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PREFACE

-

COPIES of a few of thefe Hymns have alrcady apacare.y
in periodical publicitions, and jn fome reeent celliétions,
I'have obferved one or two of the atiriduted ta perions
who certainly had no cancern in them but as Uanicribers,
Alithat have been at diferent times parted with in -
nufeript are included in the prefzat voluine ; and (if the
information were of 41y greatimportance) the Pub)ic may
. be afured, that the whole number were compoled by (wo

perfons only. The original defizn would pop admit of
any other aflociation. A defire of promoting the faj:th
. and comfort of fincere Chriftians, though the principal,
P WA net the only motive to this uiidertakine. It wag
« Ixewife intended as 2 monudinent, to perpetuate the re.

.
e P Mas o Crm ety e e i et

-l

'+ membrance of an mtimate and epdeaed friendfhip, Wity

this pleuing view, 1 entered upon my part, which would
Hhave been fmaller than it is, and the bouk wou'd have ap-
Fpeared much foener, and in a very different form, if the
{ wife though myfterions providence of God, had noy feen
{fitto crofs my withes, We had not procecded far upon
L otr propa’ed plan, before my dear friend was prevented,
!b_'r’ long and afeding indifpofition, from affording me
any farther afliftance. My gricf anddifyppointment were
i Breats Lhung my harp upon the willows, and for fome
}'timﬁ thouzht myie'f determined to preceed no farther
j'.-.'ilhnu! Lim. Yetmy mind was afterwards led 1o [

| ifumu the terviee. My proarefs in it, amijdn a variety

Jof other chgagoments, has been flow; yer, in a4 courfe of
j}'e;‘-_-:, the Hymns ainounicd 1o 2 confidertble number .
And iy deference to the judgment and defires of others,
Eha:, at length overceme the reluftance I oy felt to fee
ithr"m in pring, while I had fo fouy of my frierd's Hymns

soiertin the colleBion. Thouzh it is pofiible a acod

Judge of compofition Light be able to diftinguith thofe
Jeich are his, Ihave thought jt Froper Lo preciude g
mi application, by PrebXing the letter € to cach of them,

whs red I mul be refoar st le,
L

-
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v PREFACE.

There is 2 ftyle and manner fuited to the compofition
of hymns, which may be more iuceelsfully, orat leaft
more ¢afily attained by a verfifier than by a pact. They
(hould be Hymns, not Odey,y if defigned tor public worfhip,
and tor the ule of plain people.  Peripicurty, fimplicity,
and eade, thould be chiefly aitended to; and the imagery
and colouring of poetry, if admitted at ad, fhould Lz -
dulred very fparingly, a~d with great jodgment.  The
lat2 Dr. Waits, many of whofe hymnsare adinirable pat-
terns in this {pecics of writing, might, as 2 poct, have a
right to fay, That it cot him feme labour to reftrain his
fire, and ty accommodate himfelr 1o the capacities of com-
men readars,  But it would not become mie to make fuch
1 doclaration. 1t behoved me te do my belt. But though
I vould not oitend readers of tatte by a v ilful toarfenef;
and neglizence, I donet write profuicdly tor them. 1}
the Lond, whom 1 {ervey has buen pledded to favour me
with that mediocrity ot talenty wiich may qualify me for
u'ealne s to the weak and the poor e! his flock, without
quite it etire pertons of fuperlor difcernmenty 1 have
realon (o be fatisied,

As the workirgs of the heart of many and of the Spirit
of Gud, are in geaersl the fame in all who are the fubjel
of erace, 1 hope ot of thele hymne, being the frait and
exprcffion ol my o nexnerience, will cotncide with the
voews of renl Chiitiass of all denominations.  But Ican
not exnedt that every fentinent I nave ad ranced will b
univertally approved.  However, 1am not con civus
having written & fingle line with an intention either @
flatter or tu off:nd any party or perion upon carth, |
have funply declared my ovh views and feelings, as
mivht have done i I b compoivd Lymas 10 fome of th:
newely difvoverad ifands in the South {e, where no perfo:
had asy kacwledge o the name of Jetusy but myself, |
amn a {riend o peace and being dceply convinced thatr
ene can proitibly underfiand the great truths and dec
trines of the po puly any farther than he is taughtof Ged
] have net a wilh to obtrade my own tencts upon other
in & way of coatroverfy @ yetl dornet think my/felf boun!
to corceal them.  Mary gracious perfens {(fer many fad
I n perfvaded there are} who dirier from Ine, more ¢
l¢fs. in thofe points which are catled Calviniftic, appear
dutircus that the Calvinitts thould, fer their fakes, tul!
oudy aveid every cxprefiien waich they cannot appiay




; PRLFACE. y

et few af them, I believe, impo‘e 2 fike retteaint upin
“thooneh os. but think the mmportance of what they deem
- he truth jaftifies ttem in fpeaking theie watiments
o3 plenty ond firongly. May 1 not plead for an ecqual li-
 tbaty? The views Lhave reccived of the dadlrines of
Cgrace are clicatial to iy peace; 1 could not Lve comfort-
“ably a day or @ hour witrout thcm [ Likew.(u believe,
yvety do far 23 my poor atizinments warrant e to [peak,
J kaow tuem ta te {eiendly to holine(sy and to have 3
dind T influcnce sn producing and mamtaining a pofpel-
| ¢ mefationy and therefore I mul not be albiunced of
Lt
L Toolynasa e diderbutod sntothiee Dooxs : In the ant
A hase claed thefe which are formed upon feleét paffages
erienpiurey and clyed o in ihe order of the Books
of the Old and New Teftament, The fecoad containy¥ oc-
.ol by ans, iy 10 paaduar senens, or inrgafted
by porircclar events or fubjelts. The third book is mif-
Cloaceus, comprane o varety of subyucts relayve toa
J.f2 o1 £aitn i the Son of Gody which hive no exprels re-
fuoence cliner 10 2 Hiny'e WXl o} JEnplnie, of 1o any ile-
terminite walon or incident.  Thefe wie farther fubdi-
Viee ! rtr' AfinfY Leads. Vs arran2emert 13 noi o ac-
Corote bt inac feveral of the hymas mxﬂht have been dife
ooy dyanfed  Seme artenuon to methed may be
fand L'U"Ht.. yene, though a logical cxadtnefs wis hardly
pruicesis. A it Iub_;[:ﬂ: 1n tne feverad booke are
pearty co-incident, [ have, under the divifions inthe thisd
B.o, rodated oul tho:e which are imilas in the teo Loy
oo, And [ have lHisewife here aad theee, in the firlt and
ftoor v, Made a reference o hymns of a bxe ymport i the
mm
.5 putlication, which, withmy humble prayer to the

L"l fr tuis bl My unaa it Lader to the ‘ervice wnd ace
0y ance of Wl who Iove the Lozd Jquf Chrift in fizcesity,
of ciery nate and ta ¢rery glce, tvo whole hands it
m: ; come s Tmoeze paticulasly dedicate to mydear friends
o o il and e ﬂmuudmcd b Glevy, for whooe d'e
] nnms were origisaly compofed ; as 4 tefhimony of
*fiace ¢ love [ bear G, anst 33 2 woken of my gralle
Y to the Lord, and to them, for the comiort and {Zm’s-
o with which the diGhasge of my manfisy ameng
ki kas Seen aticnded,
. b ¥ 1




v FRETACE,

The hour is approaching, and, at my time of life, ean
not be very ditant, when my hearty my pen, and my
tongue, wilt no longer be able to move in their {ervice,
Bat 1 truit while my heart continues 1o beat, itwil feel
warm defire for the profperity of their {oule s and while
my hand can writgy and my tonue ipcak it will be the
bifine's and the pleafure of my hfe. 1o aim at promoting
th.ir grow h and cftwolifhmert in the grace of our Gol
ard Saviour. ‘To this :resious graze 1 commend them,
and car settly intreat them, and all who lose bis name, to
firive mightily with thewr prayers o God for mey thatl
may be preferved faithfui to the ¢ad, and caabled at laft 1o
fn:fh my courfe with joy.

Oliryy Bucks,
Febriarys 15, 5779

JOHN NEWTON,




TABLE

CF FIRST LINES

Page
A BeLtrver free from catey, « - 123
Afiétions do not come alone . - 135

Afiftions, tho they feom fevere, -~ Y04

A garden contemplation fuits, - 230
A glance from heav'n, with fweet effedl, 221
A fhelter flom the riin ov wind, - 251
Ah!1 swhat can 1 do, - . 245
Aust Elitha's fervant cry’d - 4%
Alas ! by nature how deprav’d, - 170
A lon,y tho’ by aature wild, - 229
Almighty King! whofe wondeous band, 312
~ Altho” on maiy pillars built, - 204
Amazing grace’ {how fweet the found) 43
Apppoach, my foul, the mercy-feat, - 242,
As birds their inant brood protett - 2
As necdles point towards the pale, = 226
A5 onge for Jonah, fo the Lord - 7
£ parched in the barren fands . 67
As {enie tall rock amidit the waves, 129
As the ferpent rais’d by Mofes . b2
As the fun's enliviuing cye - -  2C9
As when the weary trav'tler gains « 293
A ward from Jefus calms the fea, . By
A worldling focut cachday « =« 10§
Berone Bliph’sgate = = - 40
Lezone, unbelief, -« - 274
B-hold the throne of grace | - 3
Deneath the tyrant Satan’s yoke - 169
Lefide the gatpel pool - - 112
Beflow , dear Logl, vron onr youth 353
de {hilly my heart | thele anxious cares 278

A 4



il TABLE OF FIRST LINES.

Bitter, 1ndeed, the waters are -  Pao

Bleak winter 1s fubdu’d at length, -
Blinded in youth by Satan’s arts -
Breathe from the gentle fouth, O Lord,
By various maxims, forms, and rules
By faith in Chrift I walk with God, .
By the poor widow’s oil and meal, -
By whom was David taught, -

Curer up, my foul, there is a merey-feat
Chicf Shepherd of thy chofen theep, -

Come, my foul, thv fint prepare, -
Confirm the hope thy word allows, -
Conftrain’d by their Lord to emburk,
Could the creatures help or eafe s -

Courage, my foul ! behold the prize -

Darrxess overfpreads us here, -
Day of judgment, day of wonders ! -
Dear Lord! accept a finful heart, -
Deftrultion’s dangerous road -
Does it not gricf and wonder move, -
Doces the gofprl-word proclaim -

Eviyan’s example declares -
El'tha, ftruck with grief and awe, -
Encouvrag’d by thy word - -
En{nar'd too long my heart hasbcen =
Lre God had buit the mountains,  «

Far from the woild, O Lord, T flec,
Father, forgive, (the Saviour fuid), -
Fathex of angels and of men, - -
Fervent perfevering pray’rs &« -
Ficrce paffions difcompole the mind,
Fix my heart and cyes en thine ! -
Forcit beafls, that live by prey, -
Yor mercics countlefs as the fands, o

i

280
110

122
131

270

SI




TABLE OF FIRST LINES,
From Egypt lately freed -

From pole to pole let others roam, -
From Sheba a diftant report -
GLADNESS was {pread thro’ Ifracl’s hot
Glorious things of thee are {poken, .
Glory to Gud, 1he Father’s namme -
Gad gives his mercics to be {pent; -
God, wih one picreing glance, looks thre?
God moves i 3 mylierivus way -
Gud of my fife, to thee I call, -

. Grace, triumphant in the throne, .
Gractous Lord, our ch.ldren fee, -

Harry are they, to whom the Lord, .
Eark, my foul it s the Lord ; -
Hark ! how time's wide-founding belf
Happy the birth where grace prefides,

Heal us, Emmanuel, here e are, -

Hear what God the Lorg hath fpoken, .

Hear what the Lord, the great Arnicn,
Fe who on earth a6 man wus known,
Here at Bethefdy’s pooi the poor, -

His mafter talen from his head, -
Holy Lord God ! [ Joye thy truth, .
Honour any happinefs unite .~ .
Honey, the” the bee prepares, -
How bleft the rightcous are - -
How blegt thy creature is, © G ody, o
How David, when by fin decciv’d -
How hurtful was the choice of Let, -
How Kind the good Samaritan -
How loft was my condition . -

How foon the Saviour’s gracious call
How fiveet the name of Jefus founds .«

- How tedious and taftelefs the hours -
How welcome to the faints, when prefs'd.

Hupsr}'; and faint, and poor, -

A s

1%

Page 37g

70

'S

18g

01
326

56
215
255
258
307
155

183
118
149
295
15
66
140
6o
113
21
20§
236
57
2%
281
30
5

90
63

211G
53
48
186

-
221



p.¢ TADLE OF FIRST LINES.

I A~ (faith Chrift) vour alurious head, Page 1

[ ak’d the Lord that I might grow -
If for atime the air be 41.11, -

if Paulin Creiar’s court mult fiand, -
If Solomon for wifdom pray’d, .
1f the Lond aur leader be, - -
I to Jefus for veliet - - -

Incarnate God! the foul that Khows, =

{n ev'ry objc&l here e - -
Yu evil long 1 took delight, - -
In mercy, ot i wrath, rluke -
In themfelves, as weak s woarme, -
In vain my fancy firives to paiit -
Ifracl 1 ancient du}'h - -

I thivtd, but not as once 1 Jid, -
Iwas a groviimg CrEatinye OnCe; -
I will p: atfe thee ev Y duy - -
I would, but cannot huy, . -
Jefus Chritt the Lord's anum.,_J -
thus, to what didfl thou fubmit -
Jefus who bought vs with his blood,
Jefus, whofe biood o freely ficam d
[Cfus, where’ Ll thy peoy :IL meet, -
JL[UE is mine | I'm now prepad -
[ohn in a vifion faw the day -
_]uy 15 a fruit that will net grow -

K1y pLE, Saviour, in my heart -

g

Kindred in Chrift, for his dear fake,

Lrciox was my name by nature, -
Let hearts and tongues unite, -
Let me dwell on Golgethity - -
Ler us ad e the grace that feeks -
Let uslove, and finr, ant wonder, -
Let worldly minds the world purfue
Tord, my foul with pieature {prings,
Lore, thou hatt won, at length I yeld,

=

| ] — o 2
N I PR S B T
WO Dowa o e L

- M

»
L
O

L

et
S A N
-3 N

W I S
v B B grn S SN S B
— Laa MWD

12 Ly
T s 1D
el (O e Ly +

ta
gy

5

| &
C
AL

02
18]
195
103
313
294
283
1.1



A6

TABLE OF FIRST LINES. X
Lord, who haft fuffer’d all for me, Page 266
Lord, what is man ! extremes how wide, 319
Maxnya to Ifracl well fuppl'y’d, - 16
Mattha her love and J0y exprefs'd ~ 100
Mary to her Saviour's tomb - - 117
May the grace of Chaift our Savieur, 324
Mcrcy, O thou Son of David | - 0b
My barns are full, 1Ly (tores increafs, 102
My tormer hopes are dead, - A 2453
My Ged ! hew perfed are thy ways ! 68
My God ! till I receivy thy firoke: . 69
My harp untun’d and laid alide - 192
Ay fong thall blefs the Lopd of all, -~ 179
My foul once had jts plenteous yeare, ~ 132
My foul this curious houle of cly, - 21z
My foul is befet - - - 249
My foul is fad and much difmay’d s ~ 2¢8
Nav, T cannot Jet thee £o - 11
No ftrength of nature cap fuffice - 20
o words can declare, - - 237
Mot to Sinai’s dreadful blaze, - 22 %
New, gracious Lerd, thine arm reveal, 15X
New let us join with hearts and tungues,  18q
- Now may fervent pray’r arife -~ 133
~ow may the Lord reveal his face, - 116
Now, Lord, infpire the preacher’s heart, 320
- Now may He who from the dead = 314
O all the gifts thine hand beflows, ~ 31X
Ulten thy public means of grace, - 322
Ott as the bell, with folemn toll, - 212
Ott as the leper’s cafe T rad, - L g,
Ot in vain the voice of truth, - I£0
'O God, whofe favourable eye - - 2y
O David’s Son, and David’s Lord 1 . 34
0 Lord, oy languid fouls infpire . Ivd

L



pR{ TAJLL OF FIRST LINLS.

O Lorl, hinw vile am 1, - Pare
O Lord, my beft defire fulfill - -
O thou at whof2 almighty word -

O happy th v who know the Lord, -
O fpek that grecious word again, -
Oh! for a clofer wa'k with Gnd -
Oh, may the pow'r which melis the rock,
O Low 1 love thy ho'y word -
Ouce 2 woman {ileat tioud - -
Ouze on A time a paper Kite - -
Onee perifhing in blood I lay, -
Onece, while we aim’d at Zion's {ongs

On muay, in hi. own imare made, -
O the Tame flow'r we often fee -
One aw ful word which Jefus fpoke -
e glanee of thine, eternal Lord, -
Qne there 15, abuve all others, -
Opurefsd veith vnbelicf and fins, -
QOur Lord, why knows tull well -

Prusive, doubiing, fearful hoart, -
Phyfcian of my fin-fick foul, -
Piealing {pring 22ain i here! .
Poar I'fau repuuted too lite - -
Poor finners! little do they think -

Poor, wealg, and worthlels tho’ 1 am, -

y USRS S l-‘“ Yk,

Pray'r an anfw.r w Il odtai, - -

P:eackers may, from Lzeliel's cafe "
|E:1Cheru !TL!J , l'l In JJ’.C 't:.". ad Cil [ l'

Precious Binle ! what a ticabue = -

Prepare d thandiul fony , -

eirT, Lord, my {roward heart, -

Rrrresued by the bread and winey,  «
Pjetee, b hiever, in the Lordy, - .
P mher e, we pray thee, Ldy -
Roturn ta bleta my walting €3y, =

3 1Jd

| = LS
UJHJIJH..TU‘G
W R SRS Y I s S o [ N 0 i R VR

k>
¥

)
] WO

i
| 3
D

o~

o
L
s

o ey
B <

L

174

74
11
03
153
201

347

LY

ra
3
il

-—a "_rm —_

¥ "> e
o T O — -

|



TABLE OF FIRST LINES.

S1FFLY thro' annther week, -
balvatin ! what a zlorious plan, -
pav’d by blood, [ live to tell, -
Saviur, thine and cheer my foul, -
Savioury vifie the p'antation, - -
See Aaron, God's anointed prieft, -
e b oanother year is gone ! - -
ey how rale winter's icy hand -
Seel the cornazain in ear! - -
See the gloomy gath’ring cloud .
Seey the world for youth prepares, - .
Shall meu pretend to pleafuie, -
Sight, hearing, ferling, tate, and fmeil,
stnoy, beware! the Saviour faid, -
Sty when view'd by cripture-light,
Staier, att thou il fecure ? -
Staners, hear the Saviour’s call, - =
Sta eailay'd me NNy yzars, - -
Sin has undone our wictched race, -
Samz awhor (0o great matter who) .
Someties a li-ht urprifes, -

Sea ot God ;. thy people’s thield | .
Sov'reizn grace has pow T alone -
Stop, poor finner! ftop and think - -
Strange and myfterious is my life, -
supported by the word, - -
Sweet was the time when frft [ fele .
Swucter founds than mufic baows - .

W

Tr thoufand talents on e | ow'd, -
That was a voider-working word .
£t man o euard or woapons needs,
I'ne church a garlin is -
Fne God who o to I(rael {prke -

vl

Dage 181
313

239

45
191

20
147
171
177
2035
254
2472
280
104
308

243
244

301
217

50
103
159

The grars, and How'is which clothe ahe ficld, 157

The Lord, our falvation and lizht, -
e Ginit breathes iprn the word, -
shie gath'raog clowds, with afpect datk,

1S2
rXode

2Td

—_— - -
el

-—— . —

- -
—— - &
- - -

W



xiv. TARLE OF FIRST LINES.

The book ot rature open lies, - Page 218
The moon in filver glory thone, - 221
The moon has but a borrow’d light - 222
The ive and fhow we lately faw, - 2:5
The fubtle {pider often weases - 223
‘The Saviour calls his people theep, - 230
The water ftoud hike walts of brals, 232
The bitlows {well, the winds are high, 257
The Saviour hides his face! - ~02
The new-bora child of volpel grace, - 202
The Lovd receives his highat praile - ;04
The withes that the {logoard trames, - 309
The faints Emmuanuel’s portion are, - 123
The peace which Ged alone reveals, 24
The Farure we adore, - 325
The cafile of the human heart - 101
The evils that befet our path - K5
The kine unpulded went - - 27
The Loid will happinefs divine - 66
The Lord proclaims his grace abroad ! = 51
The lion that on Samfon roar'd, - 24
The manna, favour'd liracl’s meat, - 17
The ractlige firit to Smyma fent, - 137
The prophets {ons, in times of old, - AT
The Saviour! what a noble flame - 193
The faints fhould never be difmav’d, 6
The Shunamite, vpprefs’d with gricf, 120
The figns which God to Gibeon gave, 213
The word of Chrift, our Lord, - 174
There is a fountain G1F7d with blood - 79
This is the fealt of heav’nly wine, -~ 193
Tho' Jericho pleafantly ttood, - 39
Tho' 1n the outward church below - 36
Tho cloudy fkies, and northern blalls, 172
Tho' troubles affaid - - - 7
Tho’ the morn may te ferenc, - 175
Tho' fimall the drops of faliing rain, - 224
Fho fore befet with guil and fear, 2069



TALLE OF FIRST LINES.

Xy
Thus faith the Lord to Dyhefus, Page 136
Thus faith the oly One and true, - 139
Lhy mantion 15 the Cluiftian's heart, 6
Tty metlige, by the preacher, feal, . 169
Thy promife, Lord, and thy command 320
Trme, with an nnweary’d hand - 146
Time, by moments, ficals away, . 143
“Lis 2 point 1 lung tu know, - - 119
"Tis myv happinefs below - - 255
"Tis patt,—the dreadful frormy night 259
To Keep the Tamp alive - - 2¢06
To tell the Savieur all my wants, . 234
To thee our wanis are known, - 325
To thole who knowy the Lord I fpf.'iik; 257
Yoo many, Lord, abufe thy grace, - 303
Uxserier the foul difmavs, - 277
Lacertam how the way to find - 272,
Unicls the Lord had been my flay = 260
WEear1ED by day with toils and cares, 20%
We feek a reft beyond the fhics, - 32
Whi.t a mournful life is mine, - 2
What contradi@ions meet - 16~
W hat thoufands never knew the road ! 305
W hat think you of Chrift 2 is the teft §9
What various hind’rances we meet - 199
When Adam fell he quickly loft - 2
When firft to make Iy heart his own, 2
When firft my foul enlifted - - 28
When Hannab, prefs’d with gricf, - 25
When Jefus claims the finner’s heart, 84
When Jofeph his brethren beheld, - 13
When Ifraei, by divine command - 197
When Ifrael’s tribes were parch’d with thirft, 128
When Ifracel heard the fiery law, - 19
When Ifracl was from Egypt freed, 50
When Jothua, by God’s command, =~ 27



X TABLE OF FIRST LINES.

W hen Peter baafied {oon he fell,
When finnas utter brafting words,

When the difeiples crota'd the lake -
When the apsitle wonders wrought, -

When dofcenaing from the fkv, -
When any turn from Zion s way, -
When the belov'd difciple took -
Whan Peter thre the tedious nignt -
When Motes wan’d hin mytoe m:l -
Yhen Paul was narved frem his friends
Whenon the crols m2 Lowd T {ee -
When the fun, with chieerial baams,
When a black overlpreading doud -
When flumber {Lals cur weary eves,
When diskneds long has voil'd my miad,
Wien my pravies wie o bur i noand tudk,
Vohen my Savour niy Shiy herd s near,
When the paor piisnor thro’ 2 wrate
When the wounded {piris hears -
When Hagar found the bottle fpent
While with ceafeleds coutle the fun .
Whle Jothua led the acined bands -
VWhile | liv d without the Lorld, -
Why fhould 1 fear the darkeit hour,
With Satan mv mcufm,n ar, -
Winter has a joy for nue - -
With Ifrael’s Ged whn can corapare ?
Wr.te to Sa.dis, faith the Lord, -
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Ye fons of carth, prepzre tne plough,
Yest fince God himfelt has faid 1t -

Z.aecurEvs climb'd the tree, -
Zcal is that pure and heav'nly flame,
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OLNEY HYMNS, &,

BOOK 1
UN SELECT PASSAGLS CF SCRIPTURE.

GCLENESIS,
I.  ddum. Chap. iii,

1 ON man, in his own image made,
How muck did God bcfow
The whole creation Lomage paid,
And own'd him Lord below !

2 e dwelt in Eden’s garden, fror’d
With fweets for eviiy fenfe
And there, wirh his defeending Lord,
He walk’d in confidence.,

3 Butyoh! by fin how quickly chang’J !
His henour forfeited,
His heart from God and truth eftrang’d
His confeience 1d with dread |

4+ Now from his Maker’s voice he flecs,
Which was before his joy
And thinks to hide, amidf the trecs,
Krom an all-fecing eye.

J



? CGENESIS. Book L.

5 Compell’d to anfwer to his name,
With ftubbornnef(s and pride,

He caft on God himfelf the blame ;
Nor once for mercy cry’d.

6 But grace, unafk’d, his heart {fubdu'd,
And all his guilt forgave;

By faith the promis'd feed he view'd,
And fcthis pow’r to fave.

5 Thus we ourfelves would jultify,
Tho' we the law tran{grefs ;
Like him, unable to deny,
Unwilling to confefs.

8 But when by faith the frner fees
A pardon bought with blood;
Then he forfakes his foolifh pleas,
And gladly turns to God.

1I. Cuin and Abel. Chap.iv, 3—8.
1 VHEN Adam fell, he quickly loft

God’s image which Le once poflefs'd 2
See A/ our nature fince could boaft
In Cain, his firft-born fon, cxprels’d!

s The Sacrifice the Lord ordain’d
In type of the Redecmer’s blood,
Self-tluhteous rees ning Cain difiain'd,
And thought his own it-fivits as good,

2 Yet rage and envy Gld his mmd,
When with a fullen downcatt looi,
ITe faw his brother favour find,
Who God's appointed method took.

4 By Cain’s own hand good Abel dy’d,
Becaufe the Lovd approv’d his faith ;
And, when his blood for vengeance ey’ dy
Bl vainly shought te hide his deatie



ymn 5. GENESIS. 1

§ Such was the wicked murd’rer Cain,
Aad fuch by nature ftill are we,

Until by grace we're born again,
Malicious, blinl, and proud as he.

6 Like! hum, the way of grace we flight,
And m our own devices truft ;
Ca.l evil good, and darknefs ll"hl',
And hate and perfeeute the jufts

-~

The fulnts In cv'ry age and place,
j;'_n' e tound his hiftory fulpill’d ;
The nambers 2l) our the nughts furuafs,

Of Abzls, whom the Cains have kill’d * §

» Thus Jefus fellebut, bt his blood
Far better things than Abel's eries
Ouiales 4is murd'rers peace wiih Gml
Ard gaius them manfions in the ﬂ-ur..:.

L C. 7#lking witk God Chap.v. 24

1 H 1 for a clofer walk with God, .
A calm aad heav’oly frame §
A lifht to fhune upon the road
1'hat leads me to the Lamb !

Where 1s the bleffednels I kuew
When firft I faw the Lord 2
Where is the fcul-refrcthing view

Of Jefus, and his word ?

What peaceful hours I once enjoy’d !
How fweet their mem’ry fhll !

But they have left an aching void,
The world can never fil}

ke

T

4 Return, O holy Dove, return,
Sweet mellenyer of reft
1 hate the fins thiat made thee mourn,
And drove thee from my breaft ¢

B Rom, viits 36, Ve xiis 244



3 GENESIS, Book Ie

5 The dearcit 1dol I have known,
Whate'er that tdol be,
Help mc to tear it from thy throne,
And worthip only thee.

¢ So fhall my walk be clofe with God,
Calm and {erene my frame ;
So purer light fhall mark the road
That leads me to the Lamb.

1V. Ancther. W
3 BY faith m Chrift I.walk with Ged,
With heaven, my journey’s end, in views
Supported by his ftuff and rod #,
My road is fafe and pleafant too.

2 I travel thro” a defert wide,
Where many round me blindly ftray ;

Rut he vouchfafes to be my gulde -+,
And will not let me mifs my way.

5 Tho' fnares and dangers throng my path,
And earth and hell my coutfe withftand,
I triumph over all by faith ?,
Guarded by his Almighty hund.

¢ The wilderne(s atfords no food,
But God for my {upport prepares;
Provides me ev'ry needful good,
And frees my foul from wants and cares,

5 With him fweet converfe I maintain,
Great as he is, 1 dare be free
I tel) him all my grief and pain,
And he reveals his love to me.
6 Some cordial from his word he brings,
Whene'er my feeble (pirit faints ;
At once my foul revives and fings,
And yields no more to fad complaints.
* Plam xxiii. 4. + Plalm cvii,
L Plalm xxvii, 3, 2,
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Hymn s, GENESIS,

7 1 pity all that worldlings talk
Of pleafures that will quickly end ;
Be this my choice, O Lord, to walk

With thee, my Guide, my Guard, my Friend,

V. Lot trn Sodoms, Chap. Xl 10,

1 HOW hurtful was the choice of Lot,
Who took up his abode -

(Becaufe it was a fiuitful fpot) |
With them who fear’d not God !
R A pris'ner he was quickly made,
Bereav'd of all his ftore

And, but for Abraham’s timely aid,
He had return'd no more.

5 Yet ftll he feem’d refolv'd to lay,
As if it were his reft
Aliho’ their fins from day to day *#
His righteous foul dittrefs'd,

4 Awhile he ftay’d with anxious mind,
Expos'd o fcorn and firife;
At laft he left his all behind,
And fled to fave his life.

5 In vain his {ons-in-law he warn'd,
They thought he told his dreams
His daughters too, of them had learn’d

And perifh’d in the flames,

6 His wifc cfcap’d a little way,
But dy'd for looking back :
Doces not her cafe to pilgrims fay,
¢ Beware of growing flack ¢’

7 Yea, Lot him{clf could ling'ring ftand,
Tho' vengcance was in view ;
"Twas mercy pluck’d him by the hand,
Or he had perifh'd too, .

}

‘

2 ‘-Pl’rf?' iil 8.



6 GENESIS. Book .

8 The doom of Sodom will be ours,
If to the earth we cleave;
Lord, quicken all our drowfy pow’rs,
To flec to thee and live.

V1. C. Fehoval- -Fireh, The Lord 'w:ff prwrd.:’.
Chap. xxil. 14. '

1 THE faints fhould never be difinay'd,
Nor fiak in hopelefs fear;
For when they leaft expedt his aid,
The Saviour will appear.

3 This Abraham found, he rais’d the knife,
God faw, and faid, ¢ Forbear;™
Yon ram fhall yield hls meaner life s .
Bchold the vi@im there,

3 Once David {cem’d Saul’s certain prey s
But hark ! the foe’s at hand * ;

Saul turns his arms another way,
To fave th' invaded land,

4 When Jonuh funk beneath the wave,
He thought to rife no more 4 ;
But God prepar’d a fith to fave,
And bear him to the {hore,

5 Bleft proofs of pow'r and grace divine,
That mect us in his word !
May cv’ry decp-felt care of mine
Be trufted w:th the Lord,

6 Wait for his fealonable aid,
And tho' it tarry, wait :
'F'he promife may be long delay’d,
But cannot come too late.



Bymn 7. GENESIS.

VII. The Lord aill provide,

1 THO' troubles affail,

Lol

And dangers affright,
Tho’ friends fhould all fail,
And focs all unite;

Yet one thing fecures us,
Whatever betide,

The feripture affures us,
The Lord will provide.

The birds without barn
Or ftorchoufe are fed,
From them let us learn
To truft for our bread:
His faints, what is fitting,
Shall ne’er be deny’d,

So long as ’tis written,

The Lord will provide.

We may, like the fhips,
By tempefts be tofk

On perilous deeps,

But carnot be loft :
Tho’ Satan enrages

The wind and the tide,
The promife engages,

The Lord will provide,

4 His call we o

Like Abra’m u]y old,

Not knowing our way,
But faith makes us bold ¢
For tho’ we are ftrangers,
We have a good guide,
And truft in all dangers,

The Loxp will provide.



GENESIS, Book I,

5 When Satan appears
To ftop up our path,
And 61l us with fears,
We trivmph by faith;
He cannot 'take from us,
Tho’ oft he has try’d,
This heart. chuering promife,
The Lorp will provide,

6 He tells us vwilre weak,
Our hope 1z in vain,
The good that 1"e {eer
We ILLI' fhﬂ“ ot t'll'l ;
But when fuch fug gu’cmm
Qur fpirits han e pav’d
This anfwers all quc‘hﬂnﬂ

The Lorp will prmldc.

No firength of our own,
Or goodnefs we claim g
Yet fince we have known
‘The Saviour’s greal name,
In this our ttrong tower
For fakety we hide,

‘The Lornb 15 our power,
‘The Lorp will provide,

When life finks apace,

And death 15 m view, "
This wo d of Lo grace

Shall comiort us thro’

No tearing eor douvbting

With CurisT oo our fuds,
We hope to d ¢ fhnuting,
The Lorp will provide.



Hymn8.  GENLESIS, »

VUL Efaz. Chap, xxv. 34. Heb. i, 56, +°

1 POOR Efau repented too late,
That once he his birth-right defpis’d,
{ And fold, for a4 morlel of meat,
i What could not too highly be priz'd ¢
. How great was his anguifth when told,
- The blefing he fought to obtain

Was gone with the birth-right he fold,
And none could recall it again !

4 Sa.m
f |
¢ - N - Ty
o s L mu;{#:mﬂmm“m:l

2 He ftands a5 3 warning to all,
Wherever the gaflrcl thall come ;
O hiten and vield to the call,
While vet for repentance there's roony !
Tour feafon will quickly be pagt
Then hear and obey it to- day,
Left when you feck merey at laft,
The Saviour fhould frowy you awav,

-3 What is it the World can propofe 3
A morfe] of meatat the boft |
For this are you wiling to Jofa
. A thate ip the jovs of the bleft 2
© s pleatares will Ipzedily end,
- e favour aud pratfe are but breath, ;
- And what can its piotits befriend
Your foul in the moments of death 3

:

4 .

E.q, If Jefus, for thefe, you defpife,

I And fin to the Saviour prefer
FLcain your intreaties and cries,

t When tammon’d to ftand at kis bar -
F Hre will you his prelence abide 2

{ What anguith wil] torture your heart &
- 1he faints all enthron’d by his fide,
g Ao you be Compelld to depiat,

B



10 GENESIS. Book I,

5 Too cften, dear Saviour, have I
Preferr’d fome poor trifle to thee ;
How is it thou doft not deny
The bleffing and birth-right to me?
No betier than Lfau I am, \
Tho’ pardon and heaven be mine;
To me beloags nothing but thame,
‘The prailc and the glory be thine.

1X. j‘m‘af»’s Ladder.  Chap. XXV, 12

x 1F the Lord our leader be,

We muay follow without fear ;
Falt or weily by land or {ea,
Home, with him, 15 cvery where
When from Efau Jacob fled,

Tho’ his pillow was a {tone,
And the greund his hunible bed,
Yet he was not left alone.

2 Kings arc often waking kept,
Rack’d with cares on beds of ftates
Never King like Jacob {lepr,

For he lay at heav’n’s gate :

10! he faw a kalder rear’d,
Reaching to the heav'nly throne;
At the top the Lord appear'd,
¢rahe and claim’d him for his own,

3 ¢¢ Fear not Jaeeb, thou art mine,
And my prefence with thee goes s
On thy heart my love fhall fhing,
And my arm fubdue thy fees:
From my premife cemfort take,
For my help in trouble call ;
Never will T thee forfake,

»Till I have accomplifh'd all.”

4 Well does faceb’s ladder fuit
Ta the pofpel throne of grace;
We are at the ladder’s foat,

Ev'ry hour, i evry place



Hymn 10. GENESIS,
By ailuming flefh ang blood,

Jefus heav’n and earth unites ;
We by faith afeend to God G
God to dwell with us delights,

" 5 They who know the Savioyr's name,
Are for all events prepar'd ;

What can changes do to them y

Who have fuch a guide and guard 3

Should they traverfe earth around,

To the ladder il they come :

Evry fpot is holy ground,

God Is there—aud hes their home.

1
I
:
:
2
:

-
. a2

L

Xo My Name is Facod. Chap. xxxii. 27,

1 NAY, I cannot let thee yo,
Tl a blefiing thow beftow;
Do not turn away thy face,
Mine's an urgent prefling cafe,

2 Doft thou afk me, who I am 3

~ Aby my Lord, thou know'ft my name }
Yet the queftion gives 2 plea,
To fupport my fuit with thee,

3 Thou didft once a wretch behold,
Iiv rebellion blindly bold,
Scorn thy: grace, thy pow’s defy,
That poor rebel, Lord, was 1. |

- 4 Once a finner near deflpair

+ Sought thy mercy-feat by pray’r ;
Mcrey heard and fet him free,
Lord, that mercy came to me.

.5 Many years have pafs’d fince then >
= Many changes T have fecn,

1 Yet have been upheld till now ;

; ¥ho could hold me up but thou

# 2 Core vl, 16, )

§ . B 2

fY



32 GCGENESIS, Book 1,

§ Thou haft helpd in ev'ry need,
This emboldens me to plead ;

After o much mercy paft,
Cauft thou let me fink at laft?

7 No—I mult maintain my hold,
*Tis thy goodnefs makKes me buld 3
I can no denial take,

When I plead for chu’s {ake,

X1, Plenty inthe Tune of Dearth. Chap. xli. <6

| I\/I Y foul once had its plenteous years,
And throve, with peace and comfort fill'd,
Like the fat kKine and ripen’d years,
Which Pharaoh in his dicam beheld,

With pleafing frames 1nd grace receiv'd,
Wik means and ordinances fed,
How happy ter a winle T liv'd,

. y -
Ane hizde fear’d the want ok hreed,

¥

5 Dut famine cam . and lef e fign
OF 331 the ole L had ey
jiee the oy cas and half ddary’d kiney
T then lok'd wither'd, faint, and lean.

¢ To Jul~ph the Ljyptins went3
To Jefus 1 maie known my cale
e, whon my little ftock was {pent,

Oupen’d Ais magazine of grace.

¢ Tor e the rime of dearth forefaw,
snd made provifion Jong before ;
That famifth’d fouls, like me, might draw
S pplics from his undounded tore.

6 Now on hie bounty 1 Jd=pend,
And live from fear of dearth fecure:
Mantain’d by fuch a mighty fricnd,
I cannot wars il he 15 poor.
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Hymn 12. GENESIS. 13
7 O finners, hear his gracious cal] |

4

13

1 ]

His mercy’s door tands open wihles
He has enough to feed you all,

And none who come fhall be .:Icn}' "d.

XII, Tefeph made known 10 Bis Bretlren,
Chap. xlv. 3, 4.

VVHEN Jofeph his brethren beheld,
Aftlicied and trembling with fear,

His heart with compaflion was fili’d s

From weeping he could not forbear,

Awhile his bchaviour was rough,

Lo bring their patt fin to their mind »

Rut when they were humbled cnouch,
He hafted to thew himfelf kind.

How littde they thought it was he,
Whom they had iil-treated and fold |
How great their confufion muft he,
A5 foon s his name he had told |
“TIam Joieph, your brother, Le funl,
And il to my heart you are dear s
vou fold me, and thouzht T was deal,
Eut God for your fakes fent me here.”

Though ere tly ditrefed before,

When charz’d with purldining the cup,
They now wure confounded much more,
Not one of them durtt to look 1P,

“Can Joloph, whom we would buve flain,
Forgive s the evil we did 3

And will he our houfehulds mainzain

O this is a brother indeed 1

Thus dragg’d by my confcience, T came,

And laden with guilt, to the Lord,

Surrounded with terror and thaine,
Tnable to wtter a word,

B



11 EXODUS. Rook [,

At frd he 1ook’d fern and fevere,
Vhat anguith then pierced my heart !

Expeéting cach moment to hear

The fintence, ¢ Thou cuifed, depart !

¢ Dut, oh! what furprife when he {poke,
White tendernefs beamy’d in lus face
My heart then to pieces was broke,
O'crwhelm’d and contounded by grace::
¢« Poor finner, [ know thee full well,
By thee I was fold and was flan
But I dy'd to redeem thee from hell,
And raife thee in glory to reign.

6 1 am Jefvs whom thea hafy afphem’d,
And craciiy’d often afreth s
Rut It me heneeforth be eiteem’d
Thy brother, thy bene, avd thy flune
My pardon 1 freely briow,
Thy wants T will feliy tupply
I'it suide thee and juaid thee pelow,
And foon wiil remese thee on high

5 Go, publith to finnurs around,
‘That they may te willing to come,
The mercy whizh now vou have found,
And tell them that yot there is rooma”
Ch, {inncrs, the mefinze oboy
No more va excufes pretend ;
But come, without further celay,
To Jelus, vur brother and Lricnd.

e A T L X A e e

EXODUS
XTI, T7e Butter I3Gters. Chap. Xv, 23==25s
I "'"?.‘I"i*l'LR. indeed, the waters are
Which in this defert flow
Though to the eyve they promife fair,
Pley tifie of fin and woe,
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Hymn 14, EXODUS. 18

2 Of pleafing dranghts T once coyld dream ;
But now, awake, I find,
That fin has poifon’d every ftream,
And left a curfe behind,

3 But there's a wonder-working wool,
I’ve heard believers fay,

Can make thele bitter waters gnod,
And take the curfe away,

4 The virtues of this healing tree
Are known and piiz’d by fow
Reveal this feerct, Lord, to me,
That T may prize it too.

r The crols on which the Saviour dy'd,
~ And oonguer’d for his fzings:
The is the tree by fuith applyd,
- Waich fwectens all complaings.
O “Theufands have found the blefs' fledt,
Nor o er mourn thely lot
Wirie on b forrow Abey refluct,
Lhewr owa are @i furant,

s Wieon tuey, by faith, behold the c1of3,
Fio" many giiefs they meet s
Thew draw acain fiom evry fofs,
Acdond the bier fiveer,

:';.Ir-i‘a C. .%‘fliir:rf'-ffapﬁf——f (I f,ﬂ'}f }:'.'}'.f
that fealorh ihee. Clmp. AV

! ;i! ALous, Limanusd, here v e
T Vaiting to tecd thy tou ] s

]3::'{1 wounded fouls te thee rrp:ﬁr,
fovdy Savdonr, we aie fuch.

2 O fiith ds feeble, we canfefs,
We famty tratt o v word ;

Lt wilt thay pity us the lefs ?

Lo tads far fooin reey Lopd .l

Loy



16 EXODUS. Book 1,

3 Remember him who once apply'd
With trembling for relief;
« J,0rd, T believe,” with tears he ary’d %,
¢« O help my unbelict.”

4 She too, who touch’d thee in the prefs,
And heaiing virtue flole,
Was anfwer’d, ¢ Daughter, go m peace T,
Thy faith hath made thee whole.”

g Conczal’d amid the gath'ring throng,
She would have fhuan d thy view;
And i her Qith was firm and ftroug,
Had firsng mifgivings teo.
€ i.i%e nuery wth hores and fears we come,
To tarich thee if we may;
Oh! {ind us aot defpairing howe,
Seud none unheal’d away.

XY. Biinna, Chap, e 13,
1 B/IAT‘:}:.& to jiracl weli fupply’d

Tt want of other bread;
While God 15 able to provide,
His peop.e fhall be ted.

2 (Thus, tho’ the corn and wine {hould fail,
And creature-frrcoms be diy,
Th- rray'r of faith whl thll prevatl,
¥or bleffinss from on high.)
g Ofhis kind care how Dwveet & proot!
It fuited evry talte s
Whe vather'd moti, had jutt cnoughs
Enough, who gather'd leatt.
4 "Tiu thos our gracious Lord provides
Qur coniforts and our cares ;
His own unerring hand provides
And gives us cach our fhares,

5 AL;”& i:'i- :4' 'i' .JL.I."{ V. 33’
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'Hymn 16, EXODUS.

; 5 He knows how much the weak can bear,
t And helps them when they cry;

The ftrongelt have no ftrength to fpare,

) For fuch he'll ftrongly try.

;

: 6 Daily they faw the Manna come,
And cover all the grouud ;

But what they try'd to keep at home,
Corrupted foon was found,

" 7 Vain their attempt to ftore it up,
This was to tempt the Lord;
lrael muit live by faith and hope,

And not upon a hoard,

[

XVIL.  BManna hearded, Chap. xvis 20,

1 "T"HE Manna, favour’d Ifrael’s meat,
‘ Was gather’d day by day;
When all the hoft was ferv’d, the heat
Meclted the reft away,

2 In vain to hoard it up they try’d,
Again{t to-morrow came ;
It then bred worms and putrify’d,
And prov’d their fin and fhame,

. 3 "Twas daily bread, and would not keep,
But muft be {ill renew’d ;
Faith fhould not want a hoard or heap,

| But truft the Lord for food.

¢ The truths by which the foul is fed,
' Mutft thus be had afreth ;

For notions refting in the head,
Will only feed the flcth.,

' § However true, they have no life
| Or undtion to impart ;
They breed the worms of pride and firife
But cannot cheer the heart.
Bs



13 EXODUS. Book |,

& Nor can the veft expericence paft,
The lifc of faith maintain ;
The brighteft hope will faint at laft
Unlels fupply’d again.
4 Dear Lord, while we in pray’r are found,
Do thou the Manna give;
Oh! lett fall en all arcund,
That we may eat and i1ve,

XVIL. C. Fehovak-NiffimThe Lord 11y

Banner.  Chap. xvii. 15,

Y whom wus David taught
To aim the dreadful blow,
When he Goliah fougict,
And laid the Gittite fow ?
No fword nor fpear the ftripling took,
But chole a pebble from the brook.

=~ ’Twas Irael’s God and king
Who fent him to the heht ;
Who gave him {trength to fling,
And kil to aim aright,
Ye fecble faints, your ftrength endures,
Becaufe young David’s God 1s yours.

3 Who ordered Gideon forth,
To ftorm th’ invader’s camp ¥,
With arms of little worth,
A pitcher and a lamp ?
The trumpets made his coming known,
And all the hoft wis overthrown,

4 Oh! I have feen the day,
When with a fingle word,
God helping me to {ay,
My truit is in the Lord,
My fonl has quell’d a thoufand foes,

sarlefs of all that could oppofe.
* Fudyes ¥l 20.



Hymn 18, EXODUS.

¢ Dut unbelief, felf-will,
Self-righteoulnefs, and pride,
How often do they iteal
My weapon from my fide 3

- \ |"',.-u'E"
e g =y o gl g

L]
1
= Al A Fogam J TR o

Will help his fervant to the end,

1
%

Yet David’s Lord, and Gideon’s friend,

19

XVIIL Zhe Gelden Calf, Chap. xoxii, 4, o1,

B V‘/ HEN Ifrael heard the fiery law

From Sinai’s top proclaimd,

Their hearts fcem’d full of holy awe,

Their ftubborn fpirits tamn’d.
2 Yty as forgetting all they knew,
Ere forty days were paft,
Wih blazing Smai ftill in view,
A molten calf they caft.

b

)

; Yea, Aaron, God’s anointed prict,

Wiio on the meunt had been,

He durtt prepare the idol-beaf,
And lead them on to fin,

-4 Laedy what is man, and what are W)

To yecompenfe thee thus !

In their offence our own we e,
Their flory points at us.

¢ Tom Sinai we heard thee freak,

o And from Mount Calv’ry too
- And yet to idsls oft we feck,

' While thou ait in our view.

;

Eﬁ ome rolden calf, or polden dream,

- some fancied creaturs yood,

- Prefames to fhare the heart with hin,
~ Who bought th- whole with Lload.

(Ll

7 Lordy fave us from our golden calyves,
Our fin with grief we own ;
e would no more be thine by halves,
But live to thee alone.
B0
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L

LEVITICDUS.
XIX. The true Aaron. Chap. viil, 7—29.

EE Aaron, God's anomted pricft,
Within the veil apypear,
In robes of myftic meaning dreff,
Prefenting Hrael's prayer,

The plate of gold which crowns his brows,
His bolinels deferibes

His breaft difplays, in fhining rows,
The namcs ot all the tribes.

With the atoning blood he flands
‘fore the mercy-feat;

And clouds of incenle from his hands
Arite with odour {wect.

Urim and Thummm near his heart,
I rich enpravings worn,
The {icred il oIt of trush jmpart,
To teach dﬂd to adorn.
Tiro timthe eye of faith defenes
A oraater Prictt than he s
Thus Jcﬁ*s nleads above the fkies,
For you, my tr.ends, and me.

IHe bears the names of all his {aints
Dcep on his heart engravid;

Attentive to the fIate and wuut&.
Of all his love has fav'd,

In Lim a holine(s complete,
Lignt and periections thine ;

And wifdom, grace, and glory meet
A Savicur all divine.

Thie blocd, which a- a priett he bears
For ﬁnn:;ra, - his vwa ;

‘The incente of hic pray’rs and tears
Perfume the holy throne.
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In him my weary foul has reft,
Though I am weak and vile s

I read my name upon his breatt,
And fee the Father file.

 — T

NUMBERS.
XX Bilwan's Wif*, Chap xuiii. 1o,

I#IOW bleft the righteous are
When they refign their breath |
No wouder Lalaam with’d to fhare
In fuch a happy death,

“ Oh! let me die,” faid he,

““ The death the righteous do;
When [e 1s ended let me be

Found with the faithfv] few.”

The: force of truth, how great
VWhen enemies confefs,

Nane but the righteous, whom they hate,
A fultd hope poflefs.

Eut Palam's wilh was vain,
Flos heart was imfineere

he thirtted for unrighteous main,
And fought a portion here,

He feem’d the Lord to know,
And to offend him Joth

But Mammon prov’d his overthrow,
For nong can ferve them both,

May you, my friends, and I,
Warnng from hence receive
L Bize the righteous we could die,
Lo (hoofe the life they live,

* Bk 111 Hymu 71,
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JOSHUA.

XXI. Gibeen,  Chap, x. 6.
3 \vHEN Jofhua, by God’s command,
Iavaded Canaan’s guilty land,
G pzon, unlike the nations round,
Submifiton made, and mercy found.

Their fiubborn neighbours who, enrag’d,
United war againft them wag’d,

By Jofhua fﬂun were overthrm!. 0,

For Gibzon's caufe was now his own.

} ¥

He from whofe arm they ruin fear'd,
Their leader and ally appeared’;

An emblem of the Saviour’s grace,
"Fu tholc who humbly feek his face.

4 The men of Gibeon wore difguife,
And gain’d their peace by framing lies;
For Jofhua hzd no pow'r to fpare,

If he had known from whence they were,

L)

But Jefus avitations ﬂ':nds,
Treating with rebels as nis {riends;

And holds the promife forth in view,
To all who for his mercy fue.

o B

L4y 2

Too jong nis goodaefs I difdain’d,
Yer wear at Jait and peace obtain’d;
Bur {ozn the noife of war 1 heard,
And fcrmer friends in arms appear'd.

1!1 n myfelf; for hclp [ cry'd,
Larl, I am prefs’d on ev'ry fide ;

Ihe caufe 5 thine, they fight with me,

Bur ev'ry blow is aim’d at thee,

.Y

¥4

Win {reed to my relief he came,
Anc put my encmies to fhame ;
‘Thus 1av’d by grace I live to fing

Lhe jove and triumphs of my King,
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JUDGES.

AXXIL C. Sehovah-Shalem— The Lord
Sfend Peace, Chap. vi. 24.

1 TESUS, whofe blood fo freely fircam’d
To faticfy the law's demand ;

Fy thee irem-guiit and wrath redeem’d,
Bufore the Father’s face I ftand.

2 To reconcile offendinz man,
Mad: Juftice drop her angry red
W h.t creature could have form®d the plan,
Gr who fulal it but a God ¢

—r

3 No drop remains of all the curfe,
Fur wretches who deferv’d the whole;
Mo artows dipt in wrath to pierce
The putlty, but retdrning foul,

d Pesce by fuch means fo dearly bought, .
what rebod could have hop’d to fee 2
Peace, by his injur’d Sov’reinn wrought,
His Sov'reign faftened to the trec.

5 Now, Lord, thy fecble wore: prepare !
For ftrife with ex th and hell begins ;
Confirm and gird me for the war,
They hate the foul that hates his fins.

6 Let them in horrid league agree !
They may affault, they may diftrefs ;
But cannot quench thy love to me,
Nor rob me of the Lord my peace.

AXIII. Gideon's Fleece. Chap. vi, 3}'——45._ _117_. ,

? "THE figns which Ged. to Gideon gave, %
His holy Sov'reignty made known, -,
That He alone has pow’r to fave,
Aund claims_the glory as his own.
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s The dew which firft the fleece had tll'd,

When all the earth was drv around,
Was from it afterwards ‘s‘.llhht]d
And only fcll upon the ground.

3 To Tiract thus the heavenly dew
Offw.nk, truth was long reftran’d
Of which the Gentiles nothing knew,
Dut dry and defolate remam’d.

4 But now the Gentiles have receiv'd
The balmy dew ot gofpel peace ;
Aud Ifracl, who his {pirit griev’d,
Is left a dry and enpty fleece.

This dew {111 falls at his command,
To keep his chofen plants alive ;
They thally tho’ in a thirlty Lmd
Lilie wiillows by the waters thrive ¥,

0 But chiefly when his people met,
T5 hear hic word and feek his face
The gentle dew, with influence fwedt,
Defecnnds and nourifhes their grace.

7 But ah! what numbers ftill are dead,
‘Lho’ under means of grace they lie !
The dew ftill fulling round their hicad,
And yet their heart untouch’d and diy.

& Dear Saviour, hear us when we call,
To wreltling prayer an an{wer give;
Pour down thy dew upon us all,
Liat all may feel, and all may live.

XXIV. Samfon's Lisn,  Chap, 1iv. 2,

1 TI ]lﬁn that o1 Samfon roar’d,
And thirfted for his bloed,

With honey afterwards was ﬁor’d,
Ard lurih’d him with tood,

* I, xliv, 4
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- 2 Believers, as they pafs along

| With many lions meet,

But gather {weetnefs from the ftrong,
And from the eater, meat,

-3 The lions rage and roar in vain,
For Jefus is their fhield;

Their loffes prove a ceitain gain,
Their troubles comfort yield.

4 The world and Satan join their ftrength,
To fill their fouls with fears
But crops of joy they reap at iength,
From what they fow in tears.

5 Afi&ipns make them love the word,
Stiv up thar Licarts to prayr;
And many precious proofs afford
Of their Redeemer’s care,

o The lions roar, but cannot kiil,
Then fear them noty my friends,
They bring us, tho’ agandt their will,
Ihe honey Jefus fonds,

e T R —

I- S ﬂL I'-l U E L-

SXN. Humaly ery the Tarone of Graee,
Chap. i. 13,

'ENHEN Flannah, prefs’d wich grief,
Pour'd forth her {oul in pray’r;
She quickly found relicf,
Ani left her burden there s
Like her, in ev'ry trying cafe,
Let us approach thethrore of graze.

LR

2 yvynen fhe began to pray,
- Her heart was pain'd and {ac §
But ere fhe went away
W a: comforted ang glad 2
i
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In trouble, what a refling-place
Have they who know the throne of grace !

3 Tho’ men and devils rage,
And threaten to devour
The faints, from age to age,
Are {afe from all their pow'r;
Freth firength they gain to run their race,
By waiting at the throne of grace!

4 Ll her cafe miftook ;
How was her fpirit mov'd
By his unkind rcbuke ?
Eut Ged her caufe approv'd.
We nced not fear a cresture’s face,
While welcome at a throne of grace.

a1

Sbe was not All'd with wine,

As Eli rathly thought

But with a faith divine,

And found the help the foupht s
Th)" men dufpile and call us bate,
Stll et us ply the throne of srace.

e g

Men have not pow’r or fkill

With troubled fouls to bears

Thy they exprefs cood will,

Poor comforters they are :
Bt twethng forrows fuik apace,
Wihicn we approach the throne of grace.

ht |

Nuambers before have try'd,
And tound the promife true;
Noy yCb one been dcn}"d,
Then why fhould 1 or you 2
Lot us by ruth their {oottheps trace,
And hatten to the throme of grase,
8 Asfors obfeure the lishe,
And tunt the morning air «
ul toon are put to ﬂ'ghl,
the bright fun apreay .
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s Hymn 27, I SAMUEL. 2

Thus Jefus will our troubles chafe,
By fhining trom the throue of grace *.

~ K

T s ey Ay s L -

SXYL Dagon before the Ark,
Chap. v. ., 5.

1 V{‘]IIEN brt to make my heart his own,
The Lord reve:1'd his mizhty grace ;
Seit reign’d, like Dagon, on the thron,
Dut could notlong maintain its place.

2 It il and own'd the pow'r divine,
(Grace can with cafe the vilt'ry gain)
>ut foon this wretched heart of mine
Contriv'y to fet it up again,

7 Aram the Lord his name proclaim’d,
And brought the hateful idol low ;
Toea felfy, ke Dazon, broken, manm’d,
Soem’d to yeceive a moctal blow.

¢ ret felf 15 not of Life bereft,

Narceafes to gppols his will ;
Though but a maimed fflump be Jeft,
“Lis Dagon, *tis an idot fill.

£ Lord T muft Talways guilty prove,
Axdidois in my heatt have roorn o 2
Oh b et the fue of heavenly love
The very ftump of telf conlume,

AXVIL Themileh K 5:::%‘.":'.1*!05::3' the ks Faitis
Surrenderer q}".-.u’.’. Chap. vi, 12.
I THE kine unguided went
By the direétclt road;
Wien the Philitiine homewad fent

he ark of ifael’s God.
¥ Bo.k 11, Hywm 1. 4 Hojea wiv. 8.
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2 Lowing they pafs'd along,
And Ieft their calves fhut up
They felt an inftin@ for their young,
But would not turn or ftop.

Shall biutes, devoid of thought,
Their Maker's will obey :

And we, who by his grace are taugcht,
More {tubb i prove than they 2

4  He fhed his precious blood,

To make us his alone ;

It wath'd in that atoning flocd,
We are no more our own,

3

k

5 It hehis will reveal,
[t us obey his cull

And think, whate'or the defh may fecl,
ks love deferves our all,

& We fhoull maintain in view
Hisglny, o car end ;
Too much we ¢.3aut bear, or do,
For fuch a mat lels friend.

7 K faints fhoald G-nd prepared
In auty’s path to run

Nor count their greatett trigls hard,
So that his will be done,

"

5 With Jefus frr our guide,
The path is fuf though rough
Tre promife fays, « [ will provide,”
And faith replics, ¢ Enough 1”

XXV Saul’s 4 meur. Chap, xvii. 38—210,
I V‘FHEN firft my foul enlited

My Saviour’s foes to hght,
AMiftaken friends infifted
{ was not arm’d aright »
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80 Saul advifed David

E- le certainly would faif,

Wor could his life be (aved
Without a coat of mail.

2 But David, tho® he yiclded
To put the armour on,
Scon found he could not wield it,
Aud vertue’d forth with none,
Wih only fling and pebble,
He foushe the fight of faith s
The weapons {rem’d but feeble,
Yoo prov’d Goliah's death,

g Ha?l b by him been guided,
Anl quuckly thrown away
Tre armour men provided,
L might have gain’d the day ;
Lut wm'd as they advis'd me,
My expedtations fail'd ;
My enemy {urpris'd me,
And had almoft prevail’d,

:4 Furnifh’d with books and notions,

And arguments and pride,
I pradtis’d all my motions,

And Satan’s pow’r defy’d :
But foon perceiv’d with trouble,

That thefe wouvld do no good ;
Iron to him 1s ftubble *

And brals hke rotten wood.

51 triumph’d at a diftance,

- m — m— e e e—— — g WP WS CST ELE W AEL W WS N

While he was out of fight,
But faint was my refiftance,
When forc'd to join in fight
He biroke my {word in fhivers,
And piere’d my boafted fhield
Lagh'd ut my vain endeavours,
And drove me from the field,

* Yob. xli. 27,
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6 Satan will not be braved

By fuch a worm as 1.

Then let me learn with David,
To truft in the Moft Hish ;

To plead the name of Jefus,
And ufe the fling of pray’r;

Thus arm’d, when Satan fees us,
He'll nemble and defpair,

e R T e

I. SAMUTE L.
XXIX. Davil’s Fall, Chap. xi. 27,
t I_IOW David, when by fin deceiv'd,

f'rom bad to worfe went on !
For when the Holy Spirit’s griev'd,
Oar itrength and guard are gone.

2 His eve on Bathfheba once fix’d,
With poifon fill'd his foul ; '
He ventur'd on adult’ry next,
And murder crown’d the whole.

3 So from a fpark of fire at firft,
That has not been defery’d
A dreadiul flame has often burft,
And ravag'd far and wide.

4 When fin deceives, it hardens too,
Yor tho’ he vainly fought _
To hide Lis crimes from public view,
Of God he little thought,

¢ He neither would nor could repent,
No true compunction felt
Tilt God 14 merey Nathan fent,
His fubborn heart to melt.
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‘Hyma 30 II. SAMUEIL.
ﬁ The parable held forth a fa&t,

¢ Defign’d his cafe to fhew;

~+ But though the picture was exadt,
.+ Himfelf he did not know.

# ¢ Thou art the man,” the prophet fald,
~ That word his flumber broke

. And when he own’d his fm, and pray’d,
~ The Lord forgivene(s fpoke.

[}
-

r

§ Let thole who think they ftand beware,
For David ftood before;
- Nor let the fallen foul defpair,
~ For mercy can reftore.

- NNXL Lstus thy Kim’mfs to thy Friend ?
| Chﬂp- Xvi- I?l

1 POOR, weak, and worthlefs, tho’ I am,
"~ I have a rich almighty friend ;
. efus, the Saviour, is his name,

]

' He freely loves, and without end.

2 He ranfom’d me from hell with blood,
. And by his pow’r my foes controul’d ;
. He found me, wand’ring far from God,
«And brought me to his chofen fold.

;_33 le cheers my heart, my want fupplies,
~ And fays that I fhall fhortly be
 Enthron'd with him above the fkies,

?i h! what a friend is Chrift to me !

% Dutah ! my inmoft fpirit mouras,

{ And well my eyes with tears may fwim,
t To think of my perverfe returns ;

. I've been a faithlefs friend to hir,

& £ g

¥R

2 Otien my gracious Friend I gricve,
{ Negledt, diftruft, and difobey,
i And often Sataw’s lies believe,
Saoner than all my Friend can Gy

ety s [ e
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He bids me always freely come,

And promifes whate'er 1afk :

But I am ftrait’ned, cold, and dumb,
And count my privilege a tafk.

Before the world that hates his caufe,

My treach’rous heart has throbb’d with fhame;
Loth to forego the world’s appluafe,

I hardly dare avow his hame.

Surey were not I moft vile and bafe,

1 could not thus my Frierd requite !
And were not he the God of grace,

He'c trovn and fparn me from his fight,

e g O N

. KINGS.

YAXL Afwwhat Ifhall give thee. Chap. i1t -,

¥

g
Bt

3

COME, my foul, thy {uit prepare,
Jetus loves to anfwer pray’r ;

tle himfeit has bid thee pray,

Therefore will not fay thee na,

Thou art coming to 2 King ¥,
Large petitions with thee bring s
For his grace and pow’r are {uch,
None can ever afk too much.

With my burden I begin,
Lord, remove this foad of fin?

t thy blool, for finners fpilt,
Set my confeience free from guilt,

4 Lord! T come to thee for reft,

Take pofieflion of my breait;
There thy blood-bought right maintats.
And without a rival reign.

® Plalm lxxxi, vo,
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2§ As the image in the glafs
Anfwers the beholder’s face 3
Thus unto my heart dppt’lr,
Priat thine ovn refemblance there.

---‘-'.1-

. b
. Fomr, wn LA, 1-.'-4-[. .-#d-..-t

s k'.r tie I am a pilgrim here,

et thy love ¢ my {pirit cheer

- As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend,
Lead me to my Journzy’s end,

» Shew me what T have to do,

vy hour my ftrength renew -
ct e live a life of f.utll,

i)
+
{0 mie die c thy people’s deuth,

XXX Ansther,

TIPS demen for witdom pray'd,
e Lord before had made hun wife 3
1“ he another choiee had nade,
\. 4 alkd for what the 1.*.*01‘1Jl!n?5 prize,

1 }‘ 1 he Invites his people fiil] »
-+ Honete it rufls them how to chmfﬂ
sacn bids them afk whate'er they will,
;. Atur'd that he will not refufe,

3 O.r withes would our ruin prove,

1 Lould we our wretched choice ﬂbraln,
3 Eiore we fool the § Saviour's love

;  indle our love to him again.

i- Lwacn our hearts pereeive his wnr*’w
E Peltresy 6l then unknown, take pl ace ;

-i_'ln.

“1¢ [pisits cleave no more to carth,
§ 3t pant for holinefs and grace.

Asd doft thoy foy, € Ak what thay Wile 319
.“:J, I would feize the gorden hour
o1, i)f to baneleas’d from guilr,

vlned from fin and 8 Satan’s POW £+
C
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6 More of thy prefence, Lord, imf\art,
Blore of thy image l2t me bear;
Fie&t thy throne within my heart,
And raga without a rival there,

7 Give mic to read my parden feal’d,
And from thy joy to draw my ftrength s
To have thy boundlels love reveal’d
Yn all its hagbt, aud treadth, and length.

8 Grant thefe requefls, T afk no mere,
But to thy care the reft rdfign
Sick, er mn health, or rich, o poor,
Al thall be well if thou art mine,

XXXIUL  Aaother,
1 BEHOLD the throne of grace!

The pronufe calls me near
There Jefus fhews a fnuiling tace,
And waits to anfwer pray’r,

2 ‘That rich atoning blood,
W hich fprinkied round, I {ee,
Provides for thofe who come to God,
An all-prevaling pica.

3 My {oul, ofk what thou wilt,
Thou canlt not be too bala g
Since his own blond for thee he {pilt,
Vo hat olfe can he withhold ?

4 Beyond thy vtmoft wants
Fiis love and pow'r can bicfs 3
To praying {ouls healways grants
Ioie than they can exprefs.

£ Since 'tis the Lord’s command,
My meuth 1 open wiic;
1.0rd, opea theu thy bounteous hand,
That I may be fupply’d.
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Thine image, Lord, beftow,
Thy prefence and thy love s
Ialk to ferve thae here below,
And reign with thee above,

L S B
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7 Teach me to live by faith,
Conform my will o thine ;

. Lot me vidtorious be in death,
Aue then in slory fhine.

'8 Ifthyu thefe b'efiings give,

- And wilt my nortien be,

" Chrerful the world's poor toys I liave
Yo them who kuow not thes.

XXXIV. Queen of Skeda.
Chﬂp- Xs 1—'9-

't HROM Sheba a diftant report
| Ot Solomon's glory and fa me,
Invited the queen to his court,
ut ali was outdone when the came -
S1e ery'd avith a pleafing [urprife,
When fizft the before him appear’d,
“How much what I fee witl my eyes
surpafles the rumour 1 heard 172

1

When once to Jerufalem come,
The treafure and train fhe had brought,
The wealth fhe poffeffed at home,

No longer had place in her thoughe »
‘it houfe, Als attendants, Ais throne,
All ftruck her with wonder and aWe ;
I're glory of Solomon Ihone

I3 every objedt the faw,

B Solomon mof fhe admir’d,

W hofe fpirit emducted the whole »
v wifdom which Gad had infpir’d,
i bounty and greatnefs of foul .

{2

35
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Of all the hard queftions fhe put,

A ready folution he fhew'd;

Exceeded her with and her ['u1t,

And more than fhe afk’d him beftow’ds

4 Thus I when the gofpel proclaim’d

L 4 ]

The Saviour’s great name In my cars,
The wifdom for which he is fam’d,
The love which to finners he hcars,

I loni'd, and 1 was not deny’d

That I in his prefence might bow ;

I faw, and tianfported I cry’d,

“ A greater thin Soiomon Thou 17

My confcience no comtort could tind,
Ry doubt and hard queittons 0ppns'd :
Bat he reftor’d peace to my mind,
And anlwer'd each doubt 1 propos'd
Beholding me puor and diftrefs’d,
} .;bawmy fupply’d all my wants ;
A%y pray’r could have never exprefs'd
So much as this S»lemon grants.

1 heard and was flow to belicve,

But now with my eyes I behold

»Iuch more than my heart could conceive,
¢ lanzuage could ever have told ¢

How hippy thy tervants muft be,

Wi always before thee appear!

\Y cnuc‘]a.a,, Lﬂrd this bleffing to me,

¥ find it 1s good o be here,

aaxV, L..gaf; ff..i by Ropens 4.
Chap. xvil, 0,

It LI}HI s exarnple declares,
“ Whatever diftrefs may betide,
The faints may cornmit all their cares
To him who will furely provide:

¥ Bock Y11, Hemm 47,
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When rain long withheld from the carth
Occafton'd a famine of bread,

The prophet, fecur’d from the dearth,
By ravens was conftantly fed.

2

More likely to rob than to feed,

WWere ravens who live upon prey ;

But when the Lord’s people have necd,
His goadnefs will find out a way

This inflance to thofe may be firunge,
Who know not how feith can prevail g
But fooner all nature fhal) change,
Than one of God's promifes fail.

3 ot Is it a fingular cafe,

The wonder is often renew’d
And many can fay to his praife,
He fends them by ravens their food »
{hus worldiings, tho’ ravens indeed ,
Tho’ greedy and felfith their mind,
H Ged hae a fervant to fced,
A2t their own wills can be kind.

¢ Thus Satan, that ravea unciean,
Who croaks in the ears of the faints,
Compelld by a power unfeen,
Adminifiers oft to their wants
God teaches them how to find food
Frem all the temptations they feel ;
Jhis raven, who thirfls for my blood,
Has help'd me to many a meal.

§ How fafe and how happy are they
Who on the good fhepherd rely |
He gives them out frength for their day,
Their wants he will furely fupply ;
He ravens and lions can tame,
All creatures obey his command
Then let me rejoice in his name,
and Jeave all my cares in his hand.
C 3
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MXXVIL, The Meal and Cruife of Qil,
Chap, xvii, 16,

1 BY the poor widow's ol and meyl
Eirjah was fuitain'd s
Though fmall the fock, it latted well,
For God the fture maintain'd,

2 It {eem'd as if from day to day,
They were to eot mnd die
But il tho’ in a fecret way,
He fent a freth fapply,

3 Thus to his paor he Q3] will eIve
Jutt for the prefent hour s

But for to morrow they muft five
Upon his word and pow'r.

4 No barn or ftorchoufe they roflefs
Gn which they can depend ;
Tt have no caufe to fear diftrefs,
For Jefus js their friend.

§ Ticen let not doubts your mind aflutl,
Remember God has {a1d,
““Fhe cruife and barre} thall not fail,
¢ 31y people thall be fed,”

6 And thus tho' faint it ofren {eems,
e keeps their grace ative s
Suppiy’d by his retrething itreams,
Their dying hores revive,

» The' ia ourfelves we have no fock,
The Lord is nizh to fave;
i1z door flies open when we <hock,

. 'l-. - 1 . 1' * 'r
Std L Bat ik and Hare,
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II. XKINGS.
XXXVIL  Sericha; or, The Faters Healsod.
Chap. i1, 19 —22, -

THO Jericho pleafantly faod,

And look’d like a prnmlhng {oil,
The harveft produc’d little food,
To anfwer the hutbandman’s toil.
The water fome property had,
Whren poifonous prov'd to thc ground ;
The fprings were corrupted and bad,
Tace ftreams (pread a barrennets round.

2 But foen by the cruife and the falt,
Prepar'd by Llitha's command,
The water was cur'd of its fau't‘
And plenty enriched the land:

An emblem fure this of the grace
On fruitlefs dead finners bcﬂﬂw’d
For Man is in Jericho’s cale,

"Ti cur'd by the merey of God.

1 How noble a creatne he feems |
What knowledse, inv ention, and I
How large and extenfive his fchemes '
How much can hedo if he will!
His zeal to be learned and wife
Wiil yield to no limits or bars : :
He meafures the earth and the {k; 108,
And numbers and maifthals the Qars,

4 Yet £l he is baryen of good ;
In vain are bis talents and are ts
For fin bas infe@ed his blood,
Ang pulfﬂn d the ftreams of bis heart »
Thao’ eockatrice egus he can hatch ¥
():u (pider-like, cobiebs can w Ea‘.f'.‘
'Tis madnefs to labour and watch
For what will detr oy and deceive,

]]'mr,b X, g,
C 4
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5 But grace, like the falt in the cruife,
When caft in the fpring of th: fou,
A wonderful change will produce,
Diftufing new life thro’ the whole
The wildernefs blooms like a rofe,
‘The keart which w.s vile and abhor'd,
Now fruitivl and beautiful grows,
The garden and joy of the Lurd,

XXXVIIL  Naanan, hap. v, 14,
X BEFORE Elith?’s gate

The Syrian leper 1tood »
But could net brook to wait,
He deemn’d himfelf oo good :
1ic thought the prophet would attend,
And not fo lim a meflage fend.

4 Have 1 this journey come,
And will Lie not be feen ?
T were as wedd at home,
Would wathing make me clean
Why mutt I wath in Jordan Suoa.
Darafeus rivers are as pood.

Cald

Thuz by his foolifh pride,
He wlmoft mifv’d a cure
Howe'er at length e try’d,
And found th2 method fure
Soon as Lis pride was trough: to yield,

The leprofy was quickly heal’d,

4 Leprous and prond as he,
To Jefus thus T came,
¥From f{in to fet me free,
When firft I heard his fame ¢
Suarely, thowght I, my pompous train
O vowy and tems will notice cain,
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' 5 My heart devis’d the way
| Which I fuppos'd Le'd take s

And when I found delay,
Was ready to go back :

Had he fome painful tatk enjoin'd,
I to performance feem’d inelin’d,

6 When by his word he fpake,
| That fountain open'd fee ;

"Twas open’d for thy fake,

“ Go wath, and thou art free ;"
Oh! how did my proud heart gainfay,
I fear’d to truft his fimple way.

7 Atlength T trial made,

When 1 had much endur'd
The meflage T obey'd,

I wafh’d, and T was cur'd -
Smneis this healing fountain try,
Which cleans’d a wretch fo vile as I,

]
J

ANXIX. The borrowed Axe. Chap. vi, ¢, ¢.

I T'HE prophet’s fons in times of old,
Tho’ to appearance poor,

Were rich without pofiefling gold,
And honour’d tho’ obfcure,

2 In peace their daily bread they cat,

By honeft labour earn’d 3
While daily at Llitha’s feet,
They grace and wifdom Iearn’d.

3 The prophet’s prefence cheer’d their toil,
They watch’d the words he fpoke ;
Whether they turn’d the furrow’d foil,

Or fel'd the fpreading oak.

4 Once as they liften’d to his theme,
Thetr conference was ftopp’d ;
Fer one beneath the ylelding ftieam
A borrow’d axe had dropp’d,
C 3
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5 ¢« Alas! it was not mine, he faid,
How fhall T make it good?”
Elitha heard, and when hc prav’d,
The iron {wam like wood.

o IfGod, in fuch a fmall affair,
A muracle paforms ;
It fhews lits condefcending care
Of poor unwoithy worns.

> The’ kinzs and nations in his view
Are but a5 motes and duft
His eve ur-u car are {ix'd on you,
Who in his m werey truft,

3 Not one concern of ours Is finall,
if we beJong to himg
To teach us this, the Lord of all
Once made the iren fwin,

X1.. Moreavith us than <vith them. Chap, vi, 16,

1 f\LAS! Elifha’s fervant erv'd,
When he the Syrian army fpy’d ;
But he was {con releas’d from care,
In anfwer to the prophet’s pray'r.

> Stiaigatway he faw, with other eyes,
A greater army fro'n the ks,

A ﬁ{.r} guard around the hili ;

Thus are the funts preferved fills

3 When Satan and his hoft appear,
Like him of old, I faint and fear
Like himy, by fa:th, with joy I fee,
A greater hott engag'd for me.

4+ The Qintsefpoufe my caule by pray'r,
The angels m. ke my {oul ﬂ‘l"lr care ;
Minz 1s the promife feal’d with blund

And Jefus lives to make it good,
1
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. CHRONICLES, - -

LI Faith’s Rewvieng and Expeidation,
Chap. xvii. 15, 17, - o
P AMAZING grace! (how fueet the found 3
“™ That fav'd a wretch ke me ! |

I once was lot, but now I am found, -
l Wis blind, but now I fee.

> "Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
Amd grace my fears relioy’d ;
How precious did that grace appear
The hour T fir? beliey'd !

-3 Thro” many dangers, toils, and fnases, . 7
I have already cnime ;
"Is grace has brought me fafe thys far,
And grace will lead me home,
4 The Lord has promis’d gnod ta me,
His word mv hope fecuics
He wil my fhicld and portion be,
As long as life endures.
¢ Yes, when this fiefh and heart fhal; tatl,
| And mortal 1ife fhall ceafe 5
- Lhall pofleis, within the veil
. A hie of juy and peace.,
6 The earth {hall foon diffolve like {now,
- The fun forbear to fhine;
- But God, who call’d me here below,
Will be for ever mine,

!

z

R
NEHEMI AW
LU The jqr qf the Lord s yowr Sfrmitf;‘:'
Chap. viii. 10, .
IJ‘OY s a fruit that will not grow .
In nature’s barren foil s
All we can boaft till Chrig we Know,
Is vanity and toil.
B G
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2 But where the Lord has planted grace,
And made his glories known ;
Theve fruits of heav’nly joy and peace
Are found, and there alone.

3 A bleeding Saviour feen by faith,
A feufe of pard’ning love,
A hope that trimmphs over death,
Give joys like thofe above,

4 Totake a glimpfc within the veil,
To know that Gad is mine,
Are {prings of joy that neser fail,
Unfpealable ! divine !

§ Thefe are the joys which fatisfy,
And [andtily the mind
Which make the fpirit mount on high,
And feave the world behind.

6 No more believers mourn your lot s
But if you are the Lord's,

Refign to themn that know him not,
Such joys as earth affords.

J O B.
XL, Ok thct Levere as in Montls tafl

Chap. xxix, 2.,
¥ QWELET was th time when frft 1 felt
The Saviour’s pard’ning blood
Apply’d, to cleanfe my foul from guilt,
Aud bring me home tg God.

2 Soon as the morn the light reveal’d,
His praifes tun'd my tonguc
And when the ev'ning thades prevail'd,
s dove wae ull my fony.
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3 In vain the tempter fpread his wiles,
The wotld no more can charm :
1 1.v'd upon my Saviour’s fmiles,
And lean’d upon his arm,

4 fnprav’r my foul drew near the Lord,
And faw his glory fhine ;
And wien Iread his holy word,

Ieali’d cach promife mine,

5 Then to bis faints T often {poke,
Of what his love had done ;
But now my heart is almoft broke,
For all my joys are gone.

t Now when the evening thade prevails,
My toul in dirknefs mourns ;
And when the morn the light reveals,
No light to me returns,

n

» My pray’rs are now a chatt'ring noife,
For Jefus hides his face s

[ read, the promife meets my eyes,

But will not reach my cale.

& Now Satan threatens to prevail,
Amd maike my foul his prey ;
Yet, Lord, thy mercies cannot [ail,
O come without delay.

XLIV. The Change*,

! SAVIOU R, thine, and cheer my foul,
Bid my dying hopes revive;
Mlake my wounded fpirit whole,
Far away the tempter drive s
“peak the word, and fet me free,
Let me live alone to thee.

" £ak 1L, Hyma 34, and Book 511, Emin §6.
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2 Stail 1 figh and pray in vain,

el

.y

Wit thou ftill refufe to hear g

Wilt thou not rcturn azain,

p-i'u:: I yicid to black dt.fptur >
Thou haft tanght my heat to prw,
Canft thou tura thy face away 2

Once T thought my mountain firong,
Firmly 5x'd no more to niove
Then thy grace was all my fong,

Then miv foul was fill'd with lmL :
Thofe weie happy golden daye,
sweetly {pent in pray'r and piaile,

When my friends have faid, ¢ Bcv'wf,
'"“ Sacn or late vou'l] find a ch:in 3ty

I could fee no caufe for fear,

Vain their caution feem’d and frange :
ot a cloud obfeur'd my ky,

Could T think 2 h.mpd% nigly 2

Little, thon, myfelf T knew,

Lattle thourht of Satan's pou. rs
Now I hind their words were true,
Now T el the ﬁarmy hour !

Sty has ot my 1oys to flighe,

Sin has hang’d oy day to night,

Satan afls and mecks my woe,

“ Bozlicry whore is now your God "
Silence, Lm dy this cruel foc,

Let him know Pm bought with blood ¢
Teil h*m, fince I know thy name,

Ty I change, thou art the fame,
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- Hymn 3. PSALMS,

PSALDMS,
XLV,  Pleading for Merey,  Philm vi,

I IN MCrcy, not m wrath, 1ebuke
Thy feeble worm, m y God !
Aty fpirit dreads thy any ry ook,
And trembles at thy red.

> Have merey, Lord, for I am weak,
Regard my heavy groans »
C let thy voice of comfort (peak,
And heal my broken bones |

5 By dav, my bufy beating head
Is Al1'd with anxious fears.
By nighty upon my reftlefs bed,
I weep a flood of tears,

& Thus § fit defolate and mourn,
| Miue eyes grow dull with gricf s
How long, my Lord, ere thou return,
And bring my foul relief 2

-2 O come and fhew thy pow'r to (ave,

| And fpare my fainting breath »

¥or who can praife thee in the grave,
Or fing thy name in death 2

Saan, my crucl envious foce,
Infults me in my pain

He fmiles to fee me brought fo low,
And tells me hope is vain,

But hence, thou cnemy, depart!
Nor tempt me to defpair
v Saviour comes to cheer my heart,

The Lord has heard my pray’r.



46 PSALMS, Book I.

XLNY. Nene upen Earth Idefire befides the,
Pfal. lxxiti. 23,

1 HOW tedious and taftelefs the hours,
When Jefus no longer 1 {ee;
Sweet profpedts, fweet birds, and fweet flow're,
Have loft all their {weetoefs with me
The midfummer-{un fhines but dim,
The felds flrive in vain to Jook gay ;
But when I am happy in him,
December’s as pleafant as May.

» His name yiclds the richeft perfums,
And fweeter than mufic his voice g
His prefence d:fperfes my gloom,
And makes all within me 1epoice
I thould, were he alway: fo nigh,
Have nothing to wifh or to fuar;
No mortal fo happy as I,

Iy fummer would laft all the year,

Crd

Content with beholding his face,

My all to his pleafure refign’d;

No changes of {cafon or place,

Would make any change in my mind ;
While blefs'd with a fenfe of his love,
A palace a toy would appear ;

And prilens would palaces prove,

It Jefus would dwell with me there,

4 Dear Lord, if indced T am thine,
If thou art my fun and my fong ;
Say, why do I Lguith and pire,
And why are my winters fo long 2
O drive thefe dark clouds from my fkv,
Thy foul-cheering prefence reftore ;
Or take me unfo thee on high,
Where winter and clouds are no more,
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XLVIL TZe Belicver's Safety. Plalm xej.

I YNCARNATE God! the fou} that knows
* Thy name’s myftericus bow’r,
Shall dwell in undifturh’d repoie,
Nor fear the trymng hour.

2 Trhy wifdom, faithfulnefs, and love,
To fecble helplefs worns,
A buckler and 2 refuge prove

From enemics and ftorms.

¢ In vain the fowler fpreads his net,

* To draw them from thy care ;

Thy timely call infru@s thejr feet
To fhun the artful fnaye.

4 When, like a banefy] peftilence,
; St mows its thoufinds down
On ev'ry fide, without defence,
Thy grace fecures thiye uwh,
¢ No midnight terrors hiunt their bed
No arrow wounds by day
Unhurt on ferpents they fhall tiead,
It found in duty’s way.

J

t Angels, unfeen, attend the faints,
And bear them in their arms,
Te clicer the (pirit when it faints,
And guard their life from harms.

! The angels’ Lord himfalf is nigh
To them that love his name ;
Ready to fave them when they cry,

- And put their foes to fhame.

l

U Croffes and changes are their Jot,
Long as they fojourn here
Lt fince their Saviour changes not,

What have the fajnts to fear ?

4 oy, o
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XLVIIL. Aucther,

1 THA'I man no guard or weapons need,
Whofc heart the blood of Jefus knu“s :
But {ufe may pafs, if duty leads,
Thro' burning fands or mountain-fnows,

2 Releas'd from guilt, be feels vo fear;
Redemption is his fhield and tow'r;
He fe2s his Saviour always near
To help in ev'ry trying hour, -

Tho' I am weak and Satan ftrong,
And often to affault me tiics;
When Jefus is my fhicld and fone,
Abifh’d the wolf betore me fics.

LI

4 1us love poffeffing T am bloft,
Secure whatever change may come
Whether 1 go to Lalt or Wet,
With Lun 1 ftill (hall ke at hoine,

s I plac’d baneath the northern nole,
Tho' winter ragns with rigour thee ;
His gracious beams would cheer my 1m.1,
And malca fpring throughout the vear,

¢ Orif the defert’s fun-burnt fuil

My lonely dwelling ¢’er thould prove,
His anicn{:L wouid fupport my toad,
Whoie fmile i lite, whofe voice is love,

SLIX. Aqld r/}fmf:v a right Hf‘._-_y Plal. cvii. 7

1 "I‘]’HFN lracl was from Byt freed,

The Lord, who biouche them out,
Ilein’d them In ey’ ry time of need,
Yut 12d them round alout ¥,

¥ Lixad, xiii, 17,
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2 To cater Canaan {oon they hap'd s
-‘ isut quickly chang’d their mind,

Visca the Red Sea their patlage flopp'd,
And Phurach march’d behind.
v The defert ALY them with alutin,,
IFor water and {or fued ;
Ard Amalck, by force of arms,
To check therr progrefs ttuod.

4 Thev often murmur'y by the way,
Becaule they juds’d by fight ;
But were at length conttrain’d 1o iy,
The Lord hud led them right.

5 Tu the Red Sea, that ftopp’d them fi: £,
Their enemics were drown’d ;
The recks gave water for their thirfl,
Al manna fpread the ground,
6 By firc and cloud their way was fhown
Acrofs the pathlefs fangs ;
And Amalek was overthrown
By Moles’ lifted hands.
7 The way was vight their hearts to prove,
To make God’s glory koown |
And thew his wifdony, pow'r,

and love,
Engag'd to fave h s own.

3 Juit fo the true believer's path
Thro” many dangers lies ;
Tho” durk to {enfey tis right to faith,
And Kads us to the fkies,

Lo 100t fLadl T rener Y2 Pal. exvi, 12

23 1%
b HOR mercies, countlefs as the {ands,
~ Which daly I recejve
From Jefus my Redeeiner’s hands,
My leul, what canft thou give 2

¥ Bk 1L Bymn 67,
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2 Alas! frem fuch a heart as mine,
What 30 ! bring him forth ?
My bett is stain’d and dy’d with {in,
My ail is nothing worth,

1 Yet this atknowledgment I')l make
For all he has beitow'd;
Salvation’s facred cup I'i] take,
And call upon my God,

4 The beft returns for one like me,
So wretched and {o poor,
Is from his gifts to draw a plea,
And afk him thill for meore.

¢ I cannot ferve him as I oughe,
No works have I to boatt ;
Yet would 1 glory in the thoupit
That I fhould owe him muoit.

LV Dwclling in Dlefech. Plal.cxx, g
X "VVHAT 2 mournful life is nune,

Fill'd with crofles, pains, and carcs!
Fovary work defil’d with fin,
Lv'ry ftep belet with foares !

2 If alone T penfive fit,
I mylelf can bhardly bear;
If 1 pafs along the firect,
510 and riot triumph there,

3 Jefus! how my heart is pain’d,
How it mourns for fouls deceiv'd |
When I hear thy name prophan’d,
When I fee thy fpirit griev’d !

4 When thy children’s griefs T view,
Their diftrefs becomes my own
All 1 hicar, or fee, or do,

Makes me tremble, weep, and groaa,
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Sy Fprw 'm 1w

-l

5 Meving thys | leng had been,

i oW e P R iy Saviour’s voice ;
[ COrhir i aul® o mourn for (in,
5 But

N IS Ih-:f.i nnl:,’*Ii rcjﬂit‘.'t'.”
6 This k.i.d w10 pipal'd my grief,
Put to filenc my complaints ;
The’ of huners § am chief,
He bas ranx’d nie with his f2ints,
7 Tho’ conftrain’d to dwell awhile
Where the wecked ftrive and braw]
Let thein ficwn, fo he but {mile,

- Heav'n will make amends for all,

. 5 There, believers, we fhall reft,
Free trom forrow, fin, and fears ;

Nothing there our peace moleft,
Thro® cternal rounds of years.

o Let us, then, the fight endure,
see our captain looking down ;
He will make the conqueft fure,

And befiow the promis’d crown,

.
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: PROVERBS.

d L Co Wifdom. Chap. viii, 2231,
L1 JPRE God had built the mountains,

% Or rais’'d the fruitful hills 3

{ Refore he ill'd the fountaine

That feed the running rills

In me, frops everlafting,

The wonderful, I AN,

Found pleafures never wafting,
| Aad wildom is my name.

2 When, like a tent to dwel] Iny
e fpread the fkies abroad,
Aud fwath'd about the lwelling
Ul osean’s mighty flood

53
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2 Alas! frem fuch 2 heart as mine,
What 3 I bring him forth ¢
My bett s stain’d and dy’d with fin,
My ail 1s nothing worth,

1 Yet this a<knowledgment I'll make
For all hie has beitow’d;
Salvation’s facred cup Il take,
And call upon my God.

4 The beft returns for one like me,
50 wretched and fo poor,
Is irom his gifts to draw a plea,
And afk him thill for more.

¢ I cannot ferve him as I ought,
No works have I to boatt ;
Yet would I glory in the thouprit
That 1 fhould owe him muott.

LY. Dwelling i DMefech. Plal. exx, 5.
1 \W HAT a mournful life is nune,

Fill'd with crafies, pains, and carcs!
Fovery work defil’d with fin,
Lv'ry ftep belet with fnares !

2 If alone T penfive fit,
I myfelf can bardly bear
If 1 pafs along the fireet,
Sin and riot triumph there,

3 Jefus! how my heart is pain'd,
How 1t mourns for fouls deceiv'd |
When T hear thy name prophan’d,
When I fee thy {pirit griev’d !

4 When thy children’s griefs T view,
Their diftrefs becomes my own ;
All I hear, or fee, or do,
Makes me tremble, weep, and groas,
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Falf)

2

Mevvning vhos 1 Jeng bhal been,
Ve D ool my S viour’s voice s
o i Lt mourn for fin,
But 1. ne by reay it rejoice,”
This kee.d word dived'd my grief,
Put to filence my complaints
The' of hutiers + am chief,
He bas ranx’d me with his faints,
Tho' conftroin’d to dwell awhile
Where the wicked ftrive and braw! ;
Let thun fH*‘.'v'!l, {o he but frnilc,
Heav'nn will make amends for all,
herey believers, we fhall reft,
Free rrom forvow, fin, and fears ;
Nothing there our peace moleft,
Thro® eternal rounds of years.

Lt usy then, the fight endure,
ate our captain looking down ;
He will make the conqueft fure,
And beftow the promis’d crown,

————ER T

PROVERBS.
LIL C. JFifdomn. Chap. viii. 22m=3To

ERE God had built the mountains,
Or rais’d the fruitful hills ;

Before he fill'd the fountains

That feed the running rills;

In me, frop everlafting,

The wonderful, I an,

Found pleafures never wafting,

And witdom is my name.

Wien, like a tent to dwell in,

He fpread the {kies abrouad,

And fwath'd about the lwelling

M ozean’s mighty food

L]
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He wrougiit by weight and meafure ;
And I was with him then:
Myfelf the Tather’s pleafure,
And mine, the fons of men.

3 Thus wifdom’s words difcover
Thy glory and thy grace,

Thou everlafting jover

Of our unworthy face!

Thy gracious eye furvey'd us

Lre flars were feen above s

In wifdom thou haft made us,

And dy’d for us in love.

And couldft thou be delighted
With ¢rcatures fuch as we!
Who when we faw thee, flighted,
And naiP’d thee to a tree ?
Unfathomable wonder,

And myflery divine!

The woice that {peaks in thunder,
Says, ¢ Sinner, T am thine !

LIII. A Friend that flicketh clofer than o
Lrother. Chap, xviil, 2 4.

OHE there is, above all others,
Wl deferves the name of friend;
His 1s love beyond a brother’s,
Cofily, free, and knows no end s
They who once his kindnefs prove,
Find it everlafting love |

Which of all our friends to fave us,
Could or would have thed their blood!
Iut ouy ]ch s dy'd to have us
Reconcii’d in him to God :
This was boundlefs love indeed !
Jelus 15 a friend in need,



Hymn 84 ECCLESTASTES.

1 Men, when rais’d to lofty ftations,
Often know their friends no more ;
Slight and feorn their poor relations,
- Tho' they valu’d them before
But our Saviour :111.'.*:1}'5 OWiNs
Thofc whom he redeem’d with groans.

tin
ary

4 Yoo he iv'd on earth abafed,

Friend of finners was his nume ;

Now, above all glory raifed,

He rejoices in the fames
Still he calls them brethren, fricnds,
And to all their wants attends,

2 Could we bear from one ansther
What he daily bears fronmy us ?
Yet this glorious Friend and Brother
Loves us tho® we trzat him thus
Tho' for good we render ili,
He accounts us brethren fill,

b Obt for grace our hearts to fuften !

by

feach w3y Lord, at length to love
Wealas! foraet too often,

What a Friend we have above

Bur when home our fuuls are brought,
Ve will love thee as we ought,

e R -

ECCLESIASTES.

LIVe  Penity of Life®. Chap. i, 1.

P THE evils that befet our path
Who can prevent or cure 3

We tand upon the brink of death
YWhen moft we feem fecure.

L Ewk 11, Hywn 6,
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56 ECCLESTASTES.  Bock

2 If we to-day fwect peace poflels,
It foon may be withdrawn
Some change may plunge us in diitrefs
Before to-morrow’s dawn,

3 Difeafe and pain invade our health,
Aud find an eafy prey ;
And oft, when leaft expetied, wealth
Takes wings and flics away.

& A fever or a blow can fhake.
Qur wildom’s boafied rule,
And of U:e brightefl genlus make
A madiman ot a fol,

5 The gourds, from which we lock for frui,
Produce us only pain;
A worm unfeen atracks the root,
And all cur hopes are vain,

6 I rity thele who feck no more
Thau fuch a world can give ;
Erlrrﬂtl:hl‘d thf‘}' H:'C, thl bliﬂd’ 1!‘.:1d P:}I*_:i

And dving while they live,

» Since fimn has 1ll'd the enth with wee,
And creatures tade and die
Lord, wean our hearts from things belowy
And fix our hopes on high,

LV. C. Funityof ibe Waid,

1 GOD ¢ives his mercies to be fpent;
Your hoard will do your feul nu g
Guld is a blefling only lent,
Repaid by giving othets foad.

2 The world's eftcem is but a biibe,
To buy their peace you (i your own :
The flave of a vaineglorous tribe,
Who hate you while they make you Kuows,



ilymn 56, ECCLESIASTES.

3 The joy that vain amufements give,
J [ »
Oh ! fad conclufion that it brings !
The honey of a crowded hive,
Defended by a thoufand ftinas,

+ 'Tis thus the world revgirds the fools
That Hive upon her treach’rous finiles -
Shz leads them blindfold, by ber rules,
And runs all whom fhe beguiles.,

§ God knows the thoufands who go down
From pleafure into endlefs woe ;
And with a long defpairing groan
Blafpheme their Maker as thiey go.

5 O fearful thought ! be time! v wile ;
Delight but jn a Saviour's charms ;
And God fhall take you to the fkics,
Lmbrac’d in everlafting arms.

LVL.  Vamty of tae Creature _/Emc‘?ﬁm' :
I HONEY tho’ the bee preparcs,

An envenom'd fting -he wears R
Plercing thorns a guard compofe
Round the fragrant blooming rofe,

« where we think to find a fweet,
Otea painful fing we meet
When the rofe invites our eye,
We forget the thorn is nigh,

v Why are thus our hopes beguil’d-
Why are all our plealures [poil'd ?
Yhy do agony and woe
Irom our choiceft comforts grow ?

4 Sin has been the caufe of 1] 1
“Lwas nut thus before the fal »
What but pain, and thorn, and fling,
»Tem the root of fin can [pring ¢
D
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8 SOLOMON’s SONG.  Book 1.

5 Now with ¢v'ry good we find
Vanity and gricf entwin'd;
What we fecl or what we fear,
All our joys embitter here,

& Yet, thro' the Redeemer’s Jove,
Thefe affli&ions bleflings prove ;
He the wounding ftings and thorns
Into healing mad’vines turns,

7 From the carth our hearts they wean,
Teach us on his arm to lcan ;
Urze us to 2 throne of grace,
Make us feck a refing-place.

g In the manfions of our King
Gweets abound without a fing 5
Thornlefs there the rofes bluw,

And the joys unmingled Hove.

eI A e~

SOLOMON's SOXG.

LVIL. The Name of Fefus. Chap. 1t %
1 I_]'_OW (weet the name of ]cl’us {founds

In a believer’s car!
Yt {oothes bis forrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

2 Tt makes the wounded fpirit whole,
' And calms the troubled breaft;
’Tis manna to the hungry {oul,
And to the weary reft.

Dear name | the rock en which I build,
My Jhield and hiding-place ;

My never-failing treas'ry, fll'd
With boundlefs ftores of graec.
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* Hymn 8. ISATAHNH,

. 4 By thee MY prayers acceptance gain,
Altho” with fir defii’d :
Satan accufes me in vain,

And I am own’d 7 child.

- 5 efus! my Shepherd, Hufband, Friend,
“ My Prophet, Prieft, and Kiny
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praife I bring,

€ Weak is the cffort of my heart,
And cold my warmeft thought ;

i Dut when T fee thee as thou art,

| Il praife thee as I ouzht,

7 Tt then T woull thy love proclaim
' With ev’ry flecting breath ;
And may the mufic of thy name
Refreth my foul tn deatl,

e T e

ISATABH.

NI C. 0 Lowd, Twill praife thee 7
i Chap. xii.
il I WILL praife thee ev’ry day,
. Now thine anger's turn’d away !
. Comfortable thoughts arife

. Frova the bleeding fucrifice.

2 Here, in the fair gofpel-field,

- Wells of free Dilvation yicid
Streams of life, a plenteous ftore,

Ard my foul fhatl thirf, ne more,

3 [Esus is become at length

My falvation and m y ftrength s

And his praifes {hall prclong,

While I live, my pleafant {ong,
D 2




69 ISATIAH Book I,

¢ Praife ye, then, b s glorious name,
Dyl hivesete o fame '
Sril. s worth y w praie cxceedsy
Facelt it e al his dorlse

¢ Ra.le agam the joyiul fornd,

* ) the natons 1ok i round |
7a00, bty 1oY this 1s b,
Goa toe Swiour uodls 1o e,

LIN.,  Tw Refuge River, and Rock of the
Church, Ch:!p VAN 2.
] I 5 wly. on carth as man was Kaown,
ot oore sur ins and pains,
Wow, ledlodoon iy <18 wal throne,
The Goo of glory reigns.
. His hands the wheels ol nature guide
Wit an Wiy $kil s
And counties worlds cxtended wide,
Obey his fus 0iy? will.
3 Wiale harps an.aumber'd found his praile,
In yonder world above 3
FTis (aints on carth admire his ways
And vlory in hts love.
SV

£1i5 riphteoufnels to taith reveal’d,
\{1ou, bt aut for guilty worms,
Atford. 4 hiding-place and (hield

Fropy cuemies and frorms.

g This land, thro which his pilgrims go,
[¢ defoldte and dry 3
But fizcams of yrace from him o'crflowy
Thetr third to fatisty.
& \When troubles, fixe a burning fun,
Bent heavy on their head,
Tt this almighty Rock they run,
And find a pleafing fhade.



Hymn60.  I1SATAHN. 61

7 How glorious he ! how happy they
In fuch a glorious friend !
Whole love fecures them all the way,
' And crowns them at the end.

LX. Zion, or the City of Gad*. Chap. xxxiji.20,21,
¥ (yLORIOUS things of thec are fpoken 4,
Zon, city of our God !
He, whofe word cannot be broken,
Form'd thee for his own abode £ :
On the rock of ages founded §,
What can thake thy fure repofe: 2
With falvation’s walls furrounded [,
Thou may’{t {mile at alt thy foes.
n See! the ttreams of living waters
Spring'ng from eternal love |
Wil fupply thy fons and daughtess,
And al} fear of want removes
Who can faint while fuch a river
Fver flows their thrft ¢ affuage 3
Grace, which hike the Lovd, the giver,
Never fails from age to aze.
Xound cach habitation hov’ring,
Sce the cloud and fire appear 44!
For a glory and a cov'ring,
siewing that the Lord is near &
Thus deriving from their banner
sight by night, and thade by day s
Safe thcy fecd upon the manna
Vhich he gives them when they ptaye
¢ Bleft inhabitants of Zion,
Walh’d in the Redeemer’s bload !
jefus, whom their fouls rely on,
Makes them Kkings and priefts to God 31

* Dok 11, Hymn 24, 4 Pfalm Ixxxvil,

T Plalm exxxii. 14. § Dart. xvi. 18,

" Ij:lfnﬁ XXV]. I -I- .Pfu]m xlvi. ol

M ek iy, 3, 6. 11 Rev. i 6,
D3
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b2 ISATAH. Book I,

"Tis his love his people raifes
Over felf to reign as Kings,

And as priefts his folemn praifes
Fach for a thank-off 'ring brings.

g Saviour, if of Zion's city
I ithio’ grace a member am ;
Let the world deride or pity,
[ vali 2lory o thy name:
I.ui g is the worldling's pleafure,
211 s boatted pomp and thow ;
Sedvtjovs and lafiing trealuie,
None tut Zion’s children koow.

LXI1. Losk unto me and be ye _/II'U.-.‘J.
Chap. xlv. 22,

1 ‘AS the ferpent ras’d by Mofes #
% 1eal’d the burning ferpent’s bite )
Jefus thus hrntdf difclofes
To the wounded Gnner's fipht :
Hear his gracious tuvitation,
¢ T have lifc and peace to give,
T have wrouzht ovt 1ol falvation,
Sinncry, Jook to me and live.

» Pore vpon your fins no longer,
Well 1 know their mighty guilt;
Put my love han death 1s fironger,
I tay blood have freely fpilt:
The” your heart has long been havden'’d,
T.ook on me—it foft thall arow
Paft tranfzreflions thall be pardon’d,
And I'll w.fh you white as {now.

2 1 have feen what you were doing,
'Tho' yau little thoupht of me;
You were madly bent on ruin,
Eut I faid=—Tt ihall not be s

*oDuehers w3 G,



Jymn 6z, ISATARL

You had been for ever wretched,

flad T unt efpous’d your part;

Now behold my arms outfiretched

To recerve you to my heart.
4 Well may thame, and joy, and wonder,
All your inward paffions move 3
I coudd crufly thee with my thunder,
But [ {reak to thee 1n ove s
See b oyuur g aie ali fornivn,
I imwe paid rhe countlels fum !
Now iy death has opan’d heav's,
Plather you fhall thortly come.™
Deareft Saviotr, we adote thee
For thy precious life and death -
Mele cachy frubborn heart before thee,
Give us all the eve of faith
blom the law's conderining fentence
Lo thy merey we appaal ;
Thou zlone canit give reprutinge,
Thou alone our fouls can heal.

LXIL. The gosl Py fictan,

! I_IO‘JT’ lott w.s my condition,

Tul Jefis made me whole !
There 1s but one Phy fician
Can cure a fin-fick foul !
Next door to death he found ma,
And fnateh'd me from the grave -
To tell to all around me,
His wondrous pow’r to fave.
The worft of all difeafes
Is ight, compar’d with fin ;
On ev'ry part it feizcs,
But rages molt within
"Lis pally, drapfy, fever,
And madies—ail combin'd ;
And none but a believer
Fhe Lt relicf can find.

Dy

T

’

T



by ISATAIL Beok 7,

3 From men great fkill protefling
I thought a cure to gain ;
But this prov’d more diftrefling,
And added to my pain :
Some fsid that nothing ait’d me,
Some gave me up for Inft;
Thus ev'ry refuge fail'd me,
And all my hopes were crofs'd.

4 At lengih this great Phyfician,
How matchlefs is his grace!
Accepted my petition,

And undertook my cafe :

Firlt gave me fight to view him,
For fin my fight had feal’d:
Then bid me look unto him;;

1 loo'’d, and 1 was heal’d,

g A dying, rifen Jefus,

Scen by the eye of taith,

At once from anguifb frees us,
And faves the foul from death :
Come then to this Phyfician,
His help he’ll freely give,

He makes no hard condition,
>Tis only—look and live.

LXIII. Tothe 45’?5(‘?:‘3, toffed awith Tempef:,
andnot comforted.  Chap. lir, g—11.

1 PENSIVE, doubting, fearful heart,
Hear what Chrift the Saviour fays ;

Ev'ry word {hould joy tmpare,

Change thy mourning into praife :
Yes, he fpeaks, and {peaks to thev,
May he help thee to believe !

Then thou prefently wilt {ee,

Theu hatt little caufe to grieve.



Hvmu 63, [SATAH. 65

2 ¢ Fear thou not, nor be atham'd
All thy forrows foon {hall end ;
} who heav'n and carth have fram’d
An thy hutband and thy friend ;
1 the High and Holy One,
Hrael's God by alf ador'd,
As thy Saviour will be known,
Thy Redeemer and thy Lord.

b

2 Tora moment 1 withdrew,

Aud thy heart was fill'd witly pain
But my mercies I'll renew,

Thou fhalt foon rejoice again

TLo" I feem to hide my face,

Very foon my wrath fhall ceafe
"I but for a moment’s fpace,
Lnding in cternal peace.

& When my peaceful bow appears ¥,

b
|
|
!

Pamied on the wat’ry cloud ;

Tz to diffipate thy fears,

L:0t the carth fhould be o’erflow™d
‘Tis an emblem too of grace,

Ot my cov'nant love a fign

Tho” the mountiins leave their place,
Theu fhalt be for ever mine.

L |
-

D" afflicted, tempett tofs'd,
Comfortlefs awhile thou art,

Do not think thou canft be lott,
Thou art graven on my heart :
All thy waftes T will repair,
Thou fhale be rebuilt anew :
fwnd 1n thee it fhall appear

Yohat 2 God of love can do.*

* Gen ix. 13, 14,

D s



66 ISATAIL Book 1,

1XIV. C. TFe contrite Heart. Chap. lvils 1,

Y THE Lord will happinefs divine
On contrite hear.s beftow :
Then tell me, gracious God, 1s mine
A contrite heart of no ¢

I hicar, but {cem to hear in vam,
Infenfible as ftecel;

I{ ought is felt, tis only pain,
To find T cannot fecl.

3

i fometimes think myfelf inclin’d
Ta love thee, if I could ;

Bt often feel another mind,
Averfe to all that’s good,

5 My beft defires ave famt and few,
1 fain would firive for more;
But when T ery, © My (trength renew,”
Scem weaker thaa before.

)

4 Thy faints are comfoited, I know,
And love thy houfe of pray’r;
I therefore go where others go,
But find no comfort theies

6 O make this heart rejoice or ach ;
Decide this doubt tor me;
Auad if it be not broken, break,
And heal ity if it be.

1LXV. C. Tie future Pecee and glory of Vs
Chwrch,  Chap, 1x, 3 §=—20.

3 HEAR what God the Leord hath fpoker
« O my people, faint and few ;
Comfortlefs, atHicted, broken,

Fair abdes 1 build for you;

‘I'horrs of heart-fe't tribulation

Shall no more perplex your ways;
You thall name your walls, Salvation,
And vour gates thall all be praife,



i
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Myma66. JEREMIAR, 6y

2 There, like ftreams that feed the gavden,
Pleafures without end thali flow :
For the Lord, your faith rewarding,
All his bounty fhali beftow
Stll in undifturb’d porfeffion
Peace and righteoufnefs fhall reign g
Never [hall you feel oppreffion,
Hear the voice of war again.

+ Ye no more your funs defcending,
Waning moous no more fhall fee ;
Buty your griefs for ever ending,
Find cternal noon in me ¢
God thall rife, and fhining o’er you,
Caange to day the gloom of night ;
He, the Lord, fhall be your glory,
CGoa your everlaiting light,”

JEREMIADN.

ANVE The Trult of the Wicked and the Rightioss-
compared.  Chap. xvii, 5=,

1 ,-\S parched in the barren fands,
-~ " Beneath a burning fky,
the worthlefs bramble with'ring ttands,
And oniy grows to die :

1 Suchois the finner’s awiyl cale,
' Who makes the world his truft,
And dares his confidence to place
In vanity and duft,

3 Afecret curfe deftroys his root
~ And dries his moifture up ;
. Helives awhile, but bears no fruit,
 Thea dics without a hope,
D é




3 T1E REMIATH. Book 1.

+ But happy he whofe hopes depend
Upon the Lord alone ;
‘The {oul that trufts in fuch a friend,
Can ne’er be overthrown,

g "Tho’ gourds thould wither, cifterns break,
And ereature-comforts dic
Wa change his folid hope can {hake,
Or {top his fure fupply.

6 So thrives and blooms the trec whofe roots
By confiart ftreams are fed ;
Array'd in green, and rich in truits,
It rears its branching head.

7 Tt thrives tho’ rain fhould be deny’d,
And drought around prevail ;
"Tis planted by a river hie,
Whote watcis cannot fail,

LXVII. C. Flovah our Rivhteotf:3.
hap. Xxiii. 0.
1 Y Ged, how perfet are thy ways !
But mine puiluted arc;
Sin twings itfelf about my praile,
And Ties into my prayer.
2 When T wou'd fpeak what thou haft dang
To fave me from my fin,
I cannct make thy mercies Lo
But {clf- applaufe creeps 1n.

s Divine defire, that holy flame
Thy grace creates 1 me;
Alas! Impaticnce 15 its name,
VW hen it retarns to thee.
4 This heart a fountuin of vile thanght,
1ow doos it overtlow?
W hile felf unnn the furface {{ ate,
Sttt bubbiing trom belew,



Heon 63, JEREMIAH, T

5 Let others in the gaudy drefs
Of fancied merit {hine,
The Lord fhall be my righteoufiefs,
The Lord for ever mine.

LX\?I[I- Ct E;‘.Z:rl:;.'f: I'l}ﬁf”ff'.‘g.
Chap. xxxi. 18—20,

1 I\i ¥ God, 111 T veceiv’d thy flroke,
Flow ke a bealt was 1!
5. unaccu'tom’d to the yoke,
Su backward to t:ﬂmply.

2 Wih grict my juft veproach I bear,
sawme fills me at the thought
H_ow frequent my rebellions were )
Wit wickednefs T wiought !
: 1y mercitul reftraint 1 feorn’d,
And ledt the pleafant road ;
ot taeny gy and 1 fhall be turn'd,
i Thou art the Lord my God.

& 5 piraim banith’d from my thoughts,
! Orvile in iy clicem #
|

Yooy f2ith the Lord, with all his faults
| t {111 remember him.

- 2 I hie aadear and pleafant child ?
Yoz, dear and pleatunt fiill ;
L Thd” fin his foelith heatt begul'd,
And he withflood my will.

6 My fharp rebukie has laid him low,
tle feeks my face again
- Ay pity Kindles at his woe,
sle thall not feek in vain.




70 LAMENTATIONS.  Bookl,

LAMENTATIONS.
RN, Lhe Lord 1s my Porizn. Chap. it 24,
1 TaROM pol2 to poie let others roam,
And fearch in vain for blifs
My foul is fatisfy'd at home,
The Lord my postion Is.
2, Jefus, whe on bis ¢lorious throne
Rules hoav's, and carth, and fe2,
I pleas’d to claim me for his own,
And give himfelf to me.
= His perfon fixes all my love,
His blond 1emoves my fear

And while he pleads tor me above,
His arm preferves me here.

4 His word of promife is my foed,
His Spirit is my guide;
Thus daily is my ftrength renew’d,
And all my wants fupply’'d %,
g For him I count as gam cach lofs,
Difgrace for him, renown
Well oy ¥ glory in hiz crofs,
While he prepares my crown !
'6 Let worldiings then indulge their boaft,
How much they gain or fpend ;
Their joys muft foon give up the ghoit,
But mine fhall know no end,

EZEKIEL

LN, FHunbled and fillenced by Merey.
Chap. xvi. 03.

I ONCE perifhing in blood T lay,
Creaturcs no help coull give s
But Jefus pafs’d me in the way,
He fuw, and bid me live,

¥ Bok 111, Hyin 58,



H}"m'ﬂ 7T EZEKIEL. Py

2 Tho' Satan ftill his rule maintain'd
And all his arts employ'd ;
That mighty word h.s rage reftrain’d,
I could not be deftroy’d.

’

1 At length the time of love arrivd
When I my Lord fhowld know ;
Then 5:tan, of his pow’r depriv’d,
Was tuic'd to fet me po.

£ Ocan [ c’er that day ferger,
When Jefus kindiy (poke !
“ Poor foul, my blood has paid thy deb,
And now I break thy yoke,

§ Hencelorth T take thee for my own,
And g've my:clf to thee ;
Yorfake the idols thou hatt known,
And yicld thy heart to me.”

o Ahy worthlefs heart ! it promis’d fair,
Aand {aid it would bz thine s
I little thought it e’er would dare
Again w:th 1dols join.

7 Lord, doft thou fuch backflidings heal,
And pardon all that'’s patt?
Sure, if 1 am not made of ficel,
Thou haft prevail’d at latt.

5 My tongue, which rathly fpoke before,
This mercy will refteain;
Surely 1 now fhall boaft no more,
Nor cenfure, nor complain.

LXXIL. C. Z%e Covenant. Chap. xxxvi. 2528,

I‘HE Lord proclaims bis grace abroad }
Behold, | change your hearts of ftone;
Fach fhall renounce h's idol-god,
And ferve, henceforth, the Lord alone.



72 EZEXIEL. Book 1,

2 ¢ Ny grace, a flowing fiream, proceeds
To wath your bltamefs away ;
Ye thall abhor your former decds,
And learn my {tatutes to obcy.

3 My truth the great defipn nfures,
I grve myfelf away to you;
You fhall be mine, I will be yours,
Your God unalterably true.

4 Yct not unfought, or unimplor’d,
The plenteous grace fhall I confer *;
No—ryour whole hearts fhall fcek the Lord,
Pl put a praying fpint theie.

From the firft breath of life divine,
Down to the Iaft expiring hour,
The gracious work fhall all be mine,

Begun and ended in miv pow’r.”

{ rv

I.XXIIL C. Fehovak-Shammah. Chap. zliviii, 553,

1 AS birds their infant-brood proteét +,
Aund [pread their wings to fhelter them ;
Thus faith the Lord to his ¢leét,
“ So will 1 guard Jerufalem.”
> And what then is Jerufalem ?
This davhing object of his care ?
Wlhere is its worth in God’s eftcem 2
Who built it ¢ who mhabits there ¢

Jehovah founded it in blood,

'Fhe blood of his incarnate Son ;

There dwell the faints, once fozs to God,
The finners whom he calls his own,

)

4 There, the' beheg’d on ev'ry fide,
Yet much belov’d and guarded well,
From age to age they bave defy’d
The utmoft force of carth and hell,

¥ Ter. 47, 1 Lfaiah xxxi. §s
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E LEynn 73e DANIEL. k!
5 Let carth repent, and hell defpair,

E

This city has a fure defence

S _ |
i Her name 1s call’d,y ¢ The Lord is there,”
? And who has pow’r to drive him thence
! et
£ DANIEL.

- INAMY, Tk Power and Triunph of Faith,
T Chﬂp- IH. 6.

3 GUPPGRTED by the word,
2 Though in himfe!f a worm,
he fervant of the Lord
C.n wondrous acts perform :
Without difmay he boldly treads
Wherd'er the path of duty leads,

- .. L LR R B N Y [T w - -
LIS I L - - Tam

¢ The haughty King in vain,
With fury on his brow,
Pelievers would conftrain
i Togolden gods to bow :
i The farnace could not make them fear,
i Becaufe they knew the Lord was near.
E] As vam was the decree
i Which charg’d them not to pray
E Daniel fill bow’d his knee,
: And worlhip’d thrice a-day.

Truting in God, he fear'd not men,
Tho' threat ' ned with the lions deu.

+  Sccure they might refufe
Compliance with fuch laws 3
For what had they to lofe,
When God efppus’d their caufe 3
He made the hu ngry lions crouch s
Nor durft the fire Jius childen touchs
5 The Lord is ftill the fame,
A mighty fhicld and tow’r,
And they who troft his name
Are guarded by his power;



74, DAWIEL. Book 1,

He can the rage of lions tame,
And boar them harmlefs thro' the flame,

6  Yet we too often fhrink
When trialy ate in view;
Eape@ting we mutt fnk,
Aud never can et thro’
But could we onee believe indeed,
From all thefe fears we thould be fieed.

LXXIV. DBflazzar, Chap. v. g, 6,

1 POOR finners | little do they think
\With whom they have to do !
Lut tand fecurely on the brink
Of everiafiing wuc

s, Belthazzar thus, profanely bold,
The Lord ol Lofls dtf}"xl :
But veageance foon his boafls controul’s,
And humbled 2]l his pride.

s He faw a hand uprm the wall
{And trembled on his throne}
Which wrote his fudden dreadful fall
I charadters unknown.

A4 Why fheuld he tremble at the view
Of what he could not read 2
Forebading contcience quickiy knew
His ruin was decveed,

g Secc him o'crwhelm’d with decp diftrefs!
FHis eyes with anguifh roll ;
His luoks, and loofen’d joints, cxzprels
The terrors of his {oul.

6 His pomp and mufic, guefts and wine,
No more delight afford ;
O finner, ere this cafe be thine,
Peyin to feck the Lovds
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Hymn 75, JONAH. e

7 The law like this hand-w riting ftands,

LW I |

Cre

And fpeaks the wrath of God ¥ ;
Buot Jefus anfwers its demands,
And cancelz it with blood.

vl T T LR L ———

JON A H.
LXXV. Tk Gaord,  Chap. iv. 8.

‘-'; once for Jonah, fo the Lord,

To {o,th and clicer my mnurnful hours,
Frepar'd for me a pleafing gourd,

Cool was its thade, and {weer its fow’ys,

To prize this gift was urely right,

But thre' the fully of my heart,

It hid the giver from my fight,

Aad fgon my joy was chm d o fimare,

VWhile T admir'd its beauteous furm,

;ts pleafunt thade and grateful fruit

The Lord, difoleas’d, feng forth a wor m,
Uileen, 1o prey upon the root,

 teembied when T (uw it fadc,

m* gutlt referain’d the munm'ring word 3
Im] 7 L conlels'd, and pray’d.

1 rgive my fin, and fpare my goned,

11is wondrous love can ne'er be ¢ld,

He hoard me and reliev’d my pain ;

s word the threat'ning worm controul’d,

And bid my gourd revive again,

6 Now, Lord, my gourd is mine no more,

“11s thine, who only could'it ir raife ;
The idol of my heart before,
Haasetorth thall flourith to thy praife,

G FEI&‘?;UH :Uu Iq-i
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ZECHARIAL

LXXVI, Prayer ﬁr the Lords prﬁm{ﬁd
Prejence. Chap. 1l 10,

] SO\T of God ! thy people thi-ld ]
Mutt we ftill thine abfer.ce mourn ?
Let thy promile be fulhl d
Thou hatt fatd, ¢ 1 will rcturn |*?

o (racious Leader now appear,
Shine upon us with thy light!
Like the fpring, when thou art near,
Days and {uns arc doubly bright,

3 As a mother counts the days
Till her ablent fon the fee,
Longs and watches, weeps and prays;
So cur {pints long for thee,

4 Come, and let us {cel thee nigh,
Then thy theep fhall feed in peace;
Plenty blefs us from on high,

Ev:l fromi amongft us ceafe.

¢ With thy lmc, and voice, and aid,
Thou canft ev’ry care afluage ;
Then we thall not be afraid.

Tho’ the workl and Satan rage.

6 Thus cach duy for thee we’ll fpend,
While our callings we pur{lue;
And the thou hts of fuch a friend

shall each night our joy renew.

7 Let thy Bight be nc’er withdrawn,
Golden days atford us long |
Thus we pray at early dawn,

This fhall be our our ¢v’ning fong.
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LXXVIL. A4 Brand j:fm%m’ oxt of the Fire,

Chap. i1 1z,

Y ITH Satan, my accufer, near,
My fpirit tembled when I faw
Th- Lord v majefty appear,
And heard the anguage of his law,

o Invamn I wilh'd and frove to hide
The tatter’d alt y rags 1 wore;
Whi'e my ficice foc, ifuiting cry'd,
“ Sce what you t.ufted 1 before !

3 Struck dumb, and lcft vithout a plea,
" I heard my gracious aviour {ay,

« Know, Satan, I this Ginner fice,

I dy’d to tage his fins away,

4. This 1s a brand which 1, in love,
To fave from wrath and fin defign ;
In vain thy accufations prove
I an{wer ally and claim him mige.”

¢ At his rebuke the tempter flid ;
Then he remov’d my fithy drcfs :
“ Poor finuer, take this robe, he fatd

It is thy Saviour's nghtcuufncfs

0 And fee, a crewn of life prepar’d !
That T might thus thy head adorn
I thought no fhame of futtering hard,
Eut wore for thee a crown of thorn.”

2 O how 1 heard thefe gracious words |
They broke and heal’d my heart at once
Conftrain'd me to become the Lord’ S,
And all my idol-gads renounce.

¢ Now, Satan, thou hait loft thy aim,
Agantt this brand thy threats are vain
elus has pluck’d it from the flame,
Aind who fhall put it in again ¢

77
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LXXVIII.  On one Stone fhall be feven Ey:,
Chap. 1. 9.
1 JESUS Chrift, the Lord's anointed,
Who his blood for finners {pilt,
Is the Stone by God appointed,
And the church is on him built ¢
He delivers all who trufis him from their guil:,

» Many eyes at once are fixed
On a perfon {o divine;
Love, with awtul juftice mixed,
In Iv's great redemption fhine:
wighty Jefus! give me leave to call thee mine,
3 DBy the Father’s eye approved,
Lo, a voiceis heard from heav’n ¥,
‘¢ Sinners, this ts my beloved,
for your ranfom freely givin:
All offences, for his fake, {hall be forgivn.”

4 Angels with their eyes purfu’d him +,
When he left his ulorious throne ;
With aftonithment they view’d him
Put the form of {crvant on;
Angels worfhipp’d him who was on carth uns
known,

5 Satan and his hoft amazed,
Saw this fione o Zion laid ¢
Jefus, tho’ t) deatly abafed,
Bruis'd the tubtle ferpent’s head f,
When, to fave us, on the crofs ais blood he fheds

& When a gutlty finner fees him,
While he lonks his foul is hieal’d ;
Soon this fight from anguith frees him,
And imparts a pardon fea’d Jj :
Riay this Saviour be to all our heaits reveal’d,

* Matth, it 17, + 1 Tim. iii. 16,

T Joln i, 31, | John it 350
)
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7 With deftre and admiration,

All his blood-bought flock behold ;
Him who wrought out their {alvation,
And mclos’d themy in his fold * .

Yet ther warmeft love and praifes are too cold,

- & By theeye of carnal reafon

Many view him with difdain +
How will they abide the feafon
When he comes with all his train 3
To cicape him then they’ll with, but with in vain,

o How thetr hearts will melt and tremble
When they hear his awful voice 1 ;
But his faints he’ll then affemble,
As his portion and his choice,
And receive them to his everlafling joys.

LAXIXG €. Praife for the Fountain cpened,
Chap. xili. I.

- THF.RE 1s a fountain A11'd with blood

[
!
I

Drawn from Emmanucl’s veins ;

And finners plung’d beneath that flood,
Lofe all their guilty ftains.

2 The dying thief rejoic’d to fee
That fountain in his day ;
And there have T, as vile as he,
Wafh'd all my fins away.,

- @ Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood

Shall never lofe its pow’r,
Bl all the ranfom’e church of God
Ee fav'd to fin 0o more.

< er fince, hy faith, I faw the fiream
Thy flowing wounds fupply,
Keceeming love has been niy, theme,
£nd fhall be till T die.

1B d 7. 4 Plalm cxviii, 22,
i Rf:‘vt il ?- .
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5 Then in a nobler, {weeter fong
I}l fing thy pow'r to fave;
When this poor lifping Ramm'ring tongue
Lics fi'ent in the grave.
6 Lovd, I believe thou haft prepar’d
(Unworthy though I be)
For me a blood-bought free reward,
A galden harp for mel
= *Tis ftrung, and tun’d, for endlefs years,
Aud form’d Ly pow’r divine;;
To fourd in God the Father’s ears
No oihier name but thine.

MALACHI

YNXX.  They fhall be mine, faith the Lea.
Chﬁp. 111, 16""13-

X ",TV'HEN {inners; utter boafting words,
And glory in their fhame;
The Lord well-pleas’d an ear affords
'I'o thofe who fear nis name,

2 They often meet to feck his tace,
And what they do, or {ay,
Is noted in his buok of grace
Againt another day.

3 For they, by faith, a day defery
And joyfuly eapect,
When he, defiending from the fky,
s jewels will colledt.

4 Unnotic’d now, becaufe unknown,
A poor and fuff’ring few;
Fle comes to ¢laim them for his own,
And bring them forth to view,



I Htr“", :’: : "'*1 “' T T I-I E ‘VV.I 32’
: ¥
oW 1ueur’s ¢are
f _ dl rrove 3
Do o and lpﬂ.fﬁ

' . CIT fove,

6 Ll raas will then difcern
Ti- fowe alone are bleit
Waen woath thall like an oven burn,
And vengeance firike the reft,

T ——

MATTHEwW,

- LMAXL The Begpar. Chap. vii, 7, 8,
1 [NCOURAG'D by thy word
1 Of promife to the poor,
Behold, a begpar, Lord,
Waits at thy mercy's door |
No hand, no heart, O Lord, but thine,
Can help or pity wants Iike mine,

2 The begpar’s ufual plea,

Relief from men to gain,

It otfer’d unto thee,

[ know thou would’ft difdain ;

Ane pleas which move thy gracious ear,
At fuch as men would fCorn to hear,

[ have no right to 2y,

That though T now am poor,

Yet once there was a day

When I poffeffed more 3

Thou know'ft that from my very birth,,
Pve been the pooreft wretch on earth,

Nor can I dare profefs,
As beggars often do,
Tho’ great is my diffrefs,
My faults have been but few:s
thou thould’@t leave my foul to ftarye,
I ol be what I well deferye,
E
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¢ 'Twere folly to pretend
I never bege’d betore;
Or if thou now befriend,
'l trouble thee no more 2
Thou often hafl reliev’d my pai,
And often I muft come again.

6  Tho' crumbs are much too good
For fuch a dog as 1,
No lefs than children’s fuod
My foul can fatisly
O do not frown and bid me go,
I muit have all thou canft bettows
v Norcan 1 willing be
Thy bounty to conceal
From cthees whe, like me,
‘Their wants and hunger feel 2
'] tell them of thy mercy's ftore,
And ry to fend a thoufand more,

g Ty thoughts, thou only wife !
(yur thoughts and ways tranfcend,
T as the arched fkies
A bove the carth extend *
Such pleas as mine men would not bear,
It Giod receives a beggar's pray r.

1Rl The Leper Chap. Vil 2) &
OV T a5 the leper’s cafe T read,
My own defurib’d 1 feel
Sin 15 a leproly indeed,
Which none but Chrift can heal.

~ Awhile would have pafs’d for well,

And ftrove my {pots to hide s
T1ll 1% broke out incurable,

Too plain to be deny’ds

i

¢ Gk v, 8y 9s



JymS3. MATTHEW. 31
3 Then from the faints fought to flee,
" And dreaded to be foen ;
I'thought they all wonld point it me,
And cry, ** Unclean, uncleay 1"

E-;; What angnifh did my foul ¢ndure,
. Till hupe and patience ceas’d 3
*Thz morc 1 firove mylfelf ty cure,
\ The more the plague increas’d.

L& While thus I lay diftrefs’d, I faw

t  The Saviour pafling by ;

. Tobim. tho' A'd with (hame and awe,
i Lrais'd my mouraful cry,

16 Lord, thou canft heal me if theu wilt,

© For thou canft all things do s

: O cleanfe my lep’rous foul from guilt,

; My hlthy heart rencwy !
i

17

7 He heard, and with 3 gracious look
Pranounc’d the healing word ;

* 1 sili—be clean,” and while he {poke
Fielt my headth reftor'd,

3 CCome, lepers, feize the prefent hour,
. Tnc Saviour’s grace to pruve
He can relieve, for he'is pow’r,

He awifly for he is love,

1
|
3
:
!

{ LXXXTIL 4 Sick Sond, Chap. ix. 12.

1 PUYSICIAN of my fin-fick {oul,
¢ Tothee 1 bring my cafc;

¥ 1Y raging malady controul,

And heal me by thy grace.

¢ Ity the anguith I endure,

| Svehow I mourn and piuc s

8 10 never can [ hope a cure

§ Tum any hand but thine,
Ez
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1 I would difclofe my whole complaint,
But where fhall T begin ?
No words of mine can fully pamt
That worft diftemper, fine

4 Itliespotina {ingle part,
But thro’ my frame is fpread s

A burning fever in my heart,
A palfy in my head.

¢ It makes me deaf, and dumb, and blind,
And impotent and lame;
It overclouds, and hils my mind
With folly, fear, and fhame.

6 A thoufand evil thoughts intrude
Tumultuous in my breaft;
Which indifpofc me for my food,
And rob me of my reft.

= Lord, I am fick, regard my Cryy
And fet my fpirit {rce:
Say, canft thou let a finner dicy
Who longs to live to thee ?

LXXXIV. Satan returning. Chap. xil. 45—45

1 ' W HEN Jefus claims the finner’s heart,
Where Satan rul’d before;;

The evil fpirit mutt depart,
And dares return no more.

2, But when he goes withou: conftramt,
And wanders from his nome,
Altho’ withdrawn, ’tis but a feint,

He means again to come.

Some outward change perhaps is feen

If Satan quit the place ;
Rut tho’ the houft feem fwept and cleass

"Tis deftitute of grace.
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4 Except the Saviour dwell and reign
Within the finner’s mind ;

Satan, when he returns agatn,
Will eafy cntrance find,

§ With rage and malice fevenfold,
He then refumes his [way ;

No mare by checks to be controul’d,
No more to go away.

¢ The finner’s former ftate was bad,
But worfe the latter far,

He lives poffeffed, blind, and mad,
And dies in dark defpair.

7 Lotd, fave me from this dreadful end !
And from this heart of mine ;

O drive and keep away the fiend
Who fears na voice but thine.

LXXXV. C. Tk Sower. Chap. xiii. 1

J"
) Y’ E fons of earth, prepare the plough, /
Break up your fallow ground |

The fower is gone forth to fow,
And featter bleflings round.

t The feed that finds a ftony foil
Shoots forth a hafty blade;
But il repays the fower’s toil, |
Suon wither'd, fcorch’d, and dead.

3 The thorny ground is fure to baulk
All hopes of harveft there :
We find a tall and fickly ftalk,
But not the fruitful ear.

& The beaten path and high-way fide
Receive the truft in vain .

The watchful birds the {poil divide,
Aud pick up all the prain.
k3
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5 But where the Lord of grace and pow'r

Has blels’d the happy fiecld 5

How plenteous is the golden flore

The deep-wrought furrows yiuldl

6 Father of mercies, we have need

[

]
'h?.

L]

G

Ot thy preparing orace ;

Lct the fame hand that gives the {eed

Provide a fruittul place,

LXXNVI.  The W heat and Tares,
Chap. xiitl. 37—42.
MO in the outward church below
‘The wheat and tares together grow,

Jelus ere Jong will weed the crop,
And pluck the tares, in anger, up.

\Will it relieve their horrors there,

To recolle@ their ftations here ?

13 L. 1. - . hey ke
Fow much they heard, how much they kney
How long among® the wheat they grew !

Oh ! this will asgravate thar cafe !
Thev perith’d under means of grace ;
‘To ther the word of life and faith
Eec.me an inftrument of death.

We feam alike when thus we meet,
Stroneers might think we all are wheat;
But to the Lord’s all-fearching eyes
F.ach heart appears without difguife.

The tares are fpar’d for various ends,
Some, for the fake of praying friends ;
Others, the Lord, againft their willy |
Employs his counfels to fulthl.

But tho’ they grow fo tall and ftrong,
His plan wiil not require therm long 3
In harvett, when he {aves his own,
The tares fhall into hell be thrown.
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LXXXVIL Peter walking upon the Faler.
Chap, xiv. 28—,

3 A WORD from Jefus calms the ca,
The frormy wind controuls,
And gives repafe and liberty
To tempett-tofled fouls.

2 To Peter on the waves he came,
Awd gave him inftant peace ;
Thus he to me reveal’d his name,
And bid my forrows ceafe.

7 Then Al with wonder, joy, and love,
Peter’s requeft was mine ;
Lovdy call me down, I long to prove
That I am wholly thine.

¢ Unmov'd at all I have to meet
On life’s tempeftucus feq,
Ha+d, fhall he cafy bitter, fweet,
5o I'may follow thee.
¢ He heard and {mil’d, and bid me try,
I eagerly obey'd ;
Lut whea from him T tus’d my ey,
tow was my foul difmay’q |
b The ftorm incieas’d on ev'ry fide,
I telt my fpirit fhrink :
Aund foon, with Peter, loud T cry’d
“ Lord, fave me, or I fink ”

7 Kandly he caught me by the hand,
And faid, ¢ Why dott thou fear »

since thou art come at my command,
£nd Iam always near,

> Upon my promife reft thy hope,
And keep i y love in view
I ftand engag’d to hold thee up,
And geide thee fately through,”

k4
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LXXXVIL  Woman of Canaan.  Chap, xv,

2223,

1 PRAY’R an anlwer will obtain,
Tho' the Lovd awhile delay ;
Nonc thall leck his fuce 1n vain,
None be ecmpty fent away.

2 When the woman came from Tyre,
And for help to Jefus fought
Tho® he granted her defire,
Yt at firlt he anfwer’d not.

3 Could fhe suefs at his intent,
When he to his follow'rs faid,
“ I1to liracl’s fheep am fent,
Dogs muft not have children’s bread.”

4 She was not of Ifracl’s feed,
But of Canaan’s wretched race s
Thought Isvfelfa dog indeed ;
Was not this a hopdlefs cale ?

s Yc¢i altho’ from Canaan fprung,
'Tho' a dog herfelf the ftyld,
She had Hrael'’s faith and tongue,
And was own’d for Abramu’s child.

6 From Lis words the drawsa plea s
“ Tho' unworthy children’s bread,
*Tis enovgh for one lilie me,
1f with crumbs I may be fed.”

7 Jefus then his heart reveal'd s
¢ Woman, canft thou thus belizve ?
I to thy pctition yicld,
All that thou cantt vafh, receive.”

& 'Tis a pattern {et for us,
How we ought to wait and pray ;
None who plead and wreltle thus
Shail be eimpty lent away.
I
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LXXXIX. 27t think yeof Chrif 8
Chap. XXIL. 42,

1 \VV'HAT think you of Chrift # is the teft
To try both your ftate and yourlcheme ;
You cannot be right in the reft,
Unlels you think rightly of him,
A lefus appears in your VIS,
As he 1s belwed or not.
&1 God s difpofed to youl,
And merey or verath are your lot,

]

Sume take him a creature to be,
A may, or an angel at moft -
dure thefe have pot feclings like me,
Norknow themifelves wretched and foft ;
S guilty, fo heiplefs am T,
I durit not confide jn L bload,
~vor on his prote@ion rely,
Valef, T vere fure he is God.
3 o zall him a Saviour, in word,

hut mex their own works with his plan
Al hone he his help will afforg,
e ey have done al) that they can s
Hinings prove rather too light, -
A itele, they own, they may fail), °
[hey purpofe to make up full weight,
7y vafiing hic name in the fcale,

« wme fiyle him the pearl of great ptice,
And fay he's the fnuntain*ofju}'s ;
Yer feed upon folly and vice,
Aud eleave to the world and its toys ;.
Like Judas, the Saviour they Kifs,
And while they falute him, betray s
Al what wiil profeflion like this
Avail in bjs terrible day 2
ks
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s If afk'd, what of Jefus I think ?
Tho' ftill my beft thoughts are but poor,
1 fay, he’s my racat and my drink,
My life, and my firength, and my {tore;
My Shepherd, my Hutband, my Friend,
My Saviour from fin and from thrall ;
My hope from beginning to end,
My portion, my Lord, and my All.

NC. The Feolt/h Virgins . Chap. xxv. 1.

¥ VHEN, defeending from the fky,
The Bridegroom fhall appear,
And the folemn midnight cry

Shall call profeffors near,
H{ow the found our hearts will damp !
How will fhame o'erfpread cach face !
If we only have a lamp,

Without the oil of grace.

2 Foolith virgins then will wake,

And feek for a fupply ;
But in vain the pains they take

T'o borrow or to buy:

Then with thofe they now defpife,

Farneftly they’ll with to fhare;

But the beft among the wife
Will have no oil to fpare.

1 Wife arce they, and truly bleft,

Who then fhall ready be !
But defpair will feize the rcit,

And dreadful mifery :

Once they ! ery, we fcorn to dotbt,

The' in lies our truft we puty

Now our Jamp of hope 15 out,
The door of metcy fhuts

# Bock 1YLy Hymn 72,
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4 If they then prefume to plead,

“ Lord, open to us now ;
We on carth have heard apg pray’d,

And with thy faints did bow :”

He will anfwer from his throac,

“ Tho" you with my people mix'd,

LU0 ML you ne’er were lKhown ;
Depaity yourdoom is fix*4.*

5§ O thit none who worlhip here

May hear that word, depare ¢

Lovd, imprefs a goaly fear

Oun each profeflor’s heart -
Hdp us, Lord, to fearch the camp,
Lt us not ourfelves beguile ;
Loty to a dying lamp,

Without a ttuck of ojl,

XCT. Pfffr Sruning and repenting,
Chap. xxvi. 73

1 1\,-‘yTHEN Peter hoatted, foon 1 fell,
Yet was by prace reftor’d ;
i cafe thould be regarded well
By all who fear the Lord.

2 A voice it has, and helping hand,
Backfliders to recal ;

And cautions thofe who think they fand,
Left fuddenly they fal),

3 He faid, « Whatever others do, -
With Jefus I'll abide 7!
Yet foon amidft a murd’rous crew
His fuff 'ring Lord deny’d,

¢ He who had veen fo bold before,
Now trembled like 3 leaf
Natonly Iy'd, but curs'd and {wora,

Fo gasm the more belief,
L6

02
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o

¢ While he blafphem’d, he heard the cock,
And Jelus lack'd n loves
At once, as if by lghtning firuck,
His tongue forboie to move,

¢ Deliver’d thus from Satan’s faare,
He farts, as from a fleep
His Saviour’s look he could not beary
But hafted forth to wecep.
7 But fure the faithiul cock had crow'd
A hundred times m vain,
11ad not the Lond that loak beftow’d,
The meaning to explain,
2 As 1, like Peter, vows have made,
Yet alted Peter’s part;
So confcience, like the cock, upbralds
My bafe, ungrateiul heart.

o Lord Jelus, heara finner's cry,
My broken peace renew ;
And grant one pitying look, thatl
May weep with Leter too.

M A R K.

xClLL e }:t‘é’.‘fﬂf': ;f:jj*’[ﬁjrf Chap. v. 13, i7
1 I EGION was my nanie by nature,
-~ Gatan raz'd within my breaft;
Never mifery was greater,
Mever finner more pofff’ds
Milchicvous to all around me,
To myfelf the greatedd foc s
Thus 1 was, when Jefus found me,
Fili'd with madnefs, fin, and wut,

s Vet in thisforlotn condition,
When he came to e me free,
I reply’dd to my Pryfican,
¢¢ Vhat have ! to do with thee

)
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But he would not be prevented,
Relen'd me againft my will ;
Had he ftaid til I confented,

I had been a captive fill.

o

“ Satan, tho’ thou fiin wouldit have it
Know this foul is none of thine ;

[ have fhed my blood to fave it,

Now 1 challenge it for mine * :

The’ it long has thee refembled,
Heneeforth st thall me obey 5

Thus he fpoke, while Satan trembled R
Gnafh’d his teeth, and fied away.,

4 Thus my frantic foul he healed,
Bitd my fins and forrows ceafe :
“ Take, faid he, my pardon (caled,
I'have fav’d thee, go in peace:™
Rather tuke nwe, Lord, to heaven,
bow thy fove and grace T know 3
Sinee thou hatt my fins forgiven,
Voky fhould I remain below !

[

F_"

tove, he fatd, will Gweeten labours,
Thou halt fomething yet to do;

(o and tell your friends and neighbours
What my love has done for you ;

Live to manife® my glory,

Wait for heav’n a httle {pace;

minnars when they hear thy flory,
Will repent and feek my face.”

ACIIL.  TTe Ruler's Dawghter raifed.
Chap. v, 39—=12.
* { OULD the creatures help or eafe us,
Seldom fhould we think of pray'r;
lew, 1f any, come to Jefus
Lill redue’d to felf-defpair ;

*Beok 111, Hymn 54,
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Long we either flight or doubt him,
But when all the means we try
Prove we cannot dd without him,
Then at laft to him we cry.

Thus the ruler when his daughter
Suffer'd much tho Chiilt was nigh,
Still deferr’d ity till he thought her
At the very point to dic:

Tho' he mourn’d for her cnnditinn,
He did not intreat the Lord,

Till-he found that no phyfictan

Bat himfelf could help atford.

Jefus did not once upbraid him,

That he had no fooner come;

But a gracious anfwer made him,

And went ftraizhtwvay wirh him home
Yet his faith wos put to tiial

When h's fervants came, and faid,

(¢ Tho’ he gave thee no dental,

*Tis too late, the child is dead.”

Jefus, to prevent hus ErICVIng,

Kindly fpoke and eas’d his pun;

¢« Be not feartul, but behieving,
‘Thou fhalt fee her live again:”
When he found the people weeping;
t« Ceafe, he faid, no longer moutn;
For the is not dead, but {leeping,”
Then they laughed him to fcorn,

O thou meek and lowly Saviour,
How determin’d is thy love!

Not this rude unkind behaviour
Could thy gracious purpole move
Soon as he the room had enter’d,
Spoke, and took her by the hand ;
Death at once his prey {urrender’d,
And {he liv'd at his command,
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6 Lcar not then, diftrefs'd believer,
Venture on his mighty name ;
He is able to deliver,

And his love is flill the fame ;
Can bis pity or his power
Sufter thee to pray in vain 2
Wait but his appointed hour,
And thy fuit thou fhalt obtain.

XCIV. DButone Loaf ¥, Chap. vii, 14.

; WHEN the difciples crofs’d the lake
With but one loaf on board,
How ftrangely did their hearts miftake
The caution of their Lord.

2 4 The leaven of the Pharifees
Beware,” the Saviour faid

They thought, it is becaufe he fecs
We have forgotten bread.

5 It feems they had forgotten tan
What their own eyes had viewd ;
How with what fcarce fuflic'd for few,
He fed a multitude.

4 If five {mall loaves, by his command,
Could many thoufands ferve ;
Might they not truft his gracious hand,
That they fhould never ftarve ?

5 They oft his power and love had known,
And doubtlefs were to blame
But we have reafon good to own
That we are juft the fume,

6 How often has he brought relief,
And ev’ry want fupply’d !
Yet foon, again, our unbelief
Says, ¢ Can the Lord provide

* Mook 111, Hymn 57,
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~ Be thankful for one loaf to-day,
Tho’ that be all your ftore;
To-morrow, if you truft and pray,
Shall timely bring you more.

XCV.  DBartuneus.  Chap. Xe 47, 43,

I MERCY, O thou Son of David I
Thus blind Bartimeur pray’d:
¢ QOthers by thy word aic flavel,
Now to me afford thine wd.”
Many for hus cying chid lum,
But he call’d the louder ittll ;
Till the gracious Saviour bid him
¢ Come, and afk me what you wilts”

{ -+

Moncy was not whit he wanted,

‘Tho' by beging us'd to hve;

Bat he afk’d, and J<fus granted

Abme, which nene but he conld zive-
¢ Lord, 1temove this gricvous bindidl,
Let my eyes behola the day 3”7

Straizht he faw, and, wan by Kindnefs,
rolluw’d Jefus i the way,

Oh! methinks I hicar him praifing,
Publifhing to all around,

¢ Iriends,y 1s not iny cafe amazing ?
What a Saviour I have found :

Oh T that all the blind but knew him,
And would be advis’d by me!

Surely, they would haften to him,

He would caufe them all to fee.”

IJJ

XCVI. C. The Houfe of Prayer. Chap. xi. 17

! THY manfion is the Chriftian’s heart,
O Lord, thy dwelling-place fecure |
Bid the unruly throng depart,
And leave the confecrated door.
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2 Devoted as it is to thee,
A thievifh {warm frequents the place

They fteal away my joys from me,
And rob my Saviour of his praife.

3 There too a fharp defigning trade
Sin, Satan, and the world maintain 3
Nor ceafe to prefs me, and perfuade,
To part with eafe and purchafe pain.

4 1 know them, and I hate their din,
Am weary of the buftling crowd :
But while their voice is heard within,
I cannot ferve thee as I would.

5 Oh! for the joy thy prefence gives,
What peace thall reign whea thou art here ?
Ity prefence makes this den of thieves
A cal delighifal houte of pray's.

6 Aud if thou muke thy temple thine,
Yut, felf-abas’d, wil) adore ;

Fhe gold and filver are not mine,
L zive thee what was thine before,

XCVIHL The blafped Lig-tree.  Chap. xi. 20

V() ~E awful word which Jefus fpoke
Againit the tree which bore no fruit,
Are prercing than the lightning’s ttroke,
Blafted and dry’d it to the root.

N

But could a trec the Lord offend,
To make him fhew his anger thus ?
e furely had a farther end,

fube a warning word to us.

! Ihe fig-tree by its leaves was known '
Bt having not fig to thow,
It orouphe 2 heavy fentence down,
" Let none hiereafter on thﬁ'g grow.”
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4 Too many, who the gofpel hear,
Whem Satan blinds and {in decetves,
We to this ha-tree may compare,
TlLey vield no fruit, but only ieaves.

¢ Knowled s, and zeal; and gilts, and talk,
Unlels combin’d with faith ant ove,

And witnefs'd by a gofp2] walk,
Will not a true profeflion prove.

6 Without the fruit the Lord expaéts,
Knowledze will make our ftate the worfe;
The barren trees he fill rejedts,

Anda foon will blaft them with his curle,

~ O Loid, unite our hearts i pray'r!
On each of us thy Spint f{end,
That ve the fruits of grace may bear,
And find acceptance in the end.

e * oyl -

L UK E.
NCVIIL. The tas Debtors. Chap. vit 47,

¥ ()\ CE @ woman filent tload,
While Jelus tat at meat s

From her eyes fhe pour'd a fiood,
To wafh his {acred feet :

Shame and wonder, joy and love,

Alb at once poilefs’d her mind,

That the ¢’er fo vile could prove,
Yt now forgivene(s finc,

¢ How came this vile woman here ?2
Vill Jefus notice fuch :
Sure, it ne a prophet were,

He would difdain her touch 17
Simon thus, with {cornful heart,
Slighted one whom Jefus lov'd
But her Saviour took her part,

And thus his pride reprov’d

T
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3 ¢ If two men in debt were bound,
Onc lels, the other more,
Fifty, or five hundred pound,
And both alike were paor :
Should the lender both forzive,
When he faw them both d;fres’d
Which of them would you belieye
Engag’d to love him Left?”

4 ¢ Surcly he who moft did owe,”
The Pharifec reply’d »
Then our Lord, « By judging fo,
Thou doft for her decide »
Simon, if like her you knew
How much you forgivenefs need 5
You like her had a&ed too,
And welcom’d me indeed,

£ When the lead of {in js felt,
And much forgivenefs known,
‘Then the heart of courfe will melt,
Tho® hard before as ftone -
Biame not then her love and tears,
Greatly The in debt has been
But I have remov’d her fears,
And pardon’d all her fin.”

3

6 Witen I read this woman’s cafe,
Her love and humble zenl,

I coniefs, with thame of face,
My heart is made of fteel.
Much has been forziv'n to me,
Jefus paid my heavy feore s
What a creature muft 1 be,

That I can love no more !

SCIX. The good Samaritan. Chap, X, 33e=33,

i HOW Kind the good Samaritan
To him who fell among the thieves !
Thus Jefus pitics fallen man,
fnd heals the wounds the fou] receives..
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2 Oh! I remember well the day,
When forcly wounded, nearly flain,
Like that poor man I blexding lay,
And groan'd for help, but groan'd in vain,

4 Men faw me in this helplefs cale,
And pafs’d without compaffion by ;
Each neighbour turn’d away his face,
Unmoved by my mouratul cry.

4 But hz wiofe name had been my fcorn
(As Jews Samaritans defpife)
Came, when he faw me thus forlorn,
With love and pity 1 his eyes.

§ Gently he rais’d me from the ground,
Prefs’d me to lean upon his arm,
And mto every gaping wound
He pour'd his owa ull-Lealing balm,

6 Unio his church myv fteps he led,
The houle prepar'd for finners loft,
Gave charge [ thould be cloth’d and fed,
And tock upon him all the coft,

& Thus fav’d from death, from want {ecur’d,
I wait till he agamn fhall come,
(When [ fhall be compistely cur'd)
And talce me to his heav’nly home,

8 There, thro’ eternal boundlefs days,
Wien Nature’s wheel no longer rolls,
How fhail I love, adore, and praife
This good Samaritan to louls!

C. .ﬂﬂﬂ"”h! ﬂ'ﬂd MH?;}H Chﬂp- X, 38"""42!

1 MARTHA her love and joy exprefs’d
By care to cntertain her gueft ;

While Mary far to hear her Lotd,
And could not bead to loft 2 word,
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2 The principle in both the fame,
Produc’d in cach a diff "rent aim
The one to feaft the Lord was led,
The other watted to be fed,

3 But Mary chofe the better part,
Her Saviour’s words refrefh’d her heart ;
While buly Martha angry grew,
And loft her time and temper too.

4 With warmth (he to her fifter fpoke,
But brought upon herfelf rebuke :
“ One thing is necdful, and but one,
Why do thy thoughts on many run 3»

z How oft are we like Martha vex'd,
Lncumber’d, hurried, and perplex’d 3
While trifles lo engrofs our thought,

Tho’ one thing needful is forgot,
8 g

% Lord, teach us this one thing to choofe,
Which they who gain can never lofe ;
Sufficient in itfelf alone,

And needful, were the world our own,

r Let gro:‘ling hearts the world admire,
Thy love is all that I require !
Gladiy I may the reft refign,
If the one necdfal thing be mine!

10T

Cle e Heart taken,  Chap. xi, 21, 22.

I THE cattle of the human heart,
Strong in its native fin,
Is guarded well in every part,
By him who dwells within,

> For Satan there in arms refides,
And calls the place his own ;
With care againfl affaults provides,
And rules as on a throne,
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Fach traitor thought, on him as chief,
In blind obedience waits g

And pride, felf will, and unbelief,
Are pofted at the yates,

Thus Satan for a feafon reigns,
And kecps his gonds in peace;
The foul is pleas’d to wear his chainsy
Nor withes a relcafe.

But Jefus, fironger far than he,
In his appointed hour

Appears, to fet his people free
From the ufurpet’s pow’r,

“ This heart T bought with blood, he faye,
And now 1t fhall be mine;™

His voice the ftrong one aimi’d difmays,
He knows he muft rehan.

In fpite of unbelief and pride,
And felf, and Satan’s art,

The gates of brals fly open wide,
And Jefus wins the heart.

The rebel foul that once withfiood
The Saviour's kindeft call,

Rejoices now, by grace fubdu’d,
To {erve him with her alle

CII.  TacHorldlmg. Chap. xii, 16—21,
“MY barns arc full, my itores increafe,

And now, for many years,
Souly cat and drink, and take thine eale,
Secure trom wants and fears.”

Thus vhile a worldling boafted once,
As many now prefume,

e heard the Lord himfelf pronouike
His {udden awfol doom.
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3 % This night, vain faol, thy foul muft paf;
Into a world unknown ;

And who ﬂ]dli thf:n the t} nyres puﬂl:fs
Which thou hatt cali'd thine own,”’

4 Thus blinded mortals fon :y fcheme
I'o  happinefs below -
Till death difturbs the pleafing dream,
And they awake to woe.

© Ab! who can [peak the vaft difmay
That fills the fiuner’s mind,

When torn by Death’s ftrong hand away,
He leaves his all behind,

n Wretches, who cleave to carthly things,
Isut are not rich to God;
Their dying hour is full of ftings,
And hell their dark abode.

7 Dear Saviour, make us timely wife,
Thy golyel to attend,
That we may live abave the fkies,
When this poor life thall end,

ClIL  The Barren Fig-tree, Chap,

! THE church a garden s
In which believers ftand,
Like ornamental trees
Planted by God’s own hand s
H's Spirit waters all their roots,
And ev'ry branch abounds with fryits.

:‘:iiil 6-—9'

A
P

But other trees there are,

In this inclofure grow,

Which, tho’ they promife fair,

Have only leaves to fhow
o fruits of grace are on them found,
“hey fland but cumb'rers of the ground.
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3 The under gard'ner gricves,
In vain his ftrength he fpends,
For heaps of ufelefs leaves
Afford him fmall amends :
He hears the Lord his will make Kknown,
To cut the barren fig-trees down.

4 How ditficult his poft,
What pangs his bowels move,
To find his withes croft,
His fabours ufelefs prove !
His laft relief is carneft pray'r,
¢ Lord, fpare them yet another year,

5 Spare them, and let me try
What farther means may do;
P’il freth manure apply,
My digging T'll renew:
Who knows but yet they fruit may yield!
If not—tis juit, they muft be fell'd.”

6  If under means of grace
No gracious fruits apppear,
It is a dreadful cafe;
'The’ God may long forbear,
At length he'll firike the threit’ned blow ¥,
And lay the barren fig-trec low.

CiV. T#e predigal Son. Chap. av. 11—24.

1 AFFLICTI ONS, tho’ they feem fevere,
In mercy oft are fent;
They ftopp’d the prodigal’s carcer,
And forc’d him to repent,

2. Altho’ he no relentings felt
Till be had {pent his ftore,
His ftubborn heart began to melt
When famine pinch'd him {ore.

* EHook II. Iy 20.
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3 ¢ What have I gain’d by fin, he faid,
But hunger, thame, and fear s

My fathei’s houfe abounds with bread,
While I am ftarving here.

¢ T'il go, and tell him all P've done,
And fall before his face s

Unworthy to be call’d his fon,
Pll feck a fervant’s place.”

¢ {1iv father faw him coming back,
" He faw, and ran, and (mil'd ;
And threw his arms around the neck
Of his rebellious child,

i ¢ Father, 've finn’d—byt O forgive 1"
** I've beard enough, he faid ;
Repuice, my houfe, my fon’s alive,
For whom 1 mourn’d as dead.

; Now let the fatted calf be flain,
And fpread the news around ;
Alv fon was dead, but lives again 3
Was Joft, but now is found.”
v 'Tis thus the Lord his Jove reveals,
1o call poor finners home :

More than a father’s love he feels,
And welcomes all that come,

CV. The Rich Man and Fazarys.
Chap. xvi. 1g——235,
' A WORLDLING fpent cach day
In luxury and flate ;
While a belicver lay
< bezgar at his gate
ban’ not the Lord’s appointment firange,

L]
¥,

‘i made a great and lafting change,
* Death broughe the faint releafe
From want, difrafe, and fcorn ;
“nd to the land of peace,
¢l foul, by angels borne ;

F
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In Abraham’s bofor’ afely plac’d,
Enjoys an ceverlafting feaft.

3 The rich man alfo dy'd,
And in a moment fell
From all his pomp and pride
Into the flames of hell :
The beggar’s blifs from far beheld,
His foul with double anguith fill'd.

4 ¢ O Abra’m fend, he cries,
(But his requeft was vain)
The bepgar from the fKics
To mitigate my pam !
One drop of water I intreat,
To foothe my tonguc’s tormenting heat.”

¢ Let all who worldly pelf

And worldly fpirits have,

Obferve, cach for himfelf,

The an{wer Abra’m gave:
«« Remember thou waft fill'd with good,
While the poor beggar pin'd for foods

6 Negle&ed at thy door,
Wi:h tears he begg’d his bread ;
But now he weeps no more,
His griefs and pains are Hed 2
His joys eternally will flow,
While thine expire in endlefs woe,”

7 Lord, make us truly wile,
To chule thy people’s lot,
Aad earthly joys delpife,
Which foon will be forgots

The greateft cvil we can fear,

Is to poffefs our portion here |
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CVI. Tke Importunate 1Y idoww *,
Chap. xviit. 1—,

| OUR I.Ol'd, ‘\1,'!10 kHOWS fl!” WEH
The heart of EV’I‘}Y faiut,

Invites us by a parable,
To pray and never faine,
4 Hebows his gracious ear,
We never plead in vain;
Yot we muft wait till he appear,
And pray, and pray again, -
3 Tho’ unbelief fuppett,
Why fhould we longer wait 3

Ee bids us never give him reft,
But be importunate,

4 ’Twas thus a widow poor,

Without fupport or friend,
Beiet the unjuft judge’s door,

And gain'd, at laft, her end,

5  For her he Jittle car’d,
As Iiitle for the laws ;
Nor God, nor man did he regard,
Yet e efpous’d her caufe.

6 She urg’d him day and night,
Wouid no denial take ;
At length he faid, ¢ 'l do her right,
For my own quiet’s fake,”
7 And fhall not Jefus hear
His chofen when they cry !
Yes, tho” he may awhile forbear,
He'lt help them from on high,

} s nature. truth, and love,
Engage him on their fide s
When they are griev’d, his bowels MOYe,
And can they be deny’d ?

¥ Book I1. Lymn 6o,
|
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g Thinletus earneft be,
And never faint in pray’r;
e loves our importunity,
And makes our caufe his care.

CVIL  Zaccheus. Chap. xix. 1—0,

1 Z'XCCHEUS cl'mb’d the tree,
And thourht himfeif unknown:
Put hrw {urpris’d was he
Whea [fus calt’d him down!
The Lord Eehld him, the’ conceal'd,
And by a word his pow'r reveal d.

2 Wonlder and joy at once

Were printed o hic fuee;

¢ [J.0¢ he iy name pronounce,

And does he know my cafe 7
Wl Jefus deign with me to dine ?
Lord, §, with all I have, are thine,”

1 Thus shere the gofpel’s preach’d,
And finners come to hear,
The hearts of fome ave rcach’d
Before thev arc awave:

The word ditedtly fpe ks to them,

And feems to point them out by name,

4 Tis curiofity
Oft brings them 1n the way,
Only tl.L man to {ze,
And hear what he can fay 3

Tut how the finner fiarts to find

The preacher kuows his inmeft mind.

5 His long-forgotten faults
Are brought again in view,
And all his l'r.:.rct thoughts
Reveat’d in public too
Tha' eompals'd with a crow d about,
The .:archm-;r word has found lum out,
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6 While thus diftreffing pain
Ard forrow fAlls his heurt,
Hc hears a voice again,
That bids his fears depart,

Then ke Zaccheus he i bleit,

And jefus deigns to be his gueit,

CYILL The Belioyer's Danger, Safety, and Duly,
Chap. xxii, 31, 32.

y #f SIMON, keware ! (the Saviour faid),
datan, your fubtle foe,
Already has his meafures laid
Your {oul to overchroy,

- e wants to Gift you all as wheat,
And thinks his vVictry fure s
Aut 1 bis malice wilt defeat,

My pray'r thall faith fecure,”

Lal

Bel'evers, tremble and rejoice,
Your help and Janger view s
This warning has 1o you a voice,
Lis promife feaks to you.

¢ Yatan beholds with Jealous eye
jl’uur piivilesc H}]d oY ; .
He's always watchiul y always nigh,
Lo tear and to dediroy,

LI

But Jefus lives to ntercede,
That faith may fiill p evail ;
He will fupport in time o need,
And Satan’s wrts thalj fail

b Vet ler vs not the varning flight,
Bt watchful g1} e found ;
Th' faith cannot be flain in hght,
I ARy receive a wound, ,

Vo3
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v \While Satan watches dare we flcep ¢
We muft our guard maintain ;
But, Lord, do thou the city keep,

Or clfe we watch in vain ¥,

CiX. Father, forgive then. Chap. xxiil. 34

] ¢ F:\TH]_‘:R, forgive (the Saviour {aid),
They know not what they do:”
His heatt was mov'd when thwus he pray’d
For me, my friends, and you.
2 e faw that as the Jews abus'd
And crucify’d his feth;
So he, by us, would be refus'd,
And crucify’d afrefh.

3 Thro’ love of fin, we long were prone
To adt as Satan bid ;
But now with gricf and fhame we own,
We knew not what we did.
4 We knew not the defert of fin,
Nar whom we thue defy’d
Nor where our guilty fouls liad been,

If Jefus had not dy’d.

Ve kaew not what a law we broke,
How holy, jult, and purc !
Nor what a God we durft provoke,
Bat thought ouslelves fecure,
6 Rut jefus al} our guilt for=faw,
Aad fhed iz precious blood,
To fatisiy the holy law,
And make our peace w.th God,
» My fin, dear Saviour, made thee bleed,
Yet didit thou pray for me !
I knew net'what I did, indeed,
Yhen ignorant of thee.

* Dlalm cxxvii, 1.
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CX. TV two Ma!c_:fuf?ar:. Chap. xxiii. 1943,

1 GOVEREIGN grace has pow'r alone
To fubdue a heart of ftone;
And the moment grace is felt,
Then the hardeft heart will mele,

2 When the Lovd was crucify’d,
Two tranfgreflors with him dy’d ;
One, with vile blafpheming tongue,
Scolt'd at Jefus as he hung,

3 Thas he fpent his wicked breath
In the very jaws of death :
Perith'd, as tng many do,

With the Saviour in his view.

4 Bt the other, touch’d with grace,
Saw the danzer of his cafe ;

Faith receiv’d to own the Lord,
Whom the feribes ani prictis abhord,

§ ° Lurd (he pray’d), remensber nie,
Whazn in glery thou thalt be .7
* Soun with me (the Lord replies)
Thou fhalt 1eft in Paradige.”

6 This was wondrous grace indeed,
Giace vouchiaf"d in time of need !
dmaes, truft in Jefu’s narme,

Yeu fhall ind him 14l the fame,

7 Lut beware of unbelief,

Tuink upon the harden’y thief s
It the gofpel you difilain,
Chrift, to you, will die in vain.

__'__-m:_-—_...
. JOHN,
UKL T Wman of Samaria, Chap. iv, 28,
' JESUS, to what didft thou fubmie

To fave thy dear-bought flock {rom hell |
K a paor trav'iler fee bim (it,

&thirdt and weary by the well.
¥y
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% The woman, who for watcr came
(What great events on {mall depend),
Then learnt the glory of his name,
The well of life, the fiuners friend!

1 Taught from her birth to hite the Jews,
And fiil'd with party-pride s at firf
Her zeal induc’d her to refule
Water, to quench the Saviour’s thirdt,

4 But foon fhe knew the gift of God,
Anl fefus, whom fhe fcorn’d before,
Unatl’d, that diink on her beflow’d
Which whofo tades thall thivit no nuere,

A\
s His words ber prepudice remov'd,
Her in ihe {206, 1cdief fhe tound
he Caw and hewd, beliew’d and lov'd,
And ran to tell her neighbours reund,
6 O come, thiz wondrous man bergld!
The promis™d Saviour ! thsis be
Whom anci it prophecics Hiretald,
Barn, fiota our guiit to ft us free.
AEG ner i j2Rorance conlut,
1 worthipp'd Iaag I Knew nor what
1, Le her, on other things intent,
1 found Lim when I {ou_ht him nct,
3 He told me all that e’er T dud,
And teld me 2}l was pardon’d too;
Axinow, like her, as he has bid,
I live to point him out to you.

CXY. e Pool of Bethefida*. Chap, v.2—1

X EESIDE the gofpel pool,
Aprointed for the poor,
From year to year my helplefs {oul
Has waited for a cuce.

* Beok I11. H:ymﬁ 7s
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How often have I feen
The healing waters move :

And others, round me, flepping in,
Their efficacy prove »

113

|

3 But my complaints remain g
I feel the very fame ;

As full ofguilt, and fear, and patn,
As when at firt I came,

4 O would the Lorg appear
My malady to heal ;

He knows how loag I've lanzuifh'd here,
And what diftrefs | feel,

How often have T thought
Why thould | longer lie 3

Surely the mercy I have fought
Is not for fuch 45 13
6 But whither can I go ¢
There is no other pool

Where ftreams of oy’ e1gn virtue fow
To make a finner whole,

Here then, from day to day,

Fil wait, and hope, and try
Can Jefus hear a finner pray,

Yet fuffer him to dje 3

Cre

-

5 No: heis full of grace ;
He never will permit

A foul that fain would fee his face,
Lo perifh at his feet,

CKIII! .ngﬂﬂf,&ff;

FIERE at Bethefda’s pool, the poor,
The wither'd, Balt, and blind,
waiting hearts expect 4 cure,
il free admittance find,
ks

“t';rh
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~ Tlere freams of wondiovus virtue flow, .
To heal a fin-fick foul ;
To wath the filthy white as fnow,
Aud make the wounded whole.

4 The dumb breae forth in fongs of praifc,
The blind the'r fight recetve;
The cripple runs in witdam’s ways,
The dead revive and live!
4 Reftrain'd to no one cafe, or time,
Thefe wateis always move;
Sipners in ev'ry age and chime
Their vital intluence prove.

g Yet sumbers datly near them lic,
Wlho mect swith no reliet;
With Jife in view they vine and ate
In Lopclels unbelict.
¢ 'Tis Granze they fhould refufe to bathe,
And vt frequent the pool ;
But none can even with for fuith,
\hile love of fin bears rule.

~ Saran tacir confeiences has feal’d,
Aad ftupify’d their thought ;
For were they willing to be heal’d,
The cure would {oon be wrought.
2 Do thon, dear Saviour, interpofe,
‘Their frubbora wills conftramn s
Or eife to them the water Hows,
And grace i3 preach’d tn van.
CX!Y., The Difciplesat Sea %,
Ch’&}h "l"i- Iﬁ——“lf-
% (“OHSTRAIH'D by thetr Lord to embitty
< Apnd venture without him, to {eas

The fealon tempeftuous and daik,
Jiuw priev’d the difeiples muft be!

¥ Dook YL Hymn 37
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|

4

T _r

IIS
But tho’ he remain’d on the thore,
¢ {pent the night for them in pray’r;
They thill were as fafe as before,
And cqually under his care,

They ftrove, tho’ in vain, for a while,
The force of the waves to withtand

But when they were weary'd with toil,
They faw their dear Saviour at hand

They gladly teceiv'd him on board,
His prefence their foirits reviv'd,
The fea became calin at his word,
And {oon at their port they arriv’d,
We, ike the difciples, are tofs’d

By frorms on a perilous deep;

Bat cannot be potlibly loit,

For Jefus has charge of the fhip ;
Tho' billows and winds are entagz’d,
And thie.ten to make us their (port ;
s pilot his word has engag'd

To bring us, in (afety, to port,

If fometimes we ftrug le along,

And he is withdrawn from our VLW,
It makes us more withns to own

We nothing without him can do -
Then Sutan our hopes would alfail,
But Jefus is ftill within call ;

And when our poor cfforts quite fail,
He comes in geod time and does all.

Yer, Lord, weare ready to ihrink,
Uslefe we thy piefence perceive s

O fave us, (we cry) or we fink,

We would, but we cannat, belicvg!
The eght has been long and fevere,
The winds and the feas are ftill hi:h,
Dear Saviogr, this moment appear,
Ao fay (o cur l‘ﬂuls, Clez L v?

v Lok L1 Hymn 18,
T e
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CXV. Willyealfogoaway ? Chap. vi, 6769

1 VWWHEN any turn from Zion’s way,
Alas! what numbers do!

Methinks I hear my Saviour fay,
¢« Wilt thou forfake me too !
2 Ah, Lord! with fuch a heart as mine,
Unlefs thou hold me faft,
I feel T muft, I fhall decliney
And prove like them at laft.
2 Yet thou alone haft pow’r; I know,
To fave a wretch like me;
To whom, or whither, could I go,
If I thould turn from thee ?
4 Beyond a doubt 1 reft sfur’d
Thou urt the Chriit of God,
Vho haft eternal life fecur’d
,y promife-and by bicod,
s Thc help of men and angels joi’d
Could never reach my cale;
Nor can I hope relief to find,
Bar in thy boundlefs grace.
6 No voice but thine can give me red,
And bl my rears cojart;
No love but thine can make me blefsd,
And fatizfy my heart.
7 What anguifh has that quefiisn fhi’d,
It 1 will alfo go?
Yet, Lord, rclying on thy word,
I humbly anfwer, No.

CXVI. e Refurredicn and the Life,
Chap. =1, 235,
1 ¢ 1 AM faith Chiilt) your glorious head,
(May we attention give],
The seforre&ion of the dead,
The e ot all that bve,



Hymn 117, JOHN,

o Ly faith in me the foul receives
New life, tho’ dead before s
And he that in my name belicves,
Shall live to die no more.

3 The finner, ﬂeepi'ng in his grave,
Shall at my voice awake s
And when 1 once begin to fave,
My work I nc’er forfake.”

4 Iulfl thy promife, gracious Lord,
On us affembled here ;
Put forth thy Spirit with the word,
And caufe the dead to liear.
5 Prelerve the pow’r of faith alive
in thofc who love thy name;
For fin and Satan daily firive
To quench the fucred flame.

b Thy pow’rand mercy firft prevail’d,

From death to {et us free ;
And oftca fince our life had fail'd,
If not renew’d by thee.

7 To thee we lonk, to thee we bow,
To thee for help we call ;
Our life and refurre@tion theu,
Our hope, our joy, our all,

CXVIL Wecping Mary. Chap, xx. 1116

I I“.’I RY to her Saviour's tomb
Hafted at the early dawn ;

Spice the brought, and Tweer perfume

at the Lord the lov’d was £one,
ot awhile fhe viceping ftuod,

Stk with forrow and furprife,
Shedding tears, a plenteous Houd,

For her heart 1 upply 'd her LY C5s

117
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2 Jefus, who is always neary

Tho' tao often unpereeiy’d,

Came, his drooping child to cheer,
Kindiy atking, Why the griev'd ?
Tho’ at firt fhe knew him not,
Vhen he cali’d her by her name,
Then her griefs were all forgot,
For the found he was the fame.

1 Gricef and fizhing quickly fled,
Whea {ae heard his welcome voice ¢
Juft before the thought vy'm dead,
Now he bids her heart rejoice.
What a charge his word can make,
Turning darknefs nto day !

You who weep for Jelu’s fake,
He will wipe vour tears away.

4 He who came to comforit her,
When fhe thought her all was lofl,
Wil for your rchief appear,

Tho' you now are tempeft-tofs'd :
On Lis word your huraen caft,

On his love your thoughts employ ;
Weeping for awhile may laft,

But the morning biings the joy.

CXVIIL. C. Loveltion M ? Chap. xx1. 14,
I I_IARI{, my foul! it is the Lord ;

'T's thy Saviour, hear his werd ;
Jefus fpeaks, and {peaks to thee ;
¢ Say. poor ﬁmur, lov'fl thou me ?

I deliverd thee when bmmd,

And, whea bleeding, heal’d thy wound ;
Sought thee wand'ring, {et thee right,
Turn'd thy darknels ito hight,

i

7 Can a woman's tender care
Ceafe towards the child the bare ¢
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Yes, fhe may foraetful be,
Yet will I rememoerthee.

4 Mine is an unchang o> Jove,
Higher than the heiybts above ;
Diceper than the depths benenth,
Free and faithful, firong as death.

§ Thou fhalt fec my glory {oon,
When the work of grace is done
Partner of my thrane fhait be,

Say, poor fiuner, I4’f thou e I”

b Lord, it is my chief complaint,
That my love 1s weak and faint 5
Yet 1 love thee and ado ¢,

Oh for grace to love thee more !

CXIX.  Austher. ‘;L

1 'TIS a pomt I long to know,
— Oft it caufes anxious thouglit s
Da Ilove the Lord, or 1o ?
Am I his, or am I not?

2 If I love, why am I thus ?
Why thisdull, this lifelefs frame ?
Hardly, fure, can they be worfe,
Who have never heard his name !

3 Could my beart fo hard remain,
Pray'r a tafk and burden prove,
Ev’ry trifle give me pain,

If I knew a Saviour's love ?

4 Wkhen I tuin my cycs within,
Allis dark, and vain, and wilds
Fill’d w-th unbelief and fin,
Can I deem myfelf a child ?

& It Ipray, or hear, or read,

Sin is mix’d with all I do;
You that love the Lord indeed,
Tell me, Is it thus-with you 2

119
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6 Yot I mourn my ftubborn will,
Find my fin a grief and thrall ;
Should I grieve for what I feel,
It I did not love at ali ?

7 Could I oy his {aints to meet,
Choofe the ways 1 once abhorr’d,
Find, at times, the promife {weet,
If I did not love the Lord ?

§ Lord, decide the doubtful cafe!
Thou who art thy people’s {un,
Shine upon thy work of grace,

If it be indeed begun,

g Lct me love thee more and more,
It 1 love atall, I pray;
1t i have not lov'd before,
Help me to begin to-day.

ACTS,

CXX. The Deatkof Stephen. Chap. vit, 54—6¢.

3 AS fome tall rock amidft the waves
* % The fury of the tempeit braves,
While the ficrce billows, toffing high,
Break at its foot, and murm’ring, die:

2 Thus they who in the Lord confide,
Tho’ foes affauit on ev’ry fide,
Cannot be mov’d or overthrown,

For Jefus malkes their canfe his own.

Fuld

So faithful Stephen, undifmay’d,
The malice of the Jews furvey'd;

The holy jey which fll’d his breaft,
A Juftre on his face impref(s'd,
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4 ¢ Echold ! (he faid), the world of light
Is open’d to my ftrengthen’d fight ;
My plortous Lord appears in view,
That Jefus whom ye latcly flew.”

5 With fuch a friend and witnefs near,
No form of death cou d make him fear s
Caim, amidtt thow’rs of ftones, he kneels,
And only for his murd'ress fecis.

6 May we, by faith, perceive thee thus,
Dear Savicur, ever near to us |
This fight our peoce throuzh Tife {hail Keep,
And death be fear’d no more thin fleep,

CAXXL. The Rebels Surrender o Craze —Lord,

wWhal WHE th.u Fave me to Jo ? Chap 1x. 6.

] LORD, thou hatt won, at length | yield ;
My heart, by mighty grace cotupeit’d,
Surrenders sl! to thee s
Azait thy terrors lons T Arove,
Lut who can flund againtt thy love ?
Love conguers even me.

L

Al that a wietch could do, 1 try'd,

Shy patience (corn’d, thy pow’y dety’d,
And trampled on thy laws;

bearcely thy martyrs at the ftake

Could fland moére ftedfaft for thy fake,
Lhan I in Satan’s cault.

i

Dut fince thou hafk thy love reveal’d,
Aund thewn my foul a pardon fzal'd,
I can refifl 1o more ¢
Couldit thou for fuch a finner bleed ?
Lanlt thow for fuch a rebel piead ?
[ wouder and adore !

4 It thou had bid thy thunders roll,
And lightnings flafh, to blagt my [oul,
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I fril] had ftubborn been :
- But mercy has my heart {ubdu’d,
A bleeding Saviour [ have view’d,
And now I hate my fin,

5 Now, Lord, I would be thine alonc,
Come take poffeflion of thine own,
For thou haft fet me free;
Releas'd from Satan’s hard command,
Sve all my poweis waiting ftand,
To be employ’d by thee.
6 My will conform’d to thine would move;
On thee my hiope, defirey and love,
In fix’d attention juin
My hands, my eves, my ears, my tongue,
Have Satan’s fervants been toe leng,
But now they fhall be thine,
7 And can I be the very fame
Who lately durtt biatpheme thy name,
And on thy gefpel tead ?
Surely cach one who hears my cafe,
Wiil praife thee, and confefs thy grace,
Invincible indeed !

CXXIL  Puter releafed from Prijos.
Chap. xil. ¢—8.
1 FERVENT perfevering pray’rs
Are faith’s affur’d refource 4
Brazen gates and iron bars
In vain witifiand thetr force s
Peter, when in pofon caft,
Tho' by foldiers kept with care,
'Tho' the doors were bolted faft,
Was foon releafed by pray'r.

2 While he flept, an avgel came,
And {pread a Light around,
Touch’d and eall’d him by Lis name,
vy rais'd him fiom the ground ;



Hymn 123, ACTS,

All his chains and fetters burft,

Ev’ry door wide open flow :

Peter thoughit he dream’d ar firft,
But found the vifion trye,

3 Thus the Lord can make 2 way
To bring his faints relief
"Xis their pait to wait and pray,
In {pite of unbelief
He can break thro’ walls of ftone,
Sk the mountain o 2 platn ;
They to whom his name s known
Can never pray in vain,
4 Thus, in chains of guilt and fin,
Poor finners fleeping lie :
No 2lim is felr within,
Altho’ condemn'd o die s
Till defeending from above,
[weicy {miling in his eyes Y,
Jelus, with a voice of love,
Awaxes and bids them rife,
Glad the fummons they obcy,
Ard liberty defire ;
Straight their fetters melt away
Like wax before the fire s
By the word of him who dy’d,
Gutlly vris'ners to 1clcale,
Lviiy door flics open wide,
And they depart in peace,

Back
»h
A

Ip-‘

CXXIII. The fr:‘mNEng Gacler, Chnp.m'i.?.(),_?,l}

] ftl SELIEVER, free from care,
May m clhams or dungeons (ing,
[tthe Terd o with hin there,
And be Lappier than a king ;
taui and Silas thus confin’d,
Fho’ their backs were torn by whipe,
Yt mﬂHﬁng neace of mind,

Sang his praife with joyful Ligs,
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2 Suddenly the prifon fheok,

Opea Hew the tron deors

And the gooler, terror-firuck,
Now bis cavtives” hudp bnplores ¢
Trembling ot their fect he full,

¢ Tell me Sits, what muft 1 do
To be {av'd from guilr and het ?
Nove can tel me tins but you.”’—~

3 % Look to Jelus (they reply’d),
If on him thou caafi b licve,
By the death wh.oh he has dv7d,
Thou fulvation theit receive.
While the hivong wvoid he heard,
Faith fprang up within his heart,
And, rleas’d from ali he fear’d,
In their joy his foul had part.

4 Sinuers, Chirift 1s Gill the fame,
O that you could likewfe fear!
Then the mention ot his tame
Would be mufic to your car:
Jetus refeues Satan's flaves,
Hiz dear wounds @il plead, ¢ Forgive |7
Jefuz, to te vtmod faves:
Sinners, look to hins, and live,

CXXIV. 1ie E.t'ﬂrrfj?.i‘. Chnp. X1, ]3.—16.
1 \.‘VHEI\: the Apoftle wonders wroaght,
And heal'd te fick iy fefu's nunie
Fhe fons of Sceva vanly thoaght
That they had pow'r 1o do the fime.
2 On one pulefs'd they try'd their art,
And, naming Jeius preach’d by Paul,
Fhey chiargd the fpirit to dey s,
Expelting he'd by their call,
The fpirit anfwer'd, with a mock,
o Jeivs T know, and Paul | Kuaow ;
I muft have gone if Paul b (poke!
¥ . .
But who are ye that bud auw go

L



Hymn 12¢. ACTS.
4 With fury then the man he hll'd,

W ho on the poor pretcnders few ;
Nalced and wounded, almng Kill’d,
They fled in all the peopie’s view,

5 Jefus! that name pronounc'd by faith,
Is full of wonder-working pow'r ;
It CoOnquETs S-tt:m, fin, and dmith,
Aad cheers in trouble’s darkeft hour,

6 Fut they who are not borg again,
Know nothing of it but the found :
Thev do but take his name in vain,
When moft theiy zeal and pins abound,

7 Satan their vain attempts derides,
Whactier they talk, or pray, or preach;
Long as the jove of fin abidus,
tis pow'r is fale boyond their reach,

But you, belicvers, may rejeiee,

satan well knows your mighty friend;
He trembles at your Saviour's voice,
And owns he canuet zain his end.

CXXV. Pauls Popage. Chap, xxvii, .

I IF Paul in Cxfar’s court muft {tand,
e need ot fear the feg ;

Sceus’d trorn harm on cv’ry hand
'y the divine decree,

> Altho” the fhip in which he fail'd,
By dreauful florms was tofs d ;
The promife over a)) prevail’d,
And not 1 life was loft. |

5 Jefus! the God whom Pau} ador’d
Who faves in time of need ;
Was then confefs’d by il on board,
A prefent help indeed |

b
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4 Tho' neither {fun nor {tars were feen,
Paul knew the Lord was near;
Ana faith preferv’d his foul ferene,
When others thuok for fear,

s Belicvers thus are tofs'd about,
On life’s tempeftuous matn;

But grace affures beyond a doubt,
They (hall their port attain.

6 They muf, they fhall appear one day,
Before their Saviour’s throne
The ftorms they mect with by the way,
But make his power known,

» Their paflage lics acrofs the brink
Of many a threat’ning wave;
The world expedts to fec them fink,
But Jefus lives to fave,

S Lord, tho’ we are but fecble worms,
Yt fince thy word is paft,
We'll venture thro’ a thoufand ftorms,
To fec thy face at laft.,

e ity

ROMANS,

CXXVI.  The Good that Tawould doy I do 11:ls
ChﬂP. Vii- l9l
3 [ WOULD, but cannot fing,
Guilt has untun’d my voice;

The {erpent fin’s envenom’d fling
Has poifon’d all my joys.

2 I know the Lord is nigh,
And would, but cannot pray 3
For Satan meets me when I try,
And frights my foul away,
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3 Iwould, but can’t repent,
Tho’ I endeavour oft 3
This ftony heart can ne’er relent

Till Jefus make it foft,

4 I would, but cannet love,
Tho’ woo'd by love divine ;
No arguments have pow’r to move
A foul fo bafe as mipe,

127

§ Twould, but cannot reit
In God's moft holy will ;

I know what he appoints is beft,
Yet murmur ac it fjll,

b O could T but believe!
Then all would ealy bes
I would, byt cannot—Lord, relieve
My help muft come from thee |

But if indeed T would,
Tho' I can nothing do

Yet the defire is fomething good,
For which my praife is due,

3 By nature prone to ill,

Till thine appointed hour,
I'was as deflitute of will,

Asnow 1 am of pow'r,

§  Wiir thou not crown at length

The work thou haft begun ?

And with a will afford me ftrength
In all thy ways to run.

CAXVIL Salvation drawing nearer, Chap, xii,

] D:’LR RNESS overfpreads us here,
But the night wears faft away s
J220b's ftar will foon appear,
Lading on eterpal day |
3



128 1. CORINTHIANS,  Took I,

Now 'tis time to roufe from {lecp,
Trim our latays, and ftand prepar'd ;
For our Lord ftridt watch to keep,
1cd he finds us oft our cuard.

Let his people cournge take,

Bear with a fubmiflive mind

All thev fufler for his {uke,

Rich amends diey foon will find:

Pl will wiz e oway sheir tears,

Near himfelf aproint their jots

Al their forrows, phing, and fLars,
Quickly taen will be for2ot.

Tho' already fav’d by grace,

Crom the hour we firft believ'd 3
Ve white fnand war have plice,
Ve have but a patt receiv’d;

iyl we for falvation wait,

Ev ry hour I nearer comes 1
Death will break the prifon gate,
A nd admit us to our homes.

HE*

tal

4 Sinncre, what can you cxpedls
Y ou who now the Savionr dare ?
Preakk his laws, his grace reject
Vou mufl fand before his bar
I remble, lelt he fay, depart !
Oh the horross of that {ound !
) crd, puike ev'ry carclefs heart
4 ok thee while thou may'ft be found.

IRV | o

1. CORINTHIANS.

C SNV That Rock awas Chrifte Chap. x4
1 \V HEN Tliael'stribeswere parch 'dwith i)
Forth from the rock the watars burf;
And all their futere journey thro’
Yielded them drink, and gofpel too!



Homn 129, 1. CORINTI{IANS, 129

» In Molus' yod a 1ype they law
Of his evere and fiery law ;
The [mitten rock prebgur'd him
From whole plete’d Gde all biefings fircam,

mt ah'! the types were all too faine,
Mis forrows or his worth to paint ;
<li_bt was the fvoke of Mofes’ rod,
But he endur’d the wrath of God.

3

¢ Thoir outward rock could feel no pain,
bt o’s was wounded, torn, and flun;

. The rock gave but a wat'ry flood,

But Jefus pour'd forth ftreams of bloods

B ot ot i g ot Lo 1
o pre wr= e R LTS e

. ¢ The carth is ke thesr wildernefs,

5 A land of drought and fore diftrefs §

"j Without one flrcam from pole to pole,

¢ Tofatisfy u thirtty foul,

€ Bt let the Saviour's pratfe refonnd ;

¥a b refrething freams are found ;
Which pardon, freusth, aud comiost give,
And thirfiy finners drink and live.

i

e et s

I, CORINTHIANS,
ROYAY ﬂ{rG'nr:: f.tﬁﬁcim{fw theeo Ch, it s

| L JPPRESS'D with unbelief and fin,

bighting» without, and fears within;
| Wiite carth and belly with $orce combin'a,
Atault and terrify my mind ;

vt firengih have I againdt fuch foes,
Wk l alts mi legiaus to oppofe }
- 1 tremble, ﬁunt, and fall;
3 s tave miey or 1 pive up all,

.
v Losedy pret, 1 Soupht the Lord,
b e fuie fweet cheering word

) ¥ ’
|
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Again T fought, and yet again s
I waited long, but not in vai.
4 Oh!1 ’twas a cheering word indced |
Exaltly fuited to my need
¢ Spfficient for thee 15 my grace,
Thy weaknefs my great pow's difplays.”
g Now I defpond and mourn no more,
I welcome all I fear’d before;
Tho' weak, I'm ftrong; tho’ troubled, blefi;
For Chrift’s own pow’r {hall on me reft.

6 My grace would foon exhaufted be,
But his is boundlfs as the fea;
Then let me boaft, with holy Paul,
That I am nothisz, Chritt 1s alk,

waeir-ont PP e

GALATIANS

CXXX. Tle erl'nrrf If’ﬁrfﬂrt. Chap. v. Th

» 1R ANGE and myfterious is my life,
What oppofites 1 feel within !
A ftable peace, a conftant finle;
The rule of grace, the pow’r of fine
Too ofien T am captive led,
Yet daily triumph in my head.

2 I prize the privilege of pray’r
Rut oh ! what backwardnefs to pray ?
Tho” on the Lord 1T calt my cave,
1 fecl its burden ev'ry day 3
I feck 75 will in all 1 do,
Yet find my own is working too.

1 I call the promilcs my own,
And prize them more than mines of gold;

Vet tho their fweetnefs T have known,

They leave me unimprefs'd and cold s
)



Hymn 131, PHILIPPIANS,

One hour upon the truth I feed,
The next I know not vhat 1 read.

4 Ilove the holy day of reft,

When Jelus meets his gather'd faints ;
Sweet day, of all the

veek the begt 1
For its return my fpirit pants »
Yet often, thre’ my unbelief,
It proves a day of guilt and gricf,
5 While on my Saviour T rely,
}know my focs fhall Jofe their aim
And therefore dare their pow’r defy,
Atlur'd of conqueft thro’ his name ;
But foon my confidence ;¢ flain,
And all my fears return again,

€ Thus difrent pow’rs within me ftrive,
And grace and fin by turns prevail s
Lgrieve, rejoice, decline, revive,

Ard vit'ry hangs in doubtfy] fcales

But Jefus has his promife paft,
That grace fhall overcome at lagt,

132

e e

PHILIPPIANS
CXXXI.  Contertment *. Chap, iv, 11, _
1FIERCE paffions difcompofe the mind,

As tempefts vex the fea ;

Rat calm content and peace we find,
When, Lord, we turn to thee.

« 12 vain by reafon and by rule
We try to bend the will ;

For none but in the Saviour’s {chool

* Book 111, Flyun 53,
G 2
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3 Since at his feet my foul has fat,
His eracious words to hear
Contented with my prefent flatcy
I caft on him my care.

4 ¢ Art thou a finner, foul 2 (he faid)
Then how canft thou complain
How light thy troubles here, if weigh'd
With everlatting patn !

5 If thou of murmuring would'it be cur’d,
Compare thy griefs with mmne;
Think what my love for thee endur’d,
And thou wilt not repine,

¢ Tis I appoint thy daily lot,
And I do all things well :
Thou foon fhall leave this wretched fpot,
Aud rife with me to dwell.

~ In life my grace {hall ftrength fupply,
Proportion’d to thy day ;
At death thou fiill fhalt find me nigh,
To wipe thy tears away.”

8 Thus I who once my wrctched days
i vain repintngs fpent,
Tauzht in my Savieur’s {chool of grace,
Have learn’d to be content,

HEBRELWS

CRXXIL C. OM-Tefianent Gofpel. Chiap,iv. 2
T I§RAEL, in ancicnt days,
Not only had a view
Ot Sinat 1n a bueze,
But learn’d the golpe teo:
The types and figures were a glals,
iu which they faw the Saviour's fa%
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fymn132. HEBREWs
2 The pafchy] [1crifice,

And blood-befprinked door #,
Seen with enlighten
And once apply’d w

Would teach the qeeg of other blood,
To reconcile an angry God,

d eycs,

3 The Lamb, the Dove, fet fortl,
His perfed innocence T+,
Whofe blood of matchlefs worth
Seould be the foy)’s defence ;
Por he who eapy for fin atonc,
Mutt have ng fuilings of his own,

 The feape-goat on Lie licad
The people’s trof pafs bore,
Ang (o the defers led,
Was to be feen ne more :
Inhim our lurety feem'd to fay,
" Behold, T bear your fins away.’”*

Dipt in his fellow's blood,
The living bird wene free § ;
The type, well underftood,
Espreefs’d the linner’s pleq -
Heunb’d g suilty foul eunlary’d,
“And by a Suviour’s deal, difchar,'d,

Jotus, I love to trace
Toroughout the facred page,
The feotiteps of thy grace,
Fhe fame iy eV 1y age |

G erant thar 1 may faithfu] be

vo clearer lighty vauchfifd to me !

’ ];.k‘ﬂafrﬂ.i Hii. 13. *,‘ _LE'I’. }Iii. 6-

¢ “fVONvE 2, O Lev, xiv, Slm53,

G 3

ith pow’r, “

I3
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CXXXIT.  The Herd quick and owerful,
Chap. 1v. 12, I3.
X AE word of Chritt, our Lord,
With whom we have to do,

Is fharper than a two-cdg'd fword,
To pierze the Gnter thro’ !

»  Swift as the lightnings blaze

When awful thunders roll,
1: fills the confcience with amaze,

And penctrates the foul.

3 No heart can be conceal’d
From his all-picretng eyes;
Each thought and purpofe ftands reveal'd,
Naked without difguifc.
4 Tle fees his people’s fears,
He notes their mournful cry;
He counts their fighs and falling tears,
And Lelps them from on high.

g Tho fecble 1s th ir good,
Tt has ite kind regard;
Yea, all t'.ey would do, if they could ¥,

Shall find a fuie reward.
6  He fecs the wicked too,
And will repayv them foon,
For all the evil deelds they do,
And all they would have done

»  Since all our fecret wavs
Ave mark’d and known by thee,
Afurd us, Lord, thy light of grace,
That we ourfelves may fee.

CXXXIV. L:cking unto Fefus. Chiap. o,

1 BY various maxims, forms, and roles,
Thiit pafs for wifdom in the (chouis,

I firove my pafion to reftrain ;
But all my ctforts prov'd in vain.

¥ i K”fgf \r'iiil IB!. 1' BII”{ Y ':gll
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~ But fince the Savioyr T have knowq
My rules are all redue’d ro one,
To keep my Lord, by faith, in view s
This ftreneth fupplics, and motives too,
3 Tee him lead 3 fuff’ring life,
Patient amidft reproach and itrife 3

And from his pattern oourage take
Yo bear, and fuffer for his fake,

4 Upon the crofs T fee him blecd,
Al by the fizht from guilt am freed s
This fight deftroys the Jife of fin,
And quickens heav'nly life within.

§ Tolack to Jefus as he rofe,
Confirms wy futh, difirms my foes
sttan [ fhame and overZonye,
By panting to my Saviour's tomb,

0 Esalted on ki glorious throne,
Iiee hir make my caufe his own .
Then ali By anxious cates {ubfide,
For Jefus lives, and will provide,

7 1{ee him look with pity down,
And hold in view the conqu’ror’s crown ;
Hpref@'d with griets and cares before,
LIy foul revives, nor atks for more,

5 By faith 1 fee the hour at hand;
When in his prefence 1 fhall ftand .
Then it wil] be my cndlels blifs
Ty fee him where, aud as Le is.

CXXXV. Love- Tobons, Chap. xii, gy, -

I _ALFFLI CTIONS do not come alone,
"7 A voice attends the rod ;

£ both he to his faints 15 Known,
A Jatker and 2 God |

G 4



1.6 REVELATION. Dok J,

2 ¢ Let not my children flight the fiyoke
I for chaftifement fend;
Nor faint bencath my kind rcbuke,
For (hll I am their friend.

7 The wicked I perhaps may leave
Awhile and not reprove;;
But all the children 1 receive,
I fcourge becaufe I love.

4 1f thercfore you were left without
This needful difcipline,
You might with caufe admit a doubt
If you, indecd, were minc.
< Shall earthly parents then expelt
Their children to fubmit ?
And wiil not you, when I correlt,
Be humbled at my feet ?

6 To pleafe themfelves they oft chattile,
And put their fons to pain;
Lut you are precious in my eyes,
And thall not fmart in van,
2 T fee your hearts at prefent fill’d
With griel and deep dinivds s
£ut foen thefe bitter fueds thall vield

‘The fruits of righteouinefs.”

* 1
¢ Bienk thro’ the clouds, dear Lord, and thine
Let us perceive thee nigh'!
And to cach mourning child of thine
Thefe gracious words appy.
sntr—mer et S L o

REVELATION,
CXXXVI. Lphefus. Chap. i 1, 7.
1 ’I‘i—IUS aith the Lord to Ephefus,
And thus he fpeaks to fome of us;
«« Amidi my churches, lo, 1 {tand,
Avg bold the pators i my hand,



Hymn 137.  REVELATION

> Thy works to me are fully known,
Thy patince, and thy toit, I owp ;
Thy views of gofpel-truth gre clear,
Nor canft thou other doftrine bear,

17

‘hile T approve .

i
y thy fervent lgye 2

Doft thou forget my love to thee,
That thine is growy fo faint to me 3

4 Recall to mind the happy days

When thou waff filld w1tk Joy and praife «
Repeat, thy former Works renew,
Then I’ reftore thy comforts 2o,

§ Return at once, when 1 reprove,
Lelt Ithy candleftick remove

And thou, teo late, thy Infs lament,
I'warn before I ftrike—Repent.”

F ¢ Huarken to what the Spirit fuith
I “To him that overcom,es by faih,
The fruit of Jife's untading tree,
In Paradife his fuod fha] be,”

CXXXVII, Sniyrna,

3 THE meflage firft ¢o Smyria fent,
A meflage ful of grace,

To all the Saviour’s flock i
| In every age and place.

i % Thus to his church, his chofer bride,
Szith the great Firg and Lag,
Who ever lives, tho’ once he died,
" Eold thy profefiion fuft.

} Thy works and forrow well I know,
Perform’d and borne for me s
Poor the’ thoy art, defpis’d and low,
Vet vho iz rich Jike thee
G s

meant,




133 REVELATION. Book I,

4 1 know thy focs, and what they fay,
How long they have blafphem'd ;
The fynagogue of Satan they,
Tho they would Jews be deem’d,

¢ The' Satan for a {cafon rage,
And prifons be your lot,
I am vour friend, and T engage
You fhall not be furgot.

6 Be faithful unto death, nor fear
A fow fhort days of finife ;
Behold ! the prize vou foon {hall wear,
A crown of endlefs life V7

7 Hlear what the Holy Spint {aith
Or all who overcomg ;
¢ "They fhall efcape the fecond death,
The finner’s awful doom !”

. CNNXVIL C. Sardis. Chap. il 1—*.

SRS \VRITE to Sardis (faith the Lord),
And write what he declares,
He whofe fpirit, and whole word,
Urholds the feven frars 3
et All thy works and ways [ fearch,
Fioe thy cal and Jove decay’d s
1hou arr call’d a living church,
But thou art cold and dead.

. Warh, remember, {eck, and firive,
Lxert thy former pains:
Lt thy timely care [CVIACy
And firengthen what remains ©
Cieanle thine hearty thy works amend,
Former times to mind recall,
Lot my fudden ftroke defeend,
And fuite thee once for alls
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Hymn 139. REVELATION.

M

5 Yet I number now jn thee
A few that are uprinhy »
Thefe my father’s fuce thall {ee,
Ard walk with me in white
When in judgment [ appear,
Thev tor mine thall be contet s
Let my faichful fervants hear,
And woe be to the peft ”?

CYXXIX. .FIIIH:I:{F[XJ;J;:T. C[lﬂ]‘l. il:.

1 ’FIIUS faith the haly One i trye,
To his beloved fthfu] tew,
“ Ot heav'n and heil ] hold the

Tothut or open us [ pleafe,

713

Kevs,

= 1 xnow thy works and J approve,
Tho” (mall thy ftrengtly, fncere thy Iove s
Gaony my word and name to 0w,
Fov none fhall rob thee of thy crown,

-

: Pcfore thee fee my merey's donr
Sl open wide to fhut o mure s
Fear not temptation’s fiery day,
For Twill be thy ftrength and tay,

$ Thou h} my promife, hold it fu},
The trying houy will foon be pait
Reiniee, fory, 1o ] quickly come,
To take thee to my heavenly home.

D Apillar there o more o move,
Inferb'd with all my names of love ;
'*. Rlonument ot m ighty grace,

Faou thalt for ever have 2 place,”
v Such s

the conqueror’s rewaird
f ! ’
'r-':p:ir’

d amd proais'd by the Lord 1
Let bim that hath the ear of {uith
Altend to what the Spirit faith,

(G 6
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CXL. ZLacdicca. Chap, il 14—20.

EAR what the Lord, the great Amen,
The t-ue and faithful witnefls, faye!
He frrm’d the vaft creation’s plun,
And fe.rches all our hearts and ways,

2 To fome he fpeaks as orce of old,
¢ 1 know thu., thy profeflion’s vain ;
Since thou art neither hot nor cold,
I'll £t the from me with difdain,

9 Thou boafted ¢ I am wile and rich,
Increas’d in goods, and uothing need;’
And doft not know tuou art 4 wretcl,
Naked, and poer, and blind, and dead.

4 Yet while I thus rebuke, [ love,
My meflage 1s i merev fent
That thou may®t mv compaffion prove,
1 can forgive 1t thou repent.

¢ Wouldlt thou be truly rich and wife ?
Come, buy my gold in tire well try’d,
My ointment to anoint thine eyces,
I‘r"y robe thy nakednels to hide.

6 Sue, at thy door I ftand and knock !
Poor finner, fhall I waut in vam'!
Quickly thy ftubborn heart unlock,
That I may enter with my tain,

Thou canft not entertain a king,
Unworihy thou of fuch a gueft!
Iut 1 my own provifiuns bring,
To muake thy foul a heav’aly feaft.”

S |
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CXLL The Litife Book*, Chap. x.

1 VW HEN the belov'd difciple took
The ang’s Lietle open book,

Which by the Lord's commang he eat,
It tafted Ditter after fweet.

2 Thus warn th zofpel is embrac’d
Attt "us fwecter to the e
Than honey, or the honey-comb,

| But there’s 2 bitternefs to come,

]

* —r— -
——

i 5 What fiveetnefs docs the promife yicld,

- When by the (pirit’s power fral'd’?

- The longing foul is Al1'g with good,
Nor fecls a with for other food, .

4 By thefe inviting taftes allur'd,

We pafs to what muft be endur’d
For foon we find'it is decreed,

That bitter muft to fweet {ucceed.,

.
J

§ When fin revives and fhews jrs pow’r,
When Saran threatens to devour,
When God affliéts, and men revile,

We draw our fteps with pain and toil,

b When thus deferted, tempeft-toft,
The fenfe of former {weetnefs loft,
We tremble left we were deceiv'd
In thinking that we once belisy’d,

] The Lord firft malkne the fivectnefs LLOWa,
Yo win and fix ys for his own
Ard tho' we pow fome bitter mest,
We hope for everlafting fweet,

* Dook 111, f{f)‘f?fﬂ 274
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OLNEY HYMNS, &e,

BOOK II,
ON OCCASIONAL SUBJECTS,

I. SEASGNS,

111, PROVIDFVCYES,
11« ORDINANCES,

1V. CREATION,

I. SEASONGS.
NEW-YEARS HYMNs.

1. Tine kewp ﬁuf f,

1 "]‘VHILE with ceafelefs courie the fun
Haited thro’ the former year,
Many fouls their race have run,
Never more to meet s here
Frat 13 an eternal ftate,
Tiey have done with all below s
We a little longer wait,

But how little—nonce can Know.
* A the winoed arrow flics,

.Sp':::dh'y the mark to find;

At the lightning from the fkies

Darts, and leaves no trace behind ;

Swifr]y thus our flecting days

Bear us down life’s rapud ftream ;

Pwards, Lord, our fpirits raifc,
HYEN low: 15 but a~drt;1m-



136 SEASONS,

3

Thanks for mercies paft rcecive,
Pardon of our {ins renew ;
Teach us, henceforth, how to live

. With ctcrnity N vIew:

o

3

Blefs thy word to young and old,
Fill us with a Saviour’s love ;
And when life’s thort tale 1s told,
May we dwell with thee above.

I1. Time how flort,

IME, with an unwearied hand,
Pufhcs round the {cafons paft;

And in life’s fratl glafs the {and
Sinks apace, not long to lait :
Many juft as you or I,

Who lait year n[ﬁ.mhh.d thus,
In their filent graves now lie,
Graves will open foon for uct

Daily fin, and care, and ftrile,

While the Lord prolongs our breath,

Make it but a dying liic,
Or a kind of living death ¢

Wretched they and moft furlorn,
Who no better portion know

Better ne’er to have been burn,
Than to have our all beluw.,

When conftrain'd to go alone,
Leaving all you love hehind,
Lat'ring on 2 world unknown,

What will thea fopport vour mind?
When the Lord his fummons fends*
Earthly comforts lofe their pow’r

Honeur, riches, kindred, fiiends,
Cznnnt chter a dying hour,

* IJ‘I};II&‘. II ?

!i

Book 11



Hymn 1, SEASONS. 1.2

4 Happy fouls who fear the Lord!
Time is not too fwit for you s
When your Saviour gives the word,
Glad you’ll bid the world adiey -
Then he’ll wipe away your tears,
Near him{elf appoint your place ;
Swifter fly, ye rolling years,

Lord, we long to fee thy face!

HI.  Uncertainty of Life,
3 CEE! another year is gone |

Quickly have the feafons pals’d !
This we enter now tpon

Will to many prove their laft -
Mecrey hitheito has fpar’d,

Bat have mercies been improv’d ?
Iitusatk, Am 1 prepar’d
ohould I be this year remov’d 2

2 SOIME W¢ New No longer {ee,
Wkho their mortal race have run;
Scem'd as fair for life as we,
When the former year begun :
Same, but who God only Kinows,
Who are here affembled now,
Lre the prefent year fhall clofe,
To the ftroke of death muft bow,

3 Life s ficld of battle 15,
Thoulunds fall within our view :
And the next death-bolt that flies,
May be fent to me or you
While we preachy and while we hear,
Help us, Lord, cuch one to think,
Vafi cternity is near,
{ am ftanding on the brink.

4 If from puilt and fin fer free,
By the knowledge of thy grace »
Welcome, then, the calf will be
To depart ang fee thy face 3
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1

k)

Let them find forgivenels toos

To thy faints, while here Lelow,
With new years, new mercies come ;
But the happictt year they know,

Is their laft which leads them home.

IV, A4 Neww-Year's L hought and Prayer,

"TIME, by moments, fteals away,
Firft the hour, and then the day ;

small the daily lofs appears,

Yet it fvon amounts to yeavs :

Thus another vear is flown,

Now it is no more our own,

It 1t brought or promis’d good,

Than the years before the floed.

But (may none of us forget)

It has left us much in debrs
Favours from the Lord receiv’d,
Stas that have his Spirit griev'd,
Mark'd by an unerring hand,
o lus book recorded ttand ;
Who can tell the vat amount,
Plac'd to cach of our account 2

Happy the believing fou] |

Chiritt for you has paid the whole s
While you own the debt is large,
You may plead a full difcharge :
Buat, poor carelefs finner, ay,
What can you to juitice pay ?
Tremble, left, when life s puit,
Into prifon you be caft !

Will you £l increafe the feore ?
Still be carelefs as before ?

Oh, forbid it, gracious Lord,
Touch their fpirits by thy word !
Now, in mercy, to them fhow
What a mighty debt they owe!
All their unbelief fubdue;

e ol de—



Hyma 3. SEASON

§ Spar'd to fee another ycar,
Let thy blefling meet us here :
Come, thy dying work revive,

Bid thy drooping garden thrive :
Sun of righteoufnefs, arife |
Warm our hearts, and blefs oyr cyes

Let our pray’r thy bowels move,
Make this year a time of loye,

‘ 143

V. Dreath and 175, 1778,
I H:‘mRK ! how Time's wide-founding bolj

Strikes on cach attentive ear !
Tolling loud the folemn Knell
Of the late departed year :
Years, like mortals, wear away,
Have their birth and dyinz day,
Youthful (pring, and wint'ry age,
Then to others quit the flage,
¥ 2 Sad experience may relate
8 What a year the 1aft Las been !
Crops of forrow have been great,
From the fruitful feeds of fin :
Oh I what numbers gay and blithe,
Fell by Death's unfparing {cythe ;
Witle they thought the world their owrs,
Middenty he move'd them down.

2 See how War, with dreadful ftride,
slarches at the Lord's command,

Sreading defolation wide,

Thra” 2 once much favour'd Jand

Wary with heart and arms of fleel,

Preys on thoufands at a meal ;

Daily drinking human gore,

StH Te thirts and calls for more,

1 the God whom we provoke,
Hither fhould his way diredt ;
What g (in-avenging ftroke
May a land like this cxpedt )
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5

33

They who now fecurely fleep,
Quickly then would wake and weep s
And too late would learn to fear,
When they faw the danger near.

You are {afe who know his love,

He will all his truth perform ;

To your fouls a refuge prove

From the rage of ev’ry florm ¢

But we tremble for the youth;

Teach them, Lord, thy faving truth

Join them to thy faithful few,

Be to them a refuge too.

VI. Earthly Profpcfls deceitful,

FT in vain the voice of Truth
Solemuly and loudly warns ;

Thoughtlefs, unexperienc'd youth,
The’ it hears, the warning fcorns:
Youth in Fancy’s glafs furveys
Life prolong’d to diftant years,
While the vaft imagin’d fpace
Fill’d with {weets and joys appears,

Aviful difappointment foon
(verclouds the profpet gay ;

Sume their fun goes down at noon,
Torn by Death’s firong hand away :
Where are then their pleafing fchemes ?
Where the joys they hop’d to find ?
Gone for ever, like their dreams,
Leaving not a trace behind,

Others who are fpar’d a while, ~
Live to weep o’er Fancy's cheats
Yind diftrefs, and pain, and toil,
Bitter things infiead of fweet

Sin has [pread a curfe around,
Poifon’d ali things here below ;
Ou this bale polluted ground
Peace and Joy can never grow,
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4 Grace alone can cyre our ills,
Sweeten life with all 1ts cares
Regulate our ftubborn wills

Save us from furrounding

{nares -
Tho you oft have he

ard in vain,
Former years in folly fpent ;
i Grace nvites you yer again,

Once more calls you to repent,

§ Call'd again, at length, bew
Hear the Saviouy’s volce

Left he in his wrath thould [wear,
He 1o more wil) warning give s

Pray that you may hear and feel,
Ere the day of grace be pait ;
Lelt your hearte grow hard
Or this year thoyld prove y

]

are,
and live s

as fteel,

VII, Pny’fr Jor a Bfgﬁffg.
P NOW, gracious Lord, thine ar

And make thy glory known

Nuow et us all thy prefence feel,

And foften hearts of ftone!

2 Belpus to venture near thy throne,
And plead 2 Saviour's name :

or all that we can call our own,
15 vanity and thame.

3 Fiom al] the guilt of former fin
-T2y merey fet us free ;

fad ler the YCAr Ve now beyin,
Logir and end vtk thee,

m reveal,
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4 Send down thy Spirit from above,
That {amts may love thee more;
And finners now may learn to love,
Who never lov'd before.

5 And when before thee we appear,
In our cternal home,
May growing numbers worfhip hiere,
Aud praife thee n our ruom.

VIIL Co  Amiher,

1 BESTOW, dear Lord, upon our youth
The git of faving grace;
And let the feed of fucred truth
Fall in a fruitful place,

2 Grace is a plant, where’er 1t grows,
Of pure and heav'nly root;
Burt faireft in the youngeft thews,
And yields the fweetett fruit.

Ye carclefs ones, O hear betimes
The voice of fov’reign Jove !

Your vouth is flain’d with many crimes,
But mercy reigns above,

4

4 True, you are youny, but there’s a ftors
Within the vounelt breaft,
Or hult the crimes which you have don~,
Would rob vou of your reft.

§ For you the public pray’r is made,
Oh! join the public pray’r!
For you the fecret tear s fhed,
O thed yourfelves a tear |

& We pray that you may carly prove
The Spirit’s pow'r to teach ;
You cannot be too young to love
That Jefus whom we preach,
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1X., Another.

1 T\TOW may fervent Pray’r arife,
© Wing'd wich faith, and pieyee the fiies s
Fervent pray’r fhal bring us down
Gracious anfiers from the throne,
# Blets, O Lotd, the op'ning year
focach fyu] affembled here ;
Cluthe thy word wigl POW’r divine,
Make us willing to be thige.
3 Shepherd of thy b!
Teach the ftony |
Let the blind hae

See thcmfeh'cs,

ood-bought fheep )
cart to weep
Ceyes to fec,

and look on thee )

@ 4 T the minds of all ¢y vouth

& 1l the foree of facred truth .

While the golpel Call we hear,

My they learn to love and fear,

B © Chow them what ther Ways Lave beey,
g Show thom the deiert of fin 4

Lien thy aying love reveal,

Tisis jhall mule 4 heart of gigel,

46 Where thoy hatt thy worl begun,

) Give new ftrength the race 10 run ;
~oatter darknefs, doubts, and fears,
Hine away the MOUrRCTs teays,

T Ok ug ally both old and Voung «
§ Cail doreh praife from CV'13 tony

it the whole atfembly proye

Adthy pow’r, and al) thy loye.

e s

Xe Cafting the Gofpel Ay,
; XVH EN Peter, thire’

the tedious pihy o
Had often caft his

et I vain 5

* lk’}t’ ‘V. 4n
i
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Soon as the Lord appear’d in fight,
He gladly let it down azan,

~ Once more the gofpel net we caft,
Do thot, O Lord, the effort own ;
We learn from difappointinents paft,
To reft our hope on thee alone.

1 Upheld by thy fupporting hand,
We enter on another yeur ;
And now we mect at thy command,
To feck thy gracious prefunce here,

4 May this be a much-favour’d hour,
To {ouls in Satan’s bondage led ;
O clothe thy word with fev'reign pow’r,
To break the rocks, and raife the dead!

5 Have mercy on our num’rous youth,
Who, youny in years, arc old in fin;
And by thy fpirit and thy truth,
Shew themn the ftate their {ouls are i,

6 Then by a Saviour’s dying love,
To ex’ry wounded heart reveal'd,
Temptations, fears, and ruilt remove,
And be their Sun, and Strength, and Shic. |

7 To mourners fpeak a cheering word,
On {eeking fouls vouchfafe to fhine;
Let poor backfliders be reftor’d,
And all thy faiats in piaifes join,

8 O hear our prayer, and give us hope,
That when thy voice fhall call us home,
Thou {till wilt raife a.people up,

o love and praife thee 1n our room.

XI. C. Plading ﬁr' and-with Youls §

3 SIN has undane our wretched race,
But fefushast fror'd,
And brought the finner face to face

With his forgiving Lord,
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2 This we repeat, from year to year,
And prefs upon our youth;
Lord, give them an attentive car,

Lord, fave them by thy truth,

i Blefings upon the Filing race !
Make this an happy hour,

According to thy richeft grace,
And thine almighty pow’r,

5 4 We feel for your unhappy ftate,
| (May you regard it too)
And would awhile ourfelyes forget

To pour out pray’r for you,

2 We fee, the' you perceive it not,

T TR approaching, awfyl doom :

O tremble at the folemp, thought,
And flec the wrath to come !

5 Dear Saviour, let this new-
Spread an alurm abroad ;

Andery in ev’ry carelefs car,
“ Prepare to meet thy God 1”

born yeat

XII. G Prayer for Chillyen,

1 GR:’&CIOUS Lord, our childreq {ee,

By thy mercy we are free;
But fhall thefe, alas! remain

Subjeds fill of Satan’s reign 3
Itael’s young ones, when of olg
Pharaoh threat’ned to withhold *

Then thy meffenger faid, ¢ No ;
Let the children alfo go,”

% When the angel of the Lord,

Drawing forth his dreadfu] {word,
Stew with an avenging hand,
All the firfl-born of the land + 3

2 -EXOd; ). | 9. 'i' Eﬁ'ﬂjl J{ii. l3l
H z
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Then thy people’s doors he pafs’d,
Whete the bloody fign was plac’d §
Hear us, now, upon our knees,

Plead the blood of Chrift for thefe !

Lord, we tremble, for we know
How the fierce malicious foe,
Wheeling round his watchful flight,
Keeps them ever in his fight

Spread thy pinions, Kmq of Lln'"'
Hide them fafe beneath thy wings
1eit the vav'nous bird of prey
Stuop, and bear the brood away.

(s

NI e Shunamite ®

1 "THE Shunamite, nppl(&’d with grict,
When the had lolt the fon the lov'd,

Went to Elitha for 1elief,

Nur vain her application prov d.

He fent his fervant on befor-,

To lay a ftafl upon his heal ;

This Ae could do, but du no more:s

He left him, as ke found him, dead.

3

3 But when the Lord’s almighty pnw r ;
Wrought with the prophet’s pray’r and faitn
The ;nothcr {aw a joytul hour,

She faw her child reftor'd from death,

4 Thus, like the weeping Slmmmm.,
For many dead in fin we grieve;
Now, Lord, difplay thinc arm of mighty
Caufe rhcm to hear thy voice and live,

5 Thy preachers bear the ftaff in vain,
Tho’ at thinc own command we go;
Lord, we have try’d and try’d aguin,
¥e find them dead, and leave them (o

* 2 Kingsiv, 314
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6 Come then thyfelfeeto ev’1y heart

B The glory of thy name make Known ;
The means are our appointed part,
The pow’r and grace are thine alone,

157

X1V, Llijak's Prayer *,

» | DOES 1t not grief and wonder move,
To think of {{racl’s fhamieful fall 3
Who needed miracics to prove

& Wacther the Lord was God or Baal !
2 Mothinks I fee Ebhjah fland,

R His features glow with love and zeal 3
¢ Jn faith ang pray’r he lifts his hand,

B And makes to heav'n his great appeal,
B2 0 God! If I thy fervant am,

g It thy meflage Glls my heart,

New glorify thy holy name,

§ Aad fhow this people who thou art !
) prop

sefpake, and Io ! 4 fudden Aame

¥ UConfum’d the wond, the duft, the ftone ;
8§ The people ftruck, at once proclaim

E “lhe Lord is God, the Lord alone,”

S Lke himy we mourn an awtul day, _

b When more for Byal than Gad appear s

§ Lk him, believers, let us pra

b Aud May the God of Ifracl hear !

© Lord, §f thy fervant {peak thy truth,

| Tthe indeed s fent by thee;

Confirm the ward to all our youth,

Aid let them thy f:lvation {ee.

Now may thy Spirit's holy fire

Prerge ev’ry heart that hears thy word,
Confume eachy hurtful vain defire,

A malke them know thou art the Lord,

Jn'

¥ 1 Kings. xviii,
H 1
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XV. Preaching to the dry Dones*.

1 PREACHERS may from Ezckiel’s cafe
Draw hope in this declining day ;

A procf, like this, of fovreign grace

Should chafe our unbelief away.

When fent to preach to mould'ring bones,

Who could tave thought he would fucceed ?

Pt well he knew the Lord from ftones

Could saife up Abraham’s chofen {ced.

Can thefe be male 2 num’rous hott,

And fuch dry bones new life receive 2

The provher antwer’d, ¢ Lord, thou know'is

They fhall, if thou comimandment give.”

4 Likz him around I caft my ¢ve,

And oh ! what heaps of bones appear ;

Like him, by Jefus feat, 11 try,

For he can caufe the dead to haar,

Hear, ye dry dones, the Saviour's word !

He, who when dying, galp'd, ¢ Forrive,”

That gracious fnner-loving Lord,

Says, ¢ Louk to me, dry bones and five,”

}3

lae

Iry

6 ‘Thou heav'nly wind, awake and blow,
In anlwer to the pray’v of faith
Now thine almighty influence fhow,
And hil dry bones with living breath,

# O male them heary and feel, and thakey
And, at thy call, cbedieat move ;
The bonds of death and Satan bieak,
Aud bone to bone umte in love.

XVI. The Rl gf.ﬂfg/:';.
| WVHEN Mafes wav'd hro mytic rod
Vihar wonders foilow'd while he l‘puk:’!
Firm as 2 wall the waters tood 4,
Or gufh'd in rivers from the rock 11

W Lok gravide + Exedixivezie § Yo x50 08
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¥ o At his command the thunders roll*d 3
¥ Ligheotng and hail his voice obey’d ¥,
And Pharaoh trembled to behold

His land in defolation 1ajd.

5 But what could Mofes’ rod have done
| Had hie not been divinelv fent ¢

The pow’r was from the Lord alone,
And Mofes but the inftrument

44 0 Lord, regard thy people’s prayers |
| Aflift a worm to preach aright ;
And fince thy gofpel-rod he bears,
Difplay thy wonders in our figuit.
: 5 Praclaim the thunders ufthy law,
 Like Bightning let thine arrows fly,
That carclefs finners, firuck with awe,
#ur refuge may to Jelus fly,
10 Make ttreams of godly forrow flow,
: lrom rocky hearts, cnus'd to feel ;
And Lt the poor in fpirit know
ihat thou art neary ther gricts to heal,
7 But chicfiy we would pow Jook up

srafk a Dleffing for our youth,

e rifing gencration’s hope,

That they may kunow and love thy truth
§ Alife, O Lord, afford a fign,

Now: fhall ouy pray’rs fuccefs obtain »

Sace botly the means and pow'r are thine,
How can the rod be rais’d in vajp |

- XVIL @ j}ﬁm.-’:fng Sfrom Mount Zion,

''T'HE God who ence to Ifrael (poke
From Sinai’s top, 1n fire and (moke,
i sentler fhaing of cofpel grace
viies s hew, to feek his face,

* Exodusix, 2 3o
H 4
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2 He wears no terrors on his brow,
He {pcaks, in leve, from Zion now ;
Itis the voice of Jelus’ blood

- Calling poor wand’rers home to Gad,

3 The holy Moles quak’d and fear’d

When Sinai's thund'ring Jase he heard 3
ut reigning grace, with accents mild,
Speaks to the finner as a child.

4 Hark! how from Calvary it founds,
From the Redeemer™s blecding wounds
¢ Pardon and grace, I ficely give,
Puor finner, look to me, and live.”

¢ What other arguments can move
The heart that flights a Saviour’s love !
Yet till almighty pow'r conftrain,
‘This matchiefs loye 1s preach’d in vain,

© O Saviouy, let that pow'r be felt,

Deeply imprefs upen our youth
The hght and {orce of gofpel trath,

« With this new-year may they hegin
To ;e to ther, and die to fing
To enter by the narrow way
Ve hich feads to evarlalting day.

2 Houw will they clfe thy prefence bear
YWizn as a Judge thou fhalt appear |
When ilirhted love to wrath thall turn,
And the whole carth like Sinat burn |

XVIIL. A Prager for Power on the Mensyf

Grﬂl'f.

1 () THOU, at whofe almighty word
The glorious light trom darknefs fprung
‘Thy quick’ning influence affurd,
Aud clothe with pow’r the preacher’s tongus
b1
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2 Tho' "tis thy truth he hopes to (peak,

He cannot give the hearing car
"Tis thine, the fubbormn heart to break,
And make the carelefs (tmer feur.,

3 As when, of old, the water How’d
Farth from the rock at th
Mofes in vain had wav'd his rod,
Without thy wonder-working hand.

k4 As when the walls of Jericho +,

& Down to the corth at once were caft

It was thy pow'r that brouglit them, low,

And not the trumpets fechle biaft,

g ¢ Thus we would in the means be found,
¥ And thus on thee alone depend

Ty make the golpel’s joyful found
Life@ual, to the premis’d end,

j 0 Now, while we hear thy word of gr
g Lot {df and pride before it fall .

And rocky hearts diffolve apace,
In itreams of forrow at thy call.

L7 Onall our youth affembled here

t T unétion of thy Spirit pour

Nor let them lofe another year,

Lelt thou thouldtt firive ang call no more.,

XX, F liiak’s Mantle.

) ELISHA, ftruck with grief

Cry’d, «“ Ah ! where now 1s Irae)’
When he his honour’d mafter faw
ora by a fiery car away,

‘ Iut while he look’d a Iaft adieu,
- Wit mantle, a5 it felly he caught
The Spirit refted on him too,

And equal miracles he wrought,

Y Xumbers xx, 11, 1 Joluavi, 20,
d

ace,

and awe,’

X

y cammand ¥ M

2 Kings i1, 1 1124,

s ftay 2

3163
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3 ¢ Where is Elijah’s God,” he ery’d,
And with the mantle fmote the tlood 3
His word controul'd the fwelling tide,
T’ obedient waters upright ftoud,

4 The wonder-working gofpel, thus
From hand to hand has been convey'd 3

\We have the mantle ftll with us,
Jut where, O whese the Spinit’s aid ?

5 When Peter {irft his mantle wav'd 7,
How foon it melted hearts of ftecl !
Sinners, by thoufands, then were fav'd
But now how fow its virtues fecl!

6 Where is Elijah’s God, the Lord,

Thine Hracl’s hope, and joy, and boatt?
Reveal thine arm, confirm thy word,
Give us another Pentecoft !
7 Affiit thy mefienger to fpeak,
And while be atms to hip thy truth,
The boinds of fin and Satan break,
And pour thy blefling on our youth.

¢ For them we now approach thy throne,
Teach them to kuow and love thy name;
Then thall thy thankful people own
Elijah’s God is fiill the fame.

HYMNS ]
After Sermons to Young People, of
New-Yecars Evenings, {uited to 8
Subjedts.
NX. David’s Charge to Solomon.

1 Chron. xxviil. 19.
3 O DAVID’S Son, and David’s Lord!

From age to age thou art the fame;
Thy gracious prefence now afford,
And teach our youth to know thy name

¥ A5
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8 2 Thy people, Lord, tho' oft diftreft,
3 Upheld by thee thus far are come ;
And now we long to fee thy reft,
And wait thy word to ca]l us home,

d ; Like David, when this life tha]l end,
§ We tralt in thee, fure peace to find 5
§ Like him to thee we now commeng
The children we muft leave behind,

14 Lre long, we hope to be, where care,
8 And fin, and forrow, never come ;
But oh ! accept our humble pray’r,

That thefe may praife thee i our room,

¢ 5 Stew them how vile they are by fin,

8 And wath them in thy cleanfing blood :
O3, make them willing to he thine,
Atd be to them a cov'nant God,

46 Tong may thy light and truth remain
E Toblefs this place when we are Zone :
b Ad numbers here be born again,

I Lo dwell for ever near thy throne,

163

XX, Ty Lord's Call 1o }is Childyen,

2 Cor. vi, 17, 18,

I LET us adore the grace that fecks
To draw our huirts above |

Attend, *tis God the Saviour {peaks,
And cv’r}' word is jove,

$The' A1 with awe, before his throna
Each angel veils his face ;
" Hechiing 3 people for his own
Amongit our finfu race,
j Cﬂffﬁltﬁf‘?, awhile, rhey live In ﬁn,
anfla’d to Satan’s power ;
But they obey the call divine,
In bi; appointed hour,
A6
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4 <¢ Came forth, he {ays, no more purfue
The paths that lead to death
Look up, a bleeding Saviour view,
Look, and be fav'd by faith,

5 My fons and daughters you [hall be
Thro’ the atoninr blood ;
And you fhall claim, and find in me,
A Father, and a God”

& Lord, {peak thele words to ev'ry hoart,
By thine all-powertful voice 3

That we may now from fin depart,
And make thy love our choice.

+ If now we learn to {vck thy face
By Chrift the living way,
We'll praife thee for this hour of grace,
Thro’ an cternal day.

XXII. T¥%c Prayer of Fabers 1 Chron. v, 9, 10

1 TESUS, who bought us with his blued,
And makes our {ouls his care,
Was known of old as Hracl’s God,
And anfwer’d Jabez’ pray'r,

2 Jabez, a child of grief! the name
Befits poor finners well
For [cfus bore the crofs und thame,
Tu fave our fouls from ued.

1 Teach us, O Lord, like Lim to plead
For mercies trom above ,
O ome, and blefs our fouls indeed,
With licht, and joy, and love.

4 The gotpel’s promis'd land is wide,
We fan would eater in;
Bur we are prefs’d on ev'ry (ide
With untediet and tin,

k- L
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5 Arifey, O Lord,- enlarge our coaft,
Let us poflefs the whole,
That Satea may no longer boat
He can thy work controul,

6 Oh! may thy hand be with us fill,
Our guide and guardian be,
To keep us fafe from ev'ry ill,
Tl deathy thall fet us free.

7 Help us on thee to caft our care,
And on thy woid to reft ;
That Hrael's God, who hearet]y pray’r,
WHI grant us our requeft,

XYiIT. ffﬁf!’r'qq' at f!"}'fdgrn's Gates,
Prov, viil. 34, 3=,

L

T [P SSNAR'D too long my heart has been
! “ In Fol'y's hurtful ways ;
Giat mav I now, at lenath, begin

s hen what Wifdom fays !

3

Tis fefus, from the mercy -feat,
Lavites ine to his reft ;

e ealls pony fianers to his fect,
Lo make them truly bleft,

Approach, my foul, to Wifdom’s gates,
While 1t s call’d to-day 3

Saane who watches there, and waits,
Shall ’¢r be turn'd away.

_aF

-

He will not let me feck iy vain,
For alt who truft h s word

Shall everlafting life obtain,
And favour from the Lord,

§ Lord, I have hated thee too lung,
Aund dar’d thee to th}" face ;
I've done m y foul execeding wrong
b flighting al thy grace,
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6 Now I would break my leaguc with death,
And live to thee alone ;
Oh! let thy Spirit’s feal of faith
Secure me for thine own,

% Let all the faints affembled here,

Yeay let all heavn rejoice,
That I begin with this uew yrar
To make the Lord my choice.

XXIV.  dRing the Wy to Zion,  Jer. L, 8,

X ZION, the city of our God,
How glorious is the place!
‘T'he Saviour there has his abode,
Aud finuers fee his fuce !

2 Firm, againgt ev’ry adverfe fhock,
Its mighty bulwarks prove;
"Ths built upon the hving Rock,
And wall’d arcand with Jove,
3 There all the fruits of glory grow,
And Jovs thut never die s
Aund firearws of grace and knowledge flow,
The fou! to futisty.

4 Come, fet your faces Zion-ward,
The facred road inguire;
And let 2 unton to the T ord
Be henceforth your defire,

5 The gofpel fhines to-give you light,
No longer, then, delay;
The Spirit waits to guide you risht,
And Jefus is the way.
& O Lord, 1*{‘;;;11;1] thy panI{:’s pray’r,
Thy promite now fulf) ;
Ave voung and old by grace prepare,
budwell on Zion's hills
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XXY. 787 apepp Pharask’s Bondmen.
Deut. vi. 20w

23
1 BENEATH the tyrant Sutan’s voke,
Qur fouls were Iong opprelt ;

Till grace our galling fetters broke,

And gave the weary reft,
3 Jefus, in that important hour,
" His mighty arm made Kiiown ;
He sanfom’d us by price and pow'r,
And claim’d us for his own.

5 Now, freed from bondage, fin, and deat
We walk in Wifdom’s ways
And with to fpend our ev’ry breath
In wonder, love, and praife.
+ 4 Erc long, we hope with him to dywell
In youder world above -
And now we only live to tel]
The riches of his love,

5 O might wey, cre we hence remove,
Prevail upon our vouth
To feck, that they may hkewife pProve
His mercy and his truth,

4 Like Simcon, we fhall gladly go ¥,
When Jefus calls us home;
If they are left a fecq below,
To ferve him in our room,

7 Lord, hear our pray’r, indulge our hope,
On thefe thy Spirit pour,

That they may take oup flory up,
When we can fpeak no more,

y
s

AXVI, ﬂ::wﬂing in Birt} 1 for Souls. Gal.iv.

I WHAT contradictions meet
In minifters’ employ !
It is a bitter {wect,
A forrow full of Joy s

I8,

* LHEC iiu 29{
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No other poft affords a place

For equal honour or difgrace!

2 Who can deleribe the pain
Which faithful preachers feel,
Conftrain’d to fpeak in vam,
To hearts as hard as fteel!
Or who can tell the pleafures felt,
Wihen ftubborn hearts begin to melt!

3 The Saviour’s dying love,
The foul’s amazing worth,
Their utmoft ctforts move,
And draw their bowels forth :
They pray and ftrive, their reft departs,
Till Cwritt be form’d in finners hearts.

4 If fome fmall hope appear,
They hill are not content 5
But, with a jealous tear,
They watch for the event ¢
Taoo oft they find their hopes deceiv’d,
Then how their inmoft fouls are 5r1cv’d‘

But when their pains fucceed,
And from the tender blade
The rip'ning ears proceed,
Their toils are overpaid
No harvelt-joy can equal theirs,
To find the frmt of all their cares,

&  On what has now been fown,
Thy blefling, Lord, beftow ;
Tle pow’r is thine alone,
To make it fpring and grow ¢
I}, thou the gracious harvelt ratfe,
£.nd thou wlone fhalt have the prailes
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ANVIL 052 are dmbaffadors for Chyip,

2 Cor. v, 20,

1 TPHY meflige by the preacher fual,
And let thy pow’r he known,
Thatevry finner here miy fecl
The word is ot his own,
s Amongtt the foremof of the throng,
Who dure thee to thy face,
He 1 rebellion flood to long,
And fought againtt thy grace.
5 Bt grace prevail’d, he mercy found,
And now by thee is {ent,
To tell his fellow-rebels round,
And call them 1o repent,
4 In Jelus God is reconcil’d,
The wortt may be forgivin s
Come, and he’ll own you as a clild,
And make you heirs of heav’n
+ Oh may the word of golpel-truth
Your chies defires cigrage |
And Fefus be your suide iy youth,
Your joy in hoary age.

b Preehaps the year that’s now berun
May prove to fune taerr latt
The fnds of life may foon be rup,

The day of grace he paft,
7 Think, if yau flight this cmbaffy,
And will not warniny take,
When Jefus in the clouds you fee,
What anfwer will you make ?

XXV Paul 'U‘?:rrﬂu*ﬂ C ﬁ:rrge. Adlsxx, 2
; \VHLN Paul was parted from his friend.
It was g weeping day
K Jefus made theny all amends,
A w 1ip’d their tears ay.

4 by
Ty
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z Ere long they met again with joy
(Sccure no more to part ),
Where praifes ev'ry tongue employ,
And pleafurc fills cach heatt,

3 Thus all the preachers of his gracc
Thetr children foon (hall niecet;
Topether fee thetr Saviow’s fuce,
And worthip at his feet,

4 But they who heard the word in vain,
Tho' oft and pldmly warn'd,
Wil tremble, when they meet again
The minifters they feorn’d.

& On vour own heads your blood will fall,
If anv p:.nih here §

The preackiers who have told you alf,
511;111 ftand approv’d and clear.

6 Yct, Lord, to fave themfelves alone,
Is not their utmoft vicw ;

Oh! hear their pray’r thy me fage own,
And fave their Learers too,

XXX, Howo fhall T put thee among the childres

Jer. m. 19,

LAS! by nature how deprav’d
How prone to ev’ry 1!
Our lives to Satan how entlav'd,
How obttinate our will !

s And can fuch finners be retor'd,
Sucli rebels reconcil’d !
Can grace itfelt the means aford
‘To make a fee a chuld!
A Yes, grace has found the wondrous means
Which fhall ededtual prove,
To cleanfe ud from our cuntlode fing,
And teach olir hmans o lova
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3 Jelus for finners undertakes,
And dy’d that we may live ;
115 blood 2 fuil atonement makes,
And crics aloud, ¢ Forgive,”

§ Yet one thing more muft grace provide,
To bring us home to God,
Or we fhall flight the Lord, who dy'd,
And trample on his blood,
6 The holy Spirit muft reveal
The Saviour’s work and worth ;
Then the hard heart begins to fec)
A new and heav’nly birth,

7 Thus bought with bloed and born azain,
Redeem'd and fav'd, by grace s

i Rebels, in God’s own houfe obtain

A fon’s and daughter’s place,

XXX. Winter¥,

GEE, how rude winter’s icy hand

Has firipp’d the trees, and feal'd the ground}! -
sat {pring thall foon his rage withitand,
And ipread new beautics all around.

My foul 2 fharper winter mourns,
Aurren and fruitlefs T remain ;
When will the gentle {pring rcturn,

And bid niy graces grow again 3

H
]

[ R

! 121us, my glorious fuu, arife !
“l'is thine the frozen heart to Move ;
Oh ! buth thefe ftorms, and clear my fkies
And let me feel thy vital Jove !
4 Dear Lord, regard my feeble ery,
L tent and droop till thou appear
Wilt thou permit thy plant to dic }
Mt it be winter ali tie year?

¥ Bk 111, Hymn 11,
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5 Be ftill, my foul, and wait his howr,
With humble pray'r, and patient faith 4
Till he reveals his gracious pow’r,
Repofe on what his promife faith,

6 He, by whofe all-commanding word %,
Seafons their changing courfe maintain,
In ev’ry clhiange a pledge affords,

Jhat none thall feek his face in vain,

XXXI. Waiting fur Spring.

3 THO’ cloudy fkies, and northern blufts,

Retard the gentle fpring awhile ;
The fun will conqu’ror prove at laft,
And nature wear a vernal fmile.
T'he promife which, from age to age,
Has brought the changing feafons round,
Again fhall calm the winter's rage,
Pertume the airy and paiut the ground,

9 The virtue of that firtl commund,
I Xnow ftill dacs and wii) prevail,
That while the earth itfelf thall itand,
The fpring and fummer thall not fail,

4 Such changes are for us decreed s
Believers have their winters too ;
But {pring fhall certainiy fucceed,
And all their former life rencw,

§ Viater and {pring have each their ufe,
And each, in turn, his people know s
One kills the weeds their hearts produce,
The other makes their graces 2row,

6 Tho' like dead trees awhile they feem,
Vet having life within their root,
The welcome fpring's reviving beam
Draws forth their bloffoins, leaves, and fruit,

13

¥ Genofis viil, 23,
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9 But if the tree indeed be Jead,
It feels no change, tho’ fpring return
Its leaflefs, naked, barren head,
Proclaims 1t only fit to burn,

8 Dear Lord, afford our fouls a fpring,
Thou Know’tt our winter has been long s
Shine forth, and warm our hearts to fing

And thy rich grace fhall be our fong, ’

NXXII. Spring.
1 BLEAK' winter is fubdu’d at length,
And fore’d to yicid the day ;
‘The fun Lias watled all his ftrenpth,
And driven him away.

2 And now long with'd-for fpring is come,
How alter'd is the feene !
The trees and fhrubs are dreft in bloom,
The earth array’d in green.

¢+ Where'er we tread, beneath our feet
The cluff’ring flowers {pring ;
The artlefs birds, in concert {weet,
Invite our hearts to fing,

4 But,ah! in vain I firive to join,
Opprefs’d with fin and doubt
I feel "tis winter ftill within,
Tho’ all is {pring without.

¢ Oh! would my Saviour from on high
Break thro’ thefe clouds and thine !
e creature then more bleft than I,
No fong more loud than mine.

¢ Till then—eno foftly warbling thrufh,
Nor cowdlips fweet perfume,
Mor beauties of each painted bufh,
v.an diffipate my gloom,
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7 To Adam, foon as he tranferefs'd,
Thus Eden bloom’d in vain;
Not paraiife could give him rei,
Or {uoth his hearc-felt pain,

5 Yet here an emblem I perceive
Of what the Lord can do;
Dcar Saviour, help me to believe,
That I may flourith teo.

§ Thy word can foon my hopes revive,
* Can overcome my foes,
And make my languid graces thrive,
Aad bloffom like the rofe, -

XXXIII.  Aisther,

I PLEASING {pring again is here !
Trees and helds i bleom appear !

Flark b the birds, with artlefs lay:,
Warble their Creator’s praife !
Where, in winter, all was fnow,
Now the flow’rs in clufters grow ;
Aud the corn, In green array,
Promifes a harveft-day.

13

What a change has taken place !
Emblem of the {privy ot grace
How the foul, in winter, mouarns
Till the Lord, the Sun, retuins
Till the Spirit’s gentle rain

Bids the heart revive azain
Then the ffone it turn'd o fleth,

And cach grace fprings forth afrefh,

3 Lord, afford a fpring to me!
Let me feel like what 1 fee s
Ah! my winter has been lang,

Chll'd my hopes, and ftopp'd my fong ]

|
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Winter threat’ned to dcﬂroy
Faith and love, and cv’ry juy 3
If thy life was in the root,

stitl I could not yicld thee fruit,

speak, and by thy gracious voice
Make my drooping foul rejoice ;
O beloved Saviour, hatte,

Tell me all the frorms are paft »
On thy garden deign to fmile,
Raife the plants, enrich the foil 5
hoon thy prefence will reftore
Lifc to what feem’d dead before,

Luvd, Ilong to be at home,
Where thefe chanpes never come !
Where the faints no winter tear,

Where *tis fpring throughout the year;
How unlike this ftate below !

There the flow’rs unwith’ring blow ;
There no chilling blafts annoy ;
Allis love, and bloom, and JOY s

XXXIV. Swmmer Storms LA

T‘HO’ the morn may be ferene,

Not a threat'ning cloud be {Len,
Who can undertake to fay

"Ewill be pleafant all the day 2
Tempetts fuddenly may 1ife,
Darknefs overfpread the fkics,

Lightnings flath, and thunders roar
kre a fhort-liv'd day be o'er,

Often thus the child of grace

Enters on his Chriftian races
Guilt and fear ate overborne,

"I with him a fummer’s morn p

B Book 11, Hymn 63
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While his new-1ielt joys abound,
All things feem to {mile arounnd §
And he hopes it will be fair,

All the day, and all the year.

4 Should wewarn him of a change,
11e would think the caution firange 3
He no change or trouble fears,

Till the gath’ring florm appears ¥
Tl daik clouds his {un conceal,
il temptation’s pow'r he feel 3
Then he trembies, and looks pale,
All his hopes and courage fal,

4 But the wonder-working Lord

Soothes the tempeft by his word g

Stills the thunder, ftaps the rainy

And his fun breaks forth agam:

Soon the cloud again returns,

Now he joys, and now Lie mourns

Oft his tky is overcat,

Ere the day of lite be pafl,

Try'd believers too can {ay,

In the courfe of one fhort days

The the morning has been tar,

Prov’d a golden hour of pray'r,

Sin, and Satan, long cre night,

1{ave thar comforts put to flizhg

Ah! what heart-felt peace and joy

Unexpeéted fdorms deftroy.

£ Deareft Saviour, call us foon
To thine high cternal noon ;

Never there thall tempefl rife,

To conceal thee from our eyes 2
Satan fhall no more deg en'c,

We no more thy Spirit grieve

But, thro’ cloudlefs endlefs days,

Sound, to golden harps, thy praae,

* Dok 1, H}'.’H.’i J4v

s |
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XXX V. H a P=210its

Y 'T‘H I grafs, and flow'rs, which clothe the field,
And look fo green and aay,

Touch'd by the {cythe, defencelefs yield,
And fally and fide away.

: Fit emblem of our mortal ftate !
Thus in the feripture glafs,

The voung, the ftrong, the wife, the great,
May fee themfelves but grafs ¥,

4 3 Ab! trufl not to your fleeting breath,
i Nor call your time your own ;
Arund you fee the (cvthe of Jeath

Is mow:ing thoulands down,.

4+ And you, who hitherto are fpar’d,

; Muft fhortly yield your lives s

Your wifdom s, to be prepar’d
Belore the fhvoke arrives,

b 5 Tae grafs, when dead, revives no mores
. You dic to ive again ;
But oh! if death

fhould prove the door
To everlatting pain,

' 6 Lotd, help us to obey thy call,
| That, from our fins fet free,

When like the grals our bodies fall,
uls may fpring to thee,

XXXVI Eir'llt:ﬂ- B

1 SEE! the corn again in ear !
~ How the felds ang valleys fmile )
ﬁarvc& oW 15 drawing near,

fo pay the farmer’s toil s

¥ {ﬂlfd}i’ XL ?i
I
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Gracious Lord, fccure the cropy
Satisfy the poor with food :

3n thy mercy is our hope,

We have finn’d, but thou art good,

o While I view the plenteous grain
As it ripens on the ftalk,
May 1 not inftrudlion zain
Helpful to my daity waik ?
All this plenty of the field
Was produc’d from foreign fceds 3
For the carth itfelf would yield
Only crops of ufelefs weedss

4 ‘Tho'y when newly fown, it lay
Hid awhile bencath the ground,
(Some might think it thrown away ;.
Now a large increafe is found :
“Tho’ conceal’d, it was not loft,
Tho' it dy'd, it lives again ;
Tafern florms, and nipping frofts,
tlave oppofed its growth In van,

a Yot the praife be all the Lord’s,
As the benefit is out’s | -
He, in feafon, fiill atfords '
Kirdiv hcat, and gentle fhow’rs
By his care the produce thrives,
Waving o'er the furrow’d lands ;
And when harveft-time arrivesy
Ready for the reaper {tands.

¢ Thus'in tarren hearts he fews
Frecious feeds of heav'nly joy ¥;
Sin and hell in vain oppole,
Nane can grace's crop deftroy :
Threat ned oft, yet fiill it blooms,
After many changes pait,
Death, the reaper, when he comesy

Finds it fully ripe at laft. i
» Hqﬁ'ﬂ xive 7 Mark iv, AT AT
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CHRISTHMMAS,

XXXVIL  Praife Sfor the Incarnation:
-; y SWEETER founds than mufie knows

: Charm me in Emmanuel’s name ;

i All her hopes my fpirit owes *
: To hisbirth, and crofs, and fhame,
8 2 When he came, the angels {ung,

: “ Glory be to God on high ;>

¢ Lord, unloofe my {tamm’ring tongue,
* Who fhould louder fing than I 3

8 3 Did the Lord a man become,
: That he might the law fulfl,
Bleed and {uffer in my room,

And can’tt thou, my tongue, be fl] 3

¢ No, T muft my praifes bring,
§ Tho' they worthlefs are and weak 3
Yor thould I refufe to fing,

Sure the very ftones would {peak.

§ 5 O my Saviour, Shicld, and Sun,
¥ Shepherd, Brother, Hufband, Friend,
E¥’ry precious name in one,
1 will love thee without end,

XXXVIE C. Fehovah Fefus, -

¥ MY fong fhall blefs the Lord of all,

._ My praife thall climb to his abode ;
Thee, Saviour, by that name I call,
The great, {upreme, the mighty God,

2 Withour oeginning or decline,
{ Objedt of faith, and not of fenfe ;
Eternal ages faw him {hine,
| He fhins cternal ages henee,
1z
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3 As much, when in the manger laid,
Almighty ruler of the {ky,
As when the fix days work he made
Fill'd all the morning-ftars with joy.

4 Of all the crowns Jchovah bears, *
Salvation 1s the deareft claim g
That gracious found well pleas’d he hears,
And owns Emmanuel for his name.

¢ A cheerful confidence 1 feel,
My well-plac’d hopes with joy I fec:
My bofom glows with heav’nly zeal
To worthip him who dy'd for me.

6 As man, he pitics my complamt,
His pow’r ard truth are all divine;
He will not fail, he cannot faint,
Salvation’s fure, and muft be mine,

XXXIX.  Man Lonoured abave Augels,

T NJOW let us join with hearts and tonguesy 8

= And emulate the angels fongs; )
Yea, finners may addrefs their king
In fongs that angels cannot fing.

They praife the Lamb who once was flun; |
But we can add a higher firain * "
Not only fay, ¢ He fuffer’d thus,
But that he fuffer’d all for us,”’

3 When angels by tranfgreffion fell,
Juftice confign’d them all to hell ;
But merey form’d a wondrous plan,
To {ave and honour fallen man,

4 Jefus, who pals'd the angels by +,
Affum’d our flefh to blced and dic;
And ftill he makes 1t his abode ;
As man he fills the throne of God.

¥ RL”U! Y. 'I" IIELIJ- iil 16:

|
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§ Our next of kin, our Brother now,
Is he to whom the angels bow.;
They join with us to praile his name,

But <ee the neareft int’regt claim,

6 Buzah ! how faint our praifes rife !
surey “tis the wonder of the lkics,
That we, who thare his richeft Jove,

S6 cold and unconcern’d fhould prove,

{7 Uny glorious hour, it comes with fpeed |
When we, from fin ang darknefls freed,
Shall fee the God who dy’d for man,

And praife him more thap angels can ¥,

XL. Snrmzfny E'mwfuga

) SAFELY thro’ another week,

God has brouzht us on oyur way ;
L2t us now o bleffing feck,
On thy approaching fabbath-day
Diy of ali the week the beft,
Emblem of eternal reft,

Merctes multiply’d each hour
Thra" the week our praife demand
Guarded by Al nighty pow'r,
Red ang giided by his hand
Tho! utevateful we have been,
Oaly made returns of (in,
While e pray for pard’ning gtace,
Thro’ the dear Redeemer®s name,
Shcwy thy reconcled face,
Shing WAy our fin and thame
TOR) ony worldly care fet free,
37 we ref this night with thee,
Whea the morn fhall bid us rile,
ET v we feol thy prefence neat )
by thy olory meet our eyes
Wit we in thy houfe appear |

t Haak 111, Hynn §3y

13
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There afford u::, Lord, a tafte
Of our everlafting feaft.

§ May thy gofpel’s joyful found
Conguer finners, comfort faints §
Make the fruits of grace abound,
Bring relief for all complaints
Thus may all our Sabbaths prove,
Till we join the church above |

ssmanseaEE -, T y——

THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR,
NI,  FEbhenezmer #,

X THE Lord, our falvation and lizht,
The guide and the ftrength of our days,

Has brought us together to-night,
A ncw Ebenezer to raife
The year we have now pafled thro’
His goodnefs with bleffings has crown’d
Each morning his mercies were new
Then let our thankfgivings abound.

2 Encompafs’d with dangers and fnares,
Temptationgy and fears and complaints,
His ear he inclin’d to our pray'rs,

His hand open’d wide to our wants
We never belought him in vain s
‘When burden’d with forrow or fin,
He hetp’d us again and again,

Or where before now had we been 2

3 His gofpel, throughout the long yeary
From Sabbath to Sabbath he gave 5 .
How oft has Le met with us here,
And fhewn himfelf mighty to fave 2
His candleftick has been remov’d
From churches once privileg’d thus;
Eut tho’ we unworthy have prov’dy
It fill is continu’d to us.

% 3 Sam. vil, 12
3
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« For fo many mercies receiv'd,
Alas 1 what returns have we made 2
His Spirit we often have gricv’d,
And evil for good have repaid ;
How well 1t becomes us to cry,
G Oh! who 15 2 God tike to thee
Vho paffeft imiquities by,
And plungelt them deep in the fca !
£ To Jefus, who fits on the throne,
Guor beft nallelujahs we bring .
To thee 1t 1s owings alone
That we are permitted to fing
Aflt usy we pray, to lament
The fins of the ycar that is pafty
And grant that the next may be fpent
}ar more to thy praife than the latts

ALY Aucther,

IJET hearts and tongucs unite,
And Joud thankfgivings raife s
"Ths duty, mingled with delight,
To fing the Saviour's praile.

'y

¢ To him we owe our breath,
He took us from the womb,
Which elfe had fhut us up in death,
And prov'd an carly tomb.

1 When on the breaft we hung,
Our help was in the Lord ;

Twas he firft taught our infant tongue

To form the litping word.

4 When in our blood we lay,
He would not let us die,
Becaufe his love had fix'd a day
T bring falvation nigh.

14
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& Inchildhood and in youth,
His eye was on us {till;
Though ftrangers to his love and truth,
And prane to crofs his will.

6  And fince his name we knew,
How gracious has he been !
VWhat dargers has he led us thro,
What mercies have we feen !

7  Now thro’ another year,
Supported by his care ;
We raife our Ebenezer here,

¢ The Lord has help'd thus far.”

8  Our lot in future years
Unable to forefce,

He Kindly, to prevent our fears,
Says, ¢ Leave it all to me.”

9 Yea, Lord, we with to cuft

Qur cares upon thy breaft !
Help us to praife thee for the paf,

Ana truft thice for the reft.

II. ORDINANCES.
XLIL.  Ox cpening a Place for Social P raye,

' ) LORD, our languid fouls infpire,
For here, we truft, thou art!
Scud down a coal of heavenly fire,
To warm each waiting heart,

2 Dear Shepherd of thy people, hear,
Thy prefence now difplay ;
As thou haft giv’n a place for pray’r,
So grve us hearts to pray.
3 Sirew us fome token of thy love,
Our funting hope to raife;
Aund pour thy bleflings from above,
That we may render pruie,
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4 Withirthefe walls let holy peace,
And love, and concord dwell;

Here give the troubled confcience eafc,
The wounded fpirit heal.

§ The feeling heart, the mclting cye,
The humbled mind beftow ;

And thine upon us from on high,
To make our graces grow !

6 May we in faith receive thy word,
In faith prefent our pray’rs ;

And, in the prefence of our Lord,
Unboflom all our c.res,

7 And may the goipel’s joyful found,
Entorc’d by mighty grace,
Awaken many finners round,
Lo come and &1l the plac,

XLIV- C- Affﬂf:rff'f.

I JESUS, where’er thy people meet,
There they behold thy Mercy-ieat s

Where’er they feck thee, thou art tound,
And ev’ry place is hallow’d ground.

2 For thou, within no walls confin'd,
Inhabiteft the humble mind
Such ever bring thee where they come,
And going, take thee to their Lome.

3 Dear Shepherd of thy clefen fow !
Thy former mercies here renew :

Here, to our watting hearts proclaim
The fweetnefs of thy faving name.

4 Here may we prove the pow’r of pray 'r,
To frevgthen faith, and fwecten Cal€
To teach our faint defires to It
And bring all heav'n befoye gus £yes,

13
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& Behold, at thy commanding word,
We ftretch the curtain and the cord *;
Come thou, and hil this wider fpace,
Aud blefs us with a large increate.

6 Lord, we are fcw, but thou art necar :
Nor fhort thine arm, nor deaf thine car;
Oh rend the heav’ns, come quickly down,
And make a thoufand hearts thine own !

XLV. The Lerd's Day.

I OW welcome to the faints, when prefs']
With ix days noife, and care, and tul,
I's the returning day of rett,
Which hides them from the world awhile?

2 Now, from the throny withdrawn away,
They f{eem to breathe a diff rent air
Compos’d and fo.t'ned by the dav,

All things another afpeét wear.

3 How happy if their lot is catt
Wiere flatedly the gofpel founds !
The word is honey to ther taite,
Renews their ftrength, and heals their wounds!

Tho’ pinch’d with poverty at home,
With tharp afiliftions daily fed,

It makes amends, if they can come

To Gud’s own houfe for heav'nly bread !

5 With joy they haften to the place
Where they their Saviour oft have met;
And while they feaft upon his grace,
Their burdens and their griefs forgcet,

& This faveur’d lot, my friends, 1s ours,
May we the privilege impiove,

And find thefe confecrated hours
Sweet carnefls of the joys above !

* l}:ﬂﬂﬁ HV. Za
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§ » We thank thee for thy day, O Lord .
i Here we thy promis’d prefence feck .

Open thine hand, wit)y bleflings ttor’d,
And give us manna for the weck,

137

XLVI. G:y};ri-prf'z'f&;gﬂ.

g 1 () HAFPY they who know the Lord,

3 With whom he deigns to dwel] !

He feeds and cheers then by his word,
His arm fupports them well,

{2 Tothem, in each diﬂrefﬁug hour,

i His throne of grace js near ;

And whea they plead his love an
He ffands cngag'd 1o hear.

3 He help’q his faints iq ancient days,
i Who trufted ip his name ;

¢ Aod we can witnefs to b praife,

E s love is ()] che fame,

J Wand'ring in fin, ouy fouls
? And bid us feek his tace ;

Gave us to hear the golpel-found,
. And tufte the golpel -grace,

5 Oft in his houle his glory fhines,
| Before our wond'ring eyes ;
We with not then for golden mines,
. Or aught beneath the (kics,
F Hiz prefence [wectens
And makes our by

& word from him di
And gilds

T
d pow’r,

he found,

all our cures,
rdens light s
[pels our fears,
the gloom of night,

Lerd, we ey pect to fuffer here,
Nor woulyd we dare repine;

hane us il to ind thee liear,
Aad oy us il for thine,

16
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8 Lot us enjoy and highly prize
Thele tokens of thy love,
Till thou fhalt bid our fpirits rife,

To wurihip thee above.

XLVILI. dnaother.
b4 H:"xPPY are thy to whom the Lord

His prarious name makes knowp !
Ard by his Spirit and his word
Adopts them for his own !
2 He calls them to his mercy-{eat,
And hears their humble pray’r 3
And when within his houfe they mect,
They find his prefence near.

3 The force of their united cres
No pow’r can long withftand ;
For Jcfus helps them from the fkics,
By his almighty hand.
4 Then mountains fink at once to plains,
And light from darknels {prings ;
Fach feeming lofs improves their gains,
Each trouble comfort brings.
£ Tho' mea defpife them, or revile,
They count the trial fmall;
Whocver frowns, if Jefus {mile,
It makes amends for all.
6 Tho' meanly clad, and coarfely fed,
And, like their Saviour, poor,
They would not thange their gofpel bread
For all the worldling’s ftore.
2 When cheer’d with faith’s fublimer joys,
They mount on cagie’s wings ;
They can difdain, as children’s toys,
The pride and pomp of kings.
8 Dear Lord, affitt our fouls to pay
The debt of praife we owe,
That we enjoy a gofpel day,
And heav’n begun below,



Hymn 49. ORDINANCES, 18¢

XLVIIL Praife for the Continuance of the Go 'pel*.

1 (YNCE, while we aim’d at Zion's fongs,
A {udden mourning check’d our tongues |
Then we were call’d to {ow In tears
The feeds of joy for future years.
2 0

t as that memorable hour

The changing year brings round again,

We meet to praife the Jove and pow’r
Which heard our cries, and ¢as’d our pain.

3 Come, ye who trembled for the ark,
Unite in praife for an{wer’d pray’r |
Did not the Lord our forrows mark ?
Did not our fighing reach his car ?

4 Fhen fmaller gricfs were laid alide,
And all our cares fumm’d up in one 3
‘f Let us but have thy word, we cry’d,
In other things thy will be done.”

5 Since he has granted our requelt,
And we ftill hear the gofpel vaice
Althe’ by many trals preft,

In this we can and will rejoice.

6 Tho’ to our lot temptations fall,

Tho’ pain and want, and cares annoy :
The precious gofpel fweetens all,

And yields us med’cine, focd, and joy,

XLIX. A Famine of the FFord.

! GLADNESS was fpread thro’ Ifracl’s hofk
When firfl they manna view'd ;
They labour’d who fhould gather moft,
And thought it pleafant food,

* Wheraver a feparation i8 threatened betwéen a mis
Rifter 2nd peaple who dearly love cach other, this hymd
%3y Q¢ a3 [eafonable as it was once in Qlney,
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2 But when they had it long enjoy’d,
From day to day the {ame, |
Their hearts were by the plenty cloy’d,
Altho’ from heav’n it came.
3 Thus gofpel bread at firp s priz’d
And makes a people glad ;
But afterwards too much defpis'd,
When caly to be had

4 But fhould the Lord, difpleas’d, withhold
The bread his mercy fends

To have our houfes fill’g with pold
Would make byt pocr amends,

5 How tedious would the week appear,
How dull the Sabbath prove,
Could we no longer mert to hear
The precious truths we Jove 3

¢ How would belicving parents bear
To leave their heedlefs youth
Expos’d to ev'ry fatal fna:c,
Without the light of truth ?
7 The gofpel, and 2 praying few,
Our bulwaik long have provd ;
But Olney fure the . v will rue
When thefe Ml be remoy’d,

8 Then fin, in this once frvour’d town,
Will trivmph unveftrain’d g
And wrath and vengiance haften down,
No more by Pray’r detain’d.
9 Preferve us from thae judement, Lord,
For Jefus' fhke we plead
A famine of the gofrel ward
Would be a ftroke indeed !

L. Prayer for Mg focrs,
I (HIEF Shepherd of thy chiofen fheep,
From death und fip {os free;
May ov’ry undet-fh phicrd Keep
s eyc intent on tiee |

)



Hymn 31, ORDINANCES,

2 With plenteous grace thejr hea
To execute thy will ;

Compaffion, patience, love and care,

And faithfulnefs and fkil,

3 Enflame their minds with holy zeal

Their flocks to foed ang teach ;
And let them live, 2

The facred truths

193
res prepare

¢p complain
That toys which fools an ufe,

Ambition, pleafure, praifc, or gain,
Debafe the fhepherd’s views.

5 He that for thefe forbears to feed
The fouls whom Jelus Joves,
Whate'er he may profefs, or plead,
An 1dol thepherd proves ¥,
6 The fword of God (k
A blaft fhall blind his eye ;
His word fhall have o POW’r to warm,
His gifts fhall al grow dry.
7 O Lord, avert this heavy woc,
Let all thy thephzrds fay !

And grace, and ttrength, on each beftow,
To labour while ’ris day.

all break his arm,

LI. Prager for a I‘h:*vf'mrf.
T JAVIOUR, vifit thy plantation,

Grant us, Lord, 3 gracious raip !
All will come to defolation,

Unlefs thou retury agaim ;
Keep no longer at a dittance,

Shine upon us from o high ;
Lett, for want of thine affliftance,

Ev'ry plant thould droop and dje,

* ZE'(:}HI?':::II& Xit I?l
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2 Surely, once thy garden flourith'd, .

Ev’ry part Jook'd gay and green ;

Then thy word our-fpirits nourith’d,
Happy feafons we have feen !

But a drou:ht has fince fucceeded,
And a I’ad decline we fees

Lord, thy heip is greatly nceded s
Help can only come {rom thee,

3 Where are thofe we counted leaders,
Fill'd with zeal, and love, and truth ?
Old profeffors, tall as cedars,
Bright examples of our youth ?
Some, in whom we once delighted,
We fhall mcet no more below
Some, alas! we fear are bhghted,
Scarce a fingle jeaf they thow,

4 Younger plmlts-— he fizint how pleafant,
Coverd thi-k with bloffoms ftood ;
But they caufe us griet at pu.l':.nt,
Frofts have nipp'd them in the bud !
Deatett Saviour, haften hither,
Thou cantt miake them bloom again
Obh, permit them not to wither,
Let not all our hopes be vain !

£ Let our mutual love be fervent,

Make us prevalent in pray’rs;

Let each one efteein’d thy fervant
Shan the world's bewitching {nares

Break the temoter’s fatal power,
Turn the ftony heart to {lcfh ;

Aund begin, from this goud hour,
To revive thy work afreth,

1L, ffapn ﬁr a Revival,

Y 1\/_‘[3 harp untun'd, and Lud aide,
(To cheerful hours the lnrp belong: )
My cruel fues infulting cry’d,
¢ Come, fing us oue of Zion's fongs.”




fyma §3.  ORDINANCES.

:-I 2 Alas! when finners, blindly bold,
4 At Zion fcoff, and Zjon’s King;

When zeal declines and love grows cold,
Is this a day for me to fing ?

j 3 Time was, whene’er the fajnts T met,

i Vit Joy and praife my bofon glow’d 2
but now, like Eli, fad 1 fir,

And tremble for the ark of God.

B 3 While thus to prief my foul gave way,
§  To fee the work of God decline ;

Mcthought T heard my Saviour fay,
" Difinifs thy fears, the ark is mine,

§ 5 Tho' for a time I hide my face,
8 Rely upon my love and pow’r ;

ull wrefte at a throne of grace,
And wait for 3 reviving hour,

F & Take down thy long negle@ed harp,

["ve feen thy tears, and heard thy pray’r ;
The winter feafon has been fharp,

But (pring thall all its waltes repair,”

7 Lord, 1 obey ; my hepes revive

i Come, Join with me, ye lants, and fing s
Our {oes 1n vain agamtt us firive,

For God will help and healing bring.

A g+

SACRAMENTAL HYMNGS,

LIIL.  C,  2elcome 1, the Tuble,

i TH]S 1s the feaft of heav’nly wine,
And God vites to fup :

The juices of the Iiving vine
Were prefs’d, to fill the cup

2 Ol Llefs the Saviour, ye that ealy
With royal dainties fed
Not heay ' atfords a coftlicr freat,
Ler Jofus is the byead,

193
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3 The vile, the lofty he calls to them,
Ye trembling {ouls, appear!
The nighteous in their own ¢ficem
Have no acceptance here.

4 Approach, ye poor, nor dare refufe
The banquet {pread for you;

Dear Saviour, this 1s welcome news, .
Then 1 may venture too.

£ Tf guilt and fin afford a plea,
And may obtain a place,
Surely the Lord will welcome me,

And 1 fhall fee his face.

LIV. Chnfl crucificd,

% WHEN on the crofs, my Lord I {ee,

Bleeding to death for wretched me,
Satan and {in no more can move,

For I am all transform’d to love.

2 His thorus and nails picrce thro” my heart;
Inev'ry groan I bear a part ;

I view his wounds with fireaming eyes;
But {=¢ he bows his head and dies !

3 Come, finners, view the Lamb of God,
Wounded and dead, and bath’d in blovd
Behold his {tde, and venture near,

The well of cadleis life is here.

4 Here T furget my cares and patns
I drink, yet fttll my thirlt remaios;
Only the fountain-licad above
Can fatisfy the thirtt of love,

£ Oh that I thus could always feel t
Lord, more and more thy love reveal !
Then my giad tongue thall loud preclaim
The grace and glory of thy nams,



0 Thy name difpels my guilt and fear,

Revives my leart and charms my ear
Aftords a balm for ev’ry wound,

And Satan trembles at the found,

195

LV. C. Fis kafling to fuffer.,
1 THE Saviour, what a noble flame
Was kindled 4n his breaft,
When hatting to Jerufalem,
He march’d before the roft !

¢ Good-will to men, and zeal for God,
His ev’ry thought engrofs ;
He longs to be baptiz’d with blood ¥
He pants to reach the crofs.
3 With all bhis furf *rings full jn view,
And woes to us unknown,
Forth to the tafk his pirit flew ;
"Twas love that wig'd him on,
4 Lord, we return thee what we can |
Our heares fha'l found abroad,
Salvation to the dving Man,
And to the rifing God |
¢ and while thy blecding glories here
Engage our wond’ring eyes,
We learn our lighicr crofs to bear,

And haften to the fkjes,

LVI  Itis good 10 be hera.
| LET ine dwell on Golgotha,
Weep and love my kife away !
While I fec him on the tree,
¥ eep, and bleed, and die for me !
2 That dear blood for Gnners (pilt,
Shews my fin in all its guile
Ah! my foul, he bore thy load,
Thow haft flain the Lamb of God,

¥ Lﬂz-'f ?Z'li‘ 50&
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3 Hark! his dying word, ¢ Forgive,
Father, let the finner live :
Sinncr, wipe thy tears Away,
I 'thy ranfom freely pay.”

4 While I hear this grace reveal’d,
And obtain a pardon feal’d,
All my foft affe@tions move,
Waken'd by the force of love.

§ Farewell, world; thy gold is drofs,
Now I fee the bleeding crofs ;
Jefus dy’d to fet me free
From the law, and fin, and thee!

& He has dearly bought my fou!l ;
Lord, accept, and cliim the whole I
To thy will T all refign,

Now, no mote my own, but thine.

LVII. Looking at the C rof3a

Y IN evil long T took delight,
Unaw’d by thame or fear,
Tl anew obje&t fruck my f{i-ht,
And {topp'd my wild catecr.

2 I'{aw one hanging on a tree,
In aganics and blood,
Who £:a'd his languid CyLs on me,
As near his crofs I flood,

3 Sure never till my lateft breath,
Can I forget that look ;
It feenv’d to charge me with hic death,
Tho’ not a word he {poke,

4 My confcience felt, and own'd the cull,
And plune’d me iy defpair ;
I fev my fins his blood had (mlt,
Aund bdp'd to nuil him there,



Hymn 58, ORDINANCES.

5 Alus! I knew not what J did
But now my tears are vain ;

Where thall my trembling fou) be hid
For 1 the Lord have {lujn,

6 A fecond look he gave, which faid,
I fredy all forgive s
This blood s for thy ranfom paid,
I dic, that thou may’t live,”
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7 Thus, while his death my fin difplays
In all its blackeft hue,
(Such is the myftery of grace),
It feals my pardon too,

5 With pleafing erief and mournfyl joy
My fpirit now is fill'd,
That I thould fuch a life deftroy,
Yet live by him 1 kili’d,

LVIII. Supilies in the ff"}ﬂf:'rmﬁ.

1 xVHEN lfrncl,- by divine commaud,
The pathlefs defert trod,

They found, tho’ "twas a barren Jand,
A fure refource in God,

2 A cloudy pillar mark’d their road,
And fcreen’d them from the heat;
From the hard rocks the water flaw'a

»
And manna was their meat,

3 Like them, we have a reft in view,
Sccure from adverfe pow'rs ;
Likethem, we pafs a defert too,

But Ifrael’s Gad is ours,

4 Yes, in this barren wildernefs
e is to us the fame,
By his appointed means of giace,
:s once he was to them.
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5 His word 2 light before us fpreads,
By which our path we {ec;
His love a banner o’er our heads,
From harm prelerves us free.

6 Jefus, the bread of life, is giv'a
To be our duily food ;
We drink a wondrous itream from heav'n,
'Tis water, wine, and blood.

9 Lord, ’tis enough, I afk no more,
Thele blefhogs are divine s
I envy not the worldling’s ftore,
If Chrift and heav’n are mine,

LIX. Commuuion awith the Saints in Glory,
1 REFRESHED by the bread and wine,

The pledges of cur Saviour’s love;
Now let our hearts and voices join

In fongs of praife with thole above.

2 Do they fing, ¢ Worthy is the Lamb 2"
Altho’ we cannot reach their firains,

Yety we thro’ grace can fing the {ame,
For us he dy’d, for us he reigns.

1 1f they behold him face to face,
While we a ghmpfe can only fec ;
Yet, cqual duebtors to his grace,
As fafe and as helov'd are we,

4 They had, like us, a (uff'ring time,
Our cares, and fears, and griefs they knew
But they have conquer’d all thro” him,
And we cre long thall conguer too.

g Tho' all the fongs of faints in light
Are far bencath his matchlefs worth,
His grace 1s fuch, he will not {hght
"The poor attempts of worms on earth,

—_
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ON PRAYER.

LX. C. Exhortation 1 Prayer,

! 'VVHAT various hind'rances we meet
In coming to a mercy fcat !

Yet who that knows the worth of pray’ry
Bur withes to be often there?

> Pray’r makes the dark ned cloud withdraw,
Pray’r climbs the ladder Jacob faw,
Gives exertife to faith and love,

Brings ev'ry bletling from above.

3 Reftraining pray’r, we ceafe to fight :
Pray’r malkes the Chriftian’s armour bright s
And Satan trembles when he fees
The weakeft faint upon his knees,

4 While Mofes ftood with arms fpread wide,
Succefs was found on 1frael’s fide » .
But when thro’ wearinefs they fuil’

That moment Amalck prevail’d,

5 Have you no words? Ah! think again,
Words flow apace when you complain,
And fill your fellow-creature’s car
With the fad tale of all your care,

6 Were half the breath thus vainly {pent,
To Heav'n in fupplication fent,

Your cheerful {ong would oft’ner be,
¢ Hear what the Lord has done for me,”

LXIn Pﬂﬂ’fr ?f‘ Prﬂ.}'f'ri

I IN themfelves, as weak as Worms,
How can poor believers ftand,
When temptations, foes, and (torms,
Prefs them clofe on ev'ry hand

* Exodu; xvii, 11,
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2 Weak, indeed, they feel they are,
But they know the.throne of grace
And the God who anfwers pray’r
Helps them when they feck his face,

3 Tho’ the'Lord awhile delay,
Succour they at length obtain ;

He-who taught their hearts to pray,
Will not ot them cry-in vain,

4 Wreflling pray’r can wonders do,
Ering relietin deepeft fraits;
Proy's can force.a.paflage thro’
Iron bars and brazen pates,

5§ Hezckiah on his knees
Proud Aflyria’s hoft.fubdu'd ;
And, when fmitten-with difeafe,
Had hishie by.pray’r renew’d,

6 Pater, the' confin’d and chain'd,
Pray’r prevail’d and brought him out;;
Yhen Elijah pray’d, it raw’d,

Atter three long years of drought,

2 We can likewife witnefs bear,
That the Lord is ftill the fame s
Tho' we fear’d he.would not hear,
Suddenly deliverance came,

3 For the wonders he has wrought,
Let u- now our praifes give ;
And, by fieet experience tauglit,

*Call upon him. while we live,
R

ON T.HE SCRIPTURE.
LXII. C. TV Light and Glory of the :Jlord,

1 "JHE Spirit breaths upon the word,
And brings the truth to fight;
Precepis and promifes afford
A fantifving light,




| Hymn63,  ORDINANGES,
| 2 A glory gilds the facred page,
Majeftic like the-fun; - =
It gives a light to ev'ry age,
It gives, but borrows none,
§ 3 The hand that gave it ftill {upplies
The gracious light and heat =

His truth upon the nations rife,
They rife, but never fer.

B 4 Let everlating thanks be thine,

| ¥or fuch a bright difplay,

As makes a world of darknefs thiire
With beams of heav'nly day.

5 My foul rejoices to purfuc

| The fteps of him I love ;

Till glory breaks Upoa my view
In brighter worldssabove, -
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LXIIL,  The ITord more precionws than Geld,

P PRECIOUS Bible ! what a treafure”
Does the word of Gog afford
AT want for life or pleafure,
Foov and MED’cIve, SHIEL D and Sworyp ;
L.t the world account me poor,
Having this 1 need no more.

> ¥nab to which the world’s a ftranzer,
Here my hungry foul cnjoys; '
O excels there is no danger,
Lo it fills, it never cloys s
On 4 dying Chrit T feed,
He i1s meat and drink jndsed 1

3 Rhen my faith 95 faint and ficklv, ’
Ur wiien Satan wounds my nind,
- Vordials to revive me quickly, .
Haling MED’CINES here ] find :
To the promifes ] flce,
“ach affords a remedy,

 -K
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4 In the hour of dark temptation
Satan cannot make me yicld §
For the word of confolation
Is to mc a mighty SHIELD ¢
While the feripture-truths are fuie,
From his malice I'm fecure.

Vain hic threats to overcome me,
When | take the Spirit’s {word;
Then with eafe I drive lim from 1ny,
Satan trembles at the word:

Tis a Swonrb for conquett mide,

¥.cen the edge, and strong the bladc,

-

4 Shall T envy then the miler,
D ating on his golden ftore ¢
Sare I am, or thould be wifer,
% am rich, tis he 1s poor @
Jefus gives me in his word,
Foopund Men'c1NE,SHiELDand Swoind

--—-m——

11I. PROVIDENCES.

LXIV. On the Conmmncement of Hyllthiic
..*‘.{fm'rfu.r. i
1 THE gath'ring clouds, with atpet dark
A riling {torm prefage ;
Oh! tc be hid within the ark,
And fhelter’d from its rage !

2 Sce the comnmitfion’d angel frown * !
‘Tuat vial in his hand,
Fil'd with fierce wrath, is pouring dows
Upon ows guilty land !
3 Ye faints, unit~ in wretthing pray
I€ yet there may be hope;
Who knows but mercy yet may {pare;
And bid the angel ftop 2

8 Rev, xvi. Ie + 1 Same xxiv. 16}
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I 4 Already 1s the plague begun ¥,
And fi'd with hottile rage,

Brethren, by blood .nd int'reft one,
With brethren now engage,

¢ Peace {preads her wings, prepar’d for flight,
i Arnd war with flaming (word,

And hatty ftrides, draws nigh, to fight
The battles of the Lord.

6 The firlt alaira, alas, how few,
While diftant, feem to hear !

But they wili hear and tremble too,
When God thall fend it pear.

7 So thunder o’er the Jiftant hills
Gives but a murm’ring found ;
But ai the tempeft [preads, it flls,
And fhakes the welkin t round,

S May we, at leaft, with one confent,
Fall low beture the throne ;

With tears the nation’s fins lament,
The church’s, and our owp.

i The humble fouls who mourn and pray,
The Lord approves and Knows;
ifis mark fecures them in the day
When vengeance frikes his foes,
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FAST-DAY HY MNS,

LXV. Confeffionand Prager, Dec, 1 331796,

P (OH may the pow’r which melts the rock.
Be fclt by all affembled here !

Or elie our firvice will bug mock
The God whom we profefs to fear !

* N, xvi. 46, Firmament or Aintsfphere,

K,
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2 Lord, while thy judgments thake thie Lin,
Thy people’s eyes are fix’d on thee!
We own thy juit uplitted hand,
Which thoulunds cannot, will not {ec,

3 How loug haft thou beftow’d thy care
On this indulg'd ungrateful fpot ;
While other nattons far and near,
Have envy’d and admir'd our lot.

a Tere peace and liberty have dwelt,
Thic glorious gofpel brightly fhone
And oft our enemies have felt
That Ged has made our caute his own,

5 But ah! both hcav'n and carth have liewrd |
Qur vile requital of his love |
We, whom like children he has rear'd,
Rcbels againdt his gooadnefs prove .

6 His grace defpis’d, his pow’r defy'd,
And legions of the blackeft erimes,
Profancoefs, riot, Juft, and pride,
Are {igus that mark the prefent e,

The Lord difpleas'd has rais'd his rod;;
Al, where are now the faithtul fow
Who trenible for the ark ot God,

And know what Hracl ought to do {2
5 Lord, hear thy people ev'ry where,
Who meet to mourn, confefs, and prav;

The nation and thy churches {pare,
And let thy wrath be turn’'d away.

~?

LXVI. Mofes and Amalckt. Febroary 271778

1 WHILE Jofhua led the armed banes
Ot Ifracel forth to war;
Mofes apart with lifted hands
Engag'd a humble pray’r,

* Iate2. 4 1 Chron xil g2, 3 Bl i
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2 The armed bands had quickly fail’d,
And perifh’d in the Aght,

It Mofes’ pray’r had not prevail’d
To put the foes to flight.

4 3 When Mofes” hands thyo’ weakne(s droop's,
8 The warriors fainted too s
Iiacl’s fuccefs at once was ttopp'd,

And Am’lek bolder grew.

¥ 1 A pople, always prone to hoaft,

§  Weretaught by this fufpenfe,

T3t not a nuny’rous armed hott,
But God was their defence,

3 We now of feets and armies vaunt,
§  Audthips and oy prepare s
But mea hke Mofes nid W wang,
10 {ave the flute by pray’s.

0 1., Lord, we hope thou haf prepar’d
A hidaen tew to-day,
"The natien’s feoret thiength and puad)
To werp, and mourn, and pray,
» O huar thar pray rsy and graat us i,
Bid war and difeord ceate
Haat the 11d Sreach which 40 has n e,
And bicks us all with peace,

LXVII, T%e Hiding Place, Feb, Iy 175

I SEE the rloomy gath’ring clond,
Hanging o’er a finful fand !

Sace the Lord proclaims aloud
Times of trouble are at hand +-
oy they who love his name |
Doy thall always find him neat 3
Tho" the carth were wiapp'd in flame,
Ehey have no jult caufe for fear,

K 3
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2 Hark, his voice, in accents mild,
(Oh, how comforting and {weet!)
Speaks of every humble child,
Pointing out a fure retreat !

Come and in my chambers hide *,
To my f{aints of old well known
‘There you fafely may abide,

Til! the ftorm ue overblown.

7 You have only to repofc
On my wifdom, love, and care
When my wrath confumpes my focs,
Merey thall my children {pare s
While they perifh in the flood,
You that bear my holy mark +,
Sprinkled with atoning blood,
Shall be fafe within the ark.

4 Sinners, fec the ark prepar’d !
Haftc to enter while there’s room !
Tho' the Lord his arm has bar'd,
Mercy fiill retards your doom :
Seck him while there yet is hope,
Ere the day of grace be palt,

Lcft in wrath he give you up,
And this call thould prove your lait.

LXVIIL. Onthe Earthguake, Scpt. &, 17730

I ALTHO’ on mafly pillars built,
The carth has lately thook ;
It trembles under Brtain’s guile,

Before 1ts Maker’s look.

2 Swift as the fhock amazement {preadsy
And finners tremble too g
What flight can fereen their guilty heads,
If earth itfelf purfue ?

¥ {?.'.-f;:ﬁ Hf":\'-;: SN T E:-'Ch}! ix. 4’
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B 1 But merey fpar’d us while it warn'd,
®  The thock is felt no more;
And mercy, now, alas! is fcorn’d

By finners, as before.

<o
-

g« But if thefe warnings prove in vain,

B Sy, finner, can'ft thou tell,

How foon the earth may quake again,
And open wide to heli ?

B ¢ Repent before the Judge draws nigh

4 Orclfe when he comes down,

Thou wilt 1n vain for earthquakes cry,
To hide thee from his frown *.

g 6 But happy they who love the Lord,

#  And his falvation know s

The hope that’s founded on his word,
No change can overthrow,

7 S.ould the deep-rooted hills be hurl'd,

i And plung’d beneath the fens,

And tirong convulfions fhake the world,
Your hearts may reft in peace,

Jetus, your Shepherd, Lord and Chii 5,
§  Shall thelter you from ill
And not 2 worm or fhaking leaf
Can move, but at his will,
i LXIX. Ou the Fire at Olncy. Sept, 2z, 173,

r 22y
{1 \\EARIED by day with toils and carc:,
: How welcome is the peaceful night !

Sweet {leep our watted ftrength repairs,
And fits us for returning light.

R Vet when our eyes in {leep are clos'd,
§  Our reft may break ere well begun ;
To dangers ev’ry hour expos’d

Wu neither can forefee nor than,

# Rt:'v. vi- 161
K ¢
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3 "Tis of the Lord that we can fleep
A, fingle night without alaims ;
His eye alone our lives can Keep
Secure amidt a thoufand harms.

& Tor months and years of fafety paft
Ungrateful we, alus t have been ;
Tho' patient long, he [poke at lait,
And bid the fire rebuke our fin,

5 The thout of fire ] a drcadful cry,
Impreit each heart with decp dilmay
While the ficree blaze and red ning tky
Made midnigiit wear the face of day.

6 The throng and terror who can fpeak ?
The varous tounds that fill'd the are )
The intant’s wail, the mother's thriek,
The voice of blafphemy and pray’r !

7 But pray’r prevail'd, and fav'd the town;
) ¥ 1 - Y
The tew who lov’d the Saviour’s name
Were heard, and mercy hafted down
} b
Tu change the wind, and ftop the fime.

8 Oh, may that nizht be ne’er forgot |
Lord, ftill incroafe thy praying few !
Were Olaey left without a Lnt,
Ruin hike Sedom’s would enfae,

LXX. A Welcome to Chrijizag Freends,
1 K[NDRED in Chnift, for his dear fake,

A hearty welcome here receive
May we together now partake,
The joys which only he can give!

2 To you and us by grace "tis giv’n
To know the Saviour’s precious name
And fhortly we fhall meet in heav’n,
Our hope, our way, our end, the fame.
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3 May he, by whofe kind care we meet,
Send his good Spirit from above,
Make our communications fieet,
And caufe our hearts to burn with love!

¢ 4 Torzotten be cach worldly theme,

§ Vrhen Clinftians fee cach other thus
We only with to fpeak of him,

Who liv’d, and dy’d, and reigns for us,

g 5 We'll talk of all he did and faid,
{  And fufler’d for us here below ;
L path he mark’d for us to tread,

And what he’s doing for us now.

8 % Thus, as the moments pals away,

g Vel love, and wonder, und adore ;
and haften on the glorious day,
When we fhall meet to part no more,

LXXI, P.rrr.;f.'g.

AS the fun's enlivining eye

~ Shines on ev'ry place the fame 3
5. the Lord is always nigh
Lo the fouls that love his name.

- hen they move at duty's call,

| Heis with them by the way ;

§ Heis ever with them all,

I Tiole who go, and thofe who {tay,

¢ From his holy mercy-{cat

P Nuthing can their fouls confine 3
sill in fpirie they mav meet,
Azd i fiweet communion join.

8 For a {eafon call’d to pait,

| iotu then ourfelves commend,
| 1o tke oracious eye and heart
BURSS: rver~prefent Friend,

s
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3 Jefus, hear our humble pray’r!

. Teuder Seepherd of thy fhecp!
Let thy mercy and thy care
All our fouls in fafety keep.

6 In thy ﬁrcr:gth may we be ftrong,
Swecten ev'ry crofs and pain ;
Give us, if we live, ere Jong,
Here to mecet in peace again.

Then if thou thy help aftord,
Fbenezers fhall be rear'd ;

And our fouls thall praife the Lovd,
Who our poor petitions heard.

o

FUNERAL HYMNSGS,

LXXII. 0.’1 l'}.'t' DL‘H]’JI Eifd .BL‘E:TEF,

I IN vain my fancy firives to pamnt
The moment after death,
The glories that furround the faints,
When yiclding up their breath.

2 One gentle figh their fetters breaks;
We fearce can fay, ¢ They're gene™”
Before the willing fpinit takes
Her manfion near the throae.

2 Taith firives, but all its ciforts fail,
To trace her in her Hight ;
No cye can picree within the vail
Which hides that world of light.

a4 Thus much (and this 15 all) we knov,
They are completely bleft;
Have done with fin, and care, and wee,
And with their Saviour retts
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#: On harps of gold they praife his name,
& His face they always view s
B Then let us follow'ts be of them,
Bl That we may praife him too,
&6 Their faith and patience, love and zeal,
#  Should make their mem'ry dear s
B Aud, Lord, do thou the pray’rs fulfl
§ They offer’d for us here |
% While they have gain'd, we lofers are,
d W mifs them day by day;
it thou canft ev'ry breach repair,

And wipe our tears away.,

B W prayy as i Elitha’s eafe,
B When great Elijal went,
g

g My double portions of thy grace,
¥ Tous who ftay, be fent,

g LXXIL C, O i Death of a Mn:%r,.
HIS mafter taken from his head,
Lhitha faw him go;

g And, in defronding accente (d,

% AL, what matt el do

8 -t he forgot the Lord who 1ifis
¥ Thebegsar to his throne ;

g Nor knew, that all Elah’s ¢rifts
3 Will foon be made his owa.

8 What ' when 2 Paal bus run hiz courf-,
§  Or when Apollos d s,

i 1 liraod feft w.thout refuurce >

§  Aad have we no [upplies 2

B Yes. while the dear Redeemer lives,
§  We have 2 boundiefs ftore,

§ And hall be fed with what he gives,
Wi lives for evermore.

K 6
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LXXIV. The tdling Bell.

1 (FT as the bell, with folemn toll,
Speaks the departure of a foul,
Let cach one atk himfelf, ¢ Am
Prepar’d, fhould I be cal’d to die?”

2 Only this {rail dnd flecting breath
Preferves me from the jaws of death ;
Soon as it fails, at once 'm gone,
Aad plung’d into 2 world unknown.

3 Then leaving all T lov’d below,
To God’s tribunal I muit go;
Muft hear the judge pronounce my fate,
And fix my everlatting {tatc.

4 But could I bear to hear him (ay,
¢¢ Depart, accurfed, far away !
With Satan, in the lowedt hell,
Thou art for cver doom’d to dwell.”

5 Lord Jefus! help me now to flee,
And feek my hope alone in thee;
Apply thy bleod, thy Spirit give,
Subdue my fin, and let me live.

¢ Then when the folemn bell T hear,
If fav'd from guilt, I neod not fear;
Nor would the thought diftrefling be,
Perhaps it rext may toll for me.

- Rathier, my fpirit would rejoice;
And long, and with, to hear thy voice;
Glad when it bids me carth refign,
Secure of heav'n, if thou art mine.

LXXV., Hope beyond the Grare.

1 Y foul, this curious houfe of ciays
Thy prefent frail abode,
Muft quickly fall to worms a pry
And thou return to God.

7
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> Cant thou, by faith, furvey with joy
The change before it come ?

And fay, ¢ Let death this houfe deftroy,
I have a heav’nly home 1”

3 The Saviour, whom I then fhall fce
With new admiring eyes,

Already has prepar'd for me
A manfion in the fkjes #,

4 I feel this mud-wall cottage fhake,
And long to fee it fall ;

That I my willing flighe may take
To him who is my all.

¢ Burden’d and groaning then no more,
My refcu’d foul fhal] fing,
As up the thining path I foar,
‘“ Death, thou haft loft thy fting,”

6 Dear Saviour, help us now to feck,
And know thy grace’s pow’r ;

That we may all this language {peak
Before the dying hour.

213

LXXVI. There the 1Y cary are at reff,
1 (OURAGE, my foul ! behold the prize

The Saviour’s love provides :
Eternal life beyond the fkies
For all whom here he guides,

2 The wicked ceafe from troubling there,
The weary are at reft +;
Sorrow, and fin, and patn, and care,
~ No more approach the bleft.
5 A wicked world, and wicked heart,
With Satan now are toin'ds
Each alts a too fuccefsful part
In haraffing my mind,

2 Cor, v, i, 1 Job iii. 17,
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4 In contlilt with this threefold troop,
How weary, Lord, am 1!
Did not thy promife bear me up,
My {oul muft faint and die.

5 But fighting in my Saviour’s firength,
Tho’ mighty are my focs,
I thall a conqu’ror be at length
(’cr all that can oppofe,

v Thea why, my foul, complain or fear 2
The crown of glory fee!
The more 1 totl and (uffer here,
The fweeter reft will be,

LXXVIL The Day of ymfgmrur.

1 T)AY of judgment, day of wonders!
Hark ! the trumpet’s awful found,
Loucer than a thoufand thunders,
Shakes the vaft creation rourd !
How the {ununons will the finner’s heart confound,

2 See the Juldre our niture wearing,
Cloth’d in muyetty divine !
You who long tor his appearing,
U fhail fav, ¢ This God is minet”
Giractous Sastoury ownane in that day for thine !

3 At hiseally the dead awaken,
Rute to life from carth and fea :
All the pow'rs of rature fhaken,
»v his looks prepare to flee
Caielefs finner, what will then become of thee !

4 Horvors patt imagination
Will {urprife your trembling heart,
When you hear your condemnation,
‘“ Hence, accurfed wretch, depart!
Thew with Satan and his angels have thy part
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§ Satan, who now tries to pleafe you1,
Left you timely warning take,
When that word is pait, will feize you,
Plunge you in the burning lake ;
Think, poor finner, thy eternal all’s at ftake.

6 But, to thofe who have confelled,
Lov'd and ferv'd the Lord below,

He will fay, ¢ Come near, ye¢ blefled,
ee the kingdom [ beftow -

You for ever thall my love and glory know.”

7 Under forrows and reproaches,
May this thought your courage raife !
Swittly God’s great day approaches,
Sighs thal! then be chang’d to praife ;
We thall triumph when the world is i & blaze.

LXXVIIL. 7y Day of the Lord *,

I (30D with one piercing glance looks thro’
Creation’s wide- extended frame ;
The patt and future iy Lis view,
And days, and ages are the fame T

2 Sumers who dare provoke his face,
Who on his patience long prefume,
And teifle out his day of grice,
Will nd he has a day of doom.

s pangs the lab'ring woman fe¢ls,
Or as the thief, in midnight {leep ;
Su comes thit day, for which the wheels
Ot time their ceafclefs motion keep !

4 Hark! from the fky, the trump proclaims
Jefus the Judae approaching nigh !
Sce the creativy wrapt 1n Hames,
Firft kindled by his vengeful eye !

* Book 111 Hymn 4. 4 2 Pet, iii. S==To.
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s When thus the mountains melt like wax;
When earth, and air, and fea, fhall burn;
Wher ail the frame of nature breaks,
Poor finner, whither wilt thou turn ?

6 The puny works which fecble men
Now boaft, or covet, or admire;
Their pomp, and arts, and treafures, then
Shail perifh in ene common fire.

7 Lord, fix our hearts and hopes above!
Since all below to ruin tends s
Here may we truft, obey, and love,
Aund there be found amongit thy frienls,

LXXIX, The great Tridunal *,

1 JOHN, in vifion, faw the day
When the Tudge will haften down ¢

Heav'n and earth fhall Hee away
From: ti:c terror of his frown
Pead and living, fmall and great,
Railed trom the carth and fex,
At Lis bar thall hear their fate,
What will then become of me ?

~» Can T bear his awful looks?
Shall I fand in wdgyment then,
Whean I fee the open’d books,
Written by th’ Almighty’s pen 2
1f ke to remembrance bring,
And expofe to public view,
Eviry work and fucret thing,
Ab, my foul, what canft thou do ?

3 Whea the lit fhall be produc’d
Of ti.e talents 1 enpy'd;
Aeans and mercies, how abus'd !
Time and strength, how mifemploy’d!

¥ Rewe xx, 11, 32,
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Conterencey then compell’d to reqd 3

Mutt allow the charge is true ;

S my foul, what canft they picad?

g Jushat hour what wilt thoy dy, »

€ . Busthe book of life ] ce,

¥ av my name be written there !

Then from guilt and danger ree,

el PiEmeet him iy the age -

ibhat’s the bonk ] hope to plead ¢

s the gofpel open’d wide ;

Londy T am a wretel indeed !

[ have fan’d, byt thoo hadt dy ' e,

¢ Now my foul knows what to o ;
Taus T thatl with boldiets ttand,

aumber'd with the faithiyl few,

Ur'd and fav'd at thy righ

Htnont belp a feeble worm,

1 ielieve thy momife now,

Fattee will at lakk confirm

W Lat thy merey wrought below,

hamg

V. CREATIONXN
LNXX. TY%e 014 and Nese Creatio

i | T;IAT Wit a wonder-working vor ]
Which could the vaft creation Eafe !
Angels attendant on their Lord Ty
Amir'd the plan, and {ung his praife,

2 Fom what a dark and thapelefs mafs,

p <Ll nature fprang at his command ¢
i Let there be iight, and light there w
Awd fun, and fars, and lea, and land,
With equal fpeed the earth and foas
ineir mighty Maker's voice obey'd §

He fpake, and ftraight the plants and trces,
And birds, and beafts, and may, were made,

Y Rom. it 34 T Fob mxxviii, 7.

as,
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4 But man, the lord and crown of all,
By fin his honour foon defac’d;
His heart (how alter’d fince the fall 1)

{s dark, deform’d, and void, and waftc

5 The new creation of the foul
Docs now no lefs his pow’r difplay ¥,
Than when be form’d the mighty whole,
And kindled darkaefs into day.

6 Tho' fclf-defiroy’d, O Lord, we are,
Vet let us fecl what thou canft do;

‘Thy word the ruin can repair,
And all our hearts create ancw,

LXXXI. The Book of Creation. ],.

3 THE book of nature open hes,
With much inftruction ftor'd;

Rut till the Lord anoints our cyes,
We cannot read a word.

< Plilofophers have por’d In vain,
And guefs’d from age to age;
For reafon’s cye could ng'er attain
‘To underttand a page.

3 Tho’ to cach ftar they give a name,
ir, fize and motion teach;
The truths which all the ftars proclaim,
Their wifdom cannot reach.

4 With fkill to meafure carth and {eay
And weigh the fubtle air ;
They cannot, Lord, difcover thee,
Tho' prefent ev'ry where

¢ The knowledge of the faints excels
The wifdom of the fchools;
To them his fecrets God reveals,
Tho' men account them fools.

% 2 CG?‘. j‘ﬁ'; 6l
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B ¢ To them the fun and flars on high,

I The flow’rs that paint the field ¥,

And all the artlefs birds that fiy,
Divine inftrutions yicld.

g 7 The creatures on their fenfes prefs,
As witnefles to prove

Thar Saviour'’s pow’r and faithfulnefs,
His providence and love,

# 8 Thus may we ftudy Nature’s book,
§  To make us wif indeed !
And pity thofe who only look

At what they cannot read 4.

LXXXII. Tke Raindow, +—
i » VWHEN the fun, with cheerful beams,
- Stniles upon a low’ring tky,
501 its afpe foft’ned feems,
And a rainbow meets the cye ¢
While the fky remains ferene,
& [his bright arch is never feen,
2 Thus the Lord’s fupporting pow’r
g Biightefl to his faints appears,

When afliGions threat’ning hour

Vills their {ky with clouds and fears ¢
¢ He can wonders then perform,
{ Paint a rainbow on the ftorm T,
K¢ Al theip graces doubly fhine,
8 When their troubles préfs them fore 3
g And the promifcs divine,
£ Give them joys unknown before :
8 As the colours of the bow
8 To the cloud their brightnefs owe.
4 Favour'd John a rainbow faw Qs
8 Circling round a throne above ;
§ Hence the faints a pledge may draw
# Of unchanging cov’nant love :

" MIH. \'.h ?—6?""281 "l' R’:‘?H- ‘ii 20,
3 Gens ix 144 § Rewiv. 3.
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Clouds aw hile may intervenc,
But the bow will il be feen,

LXXXIIL.  Thunder.

I \,VHEN a black o’erfpreading cloud
Has darken’d all the air,
And peals of thunder roaring loud,
Proclaun the tempelt near;
» Theo guilt and fear, the fruits of fin,
The {ner oft purlue 3
A londer {torm is heard within,
And conlcience thunders too,
3 The law a hery language {peaks,
Flis danger he percejves ;
Like Satan, who his ruin feeks,
He trembles and believes.
4 DBut when the {ky {erenc appears,
And thunders roll no more,
He toon torects his vows and fears,
Juft as he did before,
But whither thall the finner flee,
When Nature’s mighty frame,
The pand'rous carthy and wiry and fva
Stall all diflolve in fAamc ?
6 Awazing Jay U it comes apace !
The Judge is hatting down !
Wil finners bear to fee his tace,
(r ftand before his frown ?
Lord, let thy mercy find a way
To touch cach fubborn hiearrs
That they may never hear thee fay,
“ Ye curled ones, depart,”

8 Believers, you may well rejoice!
The thunders loude®t ftrains
Should be to you a welcome voice,

That tells you, ¢ Jesus xe1ons iV

LS

it |

% 2 Pcier iiis 10,
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LXXXIV. Ligﬁa‘nfrzg in the .Nigﬁf.

g A GLANCE from heav’n, with fweet cficct,
Semetimes my penfive (pirit cheers ;
But ere I can my thoughts colledt,
As {uddenly it difappears.
2 So lightning in the gloom of night
Aftords 2 momentary day ;
Difclofing objects full in fight,
Which foon as feen are fnatch’d away.

3 Al what avail thefe pleafing fcenes |
They do but aggravate my pain s
While darknefs quickly intervencs,
And Iwallows up my joys again,

v Bt thall T murmur at relief ¢
Tno™ thort, 1t was a precious view,
fent to comtroul my unbelief,

Aovd prove that what T read is trucs

5 Tie hightning's thdb did not cre e
e opling profpadt it reveal’d ;

Bt only fhew'd ihe real frate
O what the darknef. had conceal'd.

¢ toft fo, we by a glimple difcern’

e lorious things within the vail s
Jhaty when m durkucds, we may kan
1o heve by faith, ol Babt precal.

v The Lond's great day will {foan advance,
Difperfing all the thades of nighe;

Then we no mere thall need a glance,
It fee by an cternal light,

LXXXV. On tie Foiipfe of the Meon,
July 30, 1776.
i "} HE moon in filver glorv fhone,
" And not a cloud in fight,
wWhen taadenly a fhade begun
i iereeps her Lights
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2 How faft acrofs her orb it fpread,

How fafl her light withdrew !

A circle ting’d with languid red,
Was all appear’d in view,

3 While many with unmeaning ey,
(aze on thy works m vain,
Afift ine, Lord, that I may try

Inftruction o obtam,

4 Fam would my thankful heart and lips
Unite i praife to thee,
Aud meditate on thy eclipfe,
In (ad Gethfermane,
5 Thy people’s guilt, a heavy load
(When flandig 10 their room),
Depriv'd thee of the light of God,
And hll'd thy foul with gloom,

6 How punétually cciiples move,
Obedient to chy will !
Thus (hali thy faithtulae(s and love
Thy promifes fulfl,

7 Dark, Like the moon without the fun,
[ mouin thy abfence, Lord !
For light or coinfort I have none
But what thy beams affurd.

8 But, lo! the hour draws near apace,
When changes thall be o'er
Then I {hall fee thee face to face,
And be eclips'd no more,

LXXXVI. Dloon-dipks,

1 THE moon has but a borrow'd lizhe,
£u fant and fecble ray |
See owes her baaaty to the night,

Axnd hides herfelt by day,

3 COI'. :{;.iil I’
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2 No cheering warmth her beam conveys,
Tho’ pleafing to behold ;

We might upon her brightnefs gaze
Till we were flarv’d with cold,

v Jult fuch is all the light to man.
Which reafon can impart ;
It cannot fhew one objedt plain,
Aot warm the frozen heart,

3 Thus moon-light views of truth divine
To many fatal prove ;
For what avail in gifts to fhine
Without a fpark of love !

5 The gofpel, like the fun at noon,
Affords a glorious light ;

Then fallen reafon’s boatted moon
Appears no longer bright,

% Aud grace not light alonn beltows,
But adds a quickning pow’r s
The defert blotfoms like the rofe T
And fin prevails no more,

LXXXVIL Tie 8o t.

1 IF for a time the air be calm,
Serene and fmooth the feq appears,
And thews no danger to alarm
Lhe unexperienc’d Jandfman’s feqrs -

2 bt if the tempeft once arife,
The faithlefs water fwells and raves j
Its billows, foaming to the fkies,
Dufclofe a thoufand threat’ning graves,

3 My untry’d heart thus feem’d to me
(S little of myfelf I Knew)
Smooth as the calm unruffled fea,
But, ah ! it prov’d as treach’rous too !

T xCor it v, 4 Ifniak xxxv, 2
I Book X. Hymn 113,
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g The peace of which I had a tafte
When Jefus firft his lovereveal'd,
I fondly hop'd would always lait,
Becaufe my foes were then conceal'ds

¢ But when I felt the tempter’s pow’r
Roufe my corruptions {rom their fleeps
I trembled at the foimy hour,
And faw the Lotrors of the deep,

6 Now on prefumption’s billows borne,
My fpirit feem’d the Lord to dare ;
Now, quick as thought a fudden turn
Plung’d me in gulphs of black defpar.

# Lord, fave me, or 1 fink, I pray’d;
He heard, and bid the tempeil ceafe;
The angry waves his word obey’d,
And all my fears were hufh’d to peacc,

S The peace is his, and not my own,
Ay heart (no better than beforc)
Is ftill to drcadiul changes prone,
Then let me never truft it morc.

LXXX'VIII- ﬂi’ .FZ{?GJ.

1 THO" (mall the drops of fulling rrom,
It one be fingly view'd;
Collz@ed they o'erfpread the plain,
And form a mighty floed.

13

The houfe it meets with In its ¢cowrle
Should not be built on cluy,

Lefts with a wild refaftlefs forer,
It fweep the whole away.

3 Tho’ for a while it feem’d fecure.
¢ will not bear the thack,
Unlefs 1t has foundations fure,
And ftands upon a rock
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4 Thus finners think their evil decds,.
Like drops of rain, are (mall

Rt it the pow’r of thought exceeds,
To count the fum of all,

22§

': One fin can raife, tho’ fmal] je feems,
!v A Huod to drown the {oul :

What then, when countlefs million ftreams
Shall join to fivell the whole.

i Yet, while they think the weather fair,
It wain'd, they fmile or fruwu;
Bur they will tremble and defpair,
When the fierce Hood comes down,

7 Ua I then on Jefus ground your hope,
}  That ttone in Zion Luid » ;

S Leit vour poor building quickly drop,
! With ruin on your head,

LXXXIX. 7Tv. Thave,

} 'PHE ice and how we lately faw,.
Which cover'd alj the ground,.

§ Are melted foon before the thaw,

: And can no more be found. '

Could all the arr of man {uffice
To move away the fnow,

s ciear the rivers from the ice,-
O mike the waters flow 3

Noy ‘tis the work of God alone ;.
At emblem of the pow’r

{B: which he melts the heart of ftone
In hi, appointed hour.

Aouward mecans, till he appears,
Will inefle@tyal prove;
b much the finner fees and hears,

He cinnot learn to love,

" Matt, iy 24 Leter i, 6,

|
|
; L
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5 But let the ftouteft finner fecl
The {oft’ning warmth of Grace,
The' hard as ice, or rocks, or ftecl,
His heart diffolves apace.

6 Sceing the blood which Jefus {pilt,
To fave his foul from woc,
His hatred, urbelicf, and guilt,
All melt away hike fnow.

5 Jefus, we in thy name ntreat,
Reveal thy gracicus arm ;3
And grant thy {pirit’s kindly heat,
Our frozen hearts to warm,

1 X C . T!& ¢ L{J .Iq:,?ﬁ Hie

I _ALS nezdles point towards the poic,
When touch’d by the magnetic foi;

So faith in, Jefus gives the foul
A tendency before unknown.

» 'Till then, by blinded paffions Jedy
1n fearch of fancy'd good we rangc;
The paths of difappontment tread,
To noching fix'd, but love of change,

But when the Holy Ghoftimparts

A knoviledge of the Saviour’s love,
Our wand'ring, weary, refilefs hearis,
Are 15'd at oncey 1o More to move.

-
J

Now a new principle takes place,
Which gu'des and aninutes the will;
Thic love, another name for grace,
Conitrains to good, and bars from il

g By lovc’s pure light we foon perceive
Our nobleft blifs and proper end;
And pladly evhy idol Jeave,
To love and ferve our Lord and Fricnds
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§ ¢ Thus borne along by faith and hope,
| We feel the Saviour’s words arc true ;

“ And I, if | be lifted up *,
Will draw the finner upward too,”

XCl. Tk Spider and Bee.

B 1 ()N the lame flow’r we often fee

" The loathfome fpider and the bee
But what they get by working there

I. diff 'rent as their natuies are,

2 The bee a {weet reward obtains,

¢ And honey well repays his pains ;
Home to the hive he bears the itore,
And then returns in quelt of more,

§ 1 But no fweet flow’r that arace the field
¥ Can honey to the {pider yield;

A cobweb all that he can fpin,

And poifon all he fiores within.

4 Thus in that facred field, the Word,

i With flow’rs of God's own planting ttor’d,
Like bees his children feed and thrive,
Awd bring home honcy to the hive.

Tlere, fpider-like, the wicked come,
i And feem to tafte the fwect perfume ;
but the vile venom of their hearts
To poifon all their food conveits,

§¢ From the fame truths belicvers prizey
{ They weave vain refuges of lics :

And from the promife licence dray,
Tu trifie with the holy law.

'? Lord, thal} thy word of life and love
The means of death to numbers prove !

Unlels thy grace Ole hearts renew -,
We fnk to hell with heaven in view,

[ 2 jakn X1, 7% 1+ Boak L1, I{yrm: 7E.
L2z
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NCII.  The Bee faved from the Spider,

HE fubsle fpider often weaves
L5 valufpedted tnares
Among the balmy flow’rs and leaves,

To wh:ch the bee rep ilrs.

2 When in his web he fees one hang,
With a malicious oy,
e darts upon it with his fang,
To poifcn and deftroy.

3 How vielcome then fome pitying friend,
To fave the threaten’d bee !

The fpider’s treach’rous web to rend,
Aund fut the captive free'!

4 My {oul has heen in {fuch a cafe
When firit 1 knew the Lord,

I haited to the means of grace,
Where {weets 1 knew were ftor'd,

5 Lizte [ thought of danger near,

That foon my joys wmuld cbb 5
Butab! 1 meta fper there,
Who caught me i his webs

& Then Satan rais’d his. pois'nous fting,
And aim’d liis blows at me;
W hlh. I, poor helplefs trembling thing,
1ld neither 11 'ht nor fice.

» Patoh! the Saviour's pityng eye
Relicy’d me from defpair ;
He faw me at the peint to die,
Aund broke the fatal fnare,

$ My cafe his heedlefs (aints (hould warn,
Or cheer them if afvaid ;
May you from me your dnngm icarn,
And where to Jook for aul,
o
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XCIIL.  The tamed Lion,

‘. A LION, tho’ by nature wild,

} The art of man can tame ;

& He ftands before his kecper, mild,
And gentle as 2 lamb,

3 He watches, with fubmiffive eye,
The hand that gives him food,
A5 1f he meant to teftify
A fenfe of gratitude.

¢ 3 But Man himfelf, who thus fubdues
. The fierceft beafts of prey,

& A nature more unfeeling fhews,

E. And far more fierce than they.

£ 4 Tho by the Lord preferv’d and fed,
8. He proves rebellious ¢il) ;

¢ And while he eats his Maker's bread,
E. Refifts his holy will.

£ 5 Alike in vai, of grace that {aves,

2 Or threat’ning law, he hears :

2. The favage fcorns, tlafphemes, and ravee,
B But neither loves nor fears.

E'6 O Saviour ! how thy wondrous pow'r
£ By angels is proclaim'd |
When in thine owa appointed hour,
They fee this lion tam’d.

17 The love thy bleeding crofs difplays,

e The hardett heart fubdues 5

Hete furious lions while they gaze,
Their rage and fiercenefs lofe *.

E8 Yet we are but renew’d in part,

e The lion fill remains »

¢ Lordy drive him wholly from my heaity
F Or keep him faft in chains.

i * Iﬂfﬂfi %1, 6:
i L
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1

B

*n

XCIV. Sﬁ‘t‘t}b'

HE Saviour calls his people fheep,

And bids them on his love rely ;
For he alone their fouls can keep,
And he alone their wants fupply.

The bull can fizht, the bhare can flee,
The ant in fummer food prepare ;

But helplefs theep, and fuch are we,
Depend upon the thepherd’s care.
Jchovah is our theplierd’s name *,

Then what have we, tho’ weak, to fear?
Qur fin and folly we proclaim,

I we dcfpund wlile he 1s near.

W Len Satan threatens to devour,

Wien troubles prefs on ev'ry fude,
Think on our fhepherd's care and pow’r,
He can defead, aud he provide,

Sce the rich paftures of his grace,

\ here in full fireams fulvation flows i
There he appuints our refting-place,
And we may feed, fecure from focs.
There, "midi the flock, the thepherd dwelly
The Sheep around in {afety lic;

The wolt, in vain, with malice fwells,
For he pratects them with his eye .
Dear Lord, if T am one of thine,

I'rom anxious thoughts I would be free;
To truft, and love, and praife, 15 ming,
‘The care of all belongs to thee,

XCV. The Garden.

15& GARDEN conterplation fuits,

And may initrution yield,
Sweeter than all the How'rs and ‘ruits
With which the fpot 1s hll'd,

¥ J‘:/:If.’ff Iﬂ:’iiiia I "t' ,Mfmﬁ Ve 1{.-
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2 Eden was Adam’s dwelling-place,
While bleft with innocence
But {in d’erwliclm’d him with dilgrace,
And drove the rebel thence,

3 Oft as the sarden-walk we tread,
We thould bemoan his fall g
The trefpafs of our legal head

In ruin plung’d us all,

1+ The garden of Gethifemane
The lecond Adam faw,
Opprefs’d with woe, to fet us free
From the avenging jaw,
5 How ftupid we, who can forget,
With gardens in our fight,
His aontes and bloody (wear,
In that tiemendous night !
6 11is church as a fair garden ftands,
Which wails of love inclofe ;
[eh tree s planted by his hand ¥,
And by is blefling grows.

7 Believing hearts are gardens too,
lar grace has {fown its feeds,
Wheic once, by nature, nothing prev
But thorns and worthlels weeds,
5 Such themes to thofe who Jelus love,
May confiant joys attord,
And make a bavven defert prove
The garden of the Lord.

XCVIL, Fora Gaorden-Seat or Smﬁmcr-ngE'.

I\ SHELTER from the rain or wind T
A fhade from feorching heat,

A refting-place you here may find,
To cafe your weary feet.

* Jpuab Jxi. 3 . T daraly xxxiie 2,
4
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2 Enter, but with a ferious thought,
Confider who is near !
This is a confecrated fpot,
The Lord 1s prefent here !

3 A queftion of the utmoft weight,
While reading, mects your cye;
May confclence witnefs to vour finte,
And give a tiue reply !

4 Is Jefus to your heart reveal’d
As full of tiuth and gace ?
And is his name your hope and fhicld,
Your reft and hiding-place ?

5 Iffo, tor all events prepar’d,
Whatever florms may rife,
He, whom you love, will fafcly guard,
Ard guide you to the (R,
6 No bumtng fan, or ftorm, or raly,
> ) ’ :
Wil there your peace annoy ;
No {mn, temptation, gricf, or pait,
Intrude to damp your joy.

7 Buz it his name you bave not knma Dy
Oh, frek him while you may
Left vou fhould meet his awful frow i,
In that approaching day.

3 When the avenging Judge you fee,
With terrors on his brow,
Where can vou hide, or whither flec,
Ef you rcjeét him now ?

XCVII.  TJe Creatures 11 the Lord's Hanls,

HE water ftond lilke walls of brafs,

To let the fons of Hiacl pafs *
And fiom the rocx in 1ivers burft 4,
At Molce” prayer, to quench their thirft.

* LExod, xiv, 22, t Numb, xx. 11,
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3
2 The fire, reftrain’d by God’s commands,
Could only burn his people’s bands %
Too faint when he was with them there,
To finge their garments or their hair.

3 At Daniel’s fect the lions lay +
Like harmlefs lambs, nor touch’d thejr prey;
And ravens, which on carrion fed,
Procur’d Elijah flefth and bread,

4 Thus creatures only can fulfyl

Their great Creator’s holy will ;
And when his fervants need their aid,
his purpofes mugt be obey'd,

§ o i his bletling e refufe,
Chedr pow’r to help they quickly lofe,
Stire @s on creatures we depend,
Cur hopes in difappointment end,

6 Then tet us trofl the Lord alone,
And creature-confidence difown;
Nor il they threaten need we fear,
They cannot hurt if he be near.

7 1t mitruments of pain they prove,
Sull they are goided by his love;
As incets by the furgeon's fkill,
Which wound to cure, and not to kill,

ACVIII. On Dreaming,

i XVHEN flumber feals our weary eyes,
The bufy fancy wakeful keeps;
The feenes whiich then before us rife,
Prove, fomething in us never flecps,

1.3

A5 I another world we feem,

A new creat:on of our own

Al appears real, tho’ a dream,
And all familiar, the’ unknown,

© Dameliily 27. 4 Danicl i, » 34
Ls
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3 Sometimes the mind beholds again
The paft day’s bus'nels i review
Refumes the plealure or the pain,
And fometimes all we meet 15 new.

&4 What {chemes we form, what pains we take!
We fight, we run, we fly, we fall;
But all is ended when we wake,
We fcarcely then a trace recall,

5 But tho' our dreams are often wild,
Like clouds before the driving fiorm s
Yt fome important mav be fiyl'd,
Sent to admonith or mform.

£ What mighty agents have accefs,
What friends from heav’n, or focs from el
) ;
Our minds to comfart or diltrefs,
W hen we are fleeping, who can tell 2

7 Que thing, at leaft, and ‘tis enough,
We learn from this furprifing fact;
Our dreams afford {uilicient proof,
The foul, without the flefh, can ad,

2 This life, which mortals {o eficem,
‘Fhat many choofle 1t for their .111,
They will confefs, was but a dream ¥,
When 'waken'd by death’s awful call,

XCIX, Zhe Forlld

LE, the world for youth prepares,
Harlet like, her gaudy fnares!
Pleatures round her {ecm to wait,
But ’tis ali a painted cheat,

Rath and unfufpedling yourh
Thinks to find thee always fmooth,
Always kind, ull better taught,

By experience dearly bought,

Lad

2

" .{j—;l:ﬂfi Kﬁi}fa }:"4
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3 So the calm, but faithlefs fea
(Lively emblem, world, of thee)
Tempts the fhiepherd from the fhore,
Foreyn regions to cxplare, /

& While no wrinkled wave ie {een,
Whilc the fky remains ferene,
PP with hopes, and gotden fchemes

_ | )
Of &« formy he little dreams.,

5 But ere long the tempeft raves,
Then he trembles ar the Waves ;
Wihes then he had been wife,

] ]

i But too late—~he finks and dies.

Re. .

k& Haplefs thus, are they, vain world,
. dualoon toeks of ruin hurl'd

1)
Whn admiving thee, untry'd,

Court thy pleature, wealth, or pride,
7oaacha fhipwreck had been mine,
tod 0ot Jefus ( Name divine H)
Sv'd me with & mighty hand,
And refter'd my foul to land.
& Now,y with ceatitude I raife
Eostezers to his praife ;
Now oty rath purfuits are o’er,
P trad thee, world, no morc.

Bl oy N L A T L G e YT W R o T A O

C. The En-lantoncnt diffelved,
I BLINDED In youth by Satan’s arts,

g h
Tydn

e world to ur unpiadtis’d hearts
A flatt’ring profnest thows;

Our fancy forms a thoufand {chemes

Ot gay delights, ang go'den dreams,
Aind undifturb’d repofe,

LR ak S LAY LR

CF N Tam ety KoL

2 30 in the defert’s dreary wafte,
By magic pow’r produc’d in hafte,

1, &

WE L AR Mok Bt T e ALY
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(As ancient fables fay)
Cattlesy and groves, and mufic {weet,
The fenles of the trav'ler mect,

And flop him in his way.,

3 But while he liftens with (urprifc,
The charm diffolves, the vifion diez,
"Lwas but enchanted ground ;
Thus if the Lord our {piiit touch,
‘The world, vhich promis’d us fo mudch,
A wiidernefs 1s found.

+ At firft we fiart, and feel didrefs'd,
Convine’d wenever can have reft
[ fuch a wretehed nlace
Lut Lie whofe merev breaks the charm,
Reveals his own almiznty arm,
And bid s feek bis face.

¢ Then we hegin to live indeed,
~ When from cur fin and bondzye freed
By this heloved Friend ;
We tellow him from day to dav,
Aflur'd of grace thro’ all the w.
And ricry at therend,

5
r%
o
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OLNEY HYMNS, &,

BOOK 111

| OXTHERTSE, PROGRESS, CHANGES, AND
COMFORTS OF THE SPIRITUAL LIE.

(Under the Jellowing Heads ;)

Lo Seaemn Addzefies to Sinpers, VIiI. Praife.

H Seening, Pleaaing, Hoping. | VIIH. Short Hymns.

0 Confiey, Before Sermon.
| After Sernon,

[, Comere,

Ve [ :fi-‘;;e[iﬂn ana Surrender. Gioria Patria,
Vi Qantions,

L. SCLEMN ADDRESSES TQ
SINNERS.

HYMN L
Lxpofulation,
1 NO words can declare,

No fancy can paint,
What rage and defpair,
What hopelefs complatnt,
Fill Satan’s dark dwelling,
The prifon beneath
What weeping and yelling,
And gnafhing of teeth !

Yet finners will choofe
This dreadful abode ;
Lach madly purfues
Lue dangerous yoad s

22
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Tho' Ged give them warning,
9 .

I'hey onward will go,

They anfwer with fcorning,
Aud rufh upon woc,

3 How {ad to behold
The rich and the poor,
The young and the old,
All blindly fecure !
All pofiing to ruw,
Refufing to ftop;
Al thiok what vour deing,
While yet there 1s hnpc !

4 Hm'. weak is vour hand,
T hy ]lt with thc Lord:
ITow can yon withftand
‘The edee of his {word ?
‘v."\ ’:1.1{ hope of efcaping
For thefe who oppofe,
When hell 15 wide gaping
1o fealow his foes !

5 Hew oft bave you dar'd
The Lord to his fioce!
Yer fuill vou are fpar’d
To hear of his UYACE
Ol pray for repentance
And life-giving faith,
Betfore the juft fentence
Confign you to death,

6 It 1s not too Jate
To Jefus to flee,
His merey s greag,
iis pardon is free !
His Dblood has fuch viooe
For all that believe,
That nothing can hurt you,
If him you reccive,




Hymn 2, TO _SINNERS.

II. Adlrm,

B GTOP, poor finner ! ftop and think,
'. Before you farther go |

Will you fport upon the brink
Of everlafting wee ?
Once again, T charge you, ftop!
Fory unlefs you warning take,
Lre you are aware, you dro
Into the burning lake !

Say, have you an arm like Gad,
That you his will oppole ?
Fear you not that iron rod
With which he breaks his foes ?
Cin you ftand in that dread day,

Vehien he Judgment fhall proclaim,
aind the earth fhall mele away

_ Like wax before the fianie ¢
B 1 Tole-fac'd death will quickly come
; Todiag you to his bar ;
Then to hear your awful doom
Will ] you with delpair ¢
All your fins will round you crowd,
S5 of a1 blnod crimf{on dye ;
Lach for vengeance crying loud,
And what can you reply 2
Tho' vaur heart be made of fieel,

24T

Your forchead lin'd with brafs,
God at length will make you fecl,
He will not let you pafs ¢

Sinners thep I vain wil cail,

(The' they now defpife his grace)

7 Rocks apd Mauntains on us fal] #,
'F: And hide us from his face,
¢

d But as yet there is hope
; You may his merey know s
3 The' his arm is lifted up,

h He ll forbears the blow s

i % Rev, vi, 16,
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"Twas for finners Jefus dv’d,
Sinners he invites to come s
None who come fhall be deny’d,
He fays, ¢ There ftill is room * ¥

I1I.  PVeavere once as you are,
1 SHALL men pretend to pleafure
Who never knew the Lord ?
Can all the worlding’s treafure
True peace of mind aftord ?
TLL‘}' {hiall obtam thisjﬂwﬂl
It what their hearts defire,
When they by adding fuel
Can quench the flame of fire,
Thll you can bid the acean,
When turious temypelts roar 4,
Yorget 1ts wonted motion,
And rage and {well no more ¢
In valn vour eapectation
To find content in fing
Or freedom from vesation
W hile paffions reign within,
7 Come turn your thaughts to Jefus,
It you would gond potlefs;
“Ths he alone that frees us
From guilt and trom diftrefs ¢
When he by faith 1s prefent,
Thz finners troubles ceafe;
His ways are truly plealant §,
And all his paths are peices
4 Our time in fin we watted,
And fed upon the wind;;
Until his love we tatted,
No comfort could we find :
But now we ftand to witnefs
His pow’r and grace to you;
May you perccive its fitnefs,
And calf upon him too !

¥ Luke xivaaz, ’I“ }]: l\'ii.?-o’ Al iP"'ﬂ"i"?'l 'I:

12
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5 Our pleafure and nur duty,

I

-

!

Tho’ oppofite before,
Sice we have feen his beauty,
Arc join’d to part no more s
It is our highett pleafure,
No lefs than duty’s call,
To love him beyond mealure,
And ferve him with our 4],

IV, Prrp..rrs to mect Ged,

INNER, art thou ftill fecupe ’

Wikt thou fill refufe to pray ?
Can thy heart or hands endure
Iy the Lord’s avenging day >
Seey his mighty arm is byy'd !
Awlul terrors clothe his brow !
For his judement fhaad prepar'd,
Thnou mult either break or bow,

At his prefence nature fhakes,
Earth ardrichted haftes 1o fice,

oalid mountains melt like WX,

W hat will then become of thee 2
Who his advent may abidc ?

You that glﬁ[’}’ In your ih:unc,

Will you find a place to hide

When the world is w rapt iy fiame
hen the rich, the grear, the wile,
Trembling, suilty, felf-condemn’d
Muit behold the wrath{u! cyes

Of the judge tjlcy once blalphem'd :
Wiiere are now their hauglity looks ?
Oh their horror and defpair !

When they fee the open’d books,
And their dreadful fentence hear !

Lord, prepare us by thy grace ?
Soon w¢ muft refign our breath 3
And our fouls be call’d, to pafs

4hro’ the iron gate of death »

1
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Let us now our day improve,
Litten to the gofpet voice s

Scek the things that are above,
Scorn the world’s pretended joys.

OL ! when fleth and heart Mhall faj)
Lot thy love our {pirits cheer,
Steength’ned thus we fhall prevail
Cyer Satan, fin, and fear s
Truting in thy precious name,
M.y we thus eur jouraey ond s
Then cur foos thall lofe their am,
And the Judge will be our fiiend.

tn

N Invitation.

QINNERS, hear the Saviour's cull,
" He now s pailing by
He has iven thy gricvaus thrall,
And heard thy mownful CIye
Hec has pardons to impairt,
Giace to fave thee from thy fears,
oee the love that fills his heart,
And wipe away thy tears.

t=f

2 Why art thou afraid to come
Aad tell bim all fh‘i. Cale ?
He will not pronounce thy doom,
Nor frown thee from his face :
Wit thou fear Emmanud 3
Wilt thou dread the Lamb of God,
Who to fave thy foul from hel,
Has fhed his precious blood 3

J  Think, how on the crofs ke hung,
Piere'd with a thoufand wounds ! |
Hark, from cach as with a tongue
The voice of parden founds !
Stey from all his bu:fting veins,
Blood, of wondroys virtue, flow |
Shed to wafh aw ay thy ftains,
And ranfom thee from woa,




g Hymn 6, SEEKING, &ec.

8+ Tho' his majefty be great,
His mercy is no lefs 5
Tho” he thy tranfzreflions hate,
He feels for thy dittrefs .
By himfelf the Lord has bworn,
He delights not in thy death » ;
But inviies thee to return,

That thoy may’'ft live by faith,
¢ Raife thy downcatt cyes and {ee

What throngs his thrope furround !
Thefe, tho’ finners once like thee,

Have full falvation found «
Yicld not then to unbeljef |
While he fays, ¢ There yet is room 2
i* Tho' of finners thou art chief
% dince Jefus calls thee, come.
X
|

'

SIMILAR HYMNS.
{8k I. Hynn 75. 91,
0% 1. Hymn 1, 23 4+ 6. 35. 77, 78. 87,

I SEEKING, PLEADING, AND
| HGOPING.

VI. T%e Burdened Sinner,

; PI.H ' what can I do,
Or where be fecyre §
If Juitice purfue
What heart can endyre !
The heart breaks alunder,
Tho' hard as 2 {tone,
When God fpeaks jn thunder,
And makes himfelf known,

¥ Ezekiel xxxili, 11,
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SEEKING, &c.

2 With terror 1 read
My fins heavy {core,
The number exceeds
'The fands on the fhore
Guilt makes me unable
To ftand or to flee;
So Cain murder’d Abel,
And trembled like me,

Each fin, like his blood,
With a ternble ery,

Calls loudly on God

To firike from on high:
NOI can my repentance
Uxtorted by fear,

Reverfe the juft {entence s
113 raft,y the' fevere,

)

*

4 'The cafe s too plain,
! lad my own choicey
Acain, and again,
T adighted his voree;
Jis vearniags nagledted,
Hic patiencershelt’d,
His gofpel rejedted,
His mercy refus’d,

And muft I then po,
For ever to dwell

In terments and woe
With devils 1 heil !

Oh where 15 the Saviour
I tcorn’d 1 times patt 2
His word in my favour
Would fave me at laft,

T

6 Lord Jefus, on thes
I venture to call,

Oh ook upon me
The vileft of all)

Book 111,
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For whom didft thou languifh,
And bleed on the tree ?

Oh pity my anguifh,

And fay, “ ’Twas for thee,”

7 A cale fuch as mine
Will honour thy pow’r;
All hell will repine,

All heaven adore

It in condemnation
Strict juflice takes place,
It thines in falvation

More glotious thro’ grace,

‘?IIl Jl'ﬁﬁ.}{] IIIF.H ’Uf?:' .f

?

EI () LORD, how vile am I,
i Usholy and unclean !

b How can T dire to venture nigh
l With fuch a load of fin 2

I this poltuted heart

A dwelling fit for thee ?

- Swarming, alas ! in ev'ry part,
o What evits do T fee !

A I attempt to pray,

- and lifp thy holy name,

| My thoughts are hurry'd foon away,
- IKknow not where I am.,

4 It thy word I laok,
Such darknefs fills my mind,
Fouly read a fealed book,
But no relicf can find.

5 Thy gofpel oft T hear,
But hear it {til in vain :
Without defive, or love, or fear,
Yike a flone remaim

47



248 SEEKING, &%c. Baok I

6 Myfclf can hardly bear
This wretched heart of mine;
How hateful then maft it appear
To thofé purc cyes of thine ?

7 And maft T then indeed
Stak in defpair and die ?

Fain would I hope that thou didit bleed
For fuch a wietch as 1.

o  That blood which thou hatt fpiit,
That grace which is thine own,
Can cleanfe the vilelt finner’s guile,
And foften hearts of ttone,

9  Low atthy feet I bow,
Oh pity and forgive;
Flere will 1 ey, and wait till thou
Shuit bid me nte and live,

VIIL C. T fluning Light.
1 I\{‘:’ former hopes are fled,

My terror now begins;
I feel, alas ! that I am dead
In trefpalles and fins,

o Ah whither fhall § fly !
I hear the thunder roar
he law proclaime deftruétion nigh,
And vengeance at the door,

3 When I review imy ways,
I dread imngending doom ;
But furc a friendly whi(per fays,
¢ Tlee from the wrath to come.”

4 1fecy or think I fee,
A ghmm’ring from afar;
A beam of day that fhines, for me,
To fave me from defpair,




. ]I}'Iﬂn 91 EEEKING, &CI

f ¢ Lorerunner of the {un &

l It marks the Pilgrim’s wg

Vit yaze upon it while 1 rup,
And watch the rifing day,

249

7

}

IX. FEncour WEriens,

I \TY foul is befet
BI With grief and difmay,
I owe a vatt debt,
And nothing can pay s
[ muft go to prifon,
Unlefe that dear Lord,
Whe dy'd and i tifen,
His pity afford,

2 The death that he dy'd,
The blood thae he fple,
1o finners apply’d,
Difcharze from al guilt ;
The great interceffor
Can give if ke pleafe
The vilett tranfgreifor
Immediate releafe,

3 When nzil’d to the treeg
e anfwer'd the piay’c
Ot upe whe, like me,
Wag nigh to defpair 4 ; )
He did not upbraid him, -
With all he hag done,

But im'rantly made him
A faint and a fon,

4 The jailor, T read,
A pardon receiv’d 1
Aud how was he frecd
He only beliey’d -

;i}l;".: I“:l*hxtﬁl 1‘ Lﬂkf EXEiiI 43; I

48wy,
oyt
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His cafe mine refembled,
Like me he was foul,
Like me too he trembled,
But faith made him whole,

g Tho’ Saul in bis youth,
To madnefs enrag’d,
Againft the Lord's truth
And people engag’d ;
Yet Jefus, the Saviour,
Whom long he revil’d *,
Receiv'd him to favour,
And made him a child,

& A foc to all good,
Tu wickednefs tkill'd,
Manafleh, with blood,
Jerufalem fIPd -+ ;
In evil long harden'd,
The Lord he defy’d;
Yet he too was pardon'd,
When mercy he cry’d,

~ Of {inners the chief,

Ang viler than all,

The jailor or thief,
Manafleh or Saul

Since they were forgiv'n,
Why fhould I defpair,
While Chridt is in heav’n,
And ftill anfwers pray'r ¢

X. The waiting Soul.,

y TRREATHE from the gentle South, Q Lot
*~ And cheer me from the North ;
Blow on the treafures of thy word,
And call the fpices forthl

% y Timois 16, 4 2 Chron. xxxiil, 12y 15
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g 2 Iwith, thou know’s}, to be refign’d,

And wait with paticnt hope ;

But hope delay’d futigues the mind,
And drinks the fpirits up.

4 Help me to reach the diftant goal,
Confirm my feeble knee,
Pity the ficknefs of a foul

That faints for love of thee,

254

4 Cold as T feel this heart of mine,
Yet fince 1 feel it fo,
It yieids fome hepe of life divine
Within, however low,

% ¢ 1 fecrs forfuken and alone,

g I hear the lionrour; |

And ev'ry door is fhut but Onc,
And that is merey’s door.,

fi € There, will the dear Deliv'rer come,
g Ll wait with humble pjay'r
And when he ealls his exije home,

The Lord fhall find him there

XI. Tke Effors.

81 (HEER up, my foul, there isa merey-feat
Sprinkled with blood, where Jefus anfwers
; pray’r ;

{ There humbly caft thyfelf beneath his fect,

| Yor never needy finner perifh’d there,

2 L>d, T am come | thy promife is my plea,

§ Without thy word I durft not venture nigh s
§ But thou hatt cail’d.the burden’d loul to thee,
1 A weiry burden’d foul, O Lord, am I !

B Bov’d down beneath a heavy load of fin,.

{ L Satan’s ferce temptations {orcly preft,.
| Lefet without, and full of fears within,.

| Lrembiing and faint T come to thee for reft.

M 2
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4 Be thou my refuge, Lord, my hiding-place,

1 know no force can tear me from thy fide s
Unmov'd I then may all acculers face,
And anfwer ev'ty charge, with ¢ Jelusdy’d,”

5 Yes, thou didit weep, and bleed, and groan,
and die,
Well haft thou known what fierce temptations
mean s
Such was thy love, and now, enthiron’d on high,
The fame compaffions in thy bofom reign,

4 Lord, give me faith—he hears—-what grace is
this |
Dry up thy tears, my foul, and ceafeto orieve;
Bie thews me what he did, and who he is,
1 muft, I will, Ican, I do belicve.

XIL.  T%¢ Effort—in ansther Meafure.
2 A!‘PROACH, my foul, the mercy-feat

Where Jefus anfwers pray’rs
There humbly fall before his feet,
For none can perith there,

a Thy promife is my only plea,
With this 1 venture nigh ;
Thou calleft burd.n’d fouls to thee,

And fuch, O Lord, am I.

3 Bow’d down beneath a load of fin,
By Satan forcly preft ;

By war without and fears within,
1 come ta thee for reft,

4 Be thou my fhield and hiding-place !
That, fhelter’d near thy fide,
1 may my fierce accufer face,

And gell him, # Thow hatt dy’d.”
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5 Oh wondrous love | 1o bleed and die,
To bear the crofs and fhame,-
That guilty finners, fuch zs I,
Might plead thy gracious name.

b ¢ Poor tempeft-toffed foul, be (ill,
My promis’d grace receive ;"
"Tis Jefus (peaks—i muit, I will,

I can, 1do beljeve,

XIIl. C. Secking the Beloved,
[ 'T0 thofe who know the Lard, I fpeak,

Is my beloved near ;

The bridegroom of my foul I feek,
Oh ! when will he appear !

2 Tho' once a man of grief and fhame,
Yet now he fills a throne,

And bears the greateft, fweeteft name,
That earth or heav'n have Known,

3 Grace flies before, and love attends
His fleps where’er he £ocs 3
Fho' none can fee him but his fricnds,
And they were once his foes.

4 He fpeaks—obedient to his call

Our warm affe@ions move :
Did he but thine alike on all,
Then all alike would jove.

t Then love in ev'ry heart would reign,
And war would ceafe to roar;
And cruel and blnnd-thirﬁy men
Would thirfl for blood no norc,

b Such Jefus is, and fuch his grace,
Oh may it fhine on you * |

And tell him, when you fee bis facey,
1leng to fee him too,

# Cﬂﬂh Y 8!
| M3
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XIV. Ref for weary Souls,

1 DOES the gofpel-word proclaim

Reft for thofe who weary be * 2
Then, my foul, put in thy claim,
Sure that promife fpeaks to thees
Marks of grace I cannot fiiow,

All polluted 1s my beft ;
Yer I wemy am 1 ionow,
And the weary long for reft,

2, Burdea'd with a load of fin,
Harafs'd with tormenting doudt,
Houtly contli@s from within,
Hourly croffes {rom without s
Allwmy little ftrength 1s gane,
Sink 1 muft without {upply ;
Sure upon the tarth 15 none
Can more weary be than i,

4 In the ark the weary dove
Found a wclcome refting -place 3
Thu: my fpirit longs to prove
Reft in Chritt, the ark of grace ¢
Tempeft-tofs’d I long have beeny
Aud the food Increates faft
Open, ford, and take mein
Tili the ftorm be overpalt.

4 Sitdly lodg’d within thy breaft,
What a wondrous change 1 find
Now 1 know thy promis’d reit
Cun eompofe a troubled mind 2
You that weary are like me,
Hearken to the gofpel call
To the ark for refuge flee,

Jefus will receive you all !

. SIMILAR HYMNS,
ook I. Hymn 43, 69, 82, 83, 84. 96s
Book 11, Hyma ig. Sl

¥ ﬂ.ﬂ;h’l xin 23; 1' Gf”l 'l’m: 9;



Hymn 1. CONFLICT 258

. CONFLICT.

XV. C.  Light fhining out of Darktnefsa

t (0D moves in a myfterions way
His wonders to perfoim ;
He plants his footfteps in the fca,
And rides upon the florm,

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
Of neser-failing kill,
He treafures up his bright defizns,
And works his fov’reign will,

3 Ye fearful fainte, frefh courage take,
The clouds ye fo much dread
Are by with mercy, and fhall bréak
In bleflings on your head,

4 Judae not the Lord by feeble fenfe,
~ Dut truft hin for his grace §
Belimd a frowning providence

He hides a finiling face.

¢ T purpofes will ripen faft,
Unfulding ev'ry hour; |
Tae bad may have a bitter tafe,
but fweet will be the flow'r.
{ Plind unbelief is {ure to ery *,
And fean his work In vain;
Gel is his own interpreter,
And he will make it plain,

XVI. C. Hileome Croft,

TS my happinefs below
Not to live without the crofs,
Bat the Saviour's pow’r to know,
Sandtifying ev'ry lofs :

¥ }Jlﬁf )’-ﬁil ?-
M 4
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Trials mudt and will befall;
But with humble faith to fee
Yove infcrib’d upon them all,
This is happinefs to me.

2 God, in Ifracl, fows the feeds
Of afflition, pain, and toil;
Thefc fpring up, and choke the weeds
Which would elle o’erlpread the loi :
Trials make the prom:fe fweet,
Trials give ncw hife to pray 't ;
Trials bring me to his feet,
Lay me low, and keep me there,

3 Did I meet no trials here,
No chaftifement by the way 3
Might 1 not, with reafon, fear
1 fhould prove a catt-away :
Raftards may clcape the rod ¥,
Sunk in earthly, vain delight;;
But the truc-torn child of God
Muft not, will not, if he might.

XVIL. C. Affstions fanctified by the /3

2 () HOW 1 love thy holy word,
Thy gracious covenant, O Lord |
It zuides me iu the peaceul way ;
1 think upon it alithe day.
2 What are the mines of fhining wealth,
The ftrength of youth, the bioom of health!
What are all joys compar’d with thofe
Thine everlaiing word beitows |
4 Long unafflifiel, undifiay’d,
In pleafure’s path fecure I Rray’d;

Thou mad'it me feel thy chatt'ning rod ¢,
Ard ttraizht I turn’d uinto my Geod.

® b, xi, 80 Ffalmoxix 78
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* What tho’ it pierc’d my fainting heart,
I blels thine hand that caus’d the {mart 3
[t taught my tears awhile to flow,

But fav’d me from eternal woe,

5 Oh! had'ft thou left me unchaftis’d,
Thy precept I'had il defpis’d s
And /2! the fnare in fecret laid,
Had my unwary fect betray’d.

£ Ilove thee, therefore, O my God,
And breathe towards thy dear abode 3
Where, in thy prefence fully bleft,
Thy chofen {aints for ever Teft,

XVIII. C, Temptution,

J THE billows fwell, the winds are high,
Clouds overcaft my wintry fky
Out of the depths to thee I call,

My fears are great, my ftrength is fmall.

t O Lord, the pilot’s part perform,
And guide and guard me thro’ the ftorm ;
Defead me from each threat’ning ill,
Controul the waves, fay, ¢ Peace, be fij11,”

J Amudft the roaring of the fea,
My foul ftill hangs her hope on thee &
Tty conftant love, thy faithfu Carc,
Is all that faves me from defpair,

4 Dangers of ev'ry fhape and name
Attend the follow’rs of the Lamb,
Who leave the world’s deceitful fhore,
And leave it to return no more.

5 The' tempeft-tofs'd and half a wreck,
My Saviour thro the floods T feek :
Let neither winds nor ftormy main
Yurce back my fhatter’d bark again,

M ;s
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XIX. C. Looking upwards i a Stere,

1 GOD of my life, to thee I call,
Afflicted at thy fect 1 fall *#;
When the great watet-floods prevail,
Leave not my trembling heart to fail !

4 Friend of the friendlefs, and the faint!
Where fhould I lodge my deep complaint 2
Where but with thee, whofc open door
Yavites the helplefs and the poor !

3 Did ever mourner plead with thee,
And thou refufe that reourncr’s plea?
Does not the word fill fix’d remain,
That none fhall feck thy face in vai ?

4 That were a grief 1 could not bear,
Didft thou not hear and anfwer pray’r;
But a pray’r hearing, anfw’ring God,
Supports me under cv’ry doad.

£ Fair isthe lot that’s caft for me;
1 have an Advocate with thee
They whom the world carefles moft,
Have no fuch privilege to boatt.

6 Poor tho' | am, defpis’d, forgot 4
Yct God, my God, forgcts me not;
And he is fafc, and muft fucceed,
For whom the Lord vouchfafes to plead.

XX, C. The Valley of the Shadew of Deatly

3 MY foul is fad and much difmay’d;
See, Lord, what legions of my focs,

With fierce Apollyon at their head,
My heavenly pilgrimage oppofc

2 See, from the ever-burning lake,
How Jike a fmoky cloud they rife!
Vith horrid blafts my foul they fhake,
With ftorms of blafphiemies and lics.

* Pfalmlxix, 15« Pflalm xl, 17.
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3 Their fiery arrows reach the mark ¥

" My throboing heart with anguifh tear
FEach lights vpon a kindred {park,
And hinds abundant fuel there.

4 I hate the thought that wrongs the Lard s
Oh! I would drive it from my breatt,
vith thy own fharp two-cdged {word,
Far as the eaft is from the wedt,

§ Come then, and chafe the cruel hoft,
Eeal the deep wounds T have receiv’d |
Noz let the pow’rs of darknefls boaft,
dhat I am foil'd, and thoy art gricy’d |

259

XXI.  Tie Storm hafhed,

IS patt—the dreadful ftormy night
Is gone, with all its fears |
And now [ fee returning light,

The Lord, my Sun, appears,

2 The tempter, who bu lately faid,

- Ifoon thould be ki prey,

Has heard my Saviour's voice, and flog
With thame and gricf way.

3 Ab Y Lord, fince thou didgt hide thy face,
What has my foul endur’d ?

But now *tis paft, I fecl thy grace,
And all my wounds are cur'd J

4 Oh wondrous change! byt juft before
Defpair befet me rouid,
I'heard the lion's hoprid roay,
And trembled at the found,

§ Before corruption, guilt, and fear,

My comforts blafted fell s
And unbeljef difcover'd near

The dreadful depths of hell.

? Eﬁ’h ‘-’ii 161'
M6
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6 But Jefus pity’d my difticfs,

He heard iy feeble cry,
Reveal’d his blood and righteoufnefs,
And brought falvation nigh.

4 Beneath the banner of his love
I now fecure remain g
The tempter frets, but darves not move,
To break my peace again.

3 lord, fince thou thus hafl broke my bands,
And ot the captive free,
I would devote my tongue, my hands,
My hiarty my ally to thee.

XXIT.  Helo in the Time of Need,

3 UNLESS the Lord had been my ftay,
(With trembling joy my foul may Ly}
My cru.d fee had gain’d his end
Rut he appear’d for my relief,
And Satan fees, with thame and grief,
That 1 have an Almighty Friend.

2 Oh! 'rwas 2 dark and trying hour,
When harafs’d by the tempter’s pow'r,
I felt my ftrongeft bopes decline |
You only who have Known his arts,
You only who bave felt his darts,
Can pity fuch a cafe as mine.

3 Loud in my cars a charge he read,

(My confcience witnefs’d all he faid)
My long black lift of outward fin
Theu bringing forth my heart to view,
T well what's hidden there he knew,

e shew'd me ten times worfe withil

a 'Tis ail oo true, my foul reply’d,

* But I recember Jefus dy’d,
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And now he fills a throne of graces
I'll go, as 1 have done before,
His merey I may {hll implore,

I have his promife, ¢ Seck my face,”

g Lut asy when fudden fogs arife,

The trees and hills, and fun and fkies,

Are all at once conceal’d from view 3
So clouds of horror, black as night,

by Satan rais’d, hid from my fight
Tle throne of grace and promife too,

26z

e

b Then, while befet with guilt and fear,
He tiy'd 1o urae mie to defpatr,
He try™d nd he almott prevail’d
but felis, by g hew’nly ray,
Diove Cluudﬁ, AN guﬂl‘

, ard fear away,
. And all the termpter's imalice 11’

KXII[i C- Pfl?ﬂf ffﬁf.‘rﬂ :S‘fﬁf‘m-

! \.TJI'{EN darknels long has veil'd iny miad,
And fmiling day once more appears;
Then, my R edecmer, then I find .
The tollies of my doubts and fears,

2 Straight T upbraig my wand'ring heare,
Amd blath that I thould ever be.
Thus prone to aét fo bafe part,

Or hirbour one hard thought of thee |

fp-l

Oh! ler me then at Jencth be taughe
Vhat T am &l o flow to learn ;

That God is love, and changes not,
Nor knows the fhadow of o turn.,

4 Sweet truth, and cafy to repeat !
But when my faith js fharply tf)‘id;
b find myfelf a learner yely

Undkiiful, weak, and aptto flide,
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5 But, O my Lord, onc look from thee
Subdues the difobedicnt will ;
Drives doubt and difcontent away,
And thy rebellious worm is fill.

& Thou art as ready to forgive,
As I am ready to repine ;
Thouy therefore, all the praife receive
Ec¢ thame and felt-abhorrence mine,

XX1V. C. ﬁfmrnfug and L&ngfng.

*  THE Sasiour hides his face!
'M:,' fpirit thirflts to prove
Renew’d fupplies of pard'ning graec,
And never-fading love,

% The favour'd fouls who know
What glories fhine in him,
Pant for his prefence, as the roe
Pants for the living ftream !

7 What trifies teafe me now !
They fwarm ltke funimer flies,
They cleave to ev'ry thing I do,
Aad fwim before my cyes,

4  How dull the Sabbath-day, e
Without the Sabbhath’s Lord !
How toillome then to fing and pray,
And wait vpon the word !

g Of all the truths I hear,
How few delight my tafte !
I glean a terry here and there,
But mourn the vintage paft,

6 Yetletme (as I oughe)
Still hope to be fupply’d
No plealure clfe is worth a thoughs,
bar fhall §be deny'd,
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7 Tho' I am but a worm,
Unworthy of his care,
The Lord will my defire perform,
And grant me all my pray’r,

XXV. Rejoice the Soul of thy Sepvany.
1 WHEN MY pray’rs are a burden and tatk,

No wonder I little receive
O Lord, make me willing to afk,
Since thou art fo ready to give s

Altho’ I am bought with thy blood,
And all thy faivation s mine;

At a diflance from thee, my chicf good,
I wander, and tanguith, and pine,

1 3 Ofthy goodnefs of old, when I read,

i To thofe who were finners like me,
Why may I not wreftle and plead
With them a partaker to be ?

Thine arm s not fhorten'd fiyce then,
And thofe who believe in thy name,
Ever find thou art Yea, and Amen,
Thro’ all generations the fame.

} While my fpirit within me js preft
With"'furruw, temptation, and fear,

- Like Joun, I would flee to thy breaft *,

~ And pour my complaints in thine ear -

How happy and favour'd was he,
Who could on thy bofom repofe !
Might this favour be granted to me,
I'd finile at the rage of my focs,

4 I'have heard of thy wonderful name,
tow great and exalted thou art ;
But aht confefs, to my fhame,
& fainely impreffes my heart:

* o xiii, 2,
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5

‘7

L2

The beams of thy glory difplay,

As PETER once {aw thee appear;
That, tranfported hike him, 1 may fay,
¢¢ It is good for my foul to be here *.”

What a {orrow and weight didit thou fecl,
When nail’d, for my fake, to the tree!
My heart furc 1s haider than fteel,

To fcel no more {orrow for thee:

Oh! lct me with Tuanas defory

The wounds in thy hands and thy fule,
And have feclings like his when I a1y,

“ My God and my Saviour has dy’ uT L

But if thou haft appoiated me (hll

To wrellle, and {ufier, the hght;

0O make me refign to thy will,

For all thy appointments ar2 r'zht
This mercy, at Lafty T,

That knowing how vile 1 - .ve been,
I, with Mary, may wait =t iy feet 1,
And weep o’er the pardon of fin,

XXVI. C. Sr_ljlm‘g:mfm'cmcr.

EAR Lord! accept a finful licart,
Which of itfelf complains,

And mourns, with much and frequent fmarry
The evil it contains.,

There fiery feeds of anger lurk,
Which often. hurt my fiame ;.

And wait but for the tempter’s work
To fan them to a flame.

Legality holds out a bribe
To purcnale hie from thee;

And Difcontent would fain preferibe
How thou fhalt deal with me.

% Naithew xvin 6, T Foln xx. 28,
1 Lure vite 33,
3
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4 While unbelief withftands thy grace,

And puts the mercy by ;

Prefumption, with a brow of brafs,
days, ¢ Give me, or I dje.*

& ¢ How eager are my thoughts to roam

In quett of what they love !

But ah! when duty calls them home,
How heavily they move |

8 ¢ Oh, cleanfe me in a Saviour’s blood,

i Transform me by thy pow’r,

And make me thy belov’d abode,
And let me rove no more.

: AXVIL  Bitter and. Sweet.
E 1 [\ INDLE, Saviour, in my hears
A flame of love divine ;
Hear, for mine I truft thou art,
And fure I would be thinc -
I my foul has felt thy grace,
[f to me thy name is Known s
Why fhould trifies fill the place
Due to thy(elf alope 2
i+ "Tis a firange myiterious life
I'hive from day to day s
Lizht and darknefs, peace and (triic,
Bear an alternate fway ;
“hen T think the battle won,
have to fisht it o'cr again ;
Waen T fay I'm overthrown,
Relief I foon obtain,
i Clren at the mercy-feat,
While calling on thy name,
| dwarms of evil thoughts I meet,
Which £ my foul with fhame,
i A'gif-ltt,'d N my mind,
" Like a feather i the air,
Cin T thys 4 blefling find 2
My foul, can this ke pray’r?
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b CONFLICT.  Book III,
But when Chrift, my Lord and friend,

Is pleas’d to thew bis pow'r;
All at once my troubles end,
And I've a golden hour ¢
Then [ fee his fmiling face,
Fuel the pledge of joys to come:
Often, Lord, repeat this grace
Till thou thait call me home,

XXVII. C. Prayer for Patienec.

ORD, who haft fufter’d all for me,
My peace and pardon to procure,
The lighter crofs T bear for thee,
Help me with patience to endure,

The florm of loud repining Lufh,

I would in humble filence mourn s

Why ihould ti’ unburnt, tho’ burning b,
Be angry as the crackling thorn?

Man thould not faint at thy rebuke,
Like Jolhua falling on his face =,

When the curd’d thing rhat Achan tock,
Brought Hrael into fuft difgrace.

4 Perbaps fome golden wedge fupprefs'd,

Some feeret fin offends my God ;
Perhaps that Dabylonifh veft,
Sclf-rightcoufnefs, provokes the red.

5 Ah! were I butfeted all day,

6

Mock’d, erown’d with thorns, and fpit vpor;
I yet thould have no right to {uy,
My great diftrels is mine alone,

Let me not angnily declare

No pain was ever {harp like mine ¢
Nor murinur at the crofs 1 bear,
Bus tazhies wezp, rememb'ving thine,

* Fflsa viie 10, 11
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XXX, C. Submiffion,

I () LORD, my beft defire fulfill,
And help me to refign

Life, health, and comfort to thy will,
And make thy pleafure mine.

2 Why fhould I fhrink at thy command,
Whofe love forbids my fears ¢
Or tremble at the gracious hand
That wipes away my tears ?

1 No, rather let me frecly yield
What moft I prize to thee;

Who never hafl a good withheld,
Or wilt withhold from e,

4 Thy favour, all my journey through,
thou art engag'd to.grant ;
What elfe I want, or think I do,
"T'is better ftill to want,

§ Wifdom and mercy guide my way,
Shall T refift them both 2
A poor biind creature of a day,
And crufh’d before the moth

b But ah ! my inward Ipirit cries,
stlll bind me to thy {way ;

Elfe the next cloud chat veils my fkies,
Drives all thefe thoughts away,

XXX. Why fhould I complain

! TVHEN my Savioury my Shepherd, is near,

t How quick] y my forrows depart |

New heautics around me appear,

New fpirits enliven my heart :
lis prefence gives peace to my foul,

Aad Satan affaules me iy vain ;

While my thepherd his pow'r controuley

Lihink 1 no smore fall complain,
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2

* ab

tm

But, alas! what a change do I find,

When iy Shepherd withdraws from my fight |
My fears all return to my mind,

My day 15 foon chang’d into night 3

Then Satan his efforts renews

To vex and enfnare me again;

All my pleafing enjoyments I lofe,

And can only lament and complain,

By thefc changes T often pals through,
Lam taught my own weaknefs to know 3
I am taught what my Shepherd can do,
And how much to his mercy I owe:

It 1s he that fupports me thro’ all ;
When I faint he revives me again;

He attends to my pray’r when 1 call,
And bids me no longer complain.

Whercfore then fhould I murmur and griees /
since my Shepherd is always the fame,

And has promis’d he never will leave ®

The foul that confides in his name :

To relicve me from all that I fear,

He was buffuted, tempted and {lain 3

And at length he will furely appear,

Tho” he leaves me awhile to complain,

While I dwellin an enemy's land,

Can I hope to be always in peace ?

"Tis enough that my Shepherd’s at hand,
And that ihortly this warfare will ceafe 3
Fur ere long he will bid me remove +
From this region of forrow and pain,

To abide ia his prefence above,

Ard then T no more fhall comnplain,

XAXY.  Retupn, 0 Lord, Joaw g
RETURN to blefs my waiting eycs,
And cheer my mourning heart, Q Lord !

Withiout thee, al! beneath the fkies
No real pleafure can affurd.

Vridrg, 4 Rev. i 1o,

1
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2 When thy lov’d prefence meets my fizht,
It {oftens care and fweetens toil ;
The fun thines forth with double hght,
The whole creation wears a (mile,

3 Upon thine arm of love [ regt,
Thy gracious voice forbids my fear:
No ttorms difturb my peacefu) breait,
No foes affavlt when thou art neyr.

§ 4 Butah! fince thou hat been away,
b Nothing but trouble have I known, ;
And Satan marks me for his prey,
Becau{e he fees me left alone,

§ 5 My funis hid, my comforts lott,

J My graces droop, my fin revive ;
Diftrefi’d, difmay’d, and tempeft-tofs'd,
My foul is only juft alive )

i 0 Lord, hear my cry, and come azain |

{  Putall mine encniies to thame ;

And let them fee “tis not in vain

That I have trufted in thy name,

RXXIY.  Cap down, bup ot defiraped,

{2 THO’ fore befet with guilt and fear,

I cannot, dare not, quite defpair ;
If I muft perifh, would the Lord
Have taught my heart to love his word ?
Would he have giv’n me eyes to fee *
My danger, and my remedy ;
Reveal’d his name, and bid'me pray,
Had he refolv’d to fay me nay ?

2 No—tho’ caft down, I"am not flain }
i £all, but I thall rife again +5
The prefent, Satan, s thy hour,
But Jefus thall controul thy pow’r :

? Judgesxiiiv 23+ Micah vii, 8,
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His love will plead for my relief,
He hears my groans, he fees my giief's
Nor.will he futfer thee to boaft '

A foul that fought his help was loft,

q 'Tistrue, I have unfaithful been,
And griev’d his Spirit by my fin ,
Yet ftill his mercy he’ll reveal,

And all my wounds and follies heal s
Abounding fin, I muft confefs *,
But mor¢ abounding is his grace
He once vouchfat’d for me to bleed,
And now he lives my caufe to plead,

4 I'll caft myfelf before his feet,
I fee him on his mercy-feat
(' Tis fprinkled with atoning blood)
‘There finners find accefs to God:
Ye burden’d fouls, approach with me,
And make the Saviour’s name your plca 3
Jefus will pardon all who come,
And ftrike our fierce-accufer dumb, .

XXXIIL e bemghted Travellery-

3 RHOREST beafts, that live by prey,

Seldom fhew themfelves by day 3

But when day-light is withdrawn ¢,
Then they rove and roar till dawn.

2 Who can tell the trav’ller’s fears,
When their horrid yells he hears 3
Terror almoft flops his breath,
While cach fiep he looks for death,

9 Thus when Jefus is in view,
Cheerful I my way purfue ;
Walking by my Saviour’s light,
Nothing can my foul affright.

8 Romov, 200 <t Dful, civ. 20,
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- 4 But when he forbears tq fhine,

- Soon the trav’ller’s cafe js mine ;
Loft, benighted, ftruck with dread,
What a painful path [ tread !

§ Then my foul with terror heare
Worfe than lions, wolves, or bears,
Roaring loud in ev'ry part,
Thro” the foreft of my- heart,

0 Wrath, impaticnce, vy, pride,
Satan and his hoft befide,

Prels around me to devour
How can I clcape their pow’r ?

7 Gracious Lord, afford me hight,
Put thefe beafts of prey to flight -

Let thy pow'r of love be fhewy # :
Save me, for I am thine own.

XXXIV. Tje Pr oNer.

1 VVHEN the poor pris’ner thro’ 4 grate
Sces others walk at large,

How does he mourn his lonely ftate,
And long for 2 difcharge 1

2 Thus I, confin’d in unbeljef, -
My lofs of freedom mourn 3

And fpend my hours in frujtlefs gricf,
Until my Lord. return

} The beam of day, which pierces through
The gloom in which I dwell,
Only difclofes to my view

The horrors of my cell,

+ Ab! how my penfive {pirit faints,
To think of former days !

When I could triumph with the faints;
And join their fongs of praife !

% Pfaln cxix. 94a
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5§ But now my joys are all cut off,
In prifon I am caft;
And Satan with a cruel feoff *,

S4ys, ¢ Where’s your God at laft 3"

& Dear Saviaur, for thy mercy’s {ake,
My ftrong, my only plea,
Thefe gates and bars in picces break 4,
And {et the pris'ner free |

7 Surely my foul thall fing to thee,
Bor liberty reftor’d
And all thy {aints admire to fee
The mercies of the Lord.

XXXV, Perplexity relieaed.

3 UNCERTA]N how the way to find
Which to falvation led,
I Ii¥'ned long, with anxious mind,
To hear what others faid,

3 Whkn {ome of joys and comforts told,
I fear’d that I was wrong
For 1 was {tupid, deid, and cold,
Had neither joy nor fong,

3 The Lord my lab’ring heart reliev'd,
And made my burden light ;
Then for a moment I believ'd,
Suppufing all was right.

4 Of f.crce temptations others talk’d,
Of anguith and difinay,
Thro' what diftrefles they had walik'd,

Before they found the way.

5 Ah! then I thought my hopes were vain,
For Thad liv'd at cafes
I'wifh'd for all my fears again,

To make mc more like thefe.

* Pjalm CXY, 2, 1t Pfalm cxlis, 7.
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¥ 6 Thad my wifth; the Lorg difclos’d

B The cvils of my heart,

And left my naked fou) expos’d
To Satan’s fiery darr,

273

& At 4T now muft give it up,™

i [ cry'd in deep defpair ;

tow could [ dream of g rawing hops
Crom o what I cannet beay !

l.x 2'1
L=

L Y " . 2t
L

 my Savingy hrought me aig,

And when b Lot me free,

" oareli firaply on my word," he {ad,
Avd leave the refl to e,

SXAVL

I ASMK'D the Loud, thyr 1 might prow
i alh, and Jove

Prayer anfeoered by Cr&[,‘?‘h

y 204 eVry grae
ikt morz of Bis falvation kaow,
An e mure carncfily his fuce,

Twis ke wha tinzht me thus to Prasy,

B Audiy, ] trult, has anfwer’d pray’rs;
¥ 't it has beey in fuch 2 way,
As il drove me 1o detpair,

i Lhop'd that in fome faveur'd hour,
{7 once he'd anfier my requeft;

g -ind by his love's conftraining pow’,
| Sinlue my fins, and give me relt,

t Initead of this, be made me feel
¥ The hidden evils of my heart s

And let the angry pow’rs of hz!l
| At my foul i ev’ry part.

S Vo2 more, with hic own hand he feemn’d

| Irene 14 4gsravate my woe ;

j Coois’d all the fajr defigns I fchem’d,

| Bladed my gourds, and Jaid me layy,
N
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CONFLICT,

Boo I

¢ Lord, why is this, 1 trembling cry’d,
Wilt thou purfue thy worm to death ?

¢ ’Tis in this way,”

the Lord reply’d,

“ I anfwer pray’r for grace and faith.

% Thefe inward trials I employ,

From {¢1f and pride to fet thee frf:f:;
Aud break thy fchemes of e*u*th]} oy,
"That thou may't feek thy all in me.”

YXXVIL

1 BEGONE, unhr]wr,

31

PP

My Saviour is near,
And for my relief
Wil [urc]} appeay :
By pray’r lct me wreitle,
And he vall pcrfmm :
With Chrift in the veflel,
I fmile at the florm,

Tho’ dark be my way,
Since he s my gude,
*T'is mine to obey,

>Ths his to provide ;
Tho’ cifterns be broken,
And creatuves all fail,
The word he has {poken.
Sheil furely prevail.

His love in time patt
Forbids me to think

Hell leave me at lalk

In trouble to fink

Each fweet Lbenezer

1 have o review,
Confirms his good pleafure

"§'o help mie quite througk.

will Trufd and not be afraic,
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4 Determin’d to fave,
He watch’d o’er my path,
Wher . Satan’s blind lave,.
I fporied with dearh ;
And can be have taught me
To trutt i Kis nume,
Aud thus far bave brought mey.
To put e te. fhame ?

5 Why thould complain
Of want or diftiefs,
Teraptation or pan 3-

He told me no lefs

The heirs of [atvation,

I know from his word,.
Thro’ much tribulation .
Mufl follow their Logd % |

6 How bitter thar cupy .
No heart can COnceive,
Which he drank quite up,
That nnners might live |

-~ dhis way was much rongher
And darker than mine;
Dud Jefus thus futfer,
And fhalt I repine 3

-_F

Singe all that I meet

Shall work tor my good,.,
‘The birter 1s {weet,

The med'cine s food

Tho painful at prefent, .
"Twill ceafe before long,

And then, oh! how pleafant.:
The conqueror’s fong |

? Ads xiv, 22, T Rewo viit, 37,

Na



210

b

CONFLICT. Bosk 111,

XXXVIIL.  Queflions to Unbelief,

IF to Jefus for relief
My [uul has fled by pray’r,
Why fhould I give way to gricf;
O heart-con{ummg care ?
Arc not all things in his hand 2
Has he not his promife pait ?
Will he then regerdlefs ftand,
And let me fink at Jatt

While I know his providence
Difpofes cach event,

Shall I judge by f~tble {tnfe,
Aund yicld to difcontent ?

If he worms and f{parrows feed,

Clothe the grafs in rich arruy ¥,

Cun he fee a child in necd,
And turn his eye away 2

When his name was quite unknown,

And fin my life employ'd; 1
Then he watch’d me as his vwn,
Or 1 had been deftroy’d J

Now his mercy-feat 1 know,
Now by grace am reconcil’d ;
Would he {pare me while a foc T4

To leave me when a child 2

If he all my wants fupply’d,
When 1 difdzin’d to pray,

Now his {ptrit is my guide,
How can he fay me nay ?

If he would not give me up

When my foul againtt him fought,

Will he difappoint the hope
Which he himfelf has wiouzht?

¥ Afatth. vi, 16, 1 Loms Vs 32
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5 If he fhed his precious blon
To bringy me to his fold,
Can I think that meaner 7ood €
He ever will withha', 3
Satan, vain is thy des jee !
Here my hope refts el affur’d,
In that great red- Wption-price
I {ee the wheie fecur'd,

XXXIX., Gt I s by weak Mreasne.

1 UNBELIEF the foul difmays,
What objetions will it raite |
But true faith tecurely leans
On the promite, in the means,

t If to faith it once be Known,

God has {aid, © Xt fhall bo done,
And in this 2 ppointed way ;"
Faith has then no more to fay.

- Mofes” rod, by faith nprear’d 4,
Tora” the fea 3 path prepar'd ;
Jenicho's devoted wall
At the trampet’s {ound mu? fajl,
With a pitcher and g lam; g,
Gideon overthrew 1 camp ;

And a ftone, well aim’d by faith o
Prov’d the arm’d Ehiliine’s deatts,
Thus the Lord is pleas’d to try
Thofe who an his help rely ;

By th means he makes it known,
That the pow'r is all his own,

Yer the means are not in vain,

Ifthe end we would obtain ;

Teo’ the breath of pray’r be weak,
None thall fnd hut they who feek.

¥ -'!?‘J'” \'.]ii- zl -l- .E.fﬂd. :(h'- :Iq
+ Jhua vi, 2o, §':7.’Hfgﬂ!’ Vil 224
" X Sar AVile 42,
N 3
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7 God alone the heart can reach,
Yet the minifters muit preach
*Tis their part the feed to low,
And 'tis his to make it grows

XL. #lhy art thou vafl down ?

1 :BE (till, my heart! thele anxious cares
To thee are burdeas, thorae, and fnares,
They caft dithonsar on thy Lord,
And contradict ais gracious wovd,

13

Brought fajely by his hand thus far,
Why wilt thou now give place to fear 3
110w can’ft thou want 1t he provide,
Or lofc thy way with fuch a guide 2
When firft before his mercy feat

Thou didtt to him thy all commit

He gave thee warrang, from that hour,
"o truft his wildom, lve, and pow’r.

4 Did ever trouble yet befall,
And he refufe to hear thy call ?
Aud has he not s promufe patty
‘t'hat thou fhalt overcome ar lalt ?

Lad

« Like David, thou may’ft comfort drawy
Sav'd from the bear’s and lion's paw ;
Goliath’s rage 1 may defy,

For God, my Saviour, itdl is nigh,

6 He who has help'd me hitherto,
Will help me all my journcy thro'y !
And give me daily caufe to raife
New Ebenezers to his praife.

% Tho' rouh and thorny be the road,
It leads thee home, apace, to God;
Then count thy prefent trials fmall,
For heav'n will make amends for alls

AT o
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XLL.  The Way of decefr.

! ONE glnce of thine, cternal Lord,
Picrces all nature thro’ ;

Nor heav'ny nor carthy nor hell afford
A fhelter from thy view !

1 The mighty whole, cach fmuller part,
At once before thee lies
and ev'ry thought of ev’ry heart
I5 open tu thine eycs,
s Tiw” greatly from myfelf conceal'd,
Thou iee’tt my inward frame ;
To thee I always ftand reveal’d,
Exaltly as I an.
4 Since therefore 1 can hardly bear
What tn myfelf I fee;
How vile and black mut I appear,
Mott holy Gud, to thee ?

¢ But fince my Suviour fhiands between,
In garments dy’d in blood,
’,,T, . s . E »
115 hey inficad of me, is feen,
Whea I appro.ch to God.

¢ Thus, tho” a finaer, Iam fafe s
He pleads before the throne,
fis life and death in my behalf,
And calls my fins his owa,
7 What wondrous love, what myfteries,
In this appointment thine !
My breaches of the law are his ¥,
And his obedience niine,

XL The Pigrim's Song,

t F'ROM Egypt, lately freed
By the Redeemer’s grace,
A rough and thorny path we tread,
In hopes to fee his face,

¥a20nv,21
N4
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o The flefh diflikes the way,
But faith approves it well 3
This only leads to endlefs day,
All others lead to hell,

3 The promis’d land of peace
Faith keeps in conftant view ;
How diff’rent from the wildernefs
We now are pafling thro' !

4.  Here often fron: our eyes
Clouds hide the light divine 3
There we fhall have unclouded fkics,
Our Sun wili always fhine.

& lHere griefs, and cares, and paing,
and tears, defirels us fore 4
But there cternal pleafure reigns,
And we fhall weep no more.

¢ Lerd, pardon our complaint:,
We fallow at thy call;
The joy prepar’d fer futt'ring faints
Will mmake amends for all.

SIMILAR HYMNS, .r

Beok I. Hvmn 10, 13. 21,22.24, 27.20.4",
30 £1.66, 030 56, 88, 107, 1135, 12,
130, 131, 136, 142.

IV, COMFORT.

XUIIL  Fautha sece and comprehenjiv Srn_;’;'. ]

1 GIGHT, hearing, fecling, tafie, and fmely |
Are gitts we highly prize; !

But raith dees fingly each excel,
And all the five comprize.

— —_—
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2 More piercing than the cagle’s fight, ,
It views the world unknown,

Surveys the glorious realms of light, -
And Jefus on the throne.

3 It hears the mighty voice of God,.
And porders what he faith ;
His word and-works, his gifts and rod, «
Have each a voree to fuith
& It feels the touch of heavenly pow'r ¥, ,
And from that boundlefs {.urce
Derrves frefh vigour ev'ry hour
T run its daily courfe. -

¢ Thetruth avd poodnefs of the Lord
 Are fuited to its tafle F
Mean b5 the wakiling's pamper’d board, .
Yo tundy’s perpetual feaft.
¢ Jt fmells the dear Redeemer’s name
Like ointment poured forth ¥
taith only knows, or can proclaim,
[t; favour or its worth,
; Tl faving faith-poffefs the mind, -
In vain of fenfe we boaft ; -
Weare but fenfelels, taftelefs blind,
And deaf, and dead,. and loft,

XLIV. C. Tk happy Change, -
] :E{OW bleft thy creature is, O God, -

When, with a fingle eye,
He views the luftre of thy word, -
The day-fpring from on high I
2 Thro” all the florms that veil the kies,
Add froww on earthly things,
The Sun of Righteoufnefs he cyes, -
With healing on his wings.

¥ Luke viii. 46, T Plalm cxids 10 3
1 Solemon’s Song i, 1, -
Nis*’
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3 Struck by that light, the human heart ¥,
A barren fotl no more,
Sends the {weet {well of grace abroad,
Where ferpents turk’d before,

4 The foul, a dreary province once
Of Satan’s dark domain,
Fecls a new empire form’d within,
And owns a heavenly rewn.
% The glorious orb, whofe golden beams
The fruitful year controul,
Since firft, abedient to thy word,
He ftarted from the goal,

6 Has cheer’d the pations with the joys
His orient rays tmpart ;
But, Jefus, ’tis thy lizht alone
Can thine upon the heart.

- "XLV. C. Retirement.

1 FAR from the world, O Lord, I flec,
From ftrife and tumult far;
From {cenes where Satan wages (hill
His moft {uccelsful war.

2 The calm retreat, the filent fhade,
With pray’r and pratle agree;
And feem, by thy {weet bounty made,
For thofe who follow thee,

7 There if thy Spirit touch the {oul,
And grace her mean abode,
Oh, with what peace, and joy, and lovt,
She communes with her God !

2 There like the nightingale fhe pours

Her {olitary lays;
Nor afks a witnels of her fang,

Nor thirfts for human praife,

® Ifaiah xxav. 7,
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; Author and Guardian of my life,
Sweet fource of light divine,
And (all harmonious names in one),
My Saviour, thou art mine!

¢ What thanks I owe thee, and what love,
A boundlefs, endlels frore,
Shall echo thro’ the realms above
When time fhall be no more,

XLVI.  Fefus my All,

! '\(VHY fhould I fear the darkeft hour,

Or tremble at the temptex's pow’r?
[ests vouchfafes to be my tow'r.

2 The” hot the fight, why quit the ficld?
Why muft I cither flee or yield,

Stice JLsus is my might}; fhicld ?

¢ When creature-comforts fade and die,

Worldlings may weep; but why thould I
Jesus fill hives, and fill is nigh.

s Tho' all the flocks and herds were dead,
My foul a famine need not dread,
For Jests is my living bread,

: I'krow not what may foon betide,
Or how my wants fhall be fupply’d ;
Lut Jesus Knows, and will provide.

¢ Tho' fin would fill me with diftrefs,
The throne of grace I dare addrefs,
For Jesus is my righteoufnefs.

7 The' famt my pray’rs, and cold my love,
My ftedfatt hupe fhall not remove,
While Jrsus tatercedes above.

¢ Againt me carth and hell cotnbine 3
But on mv G4e is pow’r clirine;
Jasvs s ally and he is mine,

N &
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XLVIL. C. The Hidden Life,

¥ 'T°O tell the Saviour all my wants,
How pleafing s the tafl !
Nor lefs to praiie him when he grants
Beyond what 1 can afk.

2 My lab’ring Tpirit vainly feeks
To tell but hili the joy;
With how much tenderneds he fpeaks,
Aud helps me to reply.
3 Nor were it wife, nor thouid I choole
Such fecrets to declare
Like precious wines, thewr tafie they lofe
Expesd to opzii airs
4 But this with boldnefs T proclaim,
Nor care Hf thoufands hear,
-Sweet is the omtment of his nime,
Not life 15 half fo dear.
5 And can you frown, my former friends,
Who kuew what once 1 was;
And blame the fong that thus commenids
The man who bure the crofs ?

6 Truft me, I draw the likenels true,
And not as fancy pants ;
Such hemour may he give to you,
For {uch have all his (aiats,

XLVIIL. C. 5oy and Peace in Belicving.

) SOMETIMES a lipht furpnfes
The Chrithan while he fings;
It is the Lord who rifes
With healing in his wings::
When comforts are declining,
He grants the foul again
A feafon of clear fhining,
'To cheer it after rain,
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: In holy contemplation,

We fweetly then purfue

The theme of God's falvatiop,
And find 1t ever new ;

Sct tree from prefent forrow,
We cheerfully-can fay,

ten et th” unknown to-morrow ¥
Ering with it what it may.

v It can bring with it nothing,
But he wiil bear us thro’
‘Who gives the iilies cluthing,
Will clothe his peaple too :
Beneath the fpreading heavens,
Mo creature but is fed
And he wio feeds the ravens,
Will give tiis children bread,

4 The vine nor. fig-tree ucither +
Tleir wontd fruir thall brar,
The' ail the ficld thould wither,
Nor focks nor herds be there :
Yt God the fame abiding,
His praife thall tune my voice s
Fory winle in him contiding,
1 cannot but rejoice.

XLIX, C. True P!:'q/}:rr.

U1 ORD, my foul with pleafure fprings,
When Jefus” name I hear
And when God the fpirit brings
T'he word of promife near :
Beauties too, in holinefs,
Still delighted I perceive ;
Nor have words that can exprefs
The joys thy precepts give.

" Matthew via 340 op Habakbukiii, 37, 18,
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2 Cloth'd in fan&ity and grace,

How fweet it is to {ec
Thofc who love thee as they pafs,
Or when they wait on thee |
Pleafant toe, to fit and tell
\What we owe to love divine 3
Till our bofoms grateful fwcll,
And eyes begin to fhine.

Thofe the comforts 1 poffefs,
Which Ged thall thil increafe,
All his ways are plealantneds 7y
And all his paths are peace.
Nothing Jefus did or {poke,
Henceforth let me cver fhight;
For I love his L‘df_‘f }'Ukr: 'l‘,
Ard find hiy burden light.

>4

Iu Cq ﬂf (‘L'r; EJ”-

X HO‘.\TOUR and happivels unite
To make the chriftian’s name a pra‘fe:

How fair the feene, how clear the hight,
Aat Bl the remnants of his days:

A kingly character he beats,

No change his priefily office knows 3
Uniading is the crown he wears,
His joys can never reach a clofe.

Adorn'd with glory from on high,
Salvation fhines upnn his face;
s robe is of th ethereal dye,

His fteps are dignity and gracc.

»?

4 Inferior honours he difdains,
Nor flaops to take applanfe from carth

The King af kings himfclf maintains
Th® expences of hus heav'nly birth.

$ Prov.iit 17.  + Moth X1 59
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5 The nobleft creature feen below,
Ordain’d to fll a throne above ;
God gives him all he can beftow,
His kingdom of eternal love !

6 My foul is ravifh’d at the thotght!
Methinks from carth I fee him rife !
Angels congratulate his lot,

And thout him welcome to the fkics !

LI. C. Lwvely Hope and pracicus Fear,

I I WAS a grov'lling creature once,
And bafely cleav’d to carth ;
1 waoted {pint to renounce
The clod that gave me birth,

. But God has breath’d upon 2 worm
3
And tent mc trom above,
Wings, fuch as clothe an anzel’s form
591 c y
The wings of joy and love.

1 With thefe to Pifgah’s top 1 fly,
And there Jdelighted itand,
To view beneath a fhining fhy

The fpacious promts'd land.

4 The Lord of all the vaft domain
tlas promis’d it to me ;
The length and breadth of alt the plain,
As far as faith can fee,

r How glorious is my privilege !
'To thee for help 1 call
I ftand upon a mountain’s edge,

Oh fave me, left [ fall!

3 Tho' much exaited in the Lord,

My ftrength is not my-own;
Then let me tremble at his word,

And none fhall caft me down,
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LII. Conftdence. '

i YES! fince God himfelf has faid iz
Our the promife I rely ;
His ood word demands my credt,
What can unbelief reply ?
He is itrong, and can tulfill 5
He is trath, and thercfore awif/,

As to all the doubts and queftions
Which my fojiit often gricve,
Thefe are Latan’s {ly furzeftions, .
And I necd no anfwer give;
He would fain deftroy my hopey
But the promife bears it up.

)

Sure the Lord thus far has brought me
By.his watchful tender care ;
Sure ’tis Le himfelf has taught me
How to feck his face by pray’r:

After 9 much merey paft, .

Will ke give me up at- laft ¢

(sl

A Truey, I'vebeen a tuoiith creature, -
And have finn'd 2zainit bis grace;
But forgivenefs is his nature,

Tho' he juftly hides his face :
Fre he call’d me, well he knew ¥
Vhat a heart ke mine would de,

£ In my Saviour’s interceffion
Theretore 1 will.thill conhde ;
Lotd, accept my free confefhion,
Lhave finn’d, but thou haft dy’d 42
This 1s all T have to plead,
This is all.the plea 1 need.

* Ifsich xlviiie 8+ Roms viils 345
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LITL. Peace reflored,

! OH, fpeak that gracicus word agatn,
And cheer my broken heart ;
No voice but thine can footh my pain,
Or bid my fears depart.

2 And cantt thou fill vouchfafe to own
A wretch (o vile as | 3

And may L till approach thy throne,
And Abba, Father, cry ¢

2 Oh then let faints and angels 1010,
| And belp race to preclainy
Tic grace that heal'd a breach like ming,
And put my fees to fhame |
4 How oft did Satan’s cruel boaft
My troublcd foul affripht !
He told me | wasg furcly Joft,
And Ged bad left me quite ¥,

3 Guilt made me fear, Jleft all were truc
The lying tempter fuid !
But now the Lord Appears In view,
My enemy it fled.

b M Savicur, by his pow’rful word,
Has torn’d my night to day ;
And his falvation’s joys reftor’d,
Which I had finn'd away.,
; Dear Lord, I wonder and adore,
Thy grace is all divine ;
Ol keep me that I fin no more
Againft fuch love as thine)

LIV, Iar ephat te has done  for my Soui f

] S.."LV'D by blood, I live to tell
What the Jove of Chrift hath done ;
He redeem'd my foul from hell,
Ui rebel made a fon ¢

“ Pfalm Ixxis 31,
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Oh T tremble ftill, to think
How fecure T Hv’d in fing
Sporting on deftruchion’s brink,
Yt proderv’d from falling 1o,

a In his own appointed hour,

To my heart the Saviour fpoke s
Touch’d me by i {jiit’s pow Ty
And my dang'vous flumber broke.
Then I faw and own’d my guiity
Suon my gracious Lord reply'd ¢

¢ Fear not, 1 my blood have fplty
"Twas for fuch as thee 1 dy’d.”

Shame and wonder, joy and love,
Al at once pofiefs’d my hearty

Can I hope thy grace Lo prove

After aéting fuch a part 2

¢ Thou hat greatly finn'd,” he faid,
But 1 freely atl furgive;;

I myfeli thy debt .ave paid,

Now 1 bid thee rife and live.”

()

4 Come, my fellow finners, Yy
jefus’ heart 13 full of luve!
Oh that you, as well as I
May his wonlrous mercy prove !
He has fent me to declare,
All is ready, all 1s free:
Why fhould any {oul defpair,
When he fav'd a wretch like me 2

LV. Frecdem from Care.

X WHILE I liv'd without the Lord
(If 1 might be faid to live),
Nothing could relief attord,
Nothing fatisfaltion give,



Hymn 56- COMFORT.

a Empty hopes and groundlefs fear
Mov'd by turns my anxious mind ;
L'k a feather m the air,
Mude the fpoit of ev’ry wind,

= Now, . fee whatc’er betide,
All s well it Chrift be mine
He has promis'¢ to provide,
I have .nly to refiga.

4 When « fenfe of fn and thrall
Forc’d me to rhe finners friend,

He enyap’d to manage all,
By the wiy aud to the end.

g ¢ Calt,” he fmid, ¢ on me thy care ¥,
"T:s enough that 1 am nigh;;

Iwil al' ;hy burdens bear,
I will ali'thy wants fupply.

6 Simply follow as 1 icad,
D oot reafon, but believes
Call on me in time of need,
Thou fhalt furely help receive.”

7 Lovd, T would, 1 do {ubmit,
GlLuliy yicld my all to thee;
What thy wildom {tes moft fit,
Muti be, furely, beft for me.

5 Only when the way is rough,
And the coward tleth would flart,
Let thy promife and thy love
Cheer and animate my heart.

LVL. Humiliation and Praife.
(Imitated from the German,)

g WHEN the wounded {pirit hears
The voice cf Jefus’ blood,

How the melfage ftops the tears
Which elfe in vain had flow'd :

& Plalmlvi 2z & Peter vo 74
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Pardon, grace, and peace proclaim’d,

And the finner call’d a child;

Then the ftubborn heart 15 tam’d,
Renew'd and reconail’d.

2 Oh! ’twas grace indced, to fpare
And fave a4 wretch like me!
Men or angels could not bear
What 1 have offer’d thee
Were thy boits at their command,
Hcl ere now had been my place
Thou alane couldit {1 ent thand,
And walt to fhew thy grace,

If in one created mind
The tendernefs and love
Of thy fuats on carth were join'd
VWith ail the hofts above
Still that love were weak and poor,
1 compar’d, my Lord, with thine;
Far too {canty to endure
A beart to vile as mine,

o B

4 Wondrous mevcy 1 have found,

Put, z2h, how faint my praife !
Muft I be a cumber-ground,

Untruitful a-) my days ?

D) T in thy garden grow,

Vet produce thee only Jeaves |

Joord, forbid it thould be fo'!
The thought my {pirie grieves,

5 ll2avy charges Satan brings
To 6l me with difirefs;
Let me hide beseatn thy wings,
And ple.d thy rnghteoufnes :
Lord, to thee for help I call,
"11s thy promile bids me come;
Teil him thou baft paid for all,
And that Mall drike nim dumb
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LVIIe C. Forthe Pooy.

1 \A/ BEN Hagar found the bottle fpent ¥,
\Vﬂnd wept o’er Ithmacl

A meflage from the Lord was (ent
To guide her to a wel),

~ Should not Eljah’s cake and eruife t
Convince us at this day,

A gracious God will not refyfe
Provifions by the way ?
5 His faints and fervants thall be f.d,
The promife i frcure ;
‘“ Bread faail be uiv'n them, a¢ he faid,
Therr water fhall be fure 1.”

it Repafts far richer they fhall prove,
Than all carth’s dantics are s
"I fweet to tate a Saviour's Loy ,
Tho’ 1 the meaneft fare.
5 To Jefus then your trouble hring,
Nor maurmur at your ot
While you arc poor, and he is King,
*'ou {hall not be forgot.

LVIII. Home in Viemw,

B AS when the weary trav’ler gains
The height of fome o’er-lovking hill,
His heart revives, if crofs the plains
He eyes his home, tho’ diftant giil.
2 While he furveys the much-lovd § pot,
He flights the {pace that lies between ;

His paft fatigues are now forgot,
Becaufe his journcy’s end is feen.

#i Gf”r :ﬂ{i' 19_ 'r Eﬁg.’ XV-iil I4| i %; HXZ’EH.".. 16:
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e

3 Thus, when the Chriftian pilgrim views,
By fuith, his manfion in the {kies,
The izht his finting ftrength rencws,
And wings his fpeed to reach the prize:,

2 The thought of home his {pirit cheers,.
No more he grieves tor trovbles paft;
Nor any future trial feas 7,

S he mav fafe arrive at lag.

5 "Tis there, he faysy Toam to dwell
With Jefus v the realms of day
Then | thd) bid my cares fareweil,.
And he fhall vipe my tears away.

4 Jefus, on thee our hapes depends,
‘To lead us on to thine abode
Affur d our home will make amends
For all our tail while on the road.

SIMILAR HYMNS.
Book I. Hymn 4. 7. 9. 11, 25. 3§
5

41. 46, 47, 48+ 70. 95,
Book IT. Hvmn 45, 46, 47.

V. DEDICATION AND
SURRENDER,

LiX. Old Thirgs are paffed away.

Y IJET worldly minds the world purfue,
It has no chuins tor me
Oice | admir'd its mitles tao,
But gruce has fet me free.
2 Tts pleafurcs now no longer pleafe,
No more enntent afford;
Far from my heart be joys like thefe,
Now I have {cen the Lord,

# s XX, 24.
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3 As by the light of op'ning day
The ftars are ali conceal’d ;
So carthly pleafures fade away,
When Jefus is eveal’d.

4 Creatuses no more divide
I bid them al} depart ;

His name, an]j love, and gracious voice,
Have fix'J my roving heart,

5 Now, Loid, I would be thine alone,
And wholly live to thee ;
But iy 1 nope that thou wilt own
A worthlels worm like mc 3
¢ Yes! the of finners I'm the wortt,
[ cannat douhe thy will 5

For if thou hadft not Jay'd me firit,
I had refuy'd thee @il .

my choice,

t HAPPY the biith where grace prefides
T'o form the future life !

In wifdom’s paths the foul (he guides,
Remote from noife and frife.

» Since I have known the Sav

And what for me he bore ;

No more ] toil for empty fame,
1 thirft for gold no more.

3 Plac’d by his hand in this retreat,
I make his love my theme »
And fee that all the world caljs great
Is but a waking dream.

4 Since he has rank’J my worthlefs name
Among(t his favour'd few,
Let the mad world who feoff at them,
Revile and hate e too.

lour’s narae,

* Jero anxi, 3,



296 DEDICATION AND  Book III,

5, O thou whoft voice the dead can raify,
And {often hearts of ftone,
And teach the dumb to fing thy praife,
This work 1s all thine own.

6 Thy wond’ring faints rejoice to fee
A wretch hike me reftor'd
And point, and fay, ¢ How chang’d is he,
Who onct defy’d the Lord 1

7 Grace bid me live, and tavzht my tongue
To atm at notes divine;
And grace accepts my feeble fong,
The glory, Lord, be thine'!

LXI. C. My Soul thirfleth for Gad.

! _[ THIRST, but not as once I did,
The vam delights of earth: to thare;
Thy wound;, Emmanuel, all rorbid,
That T thould feck my pleafures there,

&=

It was the fight of thy dear crofs

Firtt wean'd my foul from earthly things;
4 ' -

Ana taught me to eftecm as drofls

The airth of fools and pomp of Kings.

3 I want that grace that fprings from thee,
That quickens all things wiere it flows,
And makes a wretched thorn, like me,
Bloom as the myrtle, or the rofe.

4 Dear fountain of delight unknown !
No longer fink below the brim ;
But overflow, and pour me down
A lving, and He-giving ftream !

5 For fure, of all the plants that fhare
The notice of thy Father's cye,
None proves lofs grateful to his care,

Or yields him meaner fruit than I,
8
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LXII. C. e conflraining to Obediesce,

I NO ftrength of natyre can {uffice
To ferve the Lord aright .

And what fhe has, fhe mifapplics,
For want of clegrer light,

: How long beneath the law I Ia
In bondage and diftrefs !
[ toil'd the precept to obey,
But toil’d without fuccefs,

} Then, to abflain from outward
Was more than T could do
Now, if I feel jts POW’r within,
I'feel T hate it too,

¢ Then all my fervije works were done
A righteoufnefs to raife s
Now, freely chofen i the Sor,
I freely choofe his ways,

§ What thall I do, was then the word,
That 7 may worthier grow ?
What thall | render to thee Lord 3
Is my CRQUIrY now,

fin,

And hear his pard’n:

Changes a flave into a child *,
And duty into chojce,

LXIIT, C. Tz eart Jealed and cﬁaﬁgﬂf iilo
. Mfﬂ;}h
b SIN enflavid me many vears

And led me
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Where, {aid 1 in deep diftrefs,
Will thefe inful pleafures end ?
How fhall I fecure my peace,
And make the Lord my friend ?

2 Frieads and minifters faid much
The yofpel to enforce;
But my blindaefs (tdl was fuch,
[ chote a legal courfe :
Much I tatled, watcih'd, and ftrove,
Scarce would thew my face abroad,
Fear’d, almott, to fpeak or move,
A ftranzer 11l to God.

Thus afraid to truft his grace,
Long time did T rebel ;
Tiliy defpairing of my cafe,
Doan at his feet 1 fell
Then my ftubborn beart he broke,
Aad fubdu’'d me to his fway
By a fimple word he fpoke,
¢« Thy fns are done away.” .

(o

LXIV. C. Hured of Sin.
1 I_IOLY Lord God ! Tlove thy truth,

Nt Jdare thy leatt commandment flight s
Yeo piere’d by fin, the ferpent’s tooth, |
I mouin the anguiin of the bite. ;3

2 But tho’ the poilon lurks within,
tHope bids me (Hll w.th patience wait;
Tl death (hall {et me free from fin,
Free fiom the only thing I hate,

g Hal I a throne above the reft,
Vhere angels and archingels dwell 5
Ou- fin, woflain, within my breaft,
Would make that heav’n as dark as Lell,

e A R L T T T P LA AT R mm o g
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4 The pris’ner, fent ¢, breathe frefh 2lr,
And blefs’d with liberty again,

Would mourn were he Condemn’d to wear
One link of al] his fermer chain,
| 5 Lutoh ! no foe invades the blifs,

When glory crowns the Chriftian’s head ;
One view of Jefus as po IS,
Will flrike all fin for ever dead,

299

LXV. Tk hild *,

1 (OUIET, Lord, my frow,:( heart,
| Make me teachable and m;
Upriglt, fimple, ‘
Make mie zs g weaned child s
Fram diftruft ang envy fice,
Pleas’d with all that pleafes thee,

1: W hat thou fhale to-day pravide,
b Lt meas g chid receive

Wil to-morrow may betide,
Catinly to thy wifdom Jeave -
"I'is enough that thou
Why thould I ¢]

Iit care,
i@ burden bear »
& A5 g little child relics

d On 2 care beynd his own ;
| K.H.H.'-E: *

5 neither irong nor wife
 Fe v to thir ftep alone s

Let nye thus with tiiee abide,
Almy Father, Guard, and Guide.

Tt raferyd trom Satan's wiles,

[ frm dangers, fice from fears,
lL_‘; I hve upon thy finiles,

It ehe promis’d houy apyears,
¥ron the fons of Ged thall

prove
| A therr Fatier's boundlels

love,

O 2
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LXVI. True Happinefs.

1 Tr'1X my heart and cyes on thine |
What are other objedts worth'!

But to {ce thy glory fhing,
Is a heav’n begun on carth 2
Trifles can no lunger move,
Oh, I tread on all befide,
When I fexl my Saviour’s love,
And remember how he dy’d.

2 Now my fearch is at an cnd,
Now my withes rove no more |
Thus my moments L would {pend, a
Love, and wonder, and adore: j
Jefus, fource of excellence !
All thy glorious love reveal |
K ingdoms fhall not bribe me Lenee,

While this happinefs I fecl, |

3 Take my heart, ’tis all thine own, *
To thy will my fpivit frame ; |
Thou thalt reign, and thou alone, :
Over all | have oy am:
1f 4 foolith thouzht fhall dare
To rebel azaintt thy word,

Slay it, Lord, and do not tpare,
Let it fel thy Spiric’s {word.

4 Making thus the Lord my choice,
I have nothing more to choole,
But to liften to thy voice,

And my will in thine to lofe :
Thus, whatever may betide,

I fhall fafc and happy be;
Still content and fatisfy’d,
Having all, in having thee,
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LXVII. 77, Haﬁpy Debtor,

§ 1 TEN thoufand talents opce [ owd
- And nothing had to pay ;

but Jefus freed me from the load,
And wafh’d my deby away.
| 2 Yt fince the Lord forg
; And blotted out my [core,
Much more indebeed 1 have been,
Than c’er T was before,
{ 3 My yuilt is cance))’d guite,
- And fatisfa&ion made ;
But the vatt debt of Jove I owe
Can never be repaid,
{1l dove T owe for fin forgiv’n,
For power to believe,
For prefent peicey and promis'd heav'n,
Noangel can conceiy e,

> That love of thine, thou inner's Priend !
Witnefs thy bleeding heart !
My little all can neter extend
To pay a thoufandtly part.

b S0y more, the poor returns I make
[l from thee obtain

Aud 'tis of grace, that thou wilt take
“uch poor returng again,

3

ave my fin,

I know,

'l-._'.l

Tis well—it fhall my glory be
(Let who will boaft their i’turc)

N fime and to cternity,
To owe thee more and more,

SIMILAR HYMNSG,

Book T, Hymn 27. 50. 50, 93+ 122,
Houvk 11, Hymn 23, go,

¥ 1 Chron, xxix.j‘p
O3

ey i,
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VI. CAUTIONSG.

LXYIIL. C. The New Convert,

X THE new-born child of gofpel-grace,
Like fome fair tree when fummet’snigh,
Beneath Emmanucl’s fhining face,
Lifts up his bleoming branch on high,

2 No fears he feels, he fces no foes,
No confli¢t yet his faith employs,
Nor has he learnt to whom he owes
The firength and peace his foul enjoys,

Jut fin foon darts its cruel fling,

Aund comforts finking day by day
What feem’d his own, a felf-fed {pring,
Proves but a brook that ghdes away.,

When Gideon arm’d his num’rous hoft,
The Lord foon made his numbers lefs ;
And faid, left Ifracl vainly boaft *,

¢ My arm procar’d me this fuccefs.”

¢ Thus will he bring our {pirits down,
And draw our ¢cbbing comforts low,
That {av’d by grace, but net our own,
We may not claim the praife we owe,

LXIX. C. Thueand falfe Comfortss
] O GOD, whofc favourable eye

Tlie fin-fick foul revives,
Holy and heav’nly is the joy
Thy fhining prefence givess

o, Not fuch as hypocrites {uppofe,
Who with a gracelefs heart
Tafle not of thee, but drink a dofe,
Prepar'd by Satan’s art,

¥ Fudges vii. 3
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3 Intoxicating joys arc theirs,

Who, while they boaft their light,
And feem to foar above the ftars,

Are plunging into night,

4 Lull'd in a foft and fatal flecp,
They fin, and yet rejoice ;
Were they indeed the Saviour's fheep,
Would they not hear his voice »
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§ Be mine the comforts that reclaim
The foul from Satan’s pow'r ;
That make me blufh for what I am,
And hate my fin the more.

b "Tis joy enough, my All in All,
At thy dear feet to lie s
Thou wilt not let me lower fall,
And none can higher fly.

LXX., Tue and fa{ﬁ' Zeal,

7 EAL is that pure and heav'nly flame
The fire of Jove fupplics ;
While that which often bears the name,
Is felf in « difguife.

A

2 Thue zeal is merciful and mild,
Can pity and forbear ;

The falfe is headftrong, fierce, and wild,
And breathes revenge and war.

3 While zeal for truth the Chriftian warms,
He Kuows the worth of Peace ;
Bt 1elf contends for names and forms,
Its party to increafe

§ Zeal has attain’d its higheft aim,
Its end is [atisfv'd,
If finners love the Savieur’s name,
~vor feeks it ought befide,
Q4



1¢c4 CAUTIONS., Book III,
5 But felfy however well employ’d,

Has 1ts own ends in view s
And fays, as boafting Jehu cry’d ¥,
¢ Come, {ce what I can do.”

6 Self may its poor reward obtain,
And be applauded here ;
But zeal the beft appiauic will gain,
When Jefus thall appea-.,

7 Dear Lord, the ido] {ely dethrone,
And from our hearts remove
And let no zet by us be fhewn,
But that which fprings frem love,

LXXIY. C. Aliving and a dead Fairl.,

) THE Lord receives his highedl praife
From humb'e minds and hearts finceie;s
While 21l the loud profeffor fays
Osfends the rightzous Judge's car,

To walk o5 children of the day,

To ma x the precept’s holy hght,

To wage the wirtare, watch and pay,
Sliew who are pleafing m his fighe,

Mot words alone it cait the Lord,
To purchafe pardon {or his own
Mor wiil a toul, by grace reflord,
Return the Saviour words alone.

'y

4 With golden bells, the prieitly velt 4,
And rich pomcgranites border'd round,
The need of holireds expicds'd,

And call'd for fruit as well as {ound,

5 Laly, indeed, it were to reach
A manfion in the courts above,

I fwelling worls and fluent {prech
Might ferve,y inficad of frith and icve.

¥ 2 K;ﬂgs X 16- 1- L‘ﬂ*‘fﬂfi };H?iii' 33'
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6 But none fhalj gain the blifsfy
Or God's unclouded glory fee,
Who talks of free and fov’reipn grace,
Unlefs that grace hs made Zim free |
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| place,

LXXII. ¢, Abufe of the Gofpel,
I TOO many, Lord, abyfe thy grace,

In this licentious d:ly;

Amd winle they buaft they fee thy face,
h Lhey turn theiy own away,
B 2 Thy book ditplays 2 gracious light
| That can the blind reflore ;
But thefe are dazzled by the hght,
And blinded ] the more,
¥ 1 The pardon fuch pre ,
g They do not beg, but fteal ;
And when they plead it ag thy throne,
| Oh! where's the Spirit’s fcal 3
d ¢ Was it for this, ye lawlefs tribe,
' The dear Redéerer bled. ?

I this tho grace the futnts jmbibe
From Chrift the living head

- Al Lord, we know thy cholen few

- Are £ d with heav’nly farc ;

U thele the wreteheg wiks they chew

Proclaim thea whyt they are,

| The liverty our hearts implore,

| Isnotto live i) 1y

But 1] to wie at Wifdom’s door,
Tl Mercy cal's ys in,

).
2l

LXX1Ir . Co 77 Mirrecy I

2y,
! ItVH AT thoufands never Knew the road !
What thoufunds hate it when e known]
None bt the chofen tribes of God
Wil fock or cheofe it tor their own,
O 5
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:+ A thoufand ways in ruin enl,
One only leads to joys on high;
Ry that my witling fteps afcend,
Picas'd with a journey to the fky.

= No more I afk or hope to find
Delight or happine(s below ;
Sorrow may well poflefs the mind
That feeds where thorns and thiftles grow.

*

4 The joy that fades is not for me,
1 fcei’{. immortal joys above ;
There glory without cnd (hall be
The bright reward of faith and love.

5 Cleave to the world, ye fordid worms,
Contented lick your native duit;
But God fhall fight with all his ftorms,
Againft the idol of your tiut,

LXXIV. C. Drpmdfm:e.

| O keep the lamp alive,
With oil we fill the bowl
'Tis water makes the willow thrive,
And grace that feeds the foul.

n  The Lord’s unfparing hand
Supplics the living fircam ;

It is not at our own command,
But fill deriv'd from him.

g  Beware of Peter’s word ¥,
Nor confidently {ay,
¢ 1 never will deny thee, Lord,”
But grant I never may.

4 Man’s wifdom is to leek
His ftrength in God alone ;
And ev'n an angel would be weak,
Who trufted in his own.

* Malth, Xxvi 33




Hymn 752 CAUTIONS.

5 Retreat beneath his wings,
And i his grace confide ;
Ttis more exalts the King of Kings *
Than all your works befide,

hIn Jefus is our {tore,
Grrace 1fives from his throne;
Whaever fays, [ want no more,’”
Confefics he has none.

LXXV. C. Nt of Works.

I (;,1 RACE, triumphant in the throue,
Scorns a rival, rergns alone |

Comey and bow beneath her {way,
Calt your ol-works awuy.

Works of man, when made his plea,

Never fhall accepted be

Iruits of pride (vain-glorious worm!}

Are the befl he can pariorm.

ol F
2

feity the god his foul adores,

b dacnces alf his pow’rs

Joias is a g hted nume,
selt-advancement all his aim

Kat when God the Judge thall come,
T'o pronounce the final doom,

Then for rocks and hills to hide
Albhis works and ai] his pride |

sill the boatting heart replics,
Wihat ! the worthy and the wife,
Filends to temperance and peice,
Have not thefe a righteoulnefs >
Banith ev'ry vain pretence

Built on human excellence
Perifh evhry thing in man,

But the grace that never e,

¥ 392!” Ti- 191
O 6

s3>

b
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LXXVL  Sin's Decett,

1 SIN, when view’d by feripture-light,
Is a horrid, hatcful fight
Put when feen in Satan’s glafs,
‘Then 1t wears a pleafing face.

2 When the gofpel-tiumpet founds,
When 1 think how grace abounds,
When [ feel {weet peace within,
Then I'd rather die than fin,

3 When the crofs I view by faith,
Sin 15 madnefs, poifon, death;
‘Tempt me not, “tis all m vain,
Sure I nc'er can yicld again.

4 Satan, for a while debarr’d,
When he finds me off my guard,
Puts his glafs before my eyes,
Quickly other thoughts arife.

x What before excited [ears,
Rather pleafing now appears ;
L a fin, 1t feems fo fmall,
Or, perhaps, no fin at all.

6 Oiten thus, thro' fin's decart,
Grief, and thame, and lofs I mect;
Like a fith, my foul miftook,

Saw the bait, but not the huok,

7 O my Lord, what fhall 1 fay?
How can I prefume to pray ¢
Not a word have I to plead,
Sins Jike mine are black indeed !

8 Made by paft experience wife,
Let me learn thy word to prize;
"Faught by what I've felt before,
Lct me Satan’s glafs abhor.
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LXXVIL dre there Jfev ihat fliall be Jatved 2
I DESTRUCTION’S dangerous road

What multitudes purfuc!

While that which Jeads the foul to God
Is known or fought by fow,

Believers enter in
By Chrift, the living gate;
But they who will not leave their fin,
Complain it is too firait,
3 Hfelf muft be deny'd,
And fin forfaken quite s
They 1ather choofe the way that’s wide,
And ftrive to think it right,
4 Encompafs’d by a throng,
I On numbers they depend;;
S0 many furely can’t be wrong,
And mifs 3 bappy end.
& But numbers are no mark
| Thar men will right be found :
A few were {av'd in Noah's ark +,
~ For many mitlions drown'd,
b6 Obey the golpel call,
And enter while you may ;
The flock of Clrigt s always fmal) T
And none are fafe but the
] Lord, open finners’ cyes,
Their awful ftate to fee s
And make them, ere the form arife,

To thee for (afety flee,

LXXVIIL. 7Y% Sluggard.

I TIIE‘v.fiﬂlus that the fluggard frames 1,
Of courfe muft fruitlefs prove ;

With folded arme he flands and dreams,
But has no heart to move,

%
iy

P Petiii 20, 4 Luke xii. 32. 1 Prov,vi,
. and xxive 30, and sxiis X3¢ and xx, 4.
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2 His ficld from others may be known,
The fence is broken through ;
The ground with weeds is overgrown,
And no good crop in view,

No hardfhip he, or toil, can bear,
No difficulty meet;

He waftes his bours at home, for fear
Ct lions in the fircet,

4 What wonder then if {loth and {leep
Diftrefs and fumine bring !
Can he in harvedt hope to reap,
Who will not fow in fpring ?

3

5 "'y often thus, n foul.concerns,
We pofpel-fluggards fec;

Wono, 1f a with v cu.d ferve their turnie,
tignt true believers be.

6 But when the preacher bide them wateh,
Antieek, and ftrive, and pray #;
At evry poor excufe they cateh
A llon in the way |

7 To ule the means ¢f grace, how Joth !
We call them il 10 vain g
Thev vield to their beloved fluth,
And fo'd their arms again.

3 Dear Saviour, let thy pow’r appuar,
The outward call to md
Thele wrowly fouls can r.:uﬂv hear
The voice that wakes the dead.

LXXIX., DNetin Wordy but in Dour,

1 I_IOW fuon the Suviour's gracicus call
Difarm’d the rage of bload v Saul 1 ;
Jelus, the lxﬂD\"lL&lgC of thy nmnc
Changes the lion to a ]nmbl

¥ 1 Corixi 240 Luke aiilag. 4 Ahix bs
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2 Zaccheus, when he knew the Lord *,
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What he had gain’d by wrong reftor’d ;
And of the wealth he priz'd before,
He gave the half to feed the peor.

5 The woman who fo vile had been +y

When brought to weep o’er pardon’d fin,
Was from her cvil ways eftrang’d,

And fhew’d that grace her heart had chang’d,

4 And can we think the pow'r of grace
Is loft, by change of time and place 2
Then it was mighty, all allow,

And 15 it but a notion now ?

5 Can they whom pride and paflion fivay,
Who mammon and the world obey,
In cavy and contention live,
Prefume that they indeed believe 3

6 True faith unites to Chrift the root,
By him producing holy fruit ;
And they who no fuch fruit can fhow,
Still on the ftock of nature grow,

7 Lord, let thy word effedtual prove,
To work in us obcdient Jove !

And may ezch one wlio hears 1t dread
A name to live, and yet be dead L.

SIMILAR HYMNS,

Book I. Hymn 8. 20. 83, 87. 91.104. 123,
139. 141,
Book II. Hymn 34. 49. 86. 1. 99.

¥ Luke xix, 8, T Luke vii, 47, t Rew, ﬁi'_ s
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VII. PRAISE.

LXXX. C. Praife for Faith,

I ()T all the gifts thine hands beftows,
Thou giver of ull good !
Wot heav’n itfelf a richier knows,

Than my Redeemes’s bloed.

~ Fa'th too, the blovd-receiving grace,
From tie fame hand we gam
Elfe, fweetly as it fuits our cafc,
That <ift bad been in vam,

5 Till thou thy teaching pow’r apply,
QOur hearts refufe to e,
And, weak asa ditemper’d eve,
Shut cut the view of thee,

4 Blird to the merits of thy Son,
What mis'ry we endure! f
Yet fiv that hand, from which alone
We could expedt a cure,

5 We praife theey, and would praife thee wore,
To tlice our all we owe
The precious S.vinury and the pow's
That makes humn precious too.

LXXXI. C. Grace and Prevadence.
I ALMIGHTV King! whofe wondrous hard

Supports the weight of fea and land,
Whofe gruce 15 fuch a boundllfs ftore,
Mo heart fha!l break that fighs for more,

2 Thy providence fupplies my food,
Aad tis thy bleidug makes it good;
My foulis nourith’d by thy ward,
Let foul and body praife the Levd,



Hymn 82, PRALISE,

3 My ftreams of outward comfort came
From him who built this carthly frame,
Whatc’er I want h's bounty gives,

By whom my foul for cver lives,
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¢ Either his hand preferves from pain,
Or, if I feel it, heals again ;
From Satan’s malice (hiclds

my breatt,
Or overrules it for the beft,

3 Yorgive thic fong that falls fo low
Beneath the gratitude I gwo !
It means thy praife, however poor,
An angel’s fong can do 1o nore,

LXXXIL Praife for redecning oy,
1 I ET ws bve, and S and wonder,
v . . .
Let us praife the Saviour's name |
He has huih'd the Law’s loud thunder,
He has quench’d mount Sinat’s lame
He has wath’d us with hic blood,
He has brought us migh to God,

> Letusleve the Lord whe bought us,
Firv’d us when cnemies,
Call'd s by his Brice, and taught s,
Guave us cars, and Bave us cyes :
e has wath’d us with his blood,
He prefents our fuuls 1o Gaod.

§ Letus fing, the feree temptations
Fhreaten hard to beay us down |
For the Lord, our ftrong falvation *¥,
Bolls in vicw the conqu’ror’s crowvn ¢
He that wallvd us with his boad,
Soon will bring us home to Gud,

* Rev, i, 10,
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4 Let us wonder, grace and juftice
Join, and point to mercy’s ftore;
When thro’ grace in Chrift our truft is,
Juftice fmiles, and afks no more :
He who wath'd us with his blood,
Has fecur’d our way to God.
§ Let us praife and join the chorus
Of the faints enthron’d on high;
Here they trufted him before us,
Now their praifes fill the fky *
“ Thou haft wafli'd us with thy bleod,
‘Thou art worthy, Lamb of God 1

6 Hark ! the rame of Jefus founded
Loud from golden harps above !
Lord, we blufh, and arc confounded,
Faint our praifes, cold our love!
Wath our fouls and fongs with blood,
For by thee we come to God,

LXXK[IL C. I'E['f”{ﬂ‘ﬂ{ﬁ’ f}ft' hr‘:z:lfﬂﬂ T;Hh‘h

I WINTER has a joy for me,
While the Saviour’s charms 1 read,
Lowly, meek, from biemifh free,
In the mow-drop’s penfive head,

2 Spring returns, and brings along
Life-invigorating funs :
Havk ! the turtlc’s plaintive {ong
Seems to {peak his dying groans )
3 Summer has a thoufand charms,
All expreflive of his worth ;
Tis by fun that lights and warms,
Iis the air that cools the carth.
4 What, has autumn left to fay
Nothing of a Saviour’s grace 3
Yes, tie beams of milder day
Tell me of his fmiling face.

¥ RWI Y. 9!
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5 Light appears with carly dawn ;

While the fun makes hafte to rife,

S¢ee his bleeding beauties drawn

On the bluthes of t)ye fkics,
6 Ev’ning

315

» With a filent pace,
Siowly Moving in the weft,
Shews an emblem of 1y £race,
Points to an eternal reft.

LXXX1V. Perfeveranee,
1 REJO.‘;CE, believer, in the Lord,
Who makes your caufe lijs own ;
The hope that’s byjlt itpon his word
Can ne’ér be overthrown,
* Tho’ many foes befet your road,
And fecble js your arm,
Your life is hid with Chiiit in God *,
Beyond the reach of harm.
2 Wak as you are, you fhall not faint,
Or fainting thall not dic;
Jefus, the thiength of ev’ry faint T,
Will aid you from on high,
4 Tho’ fometimes unperceiv'd by fenfe,
Faitl fecs him always ncar,
A Guide, o Glory, a Defence,
Then what have you to fear?

§ As furely as he cvercame,
And triumph’d once for you 3

S0 furely you that love his name,
oshall eriumph in him too.

LY XXV. Sulvation.

! SALVATI ON! what a glorious plan,
How fuited to our need !

The grace that raifes fallen man
Is wonderful indecd )

ol i, 3, t Zfaiak 51, 294
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2 Twas wildom form’d the vaft defign,
To ranfom us when loft
And love’s unfathomabls mine

Provided all the coft.

3 Stri&t Juftice, with approving look,
The holy covinant feal’d;
And truth, and power, undertook

The whole fhould be fulill’d,

4 Truth, Wifdom, Juftice, Pow’r, and Love,
In «l} their Gloiy thone;
When Jefus left the courts above,
Ard dy’d to ave his own,

5 Diuth, Wifdam, Jufine, Pow'r, and Love,
Arc equaty difplay 'd
Now Jefuas reigns enthron'd above
Our advotate and Head,

6 Now fin appears deforving dzash,
Mol heterad and abhe r'd;
And yet the Gnner lives by faith,
And dares approach the Lord.

LXXVI. ﬂrfgnfug Grace.

1 NO\"' niayv the Lorg reveal hiy face,
And teach vur fiumm'ring tonpues
To make Lis fovercign, reigning prace ¥
The fubedt of our fupyps!
No fweater fubjed can invire
A froner’s lwait to fing ;
Or more ditpiay the glorious richt
Of our exalted King,

Y-

This fubject fills the farry plaing
With wonder, joy, and luve

And fursithes the noblett (rains
bar all the harps above :

® Rom, v, 21,
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Whilc the redeem’d in praife combine
To grace upon the throne #,
Angels in foleran chorus join,
And make the theme their own,

3 Grace reigns, to pardon crimfon fins,

To melt the hardeft hearts ;

And from the work it once begins 1
It never more departs :

The world and Satan ftrive in vain
Agaimnit the chofen few ¥ ;

Secur'd by grace’s conqu’ring reign,
They all fhall conquer too.

4 Grace tills the {oil, and fows the feeds,

Provides the fun and rain,

Till from the tender blade proceeds
The ripen’d havveft grain.

"Twas grace that call’d our fouls at firft,
By grace thus far we're come,

And grace will help us thro’ the wortt,
And lead us fafely home,

5 Lord, when this changing life is paft

It we may {ee thy face,

How fhall we praife, and love, at laft,
And fing the reign of grace | !

Yet let us aim while here below
Thy mercy to difplay

And own at leaft the debt we owe,
Altho’ we cannot pay.

LXXXVII, Lratfe to the Redeemer.

*  PREPARE 1 thankful fong
To the Redeemer’s name !

His praifes fhould cmploy each tongue,
And ev'ry heart influme |

* Pl 1.6, 1+ Rew. v, g, 12,
: Ramo viily 35-=39. || Pfalm cxv, 1.
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2 He laid his glory by,
And dreadful pains endur'd,
That rebels, {uch av you and T,
From wrath might be fecur'd,

3 Upon the ciofs he dy’d,
Our debt of fin to pay;
The blood and water fiom his fide
Wath gl and filth away.

4  And now he pleading ftands
For us, before the throne,

And anfwers all the Law’s d. mands,
With what himfelf hath done.
He fecs us, wilinn r flives
To {1 and Satan’s pow'r s

But, with an outftrerch'd atm, he faves,
In hus eppointed hour,

6 The Holy Ghoti he fenda
Qur ttucbora fuuls to move ;
To make his ¢n m'os his friends,
And conauer them by love,
7 Thelove of fin departs,
The dire of ¢ivee takes blace,
Scon as his v invites our hearls
To rife aud {eek his face,

i

8  The worid amd Satun rage,
But b~ ther pow’r controuls;
His wit.om, love, and truth, eogage
Prot=Sian for our fuls.
9  Tho prefs’dy we will net yield,
But thall prevail at length,
For Jesus is our fun and thield,
Our righteoufuefs and ftrength,

10 Affur'd that CurisT our King
Will put our foes to fisht,
We, on the held of battle., (ing

And triumph, while we fight.

7
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LXXXVIIL M by Nature, Gracey and Glory,

t T ORD, what is map ! Cxtremes how wide,
In this myterious nature Join |

The flefh, to wornys and duft ally’d,
The foul, immortal and divine |

§ 2 Divine at firft, 5 holy flame
| Nindled by the Almighty’s breath »

THl, fain’d by fin, it foon became
The feat of dar knefs, thile, and deatls.

b 5 Bur Jefus, oly ! AMazing grace |

1 Aidum’d our natyre as his owen,
Obey'd and fufferd i our place,
Then took it wieh him to b throne,

4 + Now what s many when grace reyegls
The virtue of 4 Saviour’s blood 3
Agamn a life divine he teels,

Defpifes earth, and wajks with God,

{ ¢ And what, in yonder realns above,
Is ranfoin’d man ordain'd to be
With honour, holinefs, angd love,
No leraph more adorn’d than he,

0 Nearcft the throney and frft iy fong,
Man thall his hallelujahs raife .

W hile wond") ing angcls round him throng,
And fwell the choryg of his praife,

SIMILAR HYMNS,

Pook I, Hymn g7, 58, 59. 79, R0,
Beok [], Hymn 35, 385 39+ 414 42,



320 SHORT HYMNS. Book II]

VIII. SHORT HYMNS.

BEFORE SERMON.
LXXXIX. |

I CONFIRM the hope thy word allows,

Behold us waiting to be fed ;

Blefs the provifions of thy houfe,

And fatisfy thy poor with bread

Drawn by thinc invitation, Lord,

Thirity and hungry we are come;

Now, from the fulnefs of thy word,

Feat vs, and fend ws thankful home.

I
i
i
r
t

XC,

x NOW, Lord, infpire the preacher’s heart,
And teach his tongue to fpeak ;
Focd to the hungry foul impart,
Aund cordials to the weak,

2 Furnifh us all with light and pow’rs
To walk in Wifdom’s ways;
So {hall the bevefit be ours,
And thou fhalt have the praife,

ACI

I THY promife, Lord, and thy command,
Have brought us here to-day ;
And now, we Lhumbly waiting ftand
To hear what thou wilt fay ¥,

2 Mect us, we pray, with words of peace,
Aund hil our hearts with love
That trom our follics we may ceale,
Aund henceforth faithful prove,

* Pfalm lxxxv, &
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XCITI, .

I HUNGRY, and faint, and poor, |

Behold us, Lord, again
Affembled at thy mercy’s door

I‘h} bounty to obtaiy.

1=

Th‘, word invites ys nigh,

Or wa2 muft {tatve mdccd
For we no money have to IJuv

No righteoufaefs to plead,

5 The fond mtr {pirits want
Thy hand

Al ONE ¢an ”I‘u’ﬂ .
Ch, heur

the pray’r of tmth, and
That

siant:
We muy caty and live,

XCIII, Llalm cvi,

RE MEMBER us, we
With thofe w

And t our fouls thlt a0ad n
Thy promife hys preoar'd for them,

* To us thy yrea t (alvation Thow,
Give ys g tafie of love dmnc

That we thy people 5 joy mu} Know, .
And in theyy holy tuumph Join,

XCIV., ’
\IOT to Sinai’s dreadful biaza ¥

But to Zion’s throne nfhrace,
By aw, Y mark’d opr wih blood,
SHICES now approach to God,

i% Err’ww:vr Xii, 13; 22,
P
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2 Nt to hear the fiery law,
But with bumble joy to draw
Water, by that well fupply’d ¥,
Jefus open’d when he dy’d.

{ord, there are no ftreams but thine
Can affuage a thirft like mine;

"Tis a thirft thyfelf didft give,

et me therefore drink and live.

sl

XCV.
: ()FTEN thy public means of grace,
Thy thirfty people’s wat'ring place,
The archers have befet 43
Attuck’d them in thy houfe of pray’r,
To ptifon dragg'd, or to the bar,
When thus toirether met,
Pt we from fuch affaults are freed,
Can pravy and B3, and hear, and read,
sad meet, and part in peace
“Iay we our privileges prize
1. their improvement make us wife,
And blefs us with increafe,
Uil thy prefence thau afford,
aler thy blcfling clothe the word,
li vain our liveyty '.
Wit would it profit to maintain
A puame for life, fhould we remain
Formal and dead to thee:

AFTER SERMON.
XCVI. Deut. zxxiii. 264 29,

3 WITH 1fracl's God who can compare ?
Or who lixe Ifracl happy arc ¢
(7 people fuved oy the Lord,
Ficis thy fhicld and great reward !

¥ Jfaiak Xit 3 T Fudges vo 11,




Hymn 99. SHORT HYMNS, 323

2 Upheld by everlafting arms,
Thou art fecur'd from foes and harms s
In vain their plots, and falfe their boafls,
Our refuge is the Lord of hogts,

XCVIL  Hubakbut i3 17, 18,

JESUS is mine ! I'm now prepar’d

8 I . .
Lo meet with what T thousht moft hard :

Yes, let the winds of trouble blow,

And comforts melt away like fnow

No blaited trees, or fatling crops,

Can hinder my cterpal hopes ;

Tho’ creatures change, the Lord’s the fame;

L

Then Iet me trium ph in his name.

XCVIIL.

'\VE fcek a3 reft beyond the kies,
In cverlatting day ;

Thro’ floods and Hames the paflage lies,
But Jefus guards the way

The fwelling flood, and raging flame,
Hear and obey his word ;

Then let us triumph in his name,
Our Saviour is the Lord.

XCIX. Deut, xxxii, 0, 10.

- 1 PHE faints Emmanuel’s portion are,
Redeem’d by price, reclaim’d by pow’r;

His fpecial choice, and tender care,

Owns them and guards them ev’'ry hour,

: He finds them in a barren land,
Befer with fins, and fears and woes 3
ke leads and guides them by his hand,

And bears them fafe from all their focs,
P2



124 SHORT HYMNS.  Book IIT,

Co  Hebreaws xiii. 20, 24.

1 MOW may he who from the dead
* ¥ Brought the Shepherd of the fheep,
Jeius Chrifty our King and Head,
Al our fouls m fafety keep!

2 May he teach us to ulfil
What 1s pleafing in his fight;
Perieet us in all his will,
And preferve us day and aighe

To that dear Redeemer’s praife,

W ho the cov'nunt feal’d with blooed,
Let our hearts and voices raife

Loud thank{zivings to our God.

-3

CLl. 2 Cormnthians xiii. 14.

WVIAY thegrace of Chrift our Saviour,
And the Father's boundiefs love,

With the holy Spirit’s favour,

Redt upon us from above !

Thus may we abide in vaion

With each other, and the Lo

And poflels, in fweet communion,

Joys wauch cauth cannot afford.

CIL

MHE peace which God alone reveals,

And by his word of EldCe impnrts,
Which only the believer feels -,

Direct and keep, and cheer your hearts

* Pl w7,



tlymn 104.  SHORT HYMNS. 3235

And may the Holy Three i One,
T'he Father, Word, and Comforter,
Pour an abundant blefling dow

On every foul affernbled here !

CIII.

1 TO thee our wants are Known,
| From thee are all oyp pow’rs ;
Accept what is thine own,
And pardon what is ours -
Qur praifes, Lotd, and Pray’rs receive,.
And to thy word g bleffing give,

% Ob, grant that each of us,
Now met before the here,
May inicet togcther thus,
When thou and thine appear !
And lollow thee to heav'y oyr home,.
L'en fo, Amen, Lord Jelus, come ¢,

GLORIA PATRIL
CIvV.

HE FaTuer we adore,
And everlafting So N,
The Se1rtt of his love and pow’r,
The glorious Three in Qpe.

2 At the creation’s birtl
This fong was fung on high,

Shall found, thro’ ev'ry age, on caith,
And thro cterni Y.

[ BN

* R, v 20,
P3



226 SHORT HYMNS.  Book [il:

CV.

1 F:\THER of angels and of men, -
Saviour, who haft us bought,

Spirity by whom we're bora again,
And fanctify'd and taught !

~ Thy glory, holy Threc in One,
Thy people’s fong fhall e,
Long as the wheels of time {hall run,

And to eternity.

CVL

I GLORY to God the Father’s name,
To Jefus, who for (inners dy’d ;
The holy Spirit claims the fame,
By whom our fouls are fanctify d.

» Thy praife was fung when time began
By angcls, thro’ the flarry fpheres;
And thall, as now, be fung by man
Thro® vaft cternity’s long years.

CVIIL

YE Cints on carth, afcribe, with heav’n’shigh
hoft,

Glory and honour to the One n Three 3

To Gop the FaTher,.Son, and Hol¥
GuosT,

As was, and is, and evermore fhall be.
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A TABLE

According to the Order and Subje
of the Hymns,

L SOLEMN ADDRESSES 1 Hymn
1 S3INNERS. Valley of the thadow of

death, 28

Hymn {0 e form huthed 2X
-F'?E OSTULATION ; Help in time of n:cd, 22
AATHT . - -

L. Pcace nfturaiturm, 23
i,:u.unuft,ﬂnfﬂfﬁ éﬂl:iﬂ"ﬂ: 3 [ Mourning and longing, 23
Picpure to meet God, Rejoice tae fonl or thy
hvitation, - 5

ll.:f‘l’ﬂntg - 25
et e Self-ncqu.iintancc, - 20
il SEEKING, PLEADING, Bitter and fweet, . 27
AND HOPING., Prayer for paticnce, . 28
Fhe burdened Sinnery 6 [ Submiffion, A 5
henold  am vite, - o | Why thould I complain? 30
d Thaethicing liphr, . @ Return, O Lord, how
{ bncouragement, © - o long! - 3z
1he waiting Soul, . 4 Catt cown, but not de.
Theeffory, - 11y 12| Ilroyed, -

, 3%
sceking the Beloved, 3 [ The benizhted traveller, ;3

4 L]

) Kelt for weary foul: 14 | The prifoner .
ey ! : Perplexity ;Elimred, gg

ML CONFLICT, |F ’;‘};ﬁzh‘“_‘m“eﬁ, by 6
fight fhining o4t of I will rutt and .not pe

darknefs, - 15| afraid, . 17

I Welcome crofs, ~ 10| Queftions to Unbelief, 8
Aflicions fanQificd oy Great effeéls by {mall

| the word, - 171 means, - 310

lempration, - 18 | Why art thou cat down ? 40

booking upwards in a The way of accefs, « 4y

oy, T T 19| °The piyrims fung, 42
|




128
Iv. COMFORT.
Hymn
Faith a new fenfe, 43
The happy change, 44
Retirement, - 45
Jefus my all, -~ 4D
Thehidden life, - 4@
Toy and peace inbelieving 4
True plealure, - 49
The Chriftian, - 50

Livcly hope and graci-

ous fear, - 51
Confidence, - 5L
Peace reftoredy, - 53
Hear what he has done, g4
Freedom {rom care, 5%

Humiliation and praife, 59
For {17 poor, - 57
Home in view, - 53

——r—

V. DEDICATION AND

SURRENDER.
O1d thmgs pified away, 59
Power of grace, 03

My fou! thiriteth for God, 61

Love conftraimng (o
obodience, - 62,

Heart healed and chang-

ed by mercy, 03
Hatr~d of fin, - 04
‘The cnld, - 65
True happinefs, = 65
'I'he happy debtor, 67

A TABLE, &e.

V. CAUTIONS,
Hymn
The nev: converty, - €3

True and fal ¢ comiforts, €

True axd fille zeal, 70
Living and dead faith, 71
Abufe o1 the Goipely 72
The nirrow way, "1
Dependence, 74
Not of works, - o
£in's dacerty - =
Aic there few faved 2 77

" \-‘_

The Clugzard, -

it !
Not in word, butin power7g

e e

Vil. PRALSE.
Pralie for {aith, - 82
Grace and providence,

Praifcforredeeninnhy love, 82
1 will praife the Lord at

al! times, -
Perieverance, - ¥1
Saivation. - hE
Reigning grace,  « &)

Piraife to the Redzemery 57

Man by natare, grace,
and glery, -

et S

VIlII SHORT HYMIN>,

Before Sermon, =~ 3G~ 3

Ateer ermiony -
Gloria Patrl, -

THE END OF THE THIRD BOOKR,

N

&1

&8
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POEMS
- THE KITL; or, PRIDE MUST HAVE A.
FALL.

My waking dreams are befl conceal 'd,.
Much folly, little good they yield s

But mow and then I gain, wher Jfleeping,
A friendly hint, that's wwerth the ﬁfc’pfu;;' :
Lately I drean’d of one awlho cry’d,

¢« Beware of felfy beware of pride ;

I hen you are prone to build a Dabdl,
Recal to mimd this little fable.”

NCE on a time a paper kire

Was mounted to a wondrous height,
Wheie, giddy with its elevation,
It thus exprefs’d felc-admiration s
““ See how yon crowds of ;zazing people
Admire my fight above the flceple;
How would they wonder if they knew
All that a kite like me can do ?
Were 1 but free, I'd take a flight,
And pierce the clouds beyond their fight,
uty ah! like a poor pris'ner bound,
My ftring confines me near the ground :
I'd brave the cagle’s tow’ring wing
Might I but fly without a ftring.”

It tupe’d and pelld, while thus it fpcke,
Ta break the @tring—at laft it broke.
Deprivd at once of all its ftay,

In vain it try’d to foar away s

Unable its own weight to bear,

fr fiutter'd downward thro’ the air 3
Unable 1ts own courle to guide,

The winds foon plung'd it in the tide.
Lh! foolifh kite, thou hadft no wing,
How couldlt thou fly without a firing

My heart reply’'d, ¢ O Lord, 1 fee
How much this Kite refembles me !

3
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0 POENMS.

Forgetful that by thee I ftand,

Tmpatient of thy ruling hand ;

How oft I've wifh’d to break the lines
Thy wifdom for my lot afiizus ?

How oft indulg’d a vain defire

For {omething more, or fomething higher 2
And, but for grace and love divine,

A fall thus dreadful had boen mine.”

A THOUGHT ON THE SEA-SHOREL,

I ev'ry object here T fee
Somethmg, O Lord, that leads to thee ;
Firm as the rocks thy promife fands,
Thy mercies countlefs as the fands,
Thy love a fea immenlely wide,
Ty grace an cver-flowing tide.
In ev'vy obje& here T fce
Somecthing, n.y heart, that points at thee.

Had as the rocks that bound the firand,
Unfruitful as the barren fand,

Deep and deceitful as the ocean,
And, like the tides, in conflant motion,

THE SPIDER AND TOAD.

SOME author (no great matier who,
Provided what he {ays be true)

Relates he faw, with hotliie rage,

A fpiderand a toad en, age :

For tho' with potfon both are flor'd,

Iiach by the other 15 abhortr’d ;

It feems as if their common venom

Provok'd an enmity between ’em.

Implacable, malicious, cruel,

[1ke modern hero in a duel,

The {pider darted on his foe,

Infixing death at every blow,



POEMS.
The toad, by ready inftin@ taught,

An antidote, when wounded, fought
From the herb Plantain, growing near,
Well known to toads its virtues rare,
The fpider’s poifon to repel

It cropp'd the leaf, and foon was well,
This remedy it often try'd,

And all the fpider's rage defy'd.

The perfon who the conteft view’d,
While yet the battle doubtfy) ftood,
Remov'd the healing plant away—
And thus the fpider gain’d the day :
For when the toad return’d once more
Wounded, as it had done before,

To feck relief and found jt not,

It fwell'd and dy’d upen the fpot,

In ev’ry civeumtance but one

(Could that liold too, I were undonc)
No glafs can reprefent my face

More juftly than this tale my cafe,
The toad’s an emblem of my heart,
And Satan adts the fpider’s part.
Envenom’d by this poifon, J

Am often at the point to dic;

But he who hung upon the tree, }

l"_l,;
)

From guilt and woe to fct me free,

[s like the Plantain leaf to me.

To him my wounded foul repairs,

He knows my pain, and heas my prayers j
From hiin T virtue diaw by faith,
Which faves me from the jaws of death s
From him frefh life and firength I gain,
And Satan fpends his rage in vain,

No fecret arts or open force,

Can rob me of this fure refource;
Though banith’d to fome diftant land,
My med'cine would be Rl at hand ;



332° POEMS:

Though foolith men its worth-deny;, .
Jixperience gives them all the he;
Though Deifts and Socinians join,
Jefus {hill lives, and ftill is mine.
s here the happy diffrence Yes, .
My Saviour reigns above the {kics, .
Vet to my foul is always near,

For he is God, and cv'yv where,
His blood a fovercign balm is found :
For cv'ry grief and ev'ry wound;
And fooner all the hills thall flee
And hide themfelves beneath the {eas
Or occan, ftarting from its bed,
Ruik o'er the cloud- topt mounzain’s head ;
The fun, exhaufted of its light,
Recome the fource of endlets nighty
And rwn fpread from. pole to pale;
Than Jefus fatl the tempted foul.

wINIé,
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