize our Souls ;
Will the Eternal dwell with us ; Z
What can’t thou find beneath the Poles,
To tempt thy Chariot downward thus 2
2 8till might he fill his ftarry Throne,
-And pleafe his Ears with Gabriel’s Songs 5
But th’ heav’nly Majefty comes down,
And bows to hearken to our Tongues.
Great God ! what poor Returns we pay
For Love fo infinite as thine ? : A
Words are but Air, and Tongues but Clay 5
But thy Compaffion’s all Divine.

(V3]

XLVI. God's Condefcenfion to Human
Affairs, .

x UP 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 Hethatcan fhake the Worlds he made,
Or with his Word, qr with his Rod,
His Goodnefs/ how amazing great !
And what a condefcending God 1]
[5 God, that muft floop to view the Skies,
And bow to fee what Angelsdo,
1 Dowa
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“Down to our Earth he cafls his Eyes,
And bends his Foet(teps downwards tco.]

.4 He over-rules all mortal Things,
And manages our mean Affairs ;
On humble Souls the King ot Kings
Beftows his Counttls and his Cares.

.5 Our Sorrows and .our Tears we pour :
Into the Bofom of our God , 10
He hears us inthe 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,

-2 Oh ! could our thankful Hearts devife
A Tribute equal to thy Grace,
To the third Heav’n our Songs fhould rife,
And teach the golden Harps thy Praife.

XLVIL Glory and Grace in the Perfon
of Chift.

x N O W-to the Lord a noble Song !
Awake, my Soul ;' Awake, myTonguc;
Hofanna to th’ eternal Name, '
‘And all his boundlefs Love proclaim.

. 2 See where it fhines in Fefus’ Face,
The brighteft Image of his Grace 5
God, in the Perfon of his Sen,
Has all his mightieft Works outdone.
, 3 The
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3 The {pacious Earth, and fpreading Flood, =
Proclaim the wife, the pow’rful God, “
And thyrich Glories from afar
Sparkle in ev’ry rolling Star. - :

4 But in his Looks a Glory ftands,
Thenobleft Labour of thine Hands :
The pleafing Luftre of his Eyes
Outfhines the Wonders of the Skics.

5 Grace!’tis a fweet, a charming Theme ;
My Thoughts rejoice at Fefus’ Name:
Ye Angels dwell upon the Sound ¢ '
Ye Heav'ns, refle@ it to the Ground.

6 Oh/may I live to reach the Place
WhHere he unveils his lovely Face,
- Where all his Beauties you behold,
And fing his Name to Harps of Gold !

XLVIIL. Love to the Creatures is
dangerous.

x H O W vain are all Things here below !

. How falfe, and yet how fair!
Each Pleafure hath its Poifon tog 5—
And ev’ry Sweet, a Snare.

2 'The brighteft Things below the Sky
Give but a flatt'ring Light ;
We fhould fufpe& fome Danger nigh,
Where we Poflefs Delight.
3 Qur deareft Joys, and neareft Friends,
.~ The Partners of our Blood,
I2 How

H
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How they divide our wav’ring Minds,
And leave but half for Goﬁ !
_4 The Fondnefs of a Creature’s Love,
How firong it ftrikes the Senfe!
Thither the warm Affeftions move,
Norcan we call ’em thence.

5 Dear Saviour, let thy Beauties be
My Soul’seternal Food ; ,
And Grace command my Heart away
From all created Good.

XLIX. Mofes dying in the Embraces
of God,

1 DEATH cannot make our Souls afraid,
If God be with us there;
We may walk through our darkeft Shade,
And never yield to Fear.

2 Icould renounce my All below,
If my Creator bid ; -
And run, if I were call’d to go,
. And die as Mofes did.
5 Might I but climb to Pifgak’s Top,
And view the promis'd Land,
My Flefh itfelf fhould loag to drop,
And pray for the Command.
4 Clafp’d in my heav’nly Father’s Arms,
1 would forget my Breath,
And lofe my Life among the Charms
Of fodivine a Deatﬁ. -
L. Com-
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L. Comfert under Sorrew; and Pains.

1 WNJ O W let the Lord my Saviour {inile,’

And fhew my Name upon his Heart 5 -
I would forget my Pains awhiie,
And in the Pleafure lofe the Smart,

-2 But, oh it fwells my Sorrows high,”

To fee my bleffed ‘72{ us frown 5
My Spirits fink, my Comforts die,

And all the Springs of Lifc arc down.:

3 Yevwhy, my Soul, why thefe Complaints?
Still while he frowns, his Bowels move ;
Still on his Heart he bears his Saints,
And fcels their Sorrows, and his Love.

4 My Name is printed on his Breaf} ;

His Book ef Life contains my Name:
1'd rather have it there imprefs'd
Than in the bright Records of Fame.

5 When the laft Fire burns all Things here,
Thofe Letters thall fecurely ﬂang,
And in the Lamb’s fair Book appearf
Writ by th’ Eternal Father’s Hand.

6 Now fhall myMinutes {moothly run,
Whilft here I wait my Father’s Will 5
My Rifing and my Setting Sun
Roll gently up and down the Hill.

I3 1L
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LY. God the Son equal with the Father-

1 BRight King of Glory, dreadful God !
Qur Spirits bow before thy Seat,

To the we lift an humble Thought,
And worfhip at thine awful Feet.

{2 Thy Pow'r hath form’d, thy Wiidom fways
All Nature with a Sov’reign Word
And the bright World of Stars obeys
The Will of their fuperior Lord. ]

[3 Mercyand 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 ftrong and bright
Stand round the glorious Deity ;

- But who amongft the Sons of Light
Pretends Comparifon with thee 2

5 Yet there is one of human Frame, .
Fefus, array’d in Flefh and Blood,
Thinks it no Robbery to claim’

A full Equality with God.

6 Their Glery fhines with equal Beams ;
Their Effence is for ever one, :
Tho’ they are known by diff'rent Names,
The Father God, and God the Son.

7 Then let the Name of Chriit our King
With equal Honours be ador’d ;

His
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His Praife let ev’ry Angel fing,
And all the Nations own the Lord.

LIL Death dreadful, or delightful.

I EATH'! "Tis a melancholy Day-
To thofe that have no God,
When the poor Soul is forc’d away
To {eek her laft Abode,

2. In vain to Heav’n fhe lifts her Eyes, .
But Guilz, a heavy Chain,
Still drags her downward from the Skies-
To Darknefs, Fire, and Pain.

3. Awakeand mourn, ye Heirs of Hell, .
Let ftubborn Sinners tear ;
You muft be driv’n from Earth, and dwell
A long For ever there.
4- See howthe Pit gapes wide for you,
And flathes in your Face ;-
And thou, my Soul, look downwards too,
And fing recov’ring Grace.

5- He is a God of Sov’reign Love,

That promis’d Heav’n to me ; )/

And raught my Thoughts to foar above -
Where happy Spirits be.
6 Prepare me, Lord, for thy Right Hand,
Then come the joyful Day 3
Come, Death, and fome celeitial Band,
To bear my Soul away.

I 4 LI

?
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LIII. Tbke Pilgrimage of the Saints ;
" or, Earth and Heaven,

1 ORD! what a wretched Land s this,
- That yields us no Supply/
No chearing Fruits, no wholfome Trees,

Nor Streams of living Joy 2 !

2 But pricking Thorns thro’ all the Ground,
And mortal Poifons grow,

. And all the Rivers that are found,
With dang’rous Waters flow. |

3 Yet the dear Path to thine Abode
Lies thro® this horrid Land :
Lord ! we would keep the heay'nly Rozd,
And run at thy Command.
[4 Our Souls fhall tread the Defart thro’
With undiverted Feet ;
And Faith and flaming Zeal fubdue
The Terrors that we meet. ]

[5 A thoufand favage Beafts of Prey
Around the Foreft roam :
But Fudah’s Lion guards the Way,
And guides the Strangers home. ]
[6 Long Ni ghts and Darknefs dwell below,
With fcarce a twinkling Ray; i
But the bright World to which we go/ 1
Is everlaiting Day.]
[7 By glimm’ring Hopes, and gloomy Fears
“ﬁ‘, trace th% fac}:’.d Road, Thea?
ro’

|
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Thro’ di‘mal Deeps, and dang’rous Snares,
‘We make our Way to God.]
8 .Our Journcy is a thorny Maze,
But we march upward flill 5
Forget thefe Troubles of the Ways,
And reach at Zioz’s Hill.
[ 9 See thekind Angels at the Gates,
Inviting us to come
There Fefus the Fqrerunner waits
To welcome Trav’llers home.]
10 There, ona green and flow’ry Mount,
Our weary Souls fhall fit,
And with tranfporting Joys recount
The Labours of our Teet.
[ 11 No vain Difcourfe fhall fill our Tongue, "»
Nor Trifles vex our Ear ;
Infinite Grace fhall be our Song, -
And God rejoice to hear.]
12 Eternal Glories to the King -
That brought usfufely thro’s
Our Tongucs fhall never cealt to fing,
And endlefs Praife rencw. -

LIV. God's Prefince is Light in Darke -

nejs.

“+1x Y God, the Spring of all my Joys,
M pring y Joy

The Life of my Delights,
The Glory of my brighteit Days,

* And Comfort’ of my Nights; - .
) 1 2 h '
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2 In darkeft Shadesjf he appear,
‘My dawning is begun!
Heis my Soul’s fweet Morning-Star,
And he my rifing Sun.

3 The op’ning Heav’ns around me fhine
With Beams of facred Blifs,
While Zefus fhews 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 5
The Wings of Love, and Arms of Faith,
Should bear me Conqu’ror thro.

LV. Frail Life, and fucceeding
Eternity.

1 HEE we adore, Eternal N amc,’
And humbly own to thee,
How feeble is our mortal Frameg !

What dying Worms are we 2 |

[2 Our wafting Lives grow fhorter fill,
As Months and Days increafe ;
" And ev’ry beating Pulfe we tell,
- Leaves but the Number lefs.

3 The Year rolls round, and fteals away
The Breath that firft it gave ;

]

What-
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Whate’er we do, where-€’er we be,
We’re trav’ling to the Grave.]
4 Dangers fland thick thro’all the Ground/
To pufh us to the Tomb ;
And fierce Difeafes wait aroundy
4 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 feeble Strings.
6 Infinite Joy or endlefs Woe 297
Attends on ev’ry Breath ;
And yet how unconcern’d we go
Upon the Brink of Death!
7 Waken, O Lord, our drowfy Senfe
To walk this dang’rous Road ;
And if our Souls are hurry’d hence; -
. May they be found with God.

LVI. The Mifery of being without God
in this World; Or, Vain Profperity.

1 NO, I fhall envy them no 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 !
Well /they may fearch the Creature:thro’,
For they have ne’er a God. A
16 3 Shake

VY - i
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5 Shake off the Thoughts of dying too,
And think your Life your own ;
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.
s Go now, and boaft of all your Stores,
And tell bow bright you fhine ;
Your Heaps of glitt’ring Duft are yours,
And my Redeemer’s mine. :

LVIL. The Pleafures of a good Con-
Jeience.

I LORD, how fecure and bleft are they
» Who feel the Joys of pardon’d Sin?2 ’

Should Storms of Wrath fhake Earth and Sea,
Their Minds have Heav’n and Peace withia.

2 The Day glides fweetly o’er their Heads,

~ Made up ot Innocence and Love ;
And foft and filent as the Shades
Their nightly Minutes gently move.

[3 Quick as their Thoughts their Joys come on
B% fly not half fo faﬁgaway 3 oy ’
Their Souls are ever bright as Noon,

And calm as Summer Evenings be. |

4 How oft _they look to th’ heav’nly Hills,

Where Groves of living Pleafurc grow,

>
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And longing Hopesand chearful Smiles

Sit undiiturb’d upon their Brow.]
s They fcorn to feck our golden Toys,

But {pend the Day and fhare the Night

In numb’ring o’er the richer Joys

That Heav'n prepares for their Delight.
6 While wretched we, like Worms and Moles,

Lie grov'ling in the Duft below,
Almighty Grace, renew our Souls,
And we’ll afpire to Glory too.

LVIIL. The Shortnefs of Life, and the ’

Guoodnefs of God.

I IME! what an empty Vapour tis !

And Days how fwift they are !
Swift as an Izdian Arrow flies,
- Or like a fhooting Star.
[ = The prefent Moments juft appear,
Tl?cn {lide away inJha{’:eE’Pe
That we can never fay, They'’re bere ;
But only fay, They’re paft.]
[3 Our Life isever on the Wing,
And Death isever nigh ;
The Moment.when our Lives begin,
We all begin to die. }
4 Yet, Mighty God.! our fleeting Days
Thy lafting Favours fhare,
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 ;
All Glory to the Lord :
His Mercy never knows a Bound ;
And be his Name adord.
7 Thus we begin the lafting Song ;
And when we clofe our Eyes,
Let the next Age thy Praife prolong -
*Till Time and Nature dies.

LIX. Paradife ¢g Earth.

1 .GLory to God that walks the Sky,
And fends his Bleffings thro® 5
That tells his Saints of Joys on high,
And gives a Tafte below.
[2 Gloryto God that ftoops his Throne,
That Duft and Worms may fee’,
And brings a Glimps of Glory down
Arvund his facred Feet. :
3 When Chrift, with all his Graces crown’d,
‘ Sheds his kind Beams abroad,
*Tis a young Heav’n on earthly Ground,
And Glory in the Bud.
4 A blooming Paradife of Joy
In this wild Defart fprings ;
And ev’ry Senfe I firait employ
On fweet celeftial Things. :
2 5 White
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.5 Whits Lilies all around appzar,
, And each his Glory fhows!
:i, The Rofe of Sharen: blofoms here,
The fairelt Fiow’r that blows.

. 6 Chearful I feaft on heav’nly Fruit,
And drink the Pleafures down,
Pleafures that flow hard by the Foot

Of the eternal Throne. ]
7 But, ah! how foon my Jo (ys decay,
How foon my Sins arile
And fnatch th’ heav'nly Scene away
_ From thefc lamenting Eyes !
8 When fhall the Time, dear Fefus, when
- The fhining Day appear,
ThatI fhall leave thogs Clouds of Sin,
And Guilt and Darknefs here 2
9 Up to the Fields above the Skies
'* My hafty Feet would go,
There everlafting Flow’rs arife,
. And Joys unwith’ring grow.

LX. The Truth of God the Promifer ;
or, The Promifes are our Security,

{

e

1 PRalfe , everlafting Praife, be paid
To Him that Earth’s Foundation laid :
Praife to the God whofe ftrong Decrees
Sway the Creation as he pleafe.
2 Praife to the Goodnefs of the Lord,
Who rules his People by his Word,

y ) : And
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And there, as rong as his Decrees,
He fers his kindeft Promifes,

[3 Firmare the Words his Prophets give,
Sweet Words, on which his Children live ;
Each of them is the Voice of Ged, i
Who fpoke, and fpread the Skies abroad.

4 Each of them powr’ful as that Sound
That bid the new-made Heav’ns goround ;
And flronger than the folid Poles
On which the Wheel of Nature rolls.]

5 Whence then fthould Doubts and Fears arife 2
Why trickling Sorrows drown our Eyes 2
Slowly, alas, our Mind receives
The Comforts that our Maker gives.

6 Oh, for a ftrong, alafting Faith,

_To credit what th’ Almighty fuith !
T’ embrace the Meflage of bis Son,
And call the Joys of Heav’n our own.

7 Then, fhould the Earth’s old Pillars fhake,
~And all the Wheels of Nature break ;
Our fteady Souls fhould fear no more-
Than folid R ocks when Billows roar. -

8 Our-everlafling Hopes arife
Above the ruinable Skies ;

Where the Eternal Builder reigns,
-And his own Courts his Pow’r fuftains.. .

EXIL

[ .
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LXI. A4 Thought of Deatd and Glory.
I MY Soul, come, meditate the Day,
“ And think how near it (tands,
2 When thou muit quit this Houfe of Clay,
= And fly to unknown Lands.
[z And you, mine Eyes, look down and view
"The hellow gaping Tomb ; -
T his gloomy Prifon waits for you,
Whene’er the Summons come. ]

2 3 Oh! 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 above-
In their own glorious Forms,
And wonder why our Souls fhould love
To dwell with mortal Worms :
{5 How we fhould fcorn thefe Cloaths of Flefh,
Thefe Fetters, and this Load ;
And long for Ev'ning, to undrefs,
That we may reft with God.]
¢ We fhould almoft forfake our Clay
Before the Summons come,
And pray and with our Souls away
To their eternal Home.

LXII



186 Hymns and” B. 1.

LXI. God the Thunderer ; — or,
The Laft fudgment, and Hell *,

1§ Slng to the Lord, ye heav’nly Holfts,
And thou, O Earth, adore:
Let Death and Hell thro’ all their Coafts-
Stand trembling at his Pow’r.
2 His founding Chariot fhakes the Sky, .
‘He makes the Clouds his Throne, .
There all his Srores of Lightning lie, .
"Till Vengeance darts them down.
3. His Noflrils breathe out fiery Streams, .
And from his awful Tongue ,
A Sov’reign Voice divides-tﬁc Flames,-
And Thunder roars along.
4 Think, O my Soul, the dreadful Day
When this incenfed God
Shall rend the Sky, and burn.the.Sea, ,
And fling his Wrath abroad.
5 What fhall the Wretch the Sinner do?
He once defy’d the Lord :
But he fhall dread the Thund’rer now,
And fink beneath his Word.
6 Tempefls of angry Fire thall roll
Toblaft the Rebel Worm, .
And beat upon hisnaked Soul

In one ercrnal Storm.

* Made inagreat fudden Storm of Thunder, Auguft
the 20th; 1697. !
. LXIIL
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LXII. A Funeral T} hought.

~: Ark ! from the Tombs a doleful Sound !
My Ears attend the Cry,
. * Yeliving Men, come view the Ground
i ¢ Where you muft fhortly lie.
. “ Princes, this Clay muft be your Bed,
““In fpite of all your Tow’rs ;
“ The Tall, the Wife, The Rev’rend Head
. Muit lie as low as ours.”
3 Great God, is this our certain Doom 2
= And are we il fecure ! .
Still watking downwards to our Tomb,
= And yet prepare no more !
4 Grant us the Pow’rs of quick’ning Grace,
o To fit our Souls to fly ;
" Then, when we drop this dying Flefh,
We'll rife above the Sky.

Tl

i

LXIV. God the Glory and the Defence

' of Sion.

WX HAppy the Church, thou facred Place,

The Seat of thy Creator’s Grace

Thine holy Courts are his Abode ;
Thou earthly Palace of our God.

2 Thy Walls are Strergth, and at thy Gates
A Guard of heav’nly Warriors waits

7 Nor fhall thy deep Foundations move,

" Fix'd on his Counfels and his Love,

! - 3 Thy
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3 Thy Foes in vain Defigns engage,
Againft his Throne in vain t €y rage ;.
Like rifing Waves with an ry Roar,
That dafh'and die upon the Shore.

4 Then let our Souls in Zion dwell,
Nor fear the Wrath of Ronse and Hell :
His Arms embrace this happy Ground,
Like brazen Bulwarks built around:

5 God is our Shield, and God our Sun 3
Swift as the flecting Moments run,
On us he theds new Beams of Grace,
And we refieét his brighteft Praife.

LXV. The Hope of Heaven our Support
 under Trials on Larth,

I WHen Ican read my Title clear
To Manfions in the Skies,
I bid farcwel to ev’ry Fear,
And wipe my weeping Eyes.

2 Should Earth againft my Soul engage,
And hellifh Darts be hurl’d,
Then I can fmile at Sazan’s Rage,
And face a frowning World.

5 -Let Careslike a wild Deluge come,
And Storms of Sorrow fall ;
May [ but fafely reach my Home,
My God, my Heav'n, my all.
4 There fhall I bathe my weary Soul
. In Seas of heav’nly Reft,

And
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> And not a Wave of Trouble roll
8 Acrofs my peaceful Breatt,

;LX VL A Profpett of Heaven, makhes
s Death eafy.

1!
"1 THerc is 2 Land of pure Delight
! Where Saints immortal reign ;
* Infinite Day excludes the Night,
' And Pleafures banifh Pain.
* 2 There everlaiting Springs abides,
‘ And never-with'ring Flow’rs :
Death, like a narrow Sea, divides
: This heav'nly Land from ours.
- [3 Sweet Fields beyond the fwelling Flood
Stand dreft in living Green:
So tothe Fews old Canaan ftood,
While Fordan roll’d between.
4 But tim’rous Mortals ftart and fhrink,
To crofs this narrow Sea,
. And linger, {hiv’rini on the Brink,
| And fear to launch away.]
5 Oh! could we make our Doubts remove,
Thoft gloomy Doubts that rife,
And fee the Canaan that we love,
With unbeclouded Eyes. ,
-6 Could we but climb where Mcfes ftood,
. And view the Landfkip o’er, ‘
Not Fordan'’s Stream, nor Death’s cold Flood,
Should fright us from the Shore.
_ : LXVIL

-



LXVIL God’s Eternal Dominion.

CI Reat God! How infinite art Thou !
What worthlefs Worms are we !
Let the whole Race of Creatures bow, '
And pay their Praife to Thee. {
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2 Thy Throne eternal Ages ftood,
" Ere Seas or Stars were made ;
Thou art the Ever-living God,
Were all the Nations dead. : :

3 Nature and Time quite naked lie
To thine immenfe Survey,

.From the Formation of the Sky. 1
To the great Burning-Day.
4 EBternity, with all its Years, .
Stands prefent in thy View ;

To thee there’snothing Old appears ; L
Great God ! there’s nothing New. T

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 God ! how infinite art Thou! "
What worthlefs Worms are we ! :

Let the whole Race of Creatures bow, L

* And pay their praife to Thee. '

LXVIIL K
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LXVIII. T/Je buinble Worfbip of

Heaen.,

1 FATHER, I'long, I faint to fce
The Place of thine Abode s
I'd leave thy earthly Ceurts, and flee
Up to thy Seat, my God !
2 Here 1behold thy diftant Face,
y And ’tis a-pleafing Sight ;
. Butto abide in thine Embrace,
' Is infinite Delight.

.3 Pdpart with all the Joys of Senfe,
‘ [}'b gaze upon thy Throne ;
i+ Pleafure fprings frefh for ever thence,
‘Uafpeakable, Unknown.
. [4 There all the heav’nly Hofts are feen,
. In fhining Ranks they move,
* Anddrink immortal Vigour in
With Wonder and with Love.
5 Then at thy Feet with awful Fear
Th’ adoring Armies fall 5
‘With Joy they thrink to Norx1NG there,
Betore th’ Eternal ALr.
. 6 There I would vie with all the Hoft
! In Duty and in Blifs ; -
While Less TaanN NorHiNG 1 could boaft,
* And VaniTy confefs. '

- 2 Iﬁ| Xl. 17‘

7 The
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3 Themore thy Glories firike mine Eyes,
The humbler I fhall lie ;
Thus while I fink, my Joys fhall rile
‘Unmeafurably high.

LXIX. The Faitbfulnefi of God, in the

Promifes.

T 1 REgin, my Tongue, fome heav’nly Theme,
- B ﬁnd prak fo%:nc boundlefs Thgng',
The mighty Works, or mightier Name,
Of our Eternal King.
2 'Tell of his wond’rous Faithfulnefs,
And found his Pow’r abroad,
Sing the fweet Promife of his Grace,
And the performing God.
5 Proclaim Salvation from the Lord
- For wretcked dying Mei
His Hand has writ the facred Word
With an immortal Pen. .
4 Engravd asin eternal Brafs ‘
‘The mighty Promife fhines §
Nar can the Pow’rs of Darknefs rafe
Thofe everlafting Lines. ]
{ 5 He that can dath whole Worlds to Death,
And make them when he pleafe,
He fpeaks, and that Almighty Breath
Fulfils his great Decrees, -

5 His very Word of Grace is ftrong
As that which built the Skies 5
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The Voice that rolls the Stars along
Speaks all the Promifes.
9 He {aid, Ler the wide Heav’'n be (pread,
And Heav’n was ftretch’d abroad 5
Abrah’m, I/l be thy God, he faid, . g
And He was Abrab’m’s God.
8 Oh, might I hear thine heav’nly Tongue
But whifper, 7hou art mine !
Thofe gentle Words fhould raife my Song
To Notes almoft divine.
9 How would my leaping Heart rejoice,
And think my Heav’n fecure !
I truft the All-creating Voice,
And Faith defires no more.]

LXX. God's Dominion cver the Sea,
Pfal. cvii 23, &c. '

1 GOD of the Seas, thy thund’ring Voice -
Makes all the roaring Waves rejoice !
And ene foft Word of thy Comman
.Can fink them filent in the Sand.

2 If but a Mofes wave thy Rod,
The Sea divides, and owns its God ;

.. 'The ftormy Floods their Maker knew, ..
And let his chofen Armies thro’.

3 “The fcaly Flocks amidft the Sea
To thee their Lord aTribute pay ; ‘
" 'The meaneft Fith that fwims the Flood
i Leaps up, and means a Praife to God.
. K (4 The
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[4 The larger Monflers of the Deep
On thy Commands Attendance keep ;
By thy Permiffion, fport and play,
And cleave along their foaming Way.
5 If God his Voice of Tempeft rears,
- Leviathan lies ftill, and fears ;
Anon helifts his Noftrils high,
And fpouts the Ocean to the Sky.]

6 How is thy glorious Pow’r 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 s]unge in watry Graves, h
And fome drink Death among the Waves :
Yet the furviving Crew blafpheme,
Nor own the God that refcu’d them. ) :
o Ob, for fame Signal of thine Hand! L
Shake all the S:as, Lord, fhake the Land;
Great {udgc, defcend, left Men deny
That there’s a God that rules the Sky. .

From the 70th o the 108th Hymn, I bope the Readsr ¢
avill forgive the Negle? of Rbyme in the Firft and Third
Lines of the Stanza. .

LXXL

~ |




B.IL Spiritual Somgs. 195

LXXI. Praife to God from all Crea-

tures.

1 THE Glories of my Maker, God,
My Joyful Voice fhall fing,
And call the Nations to adore
Their Former and their King.
2 *Twas his Right Hand that fhap’d our Clay,
And wrought this human Frame ;
But from his own immediate Breath
Our nobler Spiritscame. ‘

3 We bring our mortal Powers to God,
And worthip with our Tongues ;
We claim fome Kindred with the Skies,
And join th® Angelic Songs.
Let grov'ling Beafts of ev’ry Shape,
4 Agnd Fovgv,ls of ev'ry Wing, pc
And Rocks, and Trees, and Fires, and Seas
Their various Tribute bring.
s Ye Planets, to his Honour fhine,
And Wheels of Nature roll,
P raife him in your unweary’d Courfe
Around the fteady Pole.
6 'The Brightnefs of our Maker’s Name
T'he wide Creation fills,
And his unbounded Grandeur flics
Beyond the heav’nly Hills.

K2 LXXIL
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LXXII. Tbhe Lord’s Day ; or, The
Refurrection of Chrift.

1 RLeft Morning, whoft young dawning Rays
B Behold ougr rifing (zaod 5 8
That faw him triumph o’er the Duft,

And leave his laft Abode.

2 In the cold Prifon of a Tomb -
- The dead Redeemer lay, :
"Till the revolving Skies had brought
The Third, th’ appointed Day.
3 Hell and the Grave unite their Force
To bhold our God, in vain 5
The fleeping Conqueror arofe,
. And Lurﬁ their feeble Chain.

4 To thy grear Name, Almighty Lord, -
Thefe facred Hours we-pay, -
And loud Hofzuna’s fhall proclaim
The Triumph of the Day.

{5 Salvation and immortal Praife
To our viétorious King ;

Let Heav’n, and Earth, and,Rocks, and Seas

With glad Hofanna’s ring.)

. LXXUL Doubts fcatter'd ; or, Spi-
ritual Foy reflor’d. -

1 HEncc from my Soul, fad Thoughts, be gone, A

And leave me to my Joys;

My

.
P
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My Tongue fhall triumph in my God,
And make a joyful Noife.

* 2 Darknefsand Doubts had veil’d my Mind,

And drown’d my Head in Tears,
*Till fov’reign Grace with thining Rays
Difpell’d my gloomy Fears,
3 Oh, what immortal Jovs I felt,
And Raptures all divine,
When Fefus told me, I was his,
And my Beloved mine!
4 Invain the Tempter frights my Soul,
And breaks my Peacein vain ;
One Glimpfe, dear Saviour, of thy Face
Revives my Joys again. " ‘
LXXIV. Repentance, from a Senfe of
Divine Goodnefs 5 or, A Complaint
of Ingratitude. : '
1 IS this the kind Return,
And thefe the Thanks we owe,
Thus to abufe etgrnal Love, ~
Whence all our Bleffings flow !
2 To what a ftubborn Frame
Has Sin reduc’d our Mind 2
What ftrange rebellious Wretches we,
And God as ftrangely kind !
[53 On us he bids the Sun,
Shed hisreviving Rays;
For us the Skies their Circlesrun, . -
To lengthen out our Days. '
K3 4 The
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4 The Brutes obey their God,
And bow their Necks to Men 3
But we more bafe, more brutifh Things,
Rejett his eafy Reiga. |
5 Turn, turn us, Mighty God,
And mould our Souls afrefh
Break Sov’reign Grace, thefe Hearts of Stone,
And give us Hearts of Flefh.
6 Let old Ingratitude ‘
Provoke our weeping Eyes,

And hourly, as new Mercies fall,
Let hourly Thanks arife.

LXXV. Spiritual and Eternal Foy 3
. or, The beatifick Sight of Chrift.

1t To'Rom Thee, my God, my Joys fhall rife,
F Andrun ctegxal Roun&sj g
Beyond the Limits of the Skies,
And all created Bounds.
'3 The holy Triumphs of my Soul
~ Shall Death itfelf out-brave,
Leave dull Mortality behind, ) -
And fly beyond the Grave,
3 'There where my blefled Zefusreigns
In Heav'n’s unmeafur’d Space, ~
Il fpend a long Eternity,
In Pleafure and in Praife.
4 Millions of Years my wond’ring Eyes
. Shall o’er thy Beauties rove, And
; : n

PSPPI 3
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And endlefs Ages, I'll adore
The Glories of thy Love.

{5 Sweet Zefus, ev’ry Smile of thine

~ Shall Freth Endearments bring,
And thoufand Taftes of new Delight
From all thy Graces fpring.

6 Hafte, my Beloved, fetch my Soul
Up to thy Bleft abode 3
Fly, for my Spirit longs to fee
My Saviour and my God.]

LXXVL. The Refurrection and Afeen-
‘ Sfion of Chrift,

I anna to the Prince of Light,
* H e s himfelfin Clay 5
Enter’d the Iron Gates of Death,

And tore the Bars away.

2 Death is no more the King of Dread,
‘Since our Emanuel rofe ;

- He took the Tyrant’s Sting away,
And {poil’d our hellifh Foes.

3 See how the Conqu’ror mounts aloft,
And to his Father flies, .
With Scars of Honour in his Flefh,
And ’l}eriumph in his Eyes.
4 There our exalted Saviour reigns,
And {catters Bleffings down
Our Zefus fills the middle Seat
' Of the celeftial Throne.

K 4 {5 Raife
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[5 Raife your Devotion, mortal Tongues,
.To reach his blefs’d Abode,
Sweet be the Accents of your Songs
To our incarnate God.
6 Bright Angels, firike your loudeft Strings,
Your fweeteft Voices raife 5
Let Heav'n, and all crcated Things,
Sound our Eiuzanuel’s Praife.]

LXXVIL The Chrifian Warfare.

[I-STand up, my Soul, thake off thy Fears,
And gird the Gofpel- Armouron ;
March to the Gates of endlefs Joy,

Where thy great Captain Saviour’s gone.

= Hell and thy Sins refift thy Courfe,
But Hell and Sin are vanquifh'd Foes;
Thy 7efus nail'd ’em ton:te Crofs,
And fung the Triumph when he rofe.}
[2 What tho’ the Prince of Darknefs )
And wafte the Fury of his Spight?
Eternal Chains confine him down
- To fiery Deeps, and endlefs Night.
4 What tho’ thine inward Lufts rebel 2
"Tis but a ﬂrug%ling Gafp for Lite ;
The Weapons of victorious Grace
Shall flay thy Sins, and end the Strife.]
5 Then let my Soul march boldly on,
Prefs forward to the heav’nly Gate,
There Peace and Joy eternal reign,
And glitt’ring Robes for Conqu’rors wait.
: . ¢ There

200 Hymns and B. iI. 1

!
|
¥



B.L  Spiritval Somgs. 201

6 There fhall I wear a ftarry Crown.
And triumph in Almighty Grace ;
While all the Armies of the Skies
* Join in my glorious Leader’s praife.

LXXVIIL' Redemption by Chrift.

xS Hen the fir@ Parents of -our Race
Rebell’d, and loft their God,
And the Infc&xon of their Sin
Had tainted all our Bloed ;

2 Infinite Pity touch’d the Heart
Of the eternal Sosz, ‘
Dcﬁ:cndm from the heav’nly Court,
" He left his Father’s Throne. -

3 Afide the Prince of Glory threw -

His moft Divine Array, -
And wrapt his Godhead in a Veit
Of our infetior Clay. .
4 Hisliving Pow’r, and dying Love
Redeem’d unhappy Men ;
And rais’d the'Ruins of our Race -
To Life and God again.
5 To thee, dear Lord, our Flefh and Seul
We joyfull rcﬁgn 3 :
‘Bleft jejus, takc us for thy own,
For we are double thine.
6 Thine Honour fhall for ever be:
The Bufinefs of our Pays,
For ever fhall our thankful ‘Tongues
Spcak thy deferved Praife.

Ks LXXIX.

(e
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LXXIX. Praife to the Redeemner.

1 PLung’d in a Gulph of dark Defpair
P Wx::gwretched Signers lay, P
Without one chearful Beam of Hope,

or Spark of glimm’ring Day.

2 With pitying Eyes the Prince of Grace

Beheld our helplels Grief;
Hefaw, and (O amazing Love !)
He ran to our Relief.
5 Down from the fhining Seats above
- With joyful Hafte he fled,
Enter'd the Grave in mortal Fleth
And dwelt among the Dead.
# He fpoil’d the Powr's of Darknefs thus,
'And brakeour Iron Chains ;
Fefus has freed our. captive Souls,
From everlafting Pains.
{5 Invain the baffied Prince of Hell
His curfed Projeéls tries 5 ‘
. We that were daom’d his endlefs Slaves,
Are rais’d above the Skies.]
6 Oh, for this Love, let Rock and Hills
There Jafting Silence break,
And all harmonious human Tongues
The Saviour’s Praifes {peak.
(7 Yes, we will praife thee, dearcft Lord,
Qur.Souls dare all on Flame ;
Hefanna round the fpacigu_s_,Earth

To thine adored Name.
T - 8 An-
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8 Angels, affi t our mighty Joys,
Strike all your Harps ot Gold 5

‘But when you raife your higheft Notes,
- His Love can ne’er be told.]
LXXX. God's aewful Power and
Goodnefs.
I OH! the Almighty Lord !
” How matchlzfs is his Power !
Tremble, O Earth, benecath his Word,
While ali the Heavens adore.
2 Let proud imperious Kings
Bow low before his Throne !
Crouch to his Feet, ye haughty Things,
Orhe fhall tread ye down.
3 Above the Skies he reigns,
And with amazing Blows
He deals infutferable Pains
On his rebellious Foes.
4 Yet, Everlaling God,
We love to fpeak thy Praife ;
Thy Sceptre’s equal tothy Rod,
The Sceptre of thy Grace.
s The Arms of mighty Love
~ Defend our Sion well,
And heav’nly Mercy walls us round
From Babylon and Hell. » !
Salvation to the King
That fits enthron’d above :

"Thus we adore the God of Might,

" And blefsthe God of Love. -
- Andblelithe Godof Love. 1 wxxr,

i

|
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LXXXI. Our Sinthe Caufe of Chrift’s
Death.

1 A ND now the Scales have left mine Eyes,
Now I begin to fee : : :
Oh, the curs’d Deeds my Sins have done !
What murd’rous Thingsthey be!

2 Were thefe the Traitors, deareft Lord,
That thy fair Bodytore? -
Monfters, that ftain’d thofe heav’nly Limbs
With Floods of purple Gore?
5 Wasit for Crimes that I had done,
My deareft Lord was flain,
When guﬁicc feiz’d God’s only Son,
And put his Soul to Pain ? _
4 Forgivemy Guilt, © Prince of Peace,
I’ll wound my God no more:
Hence from my Heart, ye Sins, be gone,
For Fefus 1 adore.
5 Furnith me, Lord, with heav’nly Arms
From Grace’s Magazine,
And Pll proclaim eternal War _
With ev’ry darling Sin, .

LXXXIL. Redemption and Protection
from Spiritual Enemies. .
ARISE, my Soul, my ‘oy"ul Pow’rs, . -
And triumph in my God; -7

Awake, my Voice, apd loud proclaim - -

His glorious Grace abroad. | ‘H

e e abroac, 'y He

. -
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> He rais’d me from the Deeps of Sin,
The Gates of gaping Hell,
And fix’d my Standing more fecure |
Than “twas before I fell. '
3 The Arms of everlafting Love |
. Beneath my Soul he plac’d,
And onthe Rockf of Ages fer
My {lipp’ry Footfteps faft.
4 The City of my bleft abode
Is wall’d around with Grace 5

Salvation for a Bulwark ftands
To fhicld the facred Place.
s Satan may vent his tharpeft Spite,
And all his Legions roar ;
Almighty Mercy guards my Life,
And bounds his ragiog Pow’t
6 Arife, my Soul, awake, My Voice,
And Tunes of Pleafure fing 5
Loud Hallelujahb’s thall addrefs
My Saviour and my King.

LXXXIIL Tke' Paffion and Exaltation
of Chrift. ‘
I THus faith the Ruler of the Skies, .
Auwake, my dreadful Sword ;
Awakemy Wrath, and finite the Man .
My Fellow, faith the Lord.
2 Vengeance receiv’d the dread Command,
" And, armed, down fhe flies ; .
Fefus
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Fefus fubmits t* his Father’s Hand,
And bows his Head, and dies. .
3 But,oh ! the Wifdom and the Grace
That join with Vengeance now !
He dics, to fave our guilty Race,
And yet he rifes too. : .
- 4 A Perfon {o divine was he
Who yielded to be flain,
That he could give his Soul away,
And take his Life again; o
5 Live, glorious Lord and reign on high,
Let ev’ry Nation fin
And Angéls found, with endlefs Joy,
The Saviour and the King.

LXXXIV. Tbe fame.

I COme, all harmonious Tongues,
Your noblet Mufick bring ;
*Tis Chrift the Everlafting Ged,
And Chrift thc Man, we fing.
2 Tell how he took our. Flefh, v
To take away our Guilt -
Sing the dear Drops of facred Blood
That bellifh Monfters fpilt.
{3 Alas, the cruel Spear
- Went deep into his Side,
And thé rich Fleod of purple Gore
Their murth’rous Weapons dy'd.]
. [4 ‘The Waves of fwelling Grief ‘
Did o’er his Befom volt .

PN
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And Mountains of Almighty Wrath
Lay heavy on his Soul. ]
5 Down to the Shades of Death
He bow’d hisawful Head ;
Yet he arofe tolive and reign
. When Death itfelf is dead.
6 No more the bloody Spear,
_ The Crofs and Nails no more 3
For Hell itfelf fhakes at his Name,
" And all the Heav’ns adore.
7 There the Redeemer fits
High on the Father’s Throne
The Fatherlays his Vengance by,
And fmiles upon his Son.
8 There his full Glories fhine
With uncreated. Rays,

+And blefs his Saints and Angels Eyes

Toeverlafting Days.

LXXXV. Suficiency’ of Pardon.

1 'WH Y does your Face, ye humble Souls,
\ Thofe mournful Colours wear 2
What Doubts are thefe that wafte your Faith,
And nourifh your Defpair ? o
2 What tho’ your num’rous Sins exceed ,
The Stars.that fill the Skies, L
And aiming acth’ eterngl Throne ¢
Like pointed Mountains rife ?

3 What tho’ Xour mighty Guilt beyond

The wide Creation fwell,

And
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And as its curs’d Foundations laid
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 rifes high, and drowns the Hills,
"T has neither Shore nor Bound : -
Now, if we fearch to find our Sins,
Our Sins can ne’er be found.
6 Awake, our Heasts, adore the Grace
That buries all our Fau’ts,
And pard’ning Blood, that fwells above
Our Follies and our Thoughts.

LXXXVI. Freedom from Sin and
Mifery in Heaven,

OUR Sins, alas ! how ftrong they be 2
And, like a vi'lent Sea, |
They break our Duty (Lord) to thee,
And hurry us away.
2 The Waves of Trouble, how they rife !
How loud the Tempeft roar!
But Death fhall land our weary Souls
Safe on the heav’nly Shore.
3 There, to fulfil his fweet Commands,
Qur fpecdy Feet fhall move
. No sin fhall clog our winged Zeal, -
Or cool our burning Love. o
' 4 There
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4 There fhail we fit and fing, and tell
The Wonders of his Grace,
"Till heav’nly Raptures fire our Hearts,
And fmile in ev’ry Face.

5 For ever his dear facred Name
- Shall dwell upon our Tongue,
And Fefus and Salvation be
The Clofe of ev’ry Song.

LXXXVIIL The Divine Glories above

our Reafon,

" 1 TJOW wond’rous reat, how glorious bright.
H Muft our ’Crcagtor be, 8 g%
Who dwells amidft the dazaling Light

Of vaft Infinity?

2 Our foaring Spirits upwards rife
Tow’rd the celeftial Throne :
Fain would we fee the Bleflfed Three,
And the Almighty One.
3 Our Reafon ftretches allits Wings,
And climbs above the Skies 3
But fill how far beneath thy Feet
Our grov’ling R eafon lies !

[4 Lord, here we bend our humble Souls,
And awfully adore : :
For the weak Pinionsof our Mind
Can ftretch 2 Thought no more. ]
5 Thy Glories infinitely rife
Above our lab’ring Tongue 5
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In vain the higheft Seraphs tries
To form an equal Song ~
[6 In humble Notes our Faith adores
The great myflerious King,
While Angels ftrain their nobler Pow’rs,
And fweep th’ immortal String.]

LXXXVHL Salvation,
1 GAlsation! Oh, the joyful Sound ;

"Tis Pleafure to our Ears ;
A fov’reign Balm for ev’ry Wound,
A Cordial for our Fears,
2 Bury’d in Sorrow and in Sin,
‘At Hell’s dark Door we lay 5
But we arife, by Grace divine,
To fee a heav'nly Day.
3 Salvation ! Let the Echo fly
, The fpacious Earth around,
While allthe Armiesof the S
Confpire to raifc the Sound.

LXXXIX. Chrift's Vigory over Sat

an,

1 HO annato our Conqu'ring King! -~

e Prince of Darknefs flies,

His T'roops ruth headlong déwn to Hell, . .

Like Lightning from the Skies,
2 Thcrg/‘omid dn.Chuins, the Lyons roar,
+ And fright the refci’d :8hecp 5

" But
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But heavy Bars confine their Pow’ .
_ And Malice to the Deep.
. 3 Hofanna s our Conqu’ring King,
3 All hail, incarnate Love!
| Ten thoufand Songs and Glories wait
To crown thy Head above.
4 Thy Vi&'’ries and thy deathlefs Fame
i _ Thro’ the wide World fhall run,
i And everlaiting Ages fing
. The Triumphs thou haft won, - .

XC. Faith in Chrift, for Pardon and
Sanélification,

j 1 H OW fad our State by Nature is !

1 Our Sin, how deep it flains !

' And Sazan binds our captive Minds
Faft in his flavifh Chains,

2 But there’s a Voice of fov’ring Grace *
Sounds from the facred Word
Ho ! ye, defpairing Sinners, come,
And truft upon the Lord.
3 My Soul obeys th’ Almighty Call,
And runsto this Relief 5
I would belisve thy Promife, Lord 5
- Oh! help my Unbelicf.
[4 To the dear Fountaion of thy Blood,
Incarnate God, I fly;. = -
Here let me wath my fpotted Sou
~ From Crimes of doepeft Dye,

L . .

|

s Stretch

e e et etk b e g s o AW e
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5 Stretch out thine Arm, vitorious King,
My reigning Sins fubdue ;
‘Drive the old Dragon from his Seat,
With all his heliifh Crew.]

6 A guilty, weak, and helplefs Worm "

On thy kind Arms I fall : ‘

Be thou my Strength and Righteoufnefs, .
My Fefiss, and my All

XCI. Tbe Glory of Chrift-in Heaven.

1 H, the Delights, the heav’nly Joys,
O The Glorigs of the Place Y )
Where efis fheds the brighteft Beams

Of his o’erflowing Grace !
2 Sweet Majefty and awful Love
Sit fmiling on his Brow,
And all the Glorious 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. ] o
4 Archangels found his lofty Praife
Thro’ ev’ry heav’nly Street,
And lay their higheft Honours down
Submiffive at his Feet.
.5 Thofe foft, thofe blefled Feet of his,
That once rude Iron tore,

- o

High
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High on a Throne of Light they ftand,
f And all the Saints adore.

6 His Head, the dear Majeftick Head,
! That cruel Thorns did wound,
| See whatimmortal Glory fhine,
And circle it around.

.7 Thisis the Man, th’ exalted Man,
: Whom we, unfeen, adore :
But when our Eyes behold his Face,
QOur Hearts fhall love him more.

" {8 Lord how our Souls are all on fire
? To{ee thy bleft Abode ;
Our Tongues rejoyce in Tunes of Praife
To our incarnate God ! .
9 And while our Faith enjoys this Sight,
' We long to leave our Clay 3
And with thy fi'ry Chariots, Lord,
To fetch our Souls away.]

[

' XCII. The Church faved, and ber Ene-

 mies difappointed.
Compofed the 5th of November, 1694.

. 1 QHout to the Lord, and let our Joys
Thro’ the whole Nation run : .
Ye Britifh Skies, Refound the Noife
i Beyond the rifing Sun.
2 Thee, Mighty God, our Souls admire,
Thee our glad Voices fing, And

—v—
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And join with the celetial Choir,
To praife ch’ Eternal King.

3 Thy Pow’r the whole Creation tules,
" And on the ftarry Skics
‘Sits {miling at the weak Defigns
‘Thine envious Foes devife.

4 Thy Scorn derides their feeble Rage,
. And, wigh an awful Frown,
Flings vait Confuffon on their Plots,
And fhakes their Babe/ down.

(5 Their fecrer Fires in Caverns lay,
“And we the Sacrifice :
But gloomy Caverns ftrove in vain
To "fcape all-fearching Eyes.
6 Their dark Defigns were all reveal'd,
Their Treafons all betray'd: _ °
Praife to the Lord, that broke the Snare |
Their curfcd Hands had laid.] -

7 Invain the bufy Sons of Hell
Still new Rebellions try,
Their Souls fhall pine with envious Rage,
And vex gway, and die. .
8 Almighty Grace defends our Land-
From their malicious Pow'r s
Let Britain with united Songs
Almighty Grace adore,

XCIIIL
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XCUIL. God all, and in all. Pfal Ixxiii. 2,

_Spiritual Songs.

| Y God, my Life, my Love;

‘ M To thee, tothee I call’;
I cannot live, if thou rémove,
For thou art Allin all.

[2 Thy fhining Grace can cheer
This Dungeon where I dwell :
"Tis Paradife when thou art here 5
If thou depart, 'tis Hell.]
[3 The Smilings of thy Face,
How amiabje they are ! |
"Tis Heav'n to reft in thine Embrace,
And no-were elfe but there.]

'Y [4 To thee, and thee alone,

The Angels owe their Blifs 5

- “They fit around thy gracious Throne,

!

|

And dwell where' Fefus is.]

5 Not all the Harps above
t Can make a heav’nly Place,

" If God his Refidence remove,

Or butconceal his Face.]
6 Nor Earth, nor all the Sky,
Can one Delight afford ;
No, not a Drop of real Joy,
Without thy Prefence, Lord.

7 Thou art the Sea of Love,
Where all my Pleafuresroll 5
The Circle where my Paffions move, -
And Centre of mySoul.

215
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[8 To thee my Spirits fly
With infinite Defire ;
And yet, how far from thee I lie!
Dear Fefus, raife me higher.]

XCIV. God my only Happinefs,
Pfal. Ixxiii. 25.

1 Y God, my Portion, and my Love,
M My everlZﬁing All, y
I've none but thee in Heav’n above, -
Or on this earthly Ball.
[z What empty Things are all the Skies,
And this inferior Clod ?
There’s nothing here deferves my Joys,
There’s nothing like my God. )
*[3 In vain the briéht, the burning Sun -
Scatters his feeble Light :
*Tis thy {weet Beams create my Noon ;
If thou withdraw, ’tis Night.
4 And whilft upon my reftlefs Bed
Amongft the Shades I roll
If my Redeemer thew his Head, -
*Tis Morning with my Soul.}
5 'To thee we owe our Wealth and Friends,
And Health and fafe Abode ;.
Thanks to thy Name for meaner Things, -
_ Bur they are not my God.
¢ How vain a Toy is glitt’ring Wealth,

If once compar'd to Thee ? - O
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Ot what’s my Safety, or my Health,
Or all my Frien s, tome?

7 Were I Proffeffor of the Earth,
And call’d the Stars my own ;
Without thy Graces, and thy Sclf
I were a Wretch undone.
8 Let others ftretch their Arms like Seas,
And grafp in all the Shore,
' Grant me the Vifits of thy Facc,
‘ And [ defire no more.

XCV.  Look on bim whom they ;uercea’

and mourn.

o INﬁmte Grief ! amazing Woe !
Behold my bleeding Lord :
Hell and the Fews confpir'd his Dcath,
Aad us’d the Roman Sword.  ~
2 Oh, the fharp Panghof fmarting Pain
My dear E.cdetg::r bore, 8
When knotty W}ﬁ?, 4nd ragged Thoras,
His facred Body tore !
5 But knotty Whips, and ragged Thorns, o
In vain do [‘accufe; .
In vain I blame the Ronan Bands,
And the more fpiteful Fews.
" 4 "Twere yon, my Sins, my cruel Sins,
His chiet Tormentors were 3
Each ot my Crimes be.ame a Nail 5

|
A _And Unbelicf, the Spear.
‘ L 5 'Twere

B S

N
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s “Twere you that pull’d the Vengeance down
Upon his guiltlefs Head : .
Break, break, my Heart, oh, burft mine Eyes,
' And let my Sorrows bleed.
6 Strike, mighty Grace, my flinty Soul,
*Till melting Waters flow,
And deep Repentance drown mine Eyes
In undiffembled Woe.

XCVI. Difinguifbing Love ; or, An-
gels punift’d, and Man faved.

1 DOwn headlong from the native Skies
The Rebel-angels fell,
And Thunder-bolts of flaming Wrath
Purfu’d them deep to Hell.
» 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 Oh, Love of infinite Degrees !
Unmeafurable Grace !
Muft Heav’n’s eternal Darling die,
To fave a trait’rous Race ?
4 Muft Angels fink for ever down,
And burn in quenchlefs Fire,
While God forfakes his fhining Throne,
To raife us Wretches higher 2
§ Oh, for this Love, let Earth and Skies
With Hallelujah's ring,

- And
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And the full Choir of human Tongues
-All Hallelujab’s fing.

" XCVIL The fame,

xFRom Heav'n the finning Angels fell,
: AndWrath andDarknefs chain’d them down:
°  But Man, vile Man, forfook his Blifs,
And Mercy lifts him to a Crown,
2 Amazing Work of Sov’reing Grace,
That could diftinguifh R ebels fy 1
Qur guilty Treafons call’d aloud -
For everlafting Fetters too.
'3 To thee, to thee, Almighty Love,
Our Souls, our Selves, our All we ay
Millions of Tongues fhall found thy Praife
On the bright Hills of heav'nly Day.,

XCVIIL Hardﬂeﬁ of Heart com.
. - plaind of.
|1 MY Heart, how dreadful hard ;¢ is).
' How heavy here it lies ;
Heavy and cold within my Breaft,
Juftlike a Rock of Ice i
2 §in, like a raging. Tyrant, firs
Upon this flinty Throne,
And every Grace lies bury’d deep,
Bencath this Heart of Stone,
3 How feldom do I rife to God,

b
{ Or tafte the Joys above 2 ’
l" "L o2 This
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This Mountain. prefles down my: Faith,
And chiils my flaming Love..
4 When fmiling Mercy courts my Soul
With all its heawnly Charms,
This ftubborn, this relentlefs Thing,
Would thruft it from my. Arms.
5 Againft the Thunders of thy Word
gi{cbellious I have flood ; ‘
My Heart, it fhakes not at the Wrath.
And Terrors of a God.
6 Dear Saviour, ftecp this Reck of mine
In thine own crimfon Sea !
None but a Buth ot Blood divine
Canmelt the Flint away.

XCIX. The Book of God's Decrees.

1 LET the whole Race of Creaturos lie
Abas'd before their God :
Whate’er his Sov’reing Voice has form'd,
He governs with a Nad.
{2 Ten thoufand Agus ere the Skies
Were into Motion brought
All the loug Years and Worlds to come
Stood prefent to his Thought.
3 There's nota Sparrow, or a Worm,
But’s found in his Decrees 3
He raifts Monarchs to their Thrones,
And fieks them as he pleafe.]
4 If Light artends the Courfe 1 run,
*Tis He provides thofe Rays;

~ And

[,
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" And’tis his Hand that hides my Sun,
If Darknefs cloud my Days.

- 5 Yet 1 would not be much concern’d,..
Nor vainly long to fee
The Volumes of his-deep Dectees,
What Months are writ for me.

6 When He reveals the Book of Life;
Oh, may 1 read my Name
Amengit'the Chofen of his Love,

The Poll’'wers of the Lamb!

C. The Prefence of Chrift, is the Life

of my Soud,

X OW full of Atiguifh is the Thought,
H How it diﬁn:égts and tears my I-‘I,gart,
1f God at 1ait my Sev’rcing Judge,
Should frown, and bid my Soul Depars !

2 Lord, when { quit this earthly Stage,

, Where fhall I flybutto thy Breaft 2
‘ For 1 have fought no other Home
For I have learn’d no other Rcft.

3 I cannot live contented here,
Without fome Glimpfes of thy Face ;
And Heav’n, without thy Prefence there,.
Would be a dark and tirefome Place.

4 When earthly Cares ingrofs the Day,
' And hold my Thoughts afide from thee,
The fhining Hours of chearful Light: -
Are long and tedious Years to me.

L3 5 And.
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5 And if no Ev’ning Vifit’s paid
Between my Saviour and my Soul,

How dull the Night ! how fad the Shade !
How mournfully the Minutes roll !

6 ‘This Flefh of mine might learn as foon
To live, yet part with all my Blood ;

To breathe, when vital Air is gone ;
Or thrive and grow without my Food.

[7 Chrift is my Light, my Life, my Care,
My blefled Hope, my heav’nly Prize 3
Dearer than all my Paffions are,

My Limbs, my Bowels, or my Eyes. -
$ The Strings that twine about my Heart,
Tortures and Racks may tear them off ;
" But they can never, never part
With their dear Hold of C/rift my Love.]
[9 My God ! and can a humble Child,
That loves thee witha Flame fo high,
Be cver from thy Face exil’d,
Without the Pity of thine Eye?

10 Impoffible ! —— For thine own Hands
Have ty’d my Heart {o faft to-thee 2
And in thy Book the Promife ftands,
That were thou arr, thy Friends mutft be.]

Cl. The World's ‘Tbree chief Tempta-

tions.

We lock on Things below,

1 WHen in the Light of Faith divine
. Honour,
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Honour, and Gold, and fenfual 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.

5 Whilft others flarve the nobler Mind,

And feed on fhining Duft;
They rob the Serpent of his Food,
T’ indulge a fordid Luft.]
4 'The Pleafures that allure our Senfe
Are dang’rous fnares to Souls ;
There’s but a drop of flatt’ring fweet,
And dafh’d with Eitter Bowls.

5 God is mine All fufficient Good,
My Portion and my Choice,
In Him my vaft Defires are fill’d,
And all my Pow’rs rejoice. -
6 Invain the World accofts my Ear,
And tempts my Heartanew ;
I cannet buy your Blifs o dear,
Nor part with Heav’n for you.

CIl. A4 Happy Refurrelion.

T N O, P’llrepine at Death no more,
But, with a chearful Gafp, refign -

To the cold Dungeon of the Grave,

: Thefe dying, with’ring Limbs of mine.
" 2 Let Worms devour my wafting Flefh,

And crumble all my Bones to Dutft,
L,

223



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 ling’ring Wheels, bow 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,
Rouze all the pious fleeping Clay,
That we may join in heav’nly Joys,
And fing the Triumph of the Day.].

CIIL Chrift’s Commiffon. John iii.
ver.. 16, 17.

T COME, happy Souls, approach your God'
With new melodious Songs ;
Come, tender to Almighty Grace
- The Tributes of your Tongucs.

2 So {trange, fo boundlefs was the Love
That pity’d dying Men,
The Fathet ot bis cqual Son.
To give them Life again.
3 Thy Hands, dear Fefiss, were not arm’d,
With a revenging Rod,
No hard Commiffion to perform
The Vengeance of a .éod.
< ' 4 But

224 Hymns and B. IL
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* 4 Butall was Mercy, all was mild,
‘ And-Wrath forfook the Throne,
i When Cbhrift onthe kind Errand came,
¢ And brought Salvation down.
5 Here, Sinners, you may heal your Wounds,
And wipe your Sorrows dry 5 .
Truft in the mighty Saviour’s Name,
And you fhall neverdie.
6 See, dearcft Lord, our willing Souls
Accept thine offer’d Grace 5
We blefs the sreat Redeemer’s Love
And give the Father Praife.

CIV. The fame.
I RAifé your triumphant Songs

To an immortal Tune ,
' Let the wide Earth r: found tue Deeds:
Celeftial Grace has done.
. 2 8ing how Eternal Love
‘ Its chiet Beloved chofe, .
5 And bid him raife our wretched Race
From their Abyfs of Woes.

3 His Hand no Thunder bears, .
Nor Terrcr-cloaths his Brow ;.
No Bolts to drive our guilty Souls
. To fiercer Flames be.ow.
© 4."T'was Mercy fill’d the Throne, .
And Wrath fto.d filent by,
. When C27if was {ont with Pardons down.-
. ToRebels doom’d to dic. K
- Ls Now

]
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s Now, Sinners, dry your Tears,
Let hopelefs Sorrow ceafe
Dow to the Sceptre of his Love,
And take the offer’d Peace.
6 Lord, we obey thy Call ;
We lay an humble Claim
To the Salvation thou hait brought,
And love and praife thy Name.

CV. Repentance flowing from the
Patience of God.

1 ND are we Wretches yet alive?
And do we yet rebel ?
"Tis boundlefs, ’tis amazing Love, -
That bears us up from Hell !
> 'The Burden of our weighty Guilr
Would fink us down to Flames,
And threat’ning Vengeance rolls above
To crufh our feeble Frames.  °
3 Almighty Goodnefs cries, Forbear 5
And firait the Thunder ftays: ,
And dare we now provoke his Wrath,
And weary out his Grace?
4 Lord, we have long abus’d thy Love,
Too long endulg’d our Sin,
Our aking Hearts ¢’en bleed, to fee
What Rebels we have been.
s No more, ye Lufls, fhall ye command, .
No more . will we obey ;
Stretch out, O God, thy conqu’ring Hand,
And drive thy Foes away. S
Lo ’ ‘ CVI-

R S,
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CVL. Repentance at the Crofs,

1 H, if my Soul was form’d for Woe,
i How would I vent my Sighs! '
Repentance fhould like Rivers flow ;
From both my ftreaming Eyes. '
2 "Twas for my Sins my deareft Lord
Hung en the curfed Tree,
And groan’d away a dying Life
For thee, my Soul, for thee,
- 3 Oh, how I hate thofe Lufts of mine
' - That crucify’d my God,
Thofe Sins that pierc’d and nail’d his Fle/h
Faft to the fatal Wood,
4 Yes,my Redeemer, they fhall die,”
My Heart has {o decreed ; '
Nor will I fpear the guilty Things
. 'Thatmade my Saviour bleed.
* 5 Whilft with a melting broken Heart
My murder’d Lord I view,
I’ll raife Revenge againft my Sins,
And flay the Murd’rers too.

"CVIL The everlafting Abfence of God

-

)

m;olerab/e.

‘1 THat awful Day will furely come,
. Th’ appointd Hour makes hafte,
When I muit ftand before my Judge,
g And pafs the folemn Teft.
{ 2 Thou lovely Chief of all my Joys,
Thou Sov’reign of my Heart, .
. ' Le¢ How
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How could I bear to hear the Voice
Pronounce the Sound, Deparr 1
[3 The Thunder of that difmal Word
Would fo torment my Ear,
*Twould tear my Soul afunder, Lord, .
With moft tormenting Fear.]
[4 What, to be banifh’d for my Life,
And yet forbid to die ?
T linger in eternal Pain,
Yet Death for everfly 7]
5. Oh !'wretched State of deep Defpair,,
To fee my God remave,
And fix my doleful Station where
I muft not tafte his Love.
6 Fefus,1 throw my Arms around
And hangupon thy Breait 5
Without a gracious Smile from thee,
My Spirit cannot reft.
7-Oh ! tell me that my worthlefs Name:
Is graven on thy Hands,
Shew me fome Promife, in thy Book, .
 Where my Salvation ftands,
(8 Give me one kind, affuring Word, .
"~ Tofink my Fears again 5.
And chearfully my Soul fhall wait- !
Her thrceI{orc Years and ten.] ‘

CVIIL. Accefs to the Throne of Graee:
by a Mediator.

T COme, let uslift our joyful Eyes- .

«4. Up to the Courts abovs, = And:
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And fmile to fee our Father there
Upona Theone of Love.

2. Once °twas a Seat of dreadful Wrath, .
And thot devouring Flame ;
Our God-appear’d confuming Fire,
And Vengeance was his Name.
3. Rich were the Drops of 7efuus’ Blood
That calm’d his frowning Face,
“That fprinkled o’er the burning Throne,
And turn’d the Wrath to Grace.
4 Now we may bow before his Feet,
And venture near the Lord
No fiery C