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PRFEFACE.

)

COPIES of a few of thefe Hymns have al«
ready appeared in periodical publications,
and in fome recent colle@tions.. I have obfer-
ved one or two of them attributed to perfons
who certainly had no concern in them, but as
tranfcribers.  All that have been at different
times parted with in manufcript are included in
the prefent volume ; and (if the information -
were of any great importance) the Public may
be aflured, that the whole number were com-
pofed by two perfons only. The original dee
fign would not admit of any other af%ociation.
A defire of promoting the faith.and comfort of
fincere Chriftians, though the principal, was
not the only motive to this undertaking. It
was likewife intended as a monument, to per-
petuate the remembrance of an intimate and
endeared friendfhip. With this pleafing view,
I entered upon my part, which would have
been {fmaller than it is, and the book would
have appeared much fooner, and in a very dif-
ferent form, if the wife, though myfterious pro=
vidence of God, had not feen fit to crofs my
wifhes. We had not proceeded far upon our
propofed plan, before my dear friend was pre«
vented, by a long, and affe@ing indifpofition,
from affording me any farther affitance. My
grief and difappointment were great ; I hung
my harp upon the willows, and for fome time
- thought myfelf determined to proceed no fare
ther without him. Yet my mind was after-
wards led to refume the fervice. My progrefs
in it, amidf} a variety of other engagements,
hay



iv PREFACE.

has been flow ; yet, in a conrfe of years, the-
Hymns amounted to a: confiderable number:-
And my deference to the judgement and defires -
of others, has at length overcome the reluéance -
~ I'long felt to fee them in print, while 1 had fo
few of my friend’s hymas to -infert in the col-
le&ion. Though it is poffible a good judge of
compofition might be able to diftinguifh”thofe
which are his, I have thought it proper to. pre-
clude a mifapplication, by prefixing the letter
C to each of them. For the reft I muft be re-
fponfible.
" There is a ftyle and manner fuited to the.
" compofition of hymns, which may be more fuc-
cefsfully, or at leaft more eafily, attained by a-
verfifier than by “a poet.” They thould be
Hymns, not Odes, if defigned. for public. wor-
fliip, and for the ufé of plain people. Perfpi-
cuity, fimplicity, and eafe, fhould be chiefly.
attended to; and the imagery and colouring of
poetry, if admitted at all, fhould be indulged.
very fparingly, and’ with great judgement. °
The late Dr Watts, many of whofe hymns are
admirable. patterns in this fpecies of writing, .
miglhit, as a poet, have a right to fay, That it
coft him fome labour to reftrain his fire, and.to
accommodate himfelf to the capacities-of come
mon readers. But it would not become ‘me ta
make fuch a declaration. 1t behoved me to da
my beft.. Bat though T would not offend read-
ers of tafte by a wilful coarfenefs and negli-
gence, I do not write profeffedly far them, If
the-Lord, whom I ferve, has been pleafed to
favour me with that mediocrity of talent, which
may qualify me for ufefulnefs to the. weak and
the poor of his flock, without quite difgufting
perfons of fuperior difcernment,.] have reafon
to be fatisfied.. .
' ‘ As
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As the workings of the heart of man, and of

" the Spirit of God, are in general the fame in all

who are the fubjeés of grace, I hope moft of
‘thefe hymns, being the fruit and expreffion of
my own experience, will coincide with the views
of real Chriftians of all denominations. But I
cannot expe& that every fentiment I have ad-
vanced will be univerfally approved. However,
I am not confcious of having written a fingle
line, with an intention either to flatter or to of.
fend any party or perfon upon earth, I have
fimply declared my own views and feelings, as
I might have done if 1 had compofed hymns in
fome of the newly-difcovered iflands in the
South Sea, where no perfon had any knowledge
of the name of Jefus but myfelf. I am a friend
of peace ; and being deeply convinced, that no
one can profitably underftand the great truths
and do&rines of the gofpel, any farther than he
is taught of God, I have not a wifh to obtrade
my own tenets upon others, in a way of contro-
verly: yet I do not think my{elf bound to con-
ceal them. :Many gracious perfons, (for many
fuch 1 am perfuaded there are), who differ from
me, more or lefs, in thofe poinis which are

* called Calviniftic, appear defirous that the Cal-

vinifts thould, for their fakes, ftudioufly avoid
every expreflion which they caanot approve.
¥et few of them, I believe, impofe a like re-
ftraint upon themfelves, but think the import-
ance of what they deem to be truth juftifies them
in fpeaking their fentiments plainly and itrong-
1y. May1 not plead for an equal liberty ? The
views I have received of the do&rines of grace
are effential to my peace; I could not live com-
fortably a day or an hour without them. [like«
wife believe, yea, fo far as my poor attain'iients
‘warrant me to {peak, I know them to be friend-
b

ly
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“ly to holinefs, and to have a diret influence in
_producing and maintaining a gofpel-converfa-
tion ; and therefore I muft not be athamed of
them. .

The Hymns are diftributed into three Books.
In the firft, I have clafled thofe which are form-
ed upon fele& paflages of fcripture, and placed
them in the order of the books of the Old and
New Teftament. The fecond contains Occa-
fional Hymns, fuited to particular feafons, or
fuggefted by particular events or fubjects. The
third Book is mifcellaneous, comprifing a va-
riety of fubjes relative to a life of faith in the

.Son of God, which have no exprefs reference,

_either to a ﬁngle text of {cripture, or to any de-

terminate feafon or incident. Thefe are farther

fubdivided into diftin& heads. This arrange-

-ment is not fo accurate, but that feveral of the

hymns might have been differently difpofed.

Some attention to method may be found conve-

nient, though a logical exaltnefs was hardly

pradticable. As fome fubjeés in the feveral

books are nearly coincident, I have, uoder the -
divifions in the third Book, pointed out thofe

which are fimilar in the two former. And I

have likewife, here and there, in the fitft and fe-

cond, made a reference to hymns of a like im. -
port in thethird.

‘This Publication, which, with my humble,
prayer to the Lord for his blcﬂing upan ity I of.- -
fer to the fervice and acceptance éf all who:love
the Lord Jefus Chrift in fincerity, of every name
and in every place, into whofe hands it may
come, I.more particularly dedicate to my dear
friendsin the parith and nelghbourhood of Ol..
ney, for whofe ufe the Hymns were originally
compofed ; as a teftimony of the fincere love I
bear them, and as 2 token .of y gratitnde lt.o-

the
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the Lord, and to them, for the comfort 4nd fa-
tisfaction with which the difcharge of my mini«
ftry among them has been attended. .

Fhe hour is approaching, and, at my time of
life, cannot be very diftant, when my heart, my
pen, and my tongue, will no longer be able to
move in their fervice. Bat I truft, while my
heart continues to beat, it will feel a2 warm de-
fire for the profperity of their fouls ; and while
my hand can write, and my tongue fpeak, it
- will be the bufinefs and the pleafure of my life,
to aim at promoting their growth and eftablifh-
ment in the grace of our God and Saviour.
To this precious grace I commend them, and-
earneftly intreat them, and all who love his
Bame, to ftrive mightily with their prayers to
God for me, that I may be preferved faithful.
to the end, and enabled at laft to finith my courfe
with joy.-

\ JOHN NEWTON.

OLNEY, Bucks, I - o
Feb, 1. 1779. B}

by . THE



A Believer free from care, -

Aflli€tions do not come alone,
Affliftions, tho? they feem fevere,
A garden contemplation fuits,

A fhelter from the rain or wind,
Ah! what can I do, -

Alas! Elifha’s fervant cry’d, -
Alas! by nature how deprav’d,

-A lion, tho’ by nature wild, -

"A glance from heav’n, with fweet effe&,

-

Almighty King! whofe wondrous hand,

Altho® on mafly pillars built, -

Amazing grace ! (how fiveet the found !)

Approach, my foul, the mercy-feat,
As birds their infant brood prote&,
As needles point towards the pole,
As once for Jonah, fo the Lord,
As parched in the barren fands, -
As fome tall rock amidft the waves,
As the ferpent rais’d by Mofes,
As the fun’s enliv’ning eye, -
As when the weary trav’ller gains,
A word from Jefus calms the fea,
A worldling fpent each day, -
B

Erore Elifha's gate, -

Begone, unbelief, - -

Behold the throne of grace ! -
‘Beneath the tyrant Satan’s yoke,
Befide the golpel-pool, _
Beftow, dear Lord, upon our youth,

Be ftill, my heart ! thefe anxious cares,

Bitter, indeed, the waters are,
Bleak winter is 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,
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OLNEY HYMNS, &e.

BOOK I

ON SELECT PASSAGES OF SCRIPTURE.

GENESIS.

HYMN I. ADAM. Chap.iii.

g ()N man, in his own image made,
How much did God beftow,
The whole creation homage paid,
And own’d him Lord below !

2 He dwelt in Eden’s garden, ftor’d
With fweets for ev’ry fenfe ;
And there, with his defcending Lord,
He wailk’d in confidence. -
3 But, oh! by fin how quickly changd! *
. His honour forfeited,
His heart from God and truth eftrang’d,
His confcience filI’d with dread !

4 Now from his Maker’s voice he flees,
-Which was before his joy ;
And thinks to hide, amidit the trees,
From an all-feeing eye, :

5 Come
g
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5§ Compell’d to anfwer to his name,
With ftubbornnefs and pride,
He caft on God himfelf the blame,
Nor once for mercy cried.

6 Bat grace, unafk’d, his heart fubdu’d,
And all his guilt forgave ;
By faith the promis’d feed he view’d,‘
And felt his pow’r to fave.

4 Thus we ourfelves would juftify,
Though we the law tranfgrefs ;
Like him, unable to deny,
Unwilling'to confefs,

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

11. CAIN and ABEL. Chap.iv, 3.—8.

] HEN Adam fell, he quickly loft {
God’simage, which he once poflefsd,,
‘See all our nature fince could boaft,
In Cain, his firft-born fon, exprefs’d !

-2 The facrifice the Lord ordain’d,
In type of the Redeemer’s bload,
Self-righteous reas’ning Cain difdain’d,
And thought lits own firft-fruits as good. ~

3 Vet.rage and envy fill’d his mind, .
When with a-fullen downcaft look, =
He faw his brother favour find,

‘Who God’s appointed method took.

.4 By Cain’s own hand good Abel dy’d,
Becaufe the Lord approv’d his faith ;
And when his blood for vengeance cry’d,
He viily thought to hide his death.

: ' 5. Such
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5 Such was the wicked mord’rer Cain,
And fuch by nature ftill are we,
Until by grace we’re born again,
Malicious, blind, and proud as he.

6 Like him, the way of grace we flight,
And in our own devices truft ;
Call evil good, and darknefs light,
And hate and perfecute the juft.

7 The faints in ev’ry age and place,
Have found his hiftory fulfill’d ;
The numbers all our thoughts furpafs,
Of Abels, whom the Caius have kill’d * !

8 Thus Jefus fell——but, oh ! his blood
Far better things than Abel’s cries +;
Obtains his murd’rers peace with God,
And gains them manfions in the fkies.

1I1. C. Walking with God. Chap. v. 24.

1 YH ! for a clofer walk with God,
7 A calm and heav’nly frame; .
A light, to fhine upon the road
That leads me to the Lamb !

2 Where is the bleflednefs I knew,
When firft ] faw the Lord ?
Where is the foul-refrething view
Of Jefus and his word ?

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoy’d !
How fweet their mem’ry ftill !
But they have left an aching void,
The world can never fill.

4 Return, O holy Dove, return,
Sweet meflenger of reft ;
I hate the fins that made thee mourn,
And drove thee from my breaft:
Az s The
# Rom. viii. 36. + Heb. xii, 24. o
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5 The deareft idol I hawe known,,
Whate’er that idol be,
Help me to tear it from thy throne,
And worthip only thee.

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

IV. Another.

% BY faith in Chrift I walk with God,
With heav’n, my journey’s end, in view;
Supported by his ftaff and rod *,
My road is {afe and pleafant too.

2 T travel through a defert wide,
Where many round me blindly ftray ;
But he vouchfafes to be my guide 4,
And will not let me mifs my way.

3 Tho’ fnares and dangers throng my path,
And earth and hell mry counrfe withftand,
1 triumph over all by faith 1, ,
Guarded by his Almighty hand.

4 The wilderaefs affords no food,
But God for my fupport prepares ;
Provides me ev’ry needful goad,
And frees my foul from wants and cares.

5 With him {weet converfe I maintain,
Great as he is, 1 dare be: free ;
I tell 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,

: 7
® Phal. xxiii. 4. f Plal. cvii, '} Plal. xvii, & 2,
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4 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 in Svdom. <Chap. xiii. 10.

3 HOW hurtful was the choiee of Lot,
Who took up his abode
(Becaufe it was a fruitful fpot)
With them who fear’d not God !

3 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,

3 Yet ftill he feem’d refolv’d w ftay,
As if it were his reft ;
Although their fins from day to day *
His righteous fou} diftrefs’d.

4 A while he ftay’d with apxzions mind,
Expodd to fcorn and firife :
At laft he left his all behind,
And fled to fave his life.

5 In vain his fons-in-law he warn’d,
They thought he told his dreams :
His daughters too, of them had learn’d,
And perifb'd in the flames.

6 His wife efcap’d a little way,
Bat dy’d for looking back :
Does not her cafe to pilgrims fay,
¢ Beware of growing flack ?”

7 Yea, Lot himfelf could ling’ring ftand,
Tho’ vengeance was in view ;
'Twas mercy pluck’d him by the hand,
- Or he had perifhed too.
. Aj 8 The

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

VI. C. 7FHOVAH-_‘7IREH the Lcrdwtlf
provide.  Chap. xxii. 14.

1 ’I’HE faints fhould never be difmay’d,
Nor fink in hopelefs fear:
For when they leaft expe& his aid,
The Saviour will appear.

2 This Abraham found, he rais’d the knife,
God faw, and faid, ¢ Forbear:”
Yon ram fhall yield his meaner life ;
Behald the:vi&im there !

3 Once David feem’d Saul’s certain prey ;
But hark ! the foe’s at hand * ;
Saul turns his arms another Way,
To fave th’ invaded land.

" 4 When Jonali funk beneath the wave,
He thought to rife no more $ ;

But God prepar’d afifh to fave,
And bear him to the fhore,

5 Blefs’d proofs of pow’r and grace divine,
That meet us in his word !
May ev’ry déep-felt care of mine
Be trufted with the Lord.

6 Wait for his feafonable aid,
And tho’ it tarry, wait :
The promife may be long delay’d,
But cannot come too late,

VII. "Tke

" ® Sam. xxiii. 7. 1 Jonah, i 17
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VII. Tke LORD will provide.

z O’ troubles affail,
And dangers affright,

Tho® friends fthould all fail,
And foes all unite ;
Yet one thing fecures us,
Whatever betide,
The fcripture affures us,
The Lorp will provide.

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

So long as 'tis written,
The Lorp will provide,

3 We may, like the fhips,
By tempefts be toft,
On perilous deeps,
But cannot be loft: -
Tho’ Satan enrages
The wind and the tide,
The promife engages,
The Lorp will provide,

4 His'call we obey,

Like Abrah’m of old,

Not knowing our way,.

But faith makes us bold -

For tho’ we are ftrangers,.

We have a good guide,
.. And traft in all dangers,

‘The Loxrp will provide,

Ay 5 When
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When Satan appears

To ftop up our path,

And fill us with fears,

'We triumph by faith;

He cannot take from us,
Tho’ oft he has try’d,

This heart-cheering promife,
The Lorp will provide.

6 He tells us we’re weak,

Our hope is in vain,

The good that we feek
We ne’er fhall obtain ;

But when fuch fuggeftions
Our fpirits have ply’d,
This anfwers all queftions,
The Lorp will provide.

» No frength of our own,

8

Or goodnefs we claim ;
Yet fince we have known
The Saviour’s great name,,
In this our ftrong tower
For fafety we hide,

The Lord is our power,
The Lorp will provide.

When life finks apace,
And death is in view,
This word of his grace
Shall comfort us through;
No fearing or doubting,
With Chrift on our fide,
‘We hope to die thouting,
The Lorp will provide.

VIII,
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VIIl. ESAU. Chap. xxv. 34. Heb. xii. 16.

3

R Efau repented too late,
That once he his birth-right defpis'd,

And fold for a2 morfel of meat,
‘What could not too highly be priz'd :
How great was his anguifh when told,
The blessing he fought to obtain,
Was gone with the dirth-right he fold,
And none could recall it again !

He ftands as a warning to all,
Wherever the gofpel liall come ;

O haften and yield to the call,

While yet for repentance there’s room L
Your feafon will quickly be paft ;
Then hear and obey it to-day,

Left, when you feek mercy at laft,
The Saviour fhould frown you away.

3 What is it the world can propofe ?

A morfel of meat at the beft !

For this are you willing to lofe

A fthare in the joys of the bleft ?

Its pleafures will {peedily end,

Its favour and praife are but breath 5
And what can its profits befriend
Your foul in the moments of death

4 If Jefus, for thefe, you defpife,

And fin to the Saviour prefer ;

In vain your intreaties and cries,

When fummon’d to ftand at his bar »

How will you his prefence abide ?

What anguith will torture your heart >

The faiats all enthron’d by his fide,

And you be compell’d to depart. ]
As 5 Too
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5 Too often, dear Saviour, have I
Preferr’d fome poor trifle to thee ;
How is it thou doft not deny
The blefling and- birth-right to me?
No better than Efau 1 am,

Tho’ pardon and heaven be mine ;
To me belongs nothing but fthame,
"Fhe praife and the glory be thine.

1X. ?ACOB'S Ladder. -Chap. xxviii. 12,

1 IF the Lord our leader be,
We may follow without fear ;

Eaft or weft, by land or fea,
Home, with him, is ev’ry where ;
When from-Efau Jacob fled,
Tho’ his pillar was a ftone,
And the ground his humble bed,
Yet he was not left alone.

2 Kings are often waking kept, .
Rack’d with cares on beds of ftate ;
Never king like Jacob flept,

For he lay at heaven’s gate ;

Lo ! he faw a ladder rear’d,
Reaching to the heav’nly throne ;
At the top the Lord appear’d,
Spake, and claim’d him for his own.

3 % Fear not, Jacob, thou art mine,
And my prefence with thee goes; -
On thy heart my love thall fhine,
And my arm fubdue thy foes:

From my promife comfort take,’
For my help in trouble call ;
Never will I thee forfake,

Till 1 have accomplifh’d all.”

4 Well does Jacob’s ladder fuit,
To the gofpel-throne of grace;
We are at the ladder’s foot,

> . Ev'ry hour, in ev’ry place :
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By affuming fleth and blood,
Jefus heav’n and earth unites ;
We by faith afcend to God ¥,
God to dwell with us delights.

& They who know the Saviour’s name;- -
Are for all events prepar’d ;
What can changes do to them, .
Who have fuch a guide and guard ?
Should they traverfe earth around,
To the ladder ftill they come ;
Ev'ry fpot is holy ground,
God is there—and he’s their home.

X. My Nameis FAQ0B. Chap. xxxil. 24,

1 NAY, I cannot let thee go,
~ Tiil a blefling thou beftow ;
Do not turn away thy face,
Mine’s an urgent prefling cafe.

2 Doft thou atk me who I am?
Abh, my Lord, thou know’it my name !
Yer the quefhon gives a plea, .
To fupport my fuit with thee.

3 Thou didft onte a wretch behold, .
In rebellion blindly bold,
Scorn thy grace, thy pow’r defy ;:
‘That pgor rebel, Lord, was I. -

4 Once a finner near defpair-
Sought thy mercy-feat by pray’r; -
Mercy heard and fet him free ; 5
Lord, that mercy came to me.

8 Many years have pafs’d fince then, -
Many changes | have feen,
Yet bave been upheld till now ;
Who could hold me up bat thou ?
A6 6 Thow-

#* 2 Cor, vi. 15. -
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6 Thou hatft help'd in ev’ry need,
This emboldens me to plead ;.
After fo much*mercy patt,
Can’ft thou let me fink at laft ?

7 No—I muft maintain my hold,
'Tis thy goodnefs makes me bold ;
I can no denial take,
When 1 plead for Jefu's fake.

XI. Plenty in the time cf dearth. Chap. xli. 56.

3 MY foul once had its plenteous years,
, And throve, with peace and comfort
fill’d :
Like the fat kine and ripen’d ears,
Which Pharaoh in his dream beheld.

2 With pleafing frames and grace receiv’d,,
With means and erdinances fed,
ow happy for & while I liv'd,
ind little fear’d the want of bread.

3 But famine came, and left no fign
Of all the plenty I had feen ;
Like the dry ears and half-ftarv’d kine,,
I then look’d wither’d, faint, and. lean..

4 To Jofeph the Egyptians went ;
To Jefus I made known my cafe ;
He, when my little ftock was fpent,,
Open’d ks magazine of grace.

§ For lie the time of dearth forefaw,
And made provifion long before ;
That famith'd fouls, like me, might dramw
Supplies from his unbounded fore..

6 Now on his bounty I depend,
And live from fear of dearth fecure ;-
Maintain’d by fuch a mighty friend,

-4 canngt want till he is peor,
, 7Q
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. 7 O finners, hear his gracious call !
His metcy’s.deor ftands open wide 3
He has eneugh to feed you all,

Amd nene who come fhall be deny’d.

XIl. JOSEPH made Enown to bis Brethren.
Chap. xlv. 3. 4.

] WHEN Jofeph his brethren beheld,
Afilited and trembling with fear,.
His heart with compaffion was fill’d,
From weeping he could not forbear.
A while his behaviour was rough,
To bring their paft fin to their mind ;.
But when they were humbled enough,
" He hafted to fhew himfelf kind.

2 How little they thought it was. he,
Whom they had ill-treated and {old !

. How great their confufion mutt be,
As foon as his name he had told !
¢ I am Jofeph your brother,” he faid,
¢« And ftill to my heart you are dear ;
You fold me, and thought I was dead,
But God, for your fakes, fent me here.”¥ -

3 Though greatly diftrefled before,
When charg’d with purloining the cup,.
They now wese confounded much more,,
Not one of them durft to look up.
“ Can Jofeph, whom we would have flain,.
Forgive us the evil we did 2
And will he our houfeholds maintain 2
O this is a brother indeed !”

4 Thus dragg’d by my confcience, I came,.
And laden with guilt, to the Lord,
Surrounded with terror and thame,
Unable to utter & word,

&
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At firft he look?d ftern and fevere,
What anguith then pierced my heart ! -
Expefting each moment to hear

The fentence, - “ Thou-curfed, depart !¥’

5 But, oh ! what furprife when he fpoke,.
While tendernefs beam’d in his face;
My heart then to pieces was broke,
O’erwhelm’d and confounded by grace:
¢ Poor finner, I know thee full well,

By thee I was fold; and was flain ;
But I died to redeem thee from hell,
And raife thee in glory to reign.

& T am Jefus, whom thou-haft blafphem’d,.
And crucified often afrefh ;
But let me henceforth be efteem’d”
Thy brother, thy bone, and thy fleth:.-
My pardon I freely beftow,
Thy wants I'will fully fupply ;
1’ll guide thee and guard thee below,
And foon will remove thee on high. - .

\

7 Go, publifh to finners-around,
That they may be willing to come, )
The mercy which now- you have found, -
And tell them that yet-there is room.”
O finners ! the meflage obey, '
Neo more vain excufes pretend ;-
But come, without further delay, - .
To Jefus, our brother and friend”

‘EXODUS..
XIII.  The bitter Waters. Chap, xv. 23.—25.
1 ITTER, indeed, the waters are,.
‘Which in this defeit flow ;
Though to the eye they promife fair,

They tafte of fin and woe.
‘ 2 Of
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2 Of pleafing draughts I once could.dream;.
. But now, awake, L find,
That fin has poifon’d ev’ry ftream,.
And left a curfe behind..

3 But there’s a wonder-working wood,.
I've heard believers fay,
Can make thefe bitter waters good,
- And take the curfe away.

4 The virtues of this healing tree
Are known and priz’d by few :
Reveal this fecret, Lord, to me,
That I may prize it too.

§ The crofs on which the Saviour died,
And conquer’d for- his faints ;
This is the tree, by faith applied,
Which {weetens all complaints.

6 Thoufands have found the blefs'd effedt,.
Nor longer mourn their lot ;-
While on his forrows they refled,
Their own are all forgot.

4 When they, by faith, behold the crofs,
Tho’ many griefs they meet ;-
They draw again from ev’ry lofs,
And find the bitter fweet.. ~

XIV. €. FEHOVAH-ROPHI,—I am the
Lorp that healeth thee. Chap. xv.

1 HEAL us, Emanuel, here we are,
Waiting to feel thy touch ;
Deep wounded fouls to thee repair,
And, Saviour, we are fuch.

2 Our faith is feeble, we confefs,
We faintly truft thy word ;

But wilt thou pity us the lefs ?
Be that far from thee, Lord !
: 3- Remember
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3 Remember him who once applied
With trembling for relief ;
¢ Lord, I believe,’”” with tears he oried *,
“ O help my unbelief !
4 She too, who touch’d thee in the prefs,
And healing virtae ftole, ,
Was anfwer’d, “ Daaghter, go in peace,
Thy faith hath made thee whole +.”
5 Conceal’d amid the gath’ring throng,
She would have fhunn’d thy view ;
And if her faith was firm and ftrong,
Had ftroag mifgivings. too.

6 Like her, with hopes and fears, we come,
To touch thee if we may;
Oh ! fend us not defpairing home,
Send none unheal’d away.

XV. MANNA. Chap. xvi. 18.

1 MANNA to Ifrael well fupplied
The want of other bread ;
While God is able to provide,
His people fhall be fed.

2 (Thus, tho’ the corn and wine fhould fail,
And creature-ftreams be dry,
The pray’r of faith will ftill prevail,
For bleflings from on high).
3 Of his kind care how fweet a proof !
It fuited ev’ry tafte;
Who gather’d moft had juft enough,.
Enough, who gather’d leaft.

4 *Tis thus our gracious Lord provides:
Our comforts and our cares ;
His own unerring hand provides,
And gives us each our fhares.. :
. s Her
- - & Mark, ix, 24, + Mark, v. 33
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5 He knows how much the weals.can bear,
And helps them when they cry;
The ftrongeft have no ftrength to fpare,
For fuch he’ll ftrongly try.

6 Daily they faw the manna come,
And cover all the ground ;
But what they try’d to keep at home,
Corrupted foon was found.

» Vain their attempt to ftore it up,
This was to tempt the Lord ;
Ifrael muft live by faith and hope,
And not upon a hoard.

XVI1. Manna boarded. Chap. xvi. 20..

1 THE Manna, favour’d Ifrael’s meat,
Was gather’d day by day ;
When all the hoft was ferv’d, the heat
Melted the reft away.

2 In vain to hoard it up they try'd,
Againft te-morrow came ;

It then bred worms and putrify’d,

And prov’d their fin and thame.

3 *Twas daily bread, and would not keep,
But muit be ftill renew’d ;
Faith fhould not want a hoard e¢r heap,
But truft the Lord for food.

4 The truths by which the foul is fed,
Muit thus be had afrefh ;
For notions refting in the head
Will only feed the fleth.

5 However true, they have no life
Or un&ion to impart ;
They breed the worms of pride and firife,
But cannot cheer the heart..
6 Nor
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6 Nor can thebeft experience paft
The life of faith maintain; -
The. brighteft hope will faint at laft,
Unlefs fupply’d again. '
4 Dear Lord, while we in pray’r are found,.
Do thou the Manna give ; .
Oh! let it fall on all around,.
That we may eat and live.

XVIL. C. YEHOVAH-NISSI—The Loz
my banner. Chap. xvii. 15..

1 BY whom was David taught
To aim the dreadful blow,,
When he Goliah fought,
And laid the Gittite low ?.
No fword nor {pear the firipling, took,,
But chofe a pebble from the brook.

2 'Twas,Ifrael’s God and King,
Who fent him to the fight ;
Who gave him ftrength to fling,
And fkill to aim aright..
Ye feeble faints, your ftrength endures,.
Becaufe young David’s God is yours.

3 Who order’d Gideon forth
To ftorm th’ invaders’ camp %,
With arms of little worth,
A pitcher and a Iamp ?
The trunrpets made his coming known,,
And all the hoft was overthrown.

4 Ob! T have feen the day,
When with a fingle word,
God helping me to fay,
My truft is in the Lord,
My foul has quell’d a thoufand foes, .
Fearlefs of all that-could oppofe: :
5 Bat-

# Judges, vil. ze.
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5 Baut unbelief, felf-will,
Self-righteoufnefs, and pride,
How often do they fteal
My weapon from my fide ?
Yet David’s Lord, and Gideon’s friend,
Will help his fervant to the end.

XVIIl. Tke Golden Calf. Chap, xxxii. 4. 37+

1 ‘V HEN Ifrael heard the fiery law:
From Sinai’s top proclaim’d,
Their hearts feem’d full of holy awe,.
Their ftubborn fpirits tam’d.

2 Yet, as forgetting all they knew;.
Ere forty days were paft,
With blazing Sinai ftill in view,,
A molten calf they caft.
3 Yea, Aaron, God’s anointed prieff,, K
Who on the mount had been, :
He durft prepare the idol beaft,
And lead them on to fin.

4 Lord;, what is man, and what are we,,
To recompenfe thee thus! :
In their offence our own we fee,
Their ftory points at us.

5 From Sinai we heard thee fpeak,

And from Mount Calv’ry too ;-
And yet to idols oft we feek,
While thou art in our view.

6 Some golden calf, or golden dream,
Some faney’d creature good,
Prefumes to thare the heart with him,.
Who bought the: whote with blood.

» Lord, fave us from our golden calves,
Our fin with grief we own ;
We would no more be thine by halves,.
But live to thee alone. S
El..
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LEVITICUS.
XIX. Tbketrue Aaron. Chap. viii. 7.—g.

1 SEE Aaren, God’s anointed prieft,
Within the vail appear,
In robes of myftic meaning dreft,
Prefenting Ifrael’s prayer.

2 The plate of gold which crowns his brows,
His holinefs defcribes;
His breaft difplays, in thining rows,
The names of all the tribes.

3 With the atoning blood he ftands
Before the mercy-feat ;
And clouds of incenfe from his hands
Arife with odour fweet.

4 Urim and Thummim near his heart
In rich engravings worn,
The facred light of truth unpatt,
To teach and to adora.

§ Through him the eye of faith defcries
A greater Prieft than he :
Thus Jefus pleads above the fkies,
For you, my friends, and me.

6 He bears the names of all his faints
Deep on his heart engrav’d ;
Attentive to the ftate and wants
Of all his love has fav’d.

7 Inhima holinefs complete,
Light and perfe&ions fhine,
And wi{dom, grace, and glory meet ;
A Saviour all divine !

8 The blood, which as 2 Prieft he bears
For finners, is his own ;
The incenfe of his prayers and tears.
Perfume the holy throne. -
B
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9 In him my weary foul has. reft,
Though I am weak and vile ;
I read my name upon his breaft,
* And {ee the Father {mile.

) NUMBERS.
XX. BALAAMs Wish*. Chap. #xiii. 10.

1 OW blefs’d the righteous are,
When they refign their breath !
No wonder Balaam with’d tp thare
In fuch a happy death.
2 % Oh! let me die,” faid he,
« The death the righteous do ;.
When life is ended, let me be
Found with the faithful few.

3 The forte of truth, how great !
'‘When enemies confefs, '
None but the righteous, whom they hate,
A folid hope poflefs.

4 But Balaam’s with was vain,
His heart was infincere ;
He thirfted for unrighteous gain,
And fought a portion here.

s He feem’d the Lord to know,
And to offend him loth ;
But Marmomon prov’d his overthrow, -
For none can ferve them both.,
6 May you, my friends, and I,
. Warning from hence receive ;
If like the righteous we could die,
To choofe the life they live,

% Book I1I. Hymn 71.
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JOSHUA.
XXI. GIBEON. Chap. x.6.

b WHEN Jothua, by God’s command,
Invaded Canaan’s guilty land,
Gibeon, unlike the nations round,
Submiffion made, and mercy found.

2 Their ftubborn neighbours, who, enrag’d, :
United war againft them wag’d,

- By Jéthua foon were overthrown,
For Gibeon’s caufe was now his own.

g He from whofe arm they ruin fear’d,
Their leader and ally appear’d ;
An emblem of the Saviour’s grace
To thofe who humbly feek his face.

4 The men of Gibeon wore difguife, -
And gain’d their peace by framing lies;
For Jothua had no pow’r to fpare,
If he had known from whence they were,

s Baut Jefus invitations fends,
Treating with rebels as his friends ;
And holds the promife forth in view,
To all who for his mercy fue.

6 Too long his goodnefs 1 difdain’d,
Yet went at 1aft, and peace obtain’d ;
But foon the noife of war 1 heard,
And former friends in arms appear’d.

% Weak in myfelf, for help I cry’d,
Lord, I am prefs’d on ev’ry fide ;
The caule is thine, they fight with me, .
But every blow is aim’g at thee.

8 With fpeed to my relief he came,
And put my enemies to thame;
Thus fav’d by grace, I live 10 fing
The love and triumphs of my King.
JUDGES.
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JUDGES.

XXII. C. JEHOVAH-SHALEM_The
LorpD send Peace. Chap.vi. 24.

1 JESUS, whofe blood fo freely ftream’d,
To fatisfy the law’s demand,
By thee from guilt and wrath redeem’d,
Before the Father’s face I {tand.

2 Tb reconcile offending man,
Made Juitice drop her angry rod;
What creature could have form’d the plan,
Or who fulfil it, but a God ?

3 No drop remains of all the curfe, -
For wretches who deferv’d the whole;
No atrows dipt in wrath, to pierce
The guilty, bat réturning foul.

4 Peace by fuch means {o dearly bought,
What rebel could have hop’d to fee ?
Peace, by his injur'd Sov’reign wrought,
His Sov'reign faften’d to the tree.

5 Now, Lord, thy feeble worm prepare !
For ftrife' with earth 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.

XXIIL. GIDEON's Fleece. Chap.vi. 37.—4o.

1 '] HE figns which God to Gideon gave,
His holy Sov’reignty made known,

That He alone has pow’r to fave,

And claigs the glory as his own.

. 2 The
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2 The dew which firft the fleece had fill'd,
When all the earth was dry around,
Was from it afterwards with-held,

And only fell upon the ground.

3 To Ifrael thus the heavenly dew
Of faving truth was long reftrain’d ;
Of which the Gentiles nothing knew,
But dry and defolate remain’d.

4 But now the Gentiles have receiv’d
The balmy dew of gofpel-peace ;
And Ifrael, who his Spirit griev’d,
Is left a dry and empty flecce.

§ This dew ftill falls at his command,
To keep his chofen plants alive ;
They fhall, tho’ in a thirfty land,
Like willows by the waters thrive *.”

6 But chiefly when his people meet,
To hear his word and feek his face,
The gentle dew, with influence {weet,
Defcends and nourifhes their grace.

% But, ah ! what numbers ftill are dead,
Tho’ under means of grace they lie !
The dew ftill falling round their head,
And yet their heart untouch’d and dry.

8 Dear Saviour ! hear us when we call,
To wreftling pray’r an anfwer give ;
Pour down thy dew upon us ali,

That all may feel, and all may live.

XXIV. SAMSON’s Lion. Chap.xiv.8:

X HE lion that on Samfon roar’d,
And thirfted for his blood,

With honey afterwards was ftor'd,
And furnifh’d him with food.

2 Belicvers,
¢ Ifa. 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 lofles prove a certain gain,
Their troubles comfort yield.
4 The world and Satan jo{n their ftrength,
To fill their fouls with fears;
But crops of joy they reap at length,
From what they fow in tears.

5 Aflitions make them love the word,
Stir up their hearts to pray’r,
And many precious fruits afford
Of their Redeemer’s care. '

6 The lions roar, but cannot kill ;
Then fear them not, my friends
They bring us, tho’ against their will,
The honey Jefus fends. '

T ———

1. SAMUEL.

XXV. HANNAH; or, The Throne of*
Grace. Chap. 1. 18. .

1 HEN Hannah, prefs’d with grief,
Pour’d forth her foul in pray’r,
She quickly found relief, .

And left her burden there:

Like her, in ev'ry trying cafe,

Let us approach the throne of grace.

2. When fhe began to pray,
Her heart was pain’d and fad ;

But ere fhe went away,
- Was comforted and glad ;
.- B .
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In trouble, what a refting-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 fafe from all their pow’r ;
Frefh firength they gain to run their race, -
By waiting at the throne of grace.

4 Eli her cafe miftook ;
How was her {pirit mov’d
By his unkind rebuke!
But God her caufe approv’d.
We need not fear a creature’s face, : ,
While welcome at a throne of grace.

She was not fill’d with wine,
As Eli rafhly thoaght ;
But with a fajth diviney . ‘
And found the help fhe fought:
Tho’ men defpife and call us bafe, .
Still let us ply the throne of grace.

6 Men have not pow’r or fkill
With troubled fouls to beat 5
Tho’ they exprefs good-will, _
Poor comforters they are :
Bat fwelling forrows fink: apace, “
When we approach the throne of grace.
# Numbers before bave try'd,
. And found the promife trae ;
- Nor yet one been deny’d, T
Then why fhould 1 or you ?
Let us by faith their footfteps trace,
And haften to the throne of grace. '
8 As fogs obfcure the light,
And taint the morning-air, y
. But foon are put to flight, >
If the bright fun appear;
3 : '
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Thaus Jefus will our troubles chafe,
By thining from the throne of grace ¥.

XXVI. DAGON before the Ark:
Chap. v. 4, §.

1 WHEN firft to make my heart his own,
' The Lord reveal’d his mighty grace ;
Self reign’d, like Dagon, on the throne,

But could not long maintain its place.

3 It fell, and own’d the pow’r divine,
: Grace can with eafe the vi&t’ry gain),
ut foon this wretched heart of mine

Contriv'd to fet it up again.

.3 Again the Lotd his name proclaim’d, -
And brought the hateful idol low ;
Then felf, like Dagon, broken, maim’d,
Seem’d to receive a mortal blow. .

4 Yet felf is not of life bereft,

Nor ceafes to oppofe his will ;
Tho’ but a2 maimed ftump be left,
"Tis Dagon, ’tis an idol ftill,

5 Lord! muft I always guilty prove,
And idols in my heart have room 4 ?
Oh ! let the fire of heav’nly love
The very ftump of felf confume.

]

XXVIL. The Milch-kine drawing the Ark :mm
Faith’s surrender of all. Chap. vi. 12,

1 THE kine unguided went
By the dire&teft road,

When the Philiftines homeward fent 7'
The ark of Ifrael’s God.
B2 2 Lowing

* BookIL Hymn 61. 4 Hofea, 3iv. 5.
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2 Lowing they pafs’d alon
And left their calves iiut up;
They felt an inftiné for their young,
But would not turn or ftop.

3 Shall brutes, devoid of thought,
Their Maker’s will obey ;
And we, who by his grace are taught,
More ftubborn prove than they 2

4 He fhed his precious blood,
To make us his alone ;
If wafh’d in that atoning flood,
We are no more our own.

§ If he his will reveal,
Let us obey his call ;
And think, whate’er the ﬂefh may feel
His love defesves our all.

6 We fhould maintain in view
His glory, as our end;

- Too much we cannot bear., or de,
For fuch a matchlefs Friend.

# His faints thould ftand prepar’d
In duty’s path to run;
Nor count their greateft trials hard,
So that his will be done.

8 With Jefus for our guide,
‘The path is fafe, though rough ;
The promife fays, ¢ I will provide,”
.. And faith replies, ¢ Enough !”
XXVIII. SAULs Armour. Chap. xvii,
38.—~40. o

s WHEN firft my foul enlifted
' My Saviour’s foes to fight,
Miftaken friends infifted ’
I was not arm’d anght : s
. 0

-
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So Saul advifed David
~ He certainly would fail,
Nor could his life be faved,
Without a coat of mail.

2 But David, tho’ he yielded
To put the armour on,
Soon found he could not wield it,
And veatur’d forth with none.
With only fling and pebble,
He fought the fight of faith ;
The weapons feem’d but feeble,
Yet prov’d Goliah’s death.

3 Had I by him been guided,
And quickly thrown away
The armour men provided,
I might have gain’d the day ;
But arm’d as they advis’d me,
My expe&ations fail’d ;
My enemy furpris’d me,
, And had almeft prevail'd.
4 Furnifh’d with books and notioas,.
, And arguments and pride,
I pra&is’d all my motions,
And Satan’s pow’r defy’d ;
But foon perceiv’d with trouble,
That thefe would do no good ;
Iron to him is ftubble*,
And drafs like rotten wood.

51 triumfh’d at a diftance,
While he was out of fight ;
But faint was my refiftance,
When forc’d to join in fight :
He broke my fword in fhivers,
And pierc’d my boafted fhield ;
Laugh’d at my vain endeavours,
And drove me from the field.
" B3 6 Satan
® Job, xli. 27.
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6 Satan will not be braved
By fuch a2 wotm as I;
Then let me learn, with David,
To truft in the Moft High ;
To plead the name of Jefus,
And ofe the fling of pray’r;
Thus arm’d, when Satan fees us,
He’ll tremble and defpair.

I. SAMUEL.
XXIX. DAVID's Fali. Chap. xi. 2.

1 HOW David, when by fin deceiv’d, .:
’ - From bad to worfe went on !, -
For when the Holy Spirit’s griev’d, -
Our ftrength and guard are gone.

2 His eye,on Bathfheba once fix’d,
With poifoa 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 defcry’d,
A dreadful flame has often burft,
And ravag'd far and wide.

4 When fin deceives, it hardens too,
For tho’ he vainly fought
To hide his crimes from public view,
Of God he little thought.
§ He neither would nor could repent,
No true compurétion felt ;
*Till God in mercy Nathan fent,
~ . -His ftubborn heart to melt. '

6 The
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6 The parable held forth a faé,
Defign'd his cafe to fhow ;

But tho’ the pifture was exad,
Himfelf he did not know.

» ¢ Thou art the man,” the prophet faid,
That word his flumber broke ;
And when he own’d his fin, and pray’d,
The Lord forgivenefs fpoke.

8 Let thofe who think they ftand beware,
For David ftood before ; '
Nor let the fallen foul defpair,
For mercy can reftore.

XXZX. Isthis thy kindness to thy friend 2
Chap. xvi. 19. -

¢ POOR, weak, and worthlefs, tho’ I am,
I have a rich Almighty friend ;
Jefus, the Saviour, is his name,
He freely loves, and without end.

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

3 He cheers my heart, my want fupplies,
And fays that I fhall thortly be
Enthron’d with him above the fkies,’
Oh ! what a friend is Chrift to me !

4 But, ah! my inmoft {pirit mourns,
And well my eyes with tears may fwim,
To think of my perverfe returns ;
I’ve been a faithlefs friend to him.

§ Often my gracious Friend I grieve,
Negle&, diftruft, and difobey,
And often Satan’s lies believe,
Sooner than all my Friend can fay.

Bse 6 He
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-6 He bids me always freely come,
And promifes whate’er I atk ; _
But I am ftraiten’d, cold, and dumb,
And count my privilege a tafk.

7 Before the world, that hates his caufe,
My treach’rous heart has throbb’d with
thame ; :
- Loth to forego the world’s applaufe, .
I hardly dare avow his name.

8 Sure, were not I moft vile and bafe,
I could nqt thus my Friend requite !
And were not he the God of grace, ,
He'd frown, and fpurn me from his fight.

—— —
I. KINGS.

XXXI1. Ask what I shall give thee. Chap.iii. s.
T COME, my foul, thy fuit prepare,

Jefus loves to anfwer pray’r ;
He himfelf has bid thee pray,
Therefore will not fay thee nay.

2 Thou art coming to 2 King *,
Large petitions with thee bring ;
For his grace and pow’r are fuch,
None can ever afk too much.

3 With my burden I begin,
Lord, remove this load of fin ! -
Let thy blood, for finners {pilt,
Set my confcience free from guilt.

4 Lord! I come to thee for reft,
Take poffeflion of my breaft ; _
There thy blood-bought right maintain,
Aund without a rival reign,

¢ Pfalm lxxxiv 10 :
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§ As the image ia the glafs
Anfwers the beholder’s face ;
Thus unto my heart appear,.
Print thine own refemblance there.

6 While I am a pilgrim here,
Let thy love my fpirit cheer;
As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend,
Lead me to my journey’s end.
., 4 Shew me what I have to do,
Ev’ry hour my ftrength renew;
Let me live a life of faith, ,
Let me die thy people’s death.

XXXII. Anothere

¥ IF Selomon for wifdom pray’d,.
The Lord before had made him wife,
Elfe he another choice had made,
And afk’d for what the worldlings- prize.

2 Thus he invites his people ftill;.
He firft inftructs them how te choofe,
Then bids them afk whate’er they willy
Afur’d that He will not refufe. '

3 Our withes would our ruin prove,
Could we our wretched: choice obtain,
Before we feel the Saviour’s-love .
Kindle our love to him again.

4 But when our hearts-perceive his worth,,
Defires, till then unknown,. take place ;.
Our {pirits-cleave no more to earth,

But pant for holinefs-and grace..

§ And doft thou fay, ¢ Afk. what thou wilt?")
Lord, I would feize the golden hour;
I pray to be releas’d from guilt,
And freed frqm fin and Satan’s pow’r.
‘Bs 77 6 Mo

.
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6 More of thy prefence, Lord, impart,
More of thine image let me bear ;
Ere& thy throne within my heart,
And reign without a rival there.

7 Give me to read my pardop feal'd,
And from thy'joy to draw my ftrength ;
To have thy boundlefs love reveal’d,
In all its height, aod breadth, and length,

. 8 Grant thefe requefts, ¥ atk no more,
But to thy care the reft refign; -
Sick, or in health, or rich, or poor,
All thall be well if thou art mine.

XXXIH. * Anotber.
H BEHOLD the throne of grace !

The promife calls me near;
There Jefus thews a fmiling face,
" And waits to anfwer pray’r.

2 That rich atoning blood,
Which {prinkled round I fee,
Provides for thofe who come to God, =
An all-prevailing plea.

3 My féul, atk what thou wilt,
Thou canft not be too bald ;
Since his own blood for thee he {pilt,

What elfe can he with-hold ¢
" 4 Beyond thy utmoft wants,
- His love and pow’r can blefs.;
To praying fouls he always grants
More than they can exprefs.
5 Since *tis the Lord’s command,
My mouth I open wide ; '
Lord, open-thou thy bounteous hand,
.- That I may be fupply’d.- - :
o . 6 Thine
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6 Thine image, Lord, beftow,
Thy prefence and thy love ; .
I afk to ferve thee here below,
And reign with thee above.

7 Teach me to live by faith,
Conform my will to thine;  «
Let me vi&orious be in death,
And then in glory fhine.

8 If thou thefe bleffings give,
And wilt my portion be,
Chearful the world’s poor toys I leave
To them who know not thee.

XXXIV. Queenof SHEBA.
Chap. x. 1.—9.

z F'ROM Sheba a diftant report,
Of Solamon’s glory and fame,
Invited the queen to his court,
But all was outdone when fhe came ;
She cried, with a pleafing furprife, :
When firft fhe before him appear’d,
# How much what I fee with my eyes,
Surpaffes the rumour I heard !

2 When once to Jerufalem come,.
The treafure and train the Aad brought,
The wealth the pofleffed at home,
No longer had place in her thought ; -
His houfe, bis attendants, bis throne,
All ftruck her with wonder and awe 3 -
The glory of -Solomon thone
In every obje&t fhe faw.

3 But Solomon moft the admir’d,.
Whofe {pirit conduéted the whole ;
His wifdom,, which God.had infpir’d;.
His bounty and greatnefs of foul ;

. BG&
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Of all the hard queftions fhe put,
A ready folution he thew’d ; :
Exceeded her with and her fuit,
And more than fhe afk’d him beftow’d,

4 Thus I, when the gofpel proclaim’d
The Sawiour’s great name in my ears,
The wifdom for which he is fam’d,
The love which to finners he bears;
I long’d, and I was not deny’d,

That I in his prefence might bow ;
¥ faw, and tranfported I cry’d,
¢ A greater than Solomon Thou !”

-

§ My confcience no comfort could find,
By doubt and hard queftions oppos’d ;
But he reftor’d peace to my mind,
And anfwer’d each doubt I proposd :
Beholding me poor and diftrefs’d,

His bounty fupply’d all my wants;
My pray’r could have never exprefs’d
So much as this Solomon grants.

6.1 heard, and was flow to believe,
But now with my eyes I behold,
Much more than my heart could conceive,
Or language could ever have told: -
How happy thy fervants muft be,
‘Who always hefore thee appear !
Vouchfafe, Lord, this blefling to me,
I find it is good to be here.

XXXV. ELIJAH fed by Ravens *.
' _Chap, xvii. 6.

1 LIJAH’s example declares,
Whatever diftrefs may betide,
The faints may commit all their cares
Ta him who will furely provide :

¢ Book IIL Hymn 47
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When rain long with-held frem the earth,
Occafion’d a famine of bread,

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

2 More likely to rob than to feed,
Were ravens who live upon prey ;
But when the Lord’s people have need,
His goodnefs will find out a way :
This inftance to thofe may feem ftrange,
Who know not how faith can prevail ;
But fooner alt nature fhall change,
Than one of God’s promifes fail.

3 Nor 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 :
Thus worldlings, tho’ ravens indeed,
Tho’ greedy and felfith their mind,
If God has a fervant to feed,
Againtt their own wills can be kind.

4 Thus Satan, that raven unclean,
Who croaks in the ears of the faints,
Compell’d by a power unfeen,
Adnhinifters oft to their wants:

God teaches them how to find food
From all the temptations they feel ;
This raven who thirfts for my blood,
Has help’d me to many a meal.

5 How fafe and how happy are they,
Who on the good Shepherd rely !
He gives them out ftrength 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 leave all my cares in bis hand.
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XXXVI. Tbke Meal and Cruise of Ozl
Chap. xvii. 6.

1 Y the poor widow’s oil and meal \
Elijah was fuftain’d ;
Tho’ fmall the ftock, it laﬁed well,.
For God the ftore maintain’d.

2 It feem’d as if from day to day,
‘Lhey were to eat and die;
But ftill, tho’ in a fecret way,
He fent a frefh fupply.

3 Thus te his poor he ftill will give )
Juft for the prefent hour ; L
But for to-morrow they muft live '
Upon his word: and pow’r.
4 No barn or ftore-houfe they poffefs,
On which they can depend ;
Yet have no caufe to fear diftrefs,
For Jefus is their friend.

.§ Then let no doubt your mind affail,
Remember God has faid, ~
¢ The cruife and barrel ihall not fail,
My people fhall be fed.”
6 And thus, tho’ faint, it often feems,.
He keeps their grace alive ;
Supply’d by his refrething fireams,.
Thelr dying hopes rev1ve.

Tho’ in ourfelves we have no ftock,
The Lord is nigh to fave ;

His door flies open when we knock,,
And ’tis but afk and have,

IL. KINGS.
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XXXVIH. ¥ERICHO ; or, The Waters bealed.
Chap. ii. 19.—22.

1 "THO’ Jericho pleafantly ftood,
And look’d like a promifing foil ;

The harveft produc’d little food,,
To anfwer the hufbandman’s toi.
The water fome property had,
Which poifonous prov’d to the ground ;
The {prings were corrupted and bad,
The ftreams {pread a barrennefs round.

2 But foon by the cruife and the falt,
Prepar’d by Elitha’s command,
The water was cur’d of its fault,
And plenty enriched the land :

An emblem fure this of the grace,
On fruitlefs dead finners beftow’d ;,
For man is in Jericho's cafe,

Till cur’d by the merey of God.

3 How noble a creature he feems !
‘What knowledge, invention, and fkill }
How large and extenfive his fchemes !
How much can he do if he will !
His zeal to be learned and wife
Will yield to no limits or bars ;
He meafures the earth and the fkies,
And_numbers and marfhals the ftars;

4 Yet ftill he is barren of good;
In vain are his talents and art ;
For fin has infe@ed his blood;
And poifon’d the ftreams of his heart :
Tho’ cockatrice eggs he can hatch *, -
Or, fpider-like, cobwebs can weave ;

"*Tis madnefs to labour and watch
For what will deftroy or deceive.
. 5 But
® Ifa. lix. 5. '
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5 But grace, like the falt in the eruife,
When caft in the fpring of the foul,.
A wonderful change will produce,
Diffafing new life through the whole ;:
The wildernefs blooms like a rofe,
The heart which was vile and abhorr’d,,
Now fruitful and beaatiful grows,
The garden and joy of the Lord.

XXXVIII. NAAMAN. Chap. V. 14

H BEFORE Elitha’s gate
The Syrian leper ftood ;
‘But could not brook to wait,
He deem’d himfelf too good:
He thought the prophet would attend,
And not to bim a meflage fend.

2 Have I this journey come,

And will he not be feen !

I were as well at home,

‘Would wathing make me clean :
Why muft I wath in Jordan’s flood 2
Damafcus’ rivers are as good.

3 Thus, by his foolith pride,
‘ He almoft mifs’d a cure;
Howe’er at length he tried,

And found the method fure ;
Soon as his pride was brought to yield,,
The leprofy was quickly heal’d.

4 Leprous and proud as.he,

To Jefus thus I came,

From fin to fet me free,

When firft I heard his fame ;
Surely, thought I, my pompous train:
Of vows and tears will notice gain..

5 My
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5 My heart devis’d the way
Which I fuppos’d he’d take ; .
And when I found delay,
Was ready to go back :
Had he fome painful tafk enjoin’dy
I to performance feem’d inclin’d.

6 When by his word he fpake,
That fountain open’d fee ;
"Twas open’d for thy fake,
% Go wafh, and thou art free :”’
Oh! how did my proud heart gainfay !
1 fear’d to traft this imple way.

7 At length I trial made,
Wtien I had much endur’d ;
The meflage I obey’d, -
I wafh’d, and I was cur’d :
Sinners, this healing fountain try,
Which cleans’d a wretch fo vile as L. -

-

XXXIX. The Borrowed Axe. Chap. vi. 5. Gs

I THe prophets’ fons, in times of old,
Tho” to appearance poor,
Were rich, without poflefling gold,
And honour’d, though obfcure.

2 In peace theis daily bread they eat,
"By honeft labour earn’d ; '
While daily at Elitha’s feet,
They grace and wifdom learn’d.

3 The prophet’s prefence cheer’d their toil,
They watch’d the words he fpoke ;
Whether they turn’d the {urrow’d foil,
Or fell’d the {preading oak.

4 Once as they liften’d to his theme,
Their conference was ftopp’d ;
For one beneath the yielding ftream,
2 ]
A berrow’d axe had dropp’d. 5 « Alas?
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5 ¢ Alas! it was not mine, (he faid),
How {hall I make it good 2™
Elifha heard, and when he pray'4,
The iron fwam like wood.

6 If God, in fuch a fmall affair,
A miracle performs ;
It thews his condefcending care
Of poor.unworthy worms.
7 Tho’ kings and nations, in'his view,
Are but as motes and duft ;
His eye and ear are fix'd on you,
Who in his mercy truft.

8 Not one concern of ours is fmau,
If we belong to him; = -
To teach us this, the Lord of all

Once made the iron fwim.
L 4

X L. More with us tban with them, Chap. vi. 16.

‘2 LAS! Elitha's fervant cry’d,
When he the Syrian army {py’d.;
But he was foon releas’d from care,
In anfwer to the prophet’s pray’r.

2 Straightway he faw, with other eyes,
A greater army from the fkies,
A fiery guard around the hill :—
Thus are the faints preferved ftill.

3 When Satan and his hoft appear, .
Like him of old, I faint and fear ;
Like him, by faith, with joy I fee,

A greater hoft engag’d for me.

4 The faints efpoufe my caufe by pray’r,
The angels make my foul their care;
Mine is the promife {eal’d with blood,
And Jefus lives to make it good.

I. CHRO-
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‘1" CHRONICLES.

XLI. Faith’s Review and Expectation.
Chap. xvii. 16. 17. .

1 A’VIAZNG grace ! (how fweet the found !)
That fav’d a wretch like me !
I once was loft, but now am found,
Was hlind, but now 1 fee.

2 "Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
And grace my fears reliev’d ;

How precious did that grace appear,
The hour I firft believ’d !

3 Thro’ many dangers, toils, and fnares, .
I have already come;
*Tis grace has brought me fafe thus far,
And grace will lead me homre.

4 The Lord has promls’d good to me,
His word my hope fecures;
He will my fhiéld and portion be,
As long as life endures. :

5 Yes, when this flefh and heart fhall fail,
And mortal life {hall ceafe ;
I fhall poffefs, within the vail,
A life of joy and peace.
6 The earth fhall foon diffolve like fnow,
The fun forbear to fhine ;
But God, who call’d me here below,
Will be for ever mine,

NEHEMIAH.
XLII. Tke Foy of the LORD is your Strength,
Chap. viii. 1.

1 JOY isa fruit that will not grow .
In nature,s barren foil 5 .l All
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All we can boatt till Chrift we know,
Is vanity and toil. -

2 .But where the Lord has planted grace,
And made his glories known ;
There fruits of heav’nly joy and peace.
Are found, and there alone.

3 A bleeding Saviour feen by faith,
A fenfe of pard’ning love,

A hope that trinmphs over death,
Give joys like thofe above.

4 To take a glimpfe within the vail,
To know that God is mine,
Are fprings of joy that never fail,
Unfpeakable ! divine !

§ Thefe are the joys which f{atisfy,.
And fan&ify the mind ;
‘Whiclr make the fpirit mourt on high,
And leave the world behind. '
6 Na more, believers, mourn your lot 3
But if you are the Lord’s,
_Refign to them that know him not
Such joys as earth affords.

JOB.

XLIII. O that I were as in months past !k
Chap. xxix, 2.

WEET was the time when firit I felt
The Saviour”s pard’ning blood
Apply’d, to cleanfe my foul from guilt,

And bring me home to God.

2 Soon as the morn the light reveal’d,
His praifes tun’d my tongue ;
-And when the ev’ning fhades prevail’d,
Hls love was all my fong.
3 In
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.3 In vain the tempter fpread his wiles,
The world no more could charm;
I1iv'd upon my Saviour’s {miles,
And lean’d upon his arm,
4 In pray’r my foul drew near the Lord,
And faw his glory thige ;
And when I read his holy word,
I call’d each promife mine.

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

6 Now, when the evning fhade prevails,
My foul in darknefs mourns ;

-~ And when the morn the light reveals,
No light to me returns.

% My pray’rs are now a chatt’ring noife,
For Jefus hides his face ; '
I read,—the promife meets my eyes,
But will not reach my cafe,

8 Now Satan threatens to prevail,
And make my foul his prey ;
Yet, Lord, thy mercies cannot fail,
O come witheut delay !

XLIV. Tke Change*.

1 SAVIOUR, thine, and cheer my foul, .
' Bid my dying hopes revive ; -
Make my wounded fpirit whole,
Far away the tempter drive :
Speak the word, and fet me free,
Let me live alone to thee.
2 Shall

* Book II, Hynm 34. and Book 111, Hymn 86,
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2 Shall ¥ figh and pray in vain,
Wilt thou ftill refufe to hear;
Wilt thou not return again,
Mutt I yield to black defpair ?

Thou haft taught my heart to pray,

Canft thou turn thy face away ?

3 Once I thought my mountain ftrong,
Firmly fix’d, no more to move ; -
Then thy grace was all my fong,
Then my foul was fill’d with love:

Thofe were happy golden days,

Sweetly {pent in pray’r and praife.

4 Whea my friends have faid, ¢ Beware,
Soon or late you’ll find a change,”
I could fee no caufe for fear, .
Vain their caution feem’d, and ftrange :

Not a clond obfcur’d my ky, |

Could T think a tempeft nigh?

s Little, then, myfelf I knew,
Little thought of Satan’s pow’r ;
Now I find their words were true, -
Now I feel the ftormy hour ! ’

Sin has put my joys to flight,

Sin has chang’d my day to night.

6 Satan atks, and mocks my woe,
¢ Boafter, where is now your God ?”
Silence, Lord, this cruel foe,

Let him know I’'m bought with blood :

Tell him, fince I know thy name,

Tho’ I change, thou art the fame.

PSALMS.
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PSALMS.

XLV. Pleading for Mercy. Plalm vi,

1 IN mercy, not in wrath, rebuke
Thy feeble worm, my God !
My {pirit dreads thine angry look,
And trembles at thy rod.
2 Have mercy, Lord, for I am weak,
Regard my heavy groans;
O let thy voice of comfort {peak,
And heal my broken bones !
8 By day, my bufy beating head
Is fil’d with anxious fears;
By night, upon my reftlefs bed, .
I weep a flood of tears,
4 Thus I fit defolate and moum,
Mine eyes grow dull with grief’;
How long, my Lord, ere thou return,
And bring my foul relief !

§ O come and fhew thy pow’r to fave,
And fpare my fainting breath ;
For who can praife thee in the grave,
Or fing thy name in death?

6 Satan, my cruel envious foe,
Infults me in my pain;
He {miles to fee me broughtfo low,
And tells me hope is vain.
% But heace, thou enemy,. depart !
Nor tempt me to defpair ;
My Saviour comes to cheer my heart,
The Lord has heard my pray’r.

XLVI. None
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XLVI. None upon earth I desire besides thee.
Pfal, 1xxiii. 23.

3 HOW tedious and taftelefs the hours,
When Jefus no longer I fee ;
Sweet profpeéls, fweetbirds, and fweetflow’rs,
Have loft all their fweetnefs with me ;
The midfummer fun thines but dim,
The fields ftrive in vain to look gay ;
But when I am happy in him,
December’s as pleafant as May.

2 His name yields the richeft perfume,

- And fweeter than mufic his voice ;

His prefence difperfes my gloom,
And makes all within me rejoice :

1 thould, were he always thus nigh,
Have nothing to with or to fear ;

No mortal fo happy as I,
My fummer would laft all the year.

3 Content with beholding his face,
. My all to his pleafure refign’d,
No changes of feafon or place, .
Woulf make any change in my mind :
While blefs’d with a fenfe of his love,
A palace a toy would appear ;
And prifons would palaces prove,
If Jefus would dwell with me there.

4 Dear Lord, if indeed I am thine, :

If thou art my fun and my fong; .

Say, why do I languifh and pine, =~ _
And why are my winters To long?  #

O drive thefe dark clouds from my tky,
Thy soul-cheering prefence reftore ;

Or take me unto thee on high, .
Where winter and clouds are no more.

XLVII.
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XLVIL. The Belivver's Safety. Pfalm xci.

1 JNCARNATE God! the foul that knows
Thy.name’s myfterious pow’r,
Shall dwell in undifturb’d repofe,
Nor fear the trying hour.
2 Thy wifdom, faithfalnefs, and love,
To feeble helpléfs worms,
A buckler and a refuge prove
From enemies and ftorms.

3 In vain the fowler fpreads his net,
To draw them from thy care ;
Thy timely call inftraéls their feet
To thun the artful fiare,

4 When, like a baneful peftilence,
' Sin mows its thoufands down
On ev'ry fide, without defence,
Thy grice fecures thine own.

5 No midnight terrors haunt their bed,
No arrow wounds by day ;
Unhurt en ferpents they fhall tread,
If found in duty’s way.

6 Angels, unfeen, attend the faints,
And bear them in their arms,
To cheer the fpirit when it faints, .
And guard the life from harms,

7 The angels’ Lord himfelf is nigh .. .
To them that love his name ; - .
Ready to fave them when they cry,
And put their foes to fhame.
8 Croffes and changes are their lot, .
Long as they fojourn hete ;
But fince their Saviour changes not,
‘What have the faints to fear?
G XLVIII.
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XLVIL Another.

@ "T"HAT man no guard or weapons needs,
Whofe heart the blood of Jefus knows ;
But fafe may pafs, if duty leads, :
Thro’ burning fands or mountain-fnows.

2 Releas’d from guilt, he feels no fear;
Redemption is his fhield and tow’r;
He fees his Saviour always near,

To help in ev’ry trying hour,

3 Tho’ I am weak, and Satan ftrong,
And often to affault me tries ;

When Jefus is my fhield and fong,
Abafh’d, the wolf before me flies.

4 His love poflefling I am bleft,
Secure whatever changé may come ;
‘Whether:I go to eaft or wett,

With him I ftill fhall be at home.

5 If plac’d beneath the northern pole, -
Tho’ winter reigns with rigour there,
His gracious beams would cheer my foul,
And make a fpring throughout the year.

-6 Or if the defert’s fun-burnt foil,
My lonely dwelling e’er thould prove ;
His prefence would fupport my toil, -
‘Whofe {mile is life, whofe voice is love.

XLIX. He ked them by a right way.
Pfalm cvii. 7. :

F ¢ "V HEN Ifrael was from Egypt freed, -
The Lord, who brought them out,
Help’d them in ev’ry time of need,
But led them round about *,
° . - 2 Te

e # Exod. xiii. 17.
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2 To enter Canaan foon they hop’d,
But quickly chang’d their mind,
When the Red Sea their paflage ftopp’d,
And Pharaoh march’d behind.

3 The defert fill’d them with alarms,

For water and for food ; .
And Amalek, by force of arms, -
To check their progrefs ftood. |

4 They often murmur’d by the way,
Becaufe they judg’d by fight;
But were at length conftrain’d to fay,
The Lord hath led them right.

§ In the Red Sea, that ftopp’d them fixft,
Their enemies were drown’d ; )
The rocks gave water for their thirft, .
And munna {pread the ground.

6 By fire and cloud their way was thown
Acrofs the pathlefs fands ;.
And Amalek was overthrown
By Mofes’ lifted hands.

7 The way was right their hearts to prove,’
To make God’s glory known; ..
And thew his wifdom, pow’r, and love,
Engag’d to fave his own. o
8 Juft fo, the true believer’s path
Thro’ many dangers lies ; .
Tho’ dark to fenfe, ’tis right to faith,
And leads us to the fkies.

L. What sball I render * 2 Pfalm cxvi, 12, 13+

b ¢ FOR mercies, countlefs as the fands,
‘Which daily I receive
From Jefus my Redeemer’s hands,
My foul, what ganst thou give ? S
- Ca g Alas!
# Book III. Hymn 67.
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2 Alas! from fuch a heart as mine,
What can I bring hitA forth?
My bett is ftain’d and dy’d with fin, -
My all is nothing worth.

3 Yet this acknowledgement I’'ll make
For all he has beftow’d,
Salvation’s facred cup I'll take,
And call upon my God. -

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

§ I cannot ferve him as I ought,
No works have I to boaft ;
Yet would I glory in the thought,
That I thall owe him moft.

LL. Dwelling in Mesech. Pfalm cxx, §.—7.

1 WHAT a mournful life is mine,
Fill'd with croffes, paips, and cares !
. Ev’ry work defil’d with fin,
Ev’ry ftep befet with fnares !

2 If alone I penfive fit,
I myfelf can hardly bear;
If T pafs along the ftreet,
Sin and riot triumph thexe

3 Jefus ! how my heart is pain’d,
Haw it mourns for fouls deceiv’d ! .
When T hear thy name profan’d,
‘When I fee thy fpirit griev'd !
4 When thy children’s griefs I view,
Their dtgrefs becomes my own ;
All I hear, or fee, or do, -

" Mskefl me tremble, weep, and groan.
. : 5 Mournmg
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§ Mourning thus I long had been,
When I heard my Saviour’s voice §
¢ Thou haft caufe to mourn for fin,
But in me thou may'ft rejoice.”

6 This kind word difpell’d my grief,
Put to filence my complaints ;
Tho’ of finners I am chief,

He has rank’d me with his faints.

4 Tho’ conftrain’d to dwell a while
‘Where the wicked ftrive and brawl,
Let them frown, fo he but fmile,
Heav’n will make amends for all.

8 There, believers, we fhall reft,
Free from forrow, fin, and fears ;
Nothing there our peace moleft,
Thro’ eternal rounds of years.

9 Let us then the fight endure, o
See our Captain looking down ;
He will make the conqueft fure,
And beftow the promis’d crown.

"PROVERBS. .
LII. C. Wisdom. Chap. viii. 22.—31.
I '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, from everlafting,
The wonderful I AM,

Found pleafures never wafting,
And Wifdom is my name.

2 When, like a tent tg dwell in,
He fpread the fkies abroad, :
And {wath’d about the {welligg
Of ocean’s mighty flood 3 S
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He wrought by weight and meafure,
And I was with him then;

Myfelf the Father’s pleafure,

And mine the fons of men.

. 3 Thus wifdom’s words difcover
Thy glory and thy grace,
Thou everlafting lover
Of our unworthy race !

Thy gracious eye furvey’d us,
Ere ftars were feen above ;

In wifdom thou hait made us,
And died for us in love.

4 And couldft thou be delighted
With creatures fuch as we ! ‘
“Who, when we faw thee, flighted,
And nail’d thee to a tree?
Unfathomable wonder,

And myftery divine !
The voice that {peaks in thunder,
Says, ¢ Sinner, I am thine !”

LIII. A Friend that sticketh closer than a Bree
-ther. Chap. xviil. 24.
I NE there is; above all others,
Well deferves the name of Friend ;
His is love beyond a brother’s, )
Coftly, free, and knows no end ;
They who ence his kindnefs prove,
Find it everlafting love !

2 Which of all our friends to {ave us,
Could or would have fhed their blood !
But our Jefus died to have us
Reconcil’d to him in God ;

This was boundlefs love indeed !
~ Tefus is a friend in need,.
: 3 Men,
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3 Men, when rais’d to lofty ftations,
Often know their friends no more ;
-~ Slight and fcorn their poor relations,
Tho’ they valued them before ;
But our Saviour always owns
Thofe whom he redeem’d with groans.

4 When he liv'd on earth abafed,
Friend of finners was his name;
Now above all glory raifed,
Ho rejoices in the fame ;.
Siill he calls them brethren, friends,.
~ And to all their wants attends.

Could we bear from one another
What he daily bears fromus? - -
Yet this glorious Friend and Brother:
Loves us tho’ we treat him thus;
Tho’ for good they render ill, .
He accounts us brethren ftill. )

6 O for grace our hearts to foften !.
Teach us, Lord, at length to love;
We, alas ! forget too often,
‘What a Friend we have above ;
But when home our-fouls are brought,.
We will love thee as we ought,

ECCLESIASTES.
LIV. Panity of Life®. Chap. i. 2.

b THE evils that befet our path,
Who-can prevent or cure ?
We ftand upon the brink of death,
‘When moft we {feem fecure,
Cs v 2 If

 Book I1. Hymn 6,



56 ECCLESIASTES. BookI.

2 If we to-day fweet peace poflefs,
It foon may be withdrawn ; 3
Some change may plunge us in diftrefs
Befdre to-morrow’s dawn.

3 Difeafe and pain invade our health,
Anud find an eafy prey ;
And oft, when leaft expeéted, wealtﬁ
Takes wings, and flies away.

4 A fever or a blow can thake
Our wifdom’s boafted rule,
And of the brighteft genius make
A madman or a fool.

5 The gourds, from whxch we look for fnut,,
Produce us only pamn;
A worm unfeen attacks the root,
And alt our Lopes are vain,

61 pity thofe who feck no more
" Than fuch a world can give ;
Wretched they are, and blind, and poor,
And dying while they live,

"4 Since fin has fil’d the earth with woe,
And creatures fade and die ;
Lord, wean our hearts from things below,
And fix our hopes on high.

LV. C. Vanity of the World.

1 (YOD gives his mercies to be fpent 3
Your hoard will do your foul no good ;
Gold is a bleffing only lent,
Repaid by giving others food.

2 The world’s efteem is but a bribe ;
To buy their peace you fell your ownj; -
The flave of a vain-glorious tribe,
Who hate you while they make you known.
. 3 The
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3 The joy that vain amufements give,
Oh! fad conclufion that it brings!
The honey of a crowded hive,
Defended by a thoufand ftings.

4 "Tis thus the world rewards the fools
That live upon her treach’rous fmiles 3
She leads them blindfold by her rules,
And ruins all whom fhe beguiles,

5 God knows the thoufands who go down = ;
From pleafure into endlefs woe ;
And with a long defpairing groan, ’

"~ Blafphemie their Maker as they go.

6 O fearful thought ! be timely wife;
Delight but in a Saviour’s charms ; -
And God fhall take you to the fkies,
Embrac’d in everlafting arms. .

LVI. Panity of the Creature sanctifieds
3 HONEY tho” the hee prepares,

An envenom’d fting he wears ;
Piercing thorns a guard compofe
Round the fragrant blooming rofe.’

2 Where we think to find a fweet, - 1
Oft a painful fting we meet ;

When the rofe invites our eye,
We forget the thorn is nigh,

3 Why are thus our hopes beguil’d ¥
Why are all our pleafures fpoil’d ¥
Why do agony and woe
From our choiceft comforts grow2

4 Siv'has been the caufe of all !

*Twas not thus before the fall ;
Waiiat burt pain, and thorn, and fting,
From the root of fin can fpring ? - ‘

. Cs 5 Now
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§ Now with ev’ry good we find
Vanity and grief entwin’d ;
What we fee], or what we fear,
All our joys embitter here.

6 Yet, thro’ the Redeemer’s love,
Thefe afilictions bleflings prove ;
He the wounding ftings and thorns
Into healing med’cines turns.

7 From the earth our hearts they wean,
Teach us on his arm to lean ;

Urge us to a throne of grace,
Make us feek a refting.place.

8 In the manfions of our King -
Sweets abound without a fting ;
Thornlefs there the rofes blow,

And the joys unmingled flow.

S ————— me—
——

SOLOMON’S SONG.

LVIL The Name of FESUS. Chap.i. 3

1 OW f{weet the name of Jefus founds
In a beljever’s ear!
It foothes his forrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

2 It makes the wounded fpirit whole,

And calms the troubled breaft;
*Tis manna to the hungry foul,

Aund to the weary reft.

3 Dearname! the rock on which I build,
My fhield and hiding-place ;

My never-failing treas’ry, fill'd
With boundlefs ftores of grace.

. 4 By
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4. By thee my pray’rs acceptance gain,
Altho’ with fin defil’d ;
Satan accufes me in vain,
And I am own’d a child.

59

§ Jesus ! my Shepherd, Hufband, Friend,

My Prophet, Prieft, and King !

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End !

Accept the praife I bring.

6 Weak is the effort of my heart,
And cold my warmeft thought;:
But when I fee thee as thon art,
I’ll praife thee as I ought.

2 Till then I would thy love proclaim:
With ev’ry fleeting breath ;
And may the mufic of thy name
Refrefh my foul in death.

Ty

ISATAH.

LVIIL. C. O LORD, I will praise thee &

~ Chap, xii.

13 I will praife thee ev'ry day,
Now thine anger’s turn’d‘away ! .
Comfortable thoughts arife
From the.bleeding facrifice.

2. Here, in the fair gofpel-field,
Wells of free falvation yield
Streams of life, a plenteous ftore,..
And my foul thall thirft no more..

3 Jefus is.become at length
My falvation and my ftrength ;
And his praifes thall prolong,
Wahile 1 live, my p(l;afant fong..
6.



\

4 Praife ye, then, his glorious name,
Publifh his exalted fame !
Still his worth your praife exceeds,
Excellent are 21l his deeds.

5 Raife again the joyful found,
Let the nations roll it round !
Zion fhout, for this is he,

God the-Saviour dwells in thee.

LIX. Tbe Refuge, River, asd Rock of the
Chyrch. Chap. xxxii. 2.

1 E who on earth as man was known,
Aad bore our fing and pains,
Now, feated on th’ eternal throne;,
The God of glory reigns.

3 His hands the Wheels of nature guide,
With an unerring fkill ;
And countlefs worlds, extended wide,
Obey his fov’reign will.

3 While harps unnumber’d found his praife,
. In yonder world above ;
His faints on earth admire his ways,
And glory in his love.

4 His righteoufnefs to faith reveal’d,
Wrought out fer guilty worms,
Affords a hiding-place and fhield
From enemies and ftorms, :
5 This land, thro’ which his pilgrims go,
1s defolate and dry ;
Baut ftreams of grace from him o’erflow, .
Their thirft to fatisfy.

6 When troubles, like a burning fun,
Beat heavy on their head,

To this Almighty Rock they run,

And find a pleafing thades =

S Co 7 How

6. ISAIAH Book L -

¢
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% How glorious he, how happy they
In fuch a glorious Friend !
Whofe love fecures them all the way,
And crowns them at the end.

LX. Zion, or the City of God *. Chap. xxxiii..
20. al.
x LORIOUS. things of thee are fpoken 4
Zion, city of our God ! |
He, whofe word cannot be broken,
Form’d thee for his own abode 1 ;
On the Rock of agés founded ||,
What can thake thy fure repofe ?
With falvation’s walls furrounded ¥,
Thou may’ft fmile at all thy foes. .

2 See! the fireams of living waters,
"~ Springiag from eternal love **,
Well fupply thy fons and daughters,
And all fear of want remove ;
Who can faint while fuch a river
Ever flows their thirft t’ affuage ?
Grace which, like the Lord the giver,
Never fails from age to age. K
3 Round each- habitation hov’ring,
See the cloud and fire appear +4 ¢
For a glory aad a cov’ring,
Shewing that the Lord is near ;
Thus deriving from their banner,.
Light by night, and fhade by-day ;.
. Safe they feed upon the manna
Which he gives. them when they pray.
4 Blefs’d inhabitants of Zion,
Wafh'd in the Redeemer’s blood !.
Jefus, whom their fouls rely on,
Makes them kings and priefts to God 3.

Tis
#* Book IL. Hymn 24. + Pfal lxxxvii. 3.
. < Plal. cxxxii. 140 | Matth, xvi. 18,
< Al Ifaiah, xxvi. 1. ** Plal. xlvi. 4.

1t lfaiah, iv. 5.6, - 4t Bev. i 6.
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*Tis his love his people raifes

Over f{eIf to reign as kings,

And as priefts, his folemn praifes-

Each for a thank-off’ring brings.
5 ‘Saviour, if of Zion’s city

I thro’ grace a2 member am ;.

Let the world deride or pity,.

1 will glory in thy name;

Fading is the worldling’s pleafure,.

All his boafted pomp and thow ;

Solid joys and lafting treafure,

None but Zion’s children know.

LXI. Look unto me, and be ye savedd.
Chap. xlv. 22.

N | AS the ferpent rais’d by Mofes *

Heal’d the burning ferpent’s bite ;.
Jefus thus himfelf difclofes:
To the wounded finner’s fight ;
Hear his gracious invitation, i
¢ I have life and peace to give, '
1 have wrought out full falvation ;.
Sinner, look to me, and live.

2 Pore upon your fins no longer,
Well I know. their mighty guilt ;
But my love than death is ftronger,
I my blood have freely fpilt; .
- Tho’ your heart has.long been harden’d;,
Look on me,—it foft fhall grow ;
Paft tranfgreflions fhall be pardon’d,
And I'll wath you white as fnow.

3 I have feen what you were doing,
Tho’ you little thought of me;
- You were madly bent on ruin,
‘But I faid,—It {hall not be :

® Numbers, xsi. g,
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You had been for ever wretched,
Had I not efpous’d your part ;
Now behold my arms outftretched
To receive you to my heart.

4 Well may thame, and joy, and wonder,
All your inward paflions move ;
I could crufh thee with my thunder,
But I fpeak to thee in love :

" See! your fins are all forgiv’n,
I have paid the eountlefzrlgum !

. Now my death has open’d heav’n,
Thither you (hall thortly come.”

5 Deareft Saviour, we adore thee-
For thy precious life and death ;.
Melt each ftubborn heart befare thee,
Give us all the eye of faith;

. From the law’s condemning fentence,
To thy mercy we appeal ;
Thou alone can’ft give repentance,
Thou alone our fouls can’ft heal.

LXII. Tke Good Physician.

X HOW loft was my condition, )
Till Jefus made me whole !
There is but one Phyfician
Can care a fin-fick foul !
Next door to death he found me, : 31
€ And faatch’d me from the grave;
To tell to all around me,
His wondrous pow’s to fave,

2 The worft of all difeafes

Is light, compar’d with fin ;
On ev’ry part it feizes,
But rages moft within ;
'Tis pally, plague, and fever, 1
And madnefs,—all combin’d ; ’
And none but = believer

. The leaft relief can finds
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3 From men great fkill profelﬁng
+1 thought a cure to gain ;
But this prov’d more diftrefling,
And added to my pain ; :
Some faid that nothing ail’d me,
Some gave me up for loft ;
Thus ev’ry refuge fail’d me,
And all my bopes were crofs’d.

4 At length this great Phyﬁcxan,,
How matchlefs is his grace !
Accepted my petition,, .
And undertook my cafe ; ‘
Firft gave me fight to view him,
For fin my eyes had feald ;
Then bid me look unto h1m 5
I look’d, and I was heal’d.

§ A dying, rifen Jefus,
Seen by the eye of faith,
At once from danger frees us,.
And faves the foul from death =
Come, then, to this Phyfician, -
His help he’ll freely give; -
He makes no hard condition, = =~ =~ = 1
’Tis on1y+—_look and live.

LXII. To the afflicted, tossed with lmpe:f:),
and not comforted. Chap. liv. 5‘—(1. ¥

1 PENSIVE, doubting, fearful heart,
Hear what Chrift the Saviour fays
Ev’ry word fhould joy impart,
Chaage thy mourning into praife :
Yes, he fpeaks, and fpeaks to thee,.
-May he help thee to believe !
Then thou prefeatly wilt fee,
Thou haft little caufe to grieve.. o
[ . 3 ¢ Fear
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3 ¢ Fear thay not, nor be atham’d, - ‘
" All thy forraws foon thall end :

I who heav’n and earth have fram’d,

Am thy Hufband and thy Friend :

I the High and Holy One,

Ifrael’s God, by all ador’d, .

As thy Saviour will be knowa,

Thy Redeemer and thy Lord.

3 For a moment I withdrew, .
And thy heart was fill’d with pain;
But my mercies I'll renew,
Thou thalt foon rejoice again :
Tho’ I feem to hide my face,
Very foon my wrath l{all eeafe ;
*Tis Sut for a.moment’s fpace, RN
Ending in eternal peace.
When my peaceful bow appears *,
Painted on the wat’ry cloud,
*Tis to diffipate thy fears,
Left the earth fhould be o’erflow’d :
~ ’Tis an emblem tao of grace, Cx
Of my cov’nant-love a fign; - :
Tho’ the mountains leave their place,
Thou thalt be for ever mine.
Tho’ aflited, tempeft-tofs'd,
Comfortlefs a-while thou art,
Do not think thou can’ft be loft,
*Thoa art graven on my heart :
All thy waftes I will repair,-
Thou fhalt be rebuilt anew ; .
And in thee it fhall appear
What a God of love can do.”

LXfV,’

*-Gen. ix. 13. 14.
B <
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LXIV. C.. Tbe contrite Heart. Chap.lvii. 15

3 THE Lord will happinefs divine
On contrite hearts beftow ;
Then tell me, gracious God, is mine
A contrite heart or no 2.

a I hear, but feem to hear in vain,
Infenfible as fteel ;.
If ought is felt, ’tis only pain,
To find I cannot feel.

3. T fometimes think myfelf inclin’d:
To love thee, if I could ;
But often feel another mind,
Averfe to all that’s good.

4 My beft defires are faint and few,
1 fain would ftrive for more ;
But when L cry,. “ My ftrength renew,
Seem weaker than before.

5. Thy faints are comforted, I know,
And love thy houfe of pray’r;
I.therefore go where others go,
But find no comfort there.

6 'O make this heart rejoice or ache !
Decide this doubt for-me ;-
And if it be not broken, break,
And heal it, if it be.

LXV. C. Thke future p?ace and glory of the
: Church. Ghap. Ix, 15.—20. 7

1 HEAR what God the Lord hath fpoken,,
O my people, faint and few,
€omfortlefs, affli¢ted, broken,
Fair abodes I build for you ;
Themes of heart-felt tribulation-
- Shall no more perplex your ways ;
You fhall name your walls Salvation,
And your gates thall all be praife..
2 There;
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2 There, like ftreams that feed the garden,
Pleafures without end thall flow ;
For the Lord, your faith rewarding,
All his bounty fhall beftow ;
Still in-undifturb’d pofleffion,
Peace and righteoufnefs fhall reign ;
Never fhall you feel oppreflion,
Hear the voice of war agaia.

3 Ye no-more your funs defcending,
Waning moons no more fhall fee ;
But, your griefs for ever ending,
Find eternal noon in me :

God fhall rife, and thining o’er you,.
Change to day the gloom of night;
He the Lord fhall be your glory,.
God your everlafting light.

b—— - __J}
JEREMIAH.

LXVL  Trust of the Wicked and the Righteous
compared.. Chap. xvii. 5,—8.

4 AS parched in the barren fands,
Beneath a burning fky,
The worthlefs bramble with’ring ftands,
And only grows to die :

Such is the finner’s awful cafe, .
Who makes the world his truft,

And dares his confidence to place
In vanity and duft.

3 A fecret curfe deftroys his root,
And dries his moifture up ;
He lives a-while, bat bears no fruit,
Then dies without a hope,
4 Bat
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4 But happy he whofe hopes depend
Upon the Lord alone ;
‘The foul that trufts in fuch a fnend
Can ne’er be overthrown.

s Tho’ gourds thould wither, cifterns break,
And creature-comforts die ;
No change his folid hope can fhake,
Or ftop his fure fupply.

6 So thrives and blooms the tree whofe roots
By conftant ftreams are fed ;
Array’d in green, and rich in fruits,
It rears its branching head.
7 It thrives the’ rain fhould be deny’d,
And drought around prevail ;
*Tis planted%y a river’s fide, -
Whofe waters cannot Tail.

LXVIL. C. YEHOVARA our Rngteaumm.
Chap. xxiii. 6.

1 MY God, how perfeét are thy ways.&
But mine polluted are ; N
““Sin twines itfelf about my prarfe, :
Ang flides into my pray’r.

2 When I would fpeak what thou haft done
To fave me from my fin,
I carinot make thy mercies known,
But felf-applaufe creeps in.

3 Divine defire, that holy flame
Thy grace creates in me,

* Alas ! impatience is its name,
When it returns to thee.

4 This heart a fountain of vile thoughts,
How does it overflow !
While felf upon the furface floats,

Still bubbling from helow.
: § Let

e
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§ Let others in the gandy drefs
Of fancy’d merit fhine,
The Lerd fhall be my righteoufnefs,
The Lord for ever mine.

LXVIIL. C. EPHRAIM repenting.
Chap. xxxi. 18.—so0. '

1 M_Y God, till I receiy’d thy ftroke,
How like a beaft was I'!
So unaccuftom’d to the yoke,
So backward to comply.

2 With grief my juft reproach I bear,
Shame fills me at the thought;
How frequent my rebellions were !
What wickednefs I wrought !

3 Thy merciful reftraint I fcorn’d,
' And left the pleafant road ;
Yet turn me, and I fhall be turn’d,
Thou art the Lord my God. '

4 Is Ephraim banifh’d from my thoughts,
Qr vile in my efieem ? .
No, faith the Lord, with all his fanlts,
1 ftill remember him.

5 Is be a dear and pleafant child ?
Yes, dear and pleafant fiill; -
Tho’ fin his foolith heart beguil'd,
And he withftoed my will.:
6 My fharp rebulke has Jaid him low;
He feeks my face again ;
My pity kindles at his woe,
He thall not {eck in vain.

~

i

LAMEN.-

[
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LAMENTATIONS.
LXIX. The LORD is my Portion. Chap.iii.24.

z FROM pole to pole let others roam,
And fearch in vain for blifs ;
My foul is fatisfied at home,
The Lord my portion is.
& Jefus, who on his glorious throne
Rules heav’n, and earth, and fes,
Is pleas’d to claim me for his: :OWn,
And give himfelf to me.

3 His perfon fixes all my love,
His blood removes my fear ;
And while he pleads for me above,
His arm preferves me here.
4 His word of promife is my food,
His Spirit is my guide ;
Thus daily is my ftrength renew’d,
And alfmy warlts fupply’d ®
§ For him I count as gain each lofs,
Difgrace, for hlm, renown ;
‘Well may I glory in my crofs,
While he prepares my crown !
6 Let worldlings then indulge their boaft,
How much they gain or fpend ;
Their joys muft foon give up the ghoft,
But mine fhall know no end. v

EZEKIEL.

LXX Humbled and silenced by Mercy. -
Chap. xvi. 63.

1 ONCE perithing in blood T lay,
Creatures no help could give ;
But Jefus pafs’d me in the way,
He faw, and bid me live.
2 Tho’
# Book III. Hymn 59,
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3 Tho’, Satan ftill his'rule maintain’d,
And all his arts employ’d ;
"That mighty word his rage reftrain’d,
I could not be deftroy’d.

4 At length the time of love arriv’d,
WhenT my Lord thould know ;
Then Satan, of his pow’r depriv'd,
Was forc’d to let me go.
4 O can I eer that day forget,
When Jefus kindly fpoke !
¢ Poor foul ! my blood has paid thy debt,
And now I break thy yoke.
'3 Henceforth 1 take thee for my own,
And give myfelf to thee 3
Forfake the idols thou haft known,
And yield thyfelf to me.”

‘6 Ah, worthlefs heart ! it promis’d fair,
-Andaid it would be thine ;
1 little thought it €’er would dare
Again with idols join.
y dLord, doft thou fuch backflidings heal,
And pardon all that’s paft ?
Sure, if I'am not made of fteel,
Thou haft prevail’d at laft. ,
8 My tongue, which rathly fpoke before,
- This mercy will reftrain ;
Surely I now fhall boaft no more,
Nor cenfure, nor complain.

LXZXI. C. The Covenant. Chap. xxxvi. 2 5.8,

| THE Lord proclaims his grace abroad !
Behold I change your hearts of ftone ;
Each fhall renounce his idol-god,
And ferve, “henceforth, the Lord alone.

.2 My
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2 My grace, a flowing ftream, proceeds
To wath yout filthinefs away ;
Ye {ball abher your forter deeds,
And learn my fiatutes to obey.

3 My truth the great defign enfures, -
1 give myfelf away to you;

You fhall be mine, I will be your’s,
Your God unalterably true.

4 Yet not unfought, or animplor’d,
The plenteous gracé thall I confer *;
No—your whole heart fhall feek the Lord,
I’ll put a praying fpirit there.

5 From the firft breath of life divine,
Down to the laft expiring hour,

The gracicus work fhall all be mine,
Begun and ¢nded in my pow’r.

LXXI1I. C. ¥EHOVAH.-SHAMMAH,
o Chap. xlviii. 35. v
1 AS birds their infant-brood prote& +,
And fpread their wings to thelter them
Thus faith the Lord to his ele&; .
¢ Thus will I guard Jerufalem.”

2 And what then is Jerufalem,
This darling obje& of his care ?
‘Where is its worth in God’s efteem ?
‘Who buil¢ it ? who inhabits there?

3 Jehovah founded it in blood, *
The blood of his incarnate. Son ;
There dwell the {aints, once foes to God,
The finners whom he calls his own,

4 There, tho’ befieg’d on ev'ry fide;
Yet much belov'd and guarded well,
From age to age they have defy’d
The utmoft force of earth and hell, - .
o L - 5 Let
. ® Ver. 37. + laiah, xxi. s. .
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5 Let earth repent, and hell defpair,
This city has a fure defence ;

Her name is call’d, The Lord is there,
And who has pow’r to drive him thence ?

- — —

DANIEL.

LXXIII. The Power and Triumph of Faith,

Chap. iii. 6.
1 SUPPORTED by the word,
Tho’ in himfelf a worm,
The fervant of the Lord
Caa wondrous ads perform:
Without difmay he boldly treads
Where’er the path of duty leads.
2 The haughty king in vain,
With fury on his brow,
Believers would conftrain
To golden gods to bow :
The furnace could not make them fear,
. Becaufe they knew the Lord was near.

3 As vain was the decree

Which charg’d them not to pray ; :

. Daniel ftill bow’d his knee,
And worthipp’d thrice a-day:
Trufting in God, he fear’d not men,
Tho’ threat’ned with the lion’s den.

4 Secure they might refufe
Compliance with fuch laws ;
For what had they to lofe,
When God efpous’d their caufe 2
He made the hungry lions crouch,
Nor durft the fire bis children touch.

s The Lord is ftill the fame,
A mighty fhield and tow’r,
And they who truft his name
Are guarded by his pow’r ;

D

He
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He can the rage of lions tame, -
And bear them harmlefs thro’ the flame.

6 Yet we too often fhrink
"When trials are in view ;
Expe&ting we muft fink,
And never can get thro’:
Bat could we once believe indeed,
From all thefe fears we fhould be freed.

LXXIV. BELSHAZZAR. Chap.v. 5. 6.

1 “POOR finners ! little do they think
. With whom they have to do !
But ftand fecurely on the brink
Of everlafting woe.

2 Belfhazzar thus, profanely bold,
The Lord of hofts defy’d ;
But vengeance foon his boafts controul’d,
And humbled all his pride.

3 He faw a hand upon the wall, ‘
’ (And trembled on his throne ),
‘Which wrote his fudden dreadful fall
In chara&ers unknown.

4 Why fhould he tremble at the view
Of what he could not read ?
Foreboding confcience quickly knew
His ruin was decteed.

5 See him o’erwhelu’d with deep diftrefs !
His eyes with anguith roll; :
His looks and loofen’d joints exprefs
The terrors of his foul.

6 His pomp and mufic, guefts and wine,
No more delight afford s

O finner ! ere this cafe be thing,
Begin to {eek the Lovd.

- 7 The
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7 The law, like this hand-writing, ftands,
And fpeaks the wrath of God®3
But Jefus anfwers its demands,
And cancels it with blood.

JONAH.
LXXV. Tkbe Gourd. Chap. iv. 7.

X AS once for Jonah, fo the Lord,
To foothe and cheer my mournful hours,
Prepar’d for me a pleafing gourd ;
Cool was its thade, and fweet its flow’rs.

2 To prize his gift was furely right,
Baut thro’ the folly of my heart,
It hid the Giver from my fight,
And foon my joy was turn’d to fmart.

3 While I admir’d its beauteous form,
Its pleafant fhade, and grateful fruit;
The Lord, difpleas’d, fent forth a worm,
Unfeen, to prey upon the root.

[ ]

4 1 trembled when I faw it fade,
But guilt reftrain’d the murm’ring word ;
My folly I confefs’d, and pray’d,
Forgive my fin, and fpare my gourd.

s His wondrous love can ne’er be told,
He heard me, and reliev’d my pain;;
His word the threat’ning worm controul’d,
And bid my gourd revive again.

6 Now, Lord, my gourd is mine no more,
*Tis thine, who only could’ft it raife ;
The idol of my heart before,
Henceforth fhall flourith to thy praife.

Da -

*® Col. ii, 14.
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ZECHARTIAH.

LXXVI. Prayer for the LORD’s promised
Presence.  Chap. ii. 10.

2 QON of God! thy people thield !
Muft we ftill thine abfence mourn?
Let thy promife be fulfill’d,
Thou haft faid, % I will retarn

2 Gracious Leader, now appear,
Shine upon us with thy light !
Like the fpring, when thou art near,
Days and funs are doubly bright.

As a mother counts the days,

Till her abfent fon fhe fee,

Longs and watches, weeps and prays,
So our {pirits long for thee.

4 Come, and let us feel thee nigh,
Then thy fheep fhall feed in peace ;
Plenty blefs us from on high, :
Evil from amongft us ceafe.

5 With thy love, and voice, and aid,
Thou can’ft ev’ry care afluage,
Then we fhall not be afraid,

Tho’ the world and Satan rage.

6 Thus each day for thee we’ll fpend,
‘While our callings we purfue;
And the thoughts of fuch a friend,

. " Shall each night our joy renew. -

#n Let thy light be ne’er withdrawn,
Golden days afford us long !
Thus we pray at early dawn,
This fhall be our ev’ning fong.

ILXXVIL



Hymn77. ZECHARIAH. o

LXXVII. A Brand plucked out of the fire.
Chap. iii. I.—5. '

1 ‘N? ITH Satan, my accufer, near,
My fpirit trembled when I faw
The Lord in majefty appear,
And heard the language of his law.

2 In vain I with’d and ftrove to hide
The tatter’d filthy rags I wore;
While my fierce foe infulting cry’d,
« See what you trufted in before !”

g Struck dumb, and left without a plea,
1 heard my gracious Saviour fay,
¢ Know, Satan, I this finner free,
1 died to take his fins away.

4 This is a brand which I, in love,
To fave from wrath and fin defign;
In vain thy accufations prove,

I anfwer all, and claim him mine.”

g At his rebuke the tempter fled ;
‘Then he remov’d my filthy drefs ;
¢ Poor finner, take this robe, he faid,
It is thy Saviour’s righteoufnefs.

6 And fee, a crown of life prepar’d !
That I might thus thy head adorn,
1 thought no thame or fuff’ring hard,
But wore for thee a crown of thorn.”

- # O how I heard thefe gracious words !
They broke and heal’d my heart at once,
Conitrain’d me to become the Lord’s,”
And all my idol-gods renounce.

8 Now, Satan, thou haft loft thy aim, -
Againft this brand thy threats are vain y
Jefus has pluck’d it from the flame,

Aund who fhall put it in again ? ,
: i D3 LXXVIIL
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LXXVIIL. On one Stone shall be seven Eyes.
Chap. iii. g.

1 JESUS CHRIST, the Lord’s anointed,
Who his blood for finners f{pilt,
Is the Stone by God appointed,
And the church is on him built ;
He delivers all who truft him from their guilt.

2 Many eyes-at once are fixed
On a perfon fo divine ;
Love, with awful juftice mixed,
In his great redemption fhine :
Mighty Jefus ! give me leave to call thee mine,

3 By the Father’s eye approved,
Lo, a voice is heard from heav’n *,
¢ Sinners, this is my beloved,
For your ranfom freely giv’n :
All offences, for his fake, fhall be forgiv’n.”

4 Angels with their eyes purfu’d him 1,
‘When he left his glorious throne ;
‘With aftonifhment they view’d him
Put the form of fervant on:
Angels worthipp’d him who was on earth una
known.-

§ Satan and his hoft amazed,
Saw this Stone in Zion laid ;
Jefus, tho’ to death abafed,
Bruis’d the fubtile ferpent’s head §,
‘When, to fave us, on the crofs his blood he fhed.

6 When a guilty finner fees him,
‘White he looks his {oul is heal’d ;
Soon this fight from anguifh frees him,
And imparts a parden feal’d || :
May this Saviour be to all our hearts reveal’d.
2 With
* Matth. iii. 17. + 1 Tim. iii. 16,
} John, xii. 31, § John, iii. x5.
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# With defire and admiration,
All his blood-bought flock behold ;
Him who wrought out their falvatlon,
And inclos’d them in his fold * ;
Yet their warmeft love and praifes are too cold,

8 By the eye of carnal reafon,
Many view him with difdain +;
How will they abide the feafon,
When he’ll come with all his train ?
To efcape him then they’ll with, but with in vain,

9 How their hearts will melt aud tremble,
When they hear his awful voice §;
But his faints he’ll then aflemble,
‘As his portion and his choice, .
And receive them to his everlafting joys.

LXXIX. C. Praise for the Fountain opened.

¢ HERE is a fountain fill’d with blood
Drawn from Emanuel’s veins ; -
Aud 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 I, as vile as he,
Waih’d all my fins away.

3 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood
Shall never lofe its pow’r,
Till all the ranfom’d church of God
Be fav’d to fin no more,

4 Eer fince, by faith, 1 faw the ftream
Thy flowing wounds fupply,
Redeeming love has been my theme,
Aud fhall be till I die.
Dy 5 Then

® 1 Pet.ii g $ Pl cxviii. 22,
§ Rev.i. 7.
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§ Then in a nobler, fweeter fong,
I’ll fing thy pow’r to fave;
When this poor lifping ftamm’ring tongue
Lies filent in the grave.
6 Lord, I believe’ thou haft prepar’d
(Unworthy though I be)
For me a blood-bought free reward,
A golden barp for me !

4 ’Tis ftrang, and tun'd, for endlefs years,
And form’d by pow’r divine ;
To found in God the Father’s ears
No other name but thine.

e
MALACHI.

LXXX. Tbkey skall be mine, saith the Lor®.
Chap. iii, 16.—18.

1 ‘VHEN finners utter boafting words,
Aund glory in their thame;
The Lord, well-pleas’d, an ear affords
To thofe who fear his name,

2 They often meet to feek his face,
And what they do, or fay,
Is noted in his book of grace
Againfl another day,

3 For they by faith a day defcry,
And joyfully expe&t,
When he,. defcending from the fky,
His jewels will colleét :

4 Unnotic’d now, becaufe unknown,
A poor and fuff’ring few ;
He comes to claim them for his own,

. And bring them forth to view.
§ With
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5 With tranfport then their Saviour’s care
And favour they fhall prove ;
As tender parents guard and fpare
The children of their love.

6 Affembled worlds will then difcern
The faints alone are bleft ;
When wrath fhall like an oven burn,
And vengeance ftrike the reft.

_ MATTHEW.
LXXXI. The Beggar. Chap. vii. 7. 8.

1 NCOURAG’D by thy word:
Of promife to the poor,
~ Behold, a beggar, Lord,
Waits at thy mercy’s door !
No hand, no heart, O Lord, but thine,
Can help or pity wants like mine,

2 The beggar’s ufual plea,
Relief from men to gain,
If offer’d unto thee, :
I know thou would'ft difdain y
And pleas which move thy gracious ear,.
Are fuch as men would fcorn to hear.

3 I have no right to fay,
~ That though I now am poor,
Yet once there was a day
When I poffeffed more ;.
Thou know’(t that from my very birth,
Pve been the pooreft wretch on earth.

4 Nor can 1 dare profefs,
As beggars often do,
Tho’ great is my diftrefs,
My wants have been but few:
I€ thou [hould'ft leave my foul to ftarve,.
It would be what I well deferve.
- Dgs s 'Twere
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5 'Twere folly to pretend
I never begg’d before ;
Or if thou now befriend,
P’ll trouble thee no more :
Thou often haft reliev’d my pain,
And often I muft come again.

6 Tho’ crumbs are much too good
Forfuchadogasl,
No lefs than children’s food
My foul can fatisfy :
O do not frown and bid me go,
I muft have all thou can’ft beftow.

7 Nor can I willing be
Thy bounty to conceal
From others who, like me,
Their wants and hunger feel :
T'1l tell them of thy mercy’s ftore,
And try to fend 2 thoufand more.

8 Thy thoughts, Thou only wife !
Our thoughts and ways tranfcend,
Far as the arched fkies
" Above,the earth extend * :
Such pleas as mine men would not hear,
But God receives a beggar’s pray’r,

LXXXII. Tbe Leper. Chap. viii. 2. 3¢

2 OFT as the leper’s ‘cafe I read,
My own defcrib’d I feel;
Sin is a leprofy indeed,
Which none but Chrift can heal.
2 A while I would have pafs’d for well,
And ftrove my fpots to hide;
Till it broke out incurable,
Too plain to be deny’d.

. 3 Then
.. * Ifaigh, Iv. 8. 9.
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3 Then from the faints I thought to flee,
And dreaded to be feen :
I thought they all would point at me,
And cry, ¢ Unclean, unclean!”

4 What anguith did my foul endure,
" Till hope and patience ceas’d !

The more I ftrove myfelf to cure,

The more the plague increas’d.

§ While thus I lay diftrefs’d, I faw
The Saviour paffing by ;
To him, tho’ fil’d with {hame and awe,
I rais’”d my mournful cry.

6 Lord, thou can’ft heal me if thou wilt,
For thou can’ft all things do;
O cleanfe my leprous foul from guilt,
My filthy heart renew !

7 He heard, and with a gracious look,
Pronouac’d the healing word ;
« I will,—be clean,” and while he fpoke,
I felt my health reftor’d.

8 Come, lepers, feize the prefent hour,.
The Saviour’s grace to prove;
He can relieve, for he is pow’r;,
He will, for he is love.

LXXXIIL. A Sick Soul. Chap. ix. 13-

1 PHYSICIAN of my fin-fick foul,
To thee 1 bring my cafe ;
My raging malady controul,
And heal me by thy grace.

-

2 Pity the anguith I endure,
See how I mourn and pine ;
For never can I hope a cure
From any haod but thine.
D6
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3 I would difclofe my whole complaint,
But where fhall I begin ?
No words of mine can fully paint
That worft diftemper, fin,

4 It lies not in a fingle part,
But thro’ my frame is fpread ;
A burning fever in my heart,
A palfy in my head.
§ It makes me deaf, and dumb, and blind,
And impotent and lame ;
And overelouds, and fills my mind
With folly, fear, and fhame.

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

» Lord, I am fick, regard my cry,
And fet my fpirit free ;
Say, can’ft thou let a finner die,
Who longs to live to thee?

LXXXIV. Satan returning. Chap. xii. 43.--43.

1 WHEN Jefus claims the finner’s heart,
Where Satan rul’d before ;
The evil fpirit muft depazt, - .
And dares return no more.-
2 But when he goes without conftraint,
- Aud wanders from his home,
Altho® withdrawn, ’tis but a feint,
He means again to come..

3 Some outward change perhaps is feen,
If Satan quit the place ;
But tho’ the houfe feem {wept and clean,
*Tis deftitute of grace. _ .
4 Except
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4 Except the Saviour dwell and reign
Within the finner’s mind,
Satan, when he returns again,
Will eafly entrance find.

5 With rage and malice feven.-fold,
He then refumes his {way ;
No more by checks to be controul’d,
No more to go away.

6 The finner’s former ftate was bad,
But worfe the latter far;
He lives poffefled, blind, and mad,
And dies in dark defpair.

7 Lord, fave me from this dreadful end !
And from this heart of mine,
O drive and keep away the fiend
Who fears no voice but thine.

LXXXV. C. The Sower. Chap, xiii. 3.

1 YE fons of earth, prepare the plough,
Break up your fallaw-ground ;
The fower is gone forth to fow,
And fcatter bleflings round,

2 The feed that finds a ftony foil,
Shoots forth a hafty blade;
But ill repays the fower’s toil,
Soon 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.

4 The beaten path and high-way fide
Receive the truft in vain
" The watchful birds the fpoil divide,
And pick up all the grain,
' 5 But
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5 But where the Lord of grace and pow'r
Has blefs’d the happy field ;
How plenteous is the golden ftore
The deep-wrought furrows yield ¢

6 Father of mercies, we have need
Of thy preparing grace ;
Let the fame hand that gives the feed,
Provide a fruitful place. :

LXXXVL Tbe Wheat and Tares. Chap. xiii.
- 3 7 —q2. '

] HO’ in the outward church below,
The wheat and tares together grow,
Jefus ere long will weed the crop,
And pluck the tares in anger up.

2 Will it relieve their horrors there,
To recolle& their ftations here ?
How much they heard, how much they knew,.
How long amongft the wheat they grew ?

3 Oh! this will aggravate their cafe !
They perifh’d under means of grace ;
To them the word of life and faith
Became an inflrument of death.

4 We feem alike when thus we meet,
Strangers might think we all are wheat ;
But to the Lord’s all-fearching eyes,
Each heart appears without difguife.

§ The tares are fpar’d for various ends, .
Some for the fake of praying friends;
Others the Lord, againft their will,

Employs his counfels to fulfil.

6 But tho’ they grow fo tall and ftrong,
His plan will not require them long 5
In harveft, when he fav=, bis own, -
The tares fhall into heil be thrown.

: : LXXXVII.
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LXXXVIL. Peter walking upon the Water.
 Chap. xiv. 28.—31,

3 A WORD from Jefus calms the fed,
The ftormy wind controuls,
And gives repofe and liberty
To tempeﬁ-toﬂi:d fouls.

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

3 Then fil’d with wonder, joy, and love,
Peter’s requeft was mine ;
Lord, call me down, I long to prove
Fhat I am wholly thine.

4 Unmov’d at all T have to meet
On life’s tempeftuous fea,
Hard fhall be eafy, bitter {weet,
So I may follow thee.

§ He heard and fmil’d, and bid me try,
1 eagerly obey’d;
But when from him I turn’d my eye,
How was my foul difmay’d !

6 The ftorm increas’d on ev’ry fide,
I felt my fpirit thrink ;
And foon, with Peter, loud I cry’d
¢ Lord, fave me, or I fink.”

= Kindly he caught me by the hand,
And faid, ** Why doft thou fear ?
Since thou art come at my command,
And I am always near.

8 Upon my promife reft thy hope,
And keep my love in view ;
I ftand engag’d to hold thee up, '
And guide thee fafely through.”

LXXXVIIL
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LXXXVIII. Woman of Canaan. Chap. xv.
. 22,—28.

1 PRAY'R an anfwer will obtain,
Tho’ the Lord a while delay ;
None fhall feek his face in vain,
None be empty fent away.

2 When the woman came from Tyre,
And for help to Jefus fought ;
Tho’ he granted her defire, -
Yet at firft he anfwer’d not.

3 Could fhe guefs at his intent,
‘When he to his follow’rs faid,
¢ I to Ifra’l’s fheep am fent,
Dogs muft not have children’s bread.”

4 She was not of Ifrael’s feed,
But of Canaan’s wretched race ;
Thought herfelf a dog indeed ;
Was not this a hopelefs cafe ?

§ Yet altho’ from Canaan fprung,
Tho’ a dog herfelf fhe ftyl’d,
She had Ifrael’s faith and tongue,
And was own’d for Abrah’m’s child,.

6 From his words the draws a plea: *
¢« Tho’ unworthy children’s bread,
*Tis enough for one like me,
If with crumbs I may be fed.”

% Jefus then his heart reveal’d :
¢« Woman, can’ft thou thus believe ¥
I to thy petition yield,
All that thou can’ft with, receive,”
8 'Tis a pattern fet for us,

How we ought to wait and pray;
None who plead and wreftle thus,

Shall be empty fent away. -
d LXXXIX,
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LXXXIX. What think ye of Christ 2
Chap. xxii. 42.

b WHAT think ye of Chrift? is the teft
To try both your ftate and your fcheme.
You cannot be right in the reft,
Unlefs you think rightly of him.
As Jefus appears in your view,
As he is beloved or not;
So God is difpofed to you,
And mcrcy or wrath are your lot.

2 Some take him a creature to be,
A man, or an angel at mott ;
Sure, thefe have not feelings like me,
Nor know themfelves wretched and loft
So guilty, fo helplefs am I,
I durft not confide in his blood,
Nor on his protetion rely,
Unlefs I were fure he is God.

3 Some call him a Saviour, in word,
But mix their own works with his plan ;
And hope he his help will afford,
When they have done all that they can:
If doings prove rather too light,

A little, they own, they may fail),

They purpofe to make up full weight,
By cafting his name in the fcale.

4 Some ftyle him the pearl of great price,
And fay he’s the fountain of joys;
Yet feed upon folly and vice,
And cleave to the world and its toys :
Like Judas, the Saviour they kifs,
And while they falute him, betray ;
Ah! what will profeffion like this -
Avail in bis terrible day 2 :
s It
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s If afk’d, what of Jefus I think ?
Tho’ ftill my beft thoughts are but poor,
I fay, He’s my meat and my drink, .
My life, and my ftrength, and my ftore ;
My Shepherd, my Hufband, my Friend,
My Saviour from fin and from thrall ;
My hope from beginning to end,
My portion, my Lord, and my All

XC. The foolish Virgins *. Chap. xxv. I.

1 ‘N? HEN, defeending from the iy,
The Brxdegrooﬁl thall appear,
And the folema midnight cry )
Shall call profeffors near,
How the found our hearts will damp !
How will fhame o’erfpread each face !
If we only have a lamp,
Withoat the oil of grace.

2 Foolilh virgins then will wake,

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

To borrow or to buy :

Then with thofe they now defpife,

Earnefily they’ll with to thare ;

But the beft among the wife -
Will bave no oil to fpare.

3 Wile are they, and truly bleft,
Who then thall ready be !
But defpair will feize the reft,
And dreadful mifery :
Once they’ll cry, we fcorn to doubt,
Tho’ in lies our truft we put ;
Now our lamp of hope is out,
The door of mercy fhut.
4 If
® Book III. Hymn 72.
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4 If they then prefume to plead,
¢« Lord, open to us now ;
We on earth have heard and pray’d,
And with thy faints did bow :”
He will anfwer from his throne,
¢ Tho’ you with my people mix’d,
Yet to me you ne’er were known ;
Depart, your doom is fix’d.”

5 O that none who worthip here

May hear that word, Depart!

Lord, imprefs a godly fear

On each profeflor’s heart :
Help us, Lord, to fearch the camp,
Let us not ourfelves beguile ;
Trufting to a dying lamp,

Without a ftock of oil.

XCI. Peter sinning and repenting.
" Chap. xxvi. 73.

1 WHEN Peter boafted, foon he fell,
Yet was by grace reftor'd ;
His cafe fhould be regarded well
By all who fear the Lord. "

2 A voice it has, and helping hand,
Backf{liders to recall ;
And cautions thofe who think they ftand,
Left fuddenly they fall.

3 He faid, “ Whatever others do,
* With Jefus I’ll abide ;”
Yet foon, amidft a murd’rous crew,
His {uff’ring Lord deny’d.
4 He who had been fo bold before,
Now trembled like a leaf;
Not only ly’d, but curs’d and {wore,
To gain the more belief.
5 While
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5 While he blafphem’d, he heard the cock,.
And Jefus look'd in love ;
At once, asif by lightning ftruck,
His tongue forbore to move.

6 Deliver’d thus from Satan’s fnare,
He ftarts, as from a fleep;
His Saviour’s look he could not bear,
But hafted forth to weep.

7 Bat fure the faithful cock had crow’d
A hundred times in vain,
Had not the Lord that look beftow’d,
The meaning to explain.

8 As 1, like Peter, vows have made,
Yet acted Peter’s part ;
So confcience, like the cock, upbraids
My bafe, ungrateful heart,

9 Lord Jefus, hear a finner’s cry,
My broken peace renew ;
“And grant one pitying look, that I
May weep with Peter too.

M ARK.

XCII. The Legion dispossessed. Chap.v. 18. 1g»

1 J-EGION was my name by nature,
Satan rag’d within my breaft ;

Never mifery was greater,
Never finner more poflefs’d :
Mifchievous to all around me,
To myfelf the greateft foe ;
-Thus I was when Jefus found me,
Fill’d with madnefs, fin, and woe.

2 Yet in this forlern condition,
When he came to fet me free,
I reply’d to my Phyfician,
¢ What have I to do with thee 2”
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But he would not be prevented,
Refcu’d me againft my will;
Had he ftaid till I confented,

I had been a captive ftill,

3 ¢ Satan, tho’ thou fain would’ft have it,
Know, this foul is none of thine;
I have fhed my blood to fave it,
Naw I challenge it for mine *:
Tho’ it long has thee refembled,
Henceforth it thall me obey.” "
Thus he {fpoke, while Satan trembled,
Gnath’d his teeth, and fled away.

4 Thus my frantic foul he healed,
Bid my fins and forrows ceafe ;

. Take,” faid he, “ my pardon fealed,
I have fav’d thee, go in peace:”
Rather take me, Lord,. to heaven,
Now thy lové and grace I know ;

+ Since thou haft my fins forgiven,
Why thould I remain below !

5 “ Love,” he faid, * will fweeten labours,
Thou haft fomething yet to do ;
Go and tell your friends and neighbours
What my love has dore for you:
Live to manifeft my glory,
‘Wait for heav’n a little fpace ;
Sinners, when they hear thy ftory,
Will repent and {feek my face.”

XCIH. Tbe Ruler’s Daughter ratsed.
Chap. v. 39.—42.

1 COULD the creatures help or eafe us,
Seldom fhould we think of pray’r ;
Few, if any, combe to Jefus, .
Till reduc’d to felf-defpait :- '
Long
* Book III. Hymn 54.
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Long we either flight or doubt him ;
But when all the means we try
Prove we cannot do without him,
Then at laft to him we cry.

2 Thus the ruler, when his daughter
Suffer’d much, tho’ Chrift was nigh,
Still deferr’d it, till he thought her
At the very point to die:

Tho’ he mourn’d for her condition,
He did not intreat the Lord,

Till he found that no phyfician °
But himfelf could help afford. °

3 Jefus did not once upbraid him,
That he had no fooner come;
But a gracious anfwer made him,
And went ftraitway with him home:
Yet his faith was put to trial
‘When his fervants came, and faid,
¢« Tho’ he gave thee no denial,

- *Tis too late, the child is dead.”

4 Jefus, to prevent his grieving,
Kindly fpoke and eas’d his pain
« Be not fearful, but believing,
Thou fhalt fee her live again :”
When he found the people weeping,

- ¢¢ Ceafe, he faid, no longer mourn
For the is not dead, but fleeping,”
Then they laughed him to fcorn.

§ O thou meek and lowly Saviour,
How determin’d is thy love !
Not this rude unkind hehaviour,
Could thy gracious purpofe move;
Soon as he the room had enter’d,
Spoke, and took her by the hand ;
Death at once his prey furrender’d, -
And fhe liv'd at his command.
6 Fear
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6 Fear not, then, diftrefs’d believer,
Venture on his mighty name;
He is able to deliver,
And his love is ftill the fame:
Can his pity or his pow’r
Suffer thee to pray in vain?
“Wait but his appointed hour,
And thy fuit thou fhalt obtain.

XCIV. Butone Loaf®. Chap. viii. 14.

T 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 ¢ The leaven of the Pharifees
Beware,”” the Saviour faid ;
They thought, it is becaufe he fees
We have forgotten bread.

3 It feems they had forgotten too,
What their own eyes had view'd ;
How with what {carce fuffic'd for few,
He fed a multitude.

.4 If five Tmall loaves, by his command,
Could many thoufands ferve 5
Might they not troft his gracious hand,
That they fhould never ftarve ?

5 They oft his pew’r and love had known,
And doubtlefs were to blame ;
But we have reafon good to own,
That we are juft the fame.

6 How often has he brought relief, -
And ev’ry want fupply’d !
Yet foon, again, our unbelief
Says, “ Can the Lord provide ?”
: 7.Be
% Bdok I1II. Hymn s7.

- .
.
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% Be thankful for one loaf to-day,
Tho’ that be all your ftore ;
TFo-morrow, if you truft and pray,
-Shall timely bring you more.

XCV. BARTIMEUS. Chap. x. 44. 48.

1« ERCY, O thou Son of David !”

Thus blind Bartimeus pray’d 3

« Others by this word are faved,

Now to me afford thine aid :”

Many for his crying chid him,

Bat he call’d the louder ftill ;

Till the gracious Saviour bid him

¢ Come, and afk me what you will.”

2 Money was not what he wanted,
Tho’ by begging us’d to live ; .
Baut he afk’d, and Jefus granted,
Alms which none but he could give :
¢ Lord, remove this grievous blindnefs,
et my eyes beheld the day ;”
Strait he faw, and, won by kindnefs,
Follow’d Jefus in the way.

3 Oh! methinks I hear him praifing,
Publithing to all around,
¢¢ Friends, is not my cafe amazing ?
What a Saviour I have found: '
O that all the blind but knew him,
And would be advis’d by me !
Surely would they haften to him,
He would caufe them all to fee.”

XCVI. C. The House of Prayer. Chap. xi. 1%,

L THY manfion is the Chriftian’s heart, -
O Lord, thy dwelling-place fecure !
Bid the unruly throng depart, T
And leave the confecrated door,
.- 2 Devoted

|
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2 Devoted as it is to thee,
A thievith fwarm frequents the place ;
They fteal away my joys from me,
And rob my Saviour of his praife.

8 There, too, a fharp defigning trade,
Sin, Satan, and the world maintain ;
Nor ceafe to prefs me, and perfuade
To part with eafe, and purchafe pain,

4 I 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 1 would.

§ Oh! for the joy thy prefence gives,
What peace thall reign when thou art here !
Thy prefence makes this den of thieves
A calm delightful houfe of pray’r.

6 And if thou make thy temple thine,
Yet, felf-abas’d, will I adore ;
The gold and filver are not mine,
I give thee what was thine before.

XCVIL. Tbke Blasted Fig-Tree. Chap. xi. 20.

1 ONE awful word which Jefus fpoke
Againft the tree which bore no fruit,
More piercing than the lightning’s firoke,
Blafted and dry’d it to the root.

2 'But could a tree the Lord offend,
To make him fhew his anger thus ?
He furely had a farther end,

To bé a warning word to us.

8 The fig-tree by its leaves was known ;
But having not a fig to thew, :
1t brought a heavy fentence down,
* Let none hereafter on thee grow.”
4 Too
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4 Too many, who the gofpel hear,
Whom Satan blinds, and fin deceives,
‘We to this fig-tree may compare,
They yield no fruit, but only leaves. -

5 Knowledge, and zeal, and gifts, and talk,
Unlefs combin’d with Yaith and love,
And witnefs’'d by a gofpel-walk,
‘Will not a true profeflion prove.

6 Without the fruit the Lord expedls,
Knowledge will make our ftate the worfe ;
The barren trees he ftill rejeéls,

And foon will blaft them with his curfe.

7 O Lord, unite our hearts in pray’r !
On each of us thy Spirit fend,
That we the fruits of grace may bear,
¥ And find acceptance in the end.

LUKE.
XCVIIL. Thke two Debtors. Chap. vii. 47:

1 ONCE a woman filent ftood,
‘While Jefus fat at meat ;
From her eyes the pour’d a flood,
To wath his facred feet ;-
Shame and wonder, joy and love,
All at once poflfefs’d her mind,
That the e’er {o vile could prove,
Yet now forgivenefs find.

2 ¢ How came this vile woman here ?
‘Will Jefus notice fuch?
Sure, if he a prophet were,
He would difdain her touch !”
Simon thus, with fcornful heart,
Slighted one whom Jefus lov’d ;
But her Saviour took her part,
And thus his pride reprov’d :
* 3uIf
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3 “ If two men in debt were bound,

One lefs, the other more,

Fifty, or five hundred pound,
And both alike were poor ;

Should the lender both forgive,
When he faw them both diftre{s’d,

Which of them would you believe
Engag’d to love him beft ?”

4 ¢ Surely he who moft did owe,”’

The Pharifee reply’d ;

Then our Lord, “ By judging fo,
Thou doft for her decide ;

Simon, if, like her, you knew
How much you forgivenefs need ;

You like her had a&ed too,
And welcom’d me indeed.

5§ When the load of fin is felt,
And much forgivenefs known,
Then the heart of courfe will melt,
Tho’ hard before as ftone ;
Blame not then her love and tears,
Greatly fhe in debt has been ;
But I have remov'd her fears,
And pardon’d all her fin.”

6 When I read this woman’s cafe,
Her love and humble zeal,

I confefs, with thame'of face,
My heart is made of fteel.
Much has been forgiv’a to me,
Jefus paid my heavy fcore ;

What a creature muft I be,
That I can love no more ! -

XCIX. The good Samaritan. Chap. X. 33.e=35.

1 OW kind the good Samaritan
To him who fell among the thieves !
Thus Jefus pities fallen man, !
And heals the wounds the foul receives.
E 2 2 Oh!
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2 Oh! I remember well the day,
When forely wounded, nearly flain,
Like that poor man I bleeding lay,
And groan’d for help, But groan’d in vaia.

3 Men faw me in this helplefs cafe,
And pafs’d without compaffion by ;
Each neighbour turn’d away his face,
Unmoved by my mournful cry.

4 But he whofe name had been my fcorn,
(As Jews Samaritans defpife),
Came, when he faw me thus forlorn,
With love and pity in his eyes.

§ Gently he rais’d me from the ground,
Prefs’d me to lean upon his arm,
And into ev’ry gaping wound,

He pour’d his own all-healing balm.

6 Into his church my fteps he led,
The houfe prepar’d for finners loﬁ,
Gave charge I fhould be cloath’d and fed,
And took upoen him all the coft,

7 Thus fav'd from death, from want fecur’d
I wait till he again fhall tome, '
(When I fhall be completely cur’&),

And take me to his heav’nly home.-

8 There, thro’ eternal boundlefs day,
‘When Nature’s wheel no longer rolls,
How fhall I love, adore, and praife,
This good Samaritan to fouls !

C. MARTHA and MARY. Chap x.
. 38.—312.

1 MARTHA her love and joy exprefs’d,
By care to entertain her gueft ;

While Mary fat to hear her Lord,
And could not bear to lofe a wqxd :
: 2 The
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2 The principle, in both the fame,
Produc'd in each a diff’rent aim ;
The one to feaft the Lord was led,
The other waited to be fed.

3 But Mary chofe the better part,
Her Saviour’s words refrefh’d her heart ;
While bufy Martha angry grew, ‘
And loft her time and temper too.

4 With warmth fhe to her fifter fpoke,
But brought upon herfelf rebuke :
¢ One thing is needful, and but one,
Why do thy thoughts on many run ?”

5 How oft are we like Martha vex’d,
Encumber’d, hurried, and perplex’d ?
‘While triftes fo engrofs our thought,
The one thing needful is forgot.

6 Lord, teach us this one thing to choofe,
‘Which they who gdin can never lofe ;
Sufficient in itfelf alone,

And needful, were the world our own.

7 Let grov'lling hearts the world adshire,
Thy love is all that I require !
Gladly 1 may the reft refign,
If the one needful thing be mine !

Cl. The Heart taken. Chap. xi. 21. 22.

1 THE caftle of the human Heart,
Strong in its native fin,
Is guarded well in ev’ry part,
By him who dwells within.

2 For Satan there in arms refides,
And calls the place his own ;
With care againft affaults provides,
And rules as on a throne, :
E3 ' 3 Each.
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3 Each traitor thought, on him as chief,
In blind obedience waits;
And pride, felf-will, and unbglief,
Are pofted at the gates.

4 Thus Satan for a feafon reigns,
And keeps his goods in peace ;
The foul is pleas’d to wear his chains,
Nor withes a releafe.

5 But Jefus, ftronger far than he,
In his appointed hour,
Appears to fet his people free
From the ufurper’s pow’r.

6 ¢ This heart I bought with blood,” he fays,
¢ And now it {hall be mine ;”’
His voice the ftrong one arm’d difmays,
He knows he muft refign. -
7 In fpite of unbelief and pride,
And felf and Satan’s art ;.
The gates of brafs fly open wide,
And Jefus wins the heart.

8 The rebel foul that once withftood
The Saviour’s kindeft call,
Rejoices now, by grace fubdu’d,
To ferve him with her all.

CII. Tke Worldling. Chap. xii, 16.—21:

f L MY barns are full, my ftores increafe, -
And now, for many years,
Soul, eat and drink, and take thine eafe,
Secure from wants and fears.”

2 Thus while a worldling boafted once,
As many now prefume,
He heard the Lord himfelf pronounce
His fudden, awful doom. ' '
o 3 < This
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3 ‘¢ This night, vain fool, thy foul muft pafs
Into a world unknown ;
And who fhall then the ftores poffefs,
Which thou haft call’d thine own 2"

4 Thus blinded mortals fondly fcheme
For happinefs below ;
Till death difturbs the pleafing dream,
And they awake to woe.

§ Ah! who can fpeak the vaft difmay
That fills the finner’s mind,
When, torn by death’s ﬂ:rong hand away,
He leaves his all behind !

6 Wretches, who cleave to earthly thmgs,
But 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 gofpel to attend,
That we may live above the fkies,
When this poor life fhall end.

CIIL. The darren Fig-tree, Chap. xiiis 6,—q,

1 THE church a garden is,
In which believers itand,
Like ornamental trees
Planted by God’s own hand ;
His Spirit waters all their roots,
And ev’ry branch abounds with fruits, !

2 But other trees there are,
In this inclofure grow, )
‘Which, tho’ they promife fair,
Have only leaves to thow;
No fruits of grace are on them found,
They ftand but cumb’rers of the ground.
E4 3 The



104 LUKE. ~ Book X,

3 The under gard’ner grieves,

In vain his ftrength he {pends,

For heaps of ufelefs leaves

Afford him {mall amends :
He hears the Lord his will make known,
To cut the barren fig-trees down.

4 How difficult his poft,
What pangs his bowels move,
To find his withes croft,
His labours ufelefs prove !
His laft rclief, his earneft pray’r,
¢ Lotd, fpare them yet another year,

- § Spare them, and let me try :
What farther means may do ; ‘
I’ll frefh manure apply,

My digging Tl renew ; .

Who knows but yet they fruit may ;ield !

If not—'tis juft they muft be fell’d.”

6 If under means of grace

No gracious fruits appear,

It is a dreadful cafe ; -

Tho’ God may long forbear,
At length he’ll ftrike the threaten’d blow *,
And lay the barren fig-tree low,

CIV. .Tbe Prodigal Son. Chap. xv. 11.—24.

I AFFLICTIONS, tho’ they feem fevere,
* In mercy oft are fent ;
They ftopp’d the prodigal’s career,
And forc’d him to repent.

2 Altho’ he no relentings felt,
Till he had fpent his ftore ;
His ftubborn heart began to melt
When famine pinch'd him fore.
. 3 “ What
# Book II, Hymn a6.
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3 “ What have I gain’d by fin, (he faid),
But hunger, thame, and fear ;
My father’s houfe abounds with bread,.
While I am ftarving here.

4 I'll go and tell him all I've done,
And fall before his face;
Unworthy to be call’d his fon,
I'll feek a fervant’s place.”

§ His father faw him coming back,
He faw, and ran, and {mil'd ;
And threw his arms around the neck.
Of his rebellious child.

6 ¢ Father, I've finn’d—but O forgive !"*'
¢ I’ve heard enough,” he faid ; ‘
¢ Rejoice, my houfe, my fon's alive,.
For whom I mourn’d as dead.
7 Now let the fatted calf be flain,
And {pread the news around ;
My fon was dead, but lives again,.
Was loft, but now is found.”

8 ’Tis thus the Lord his love reveals,.
To cull poor finners home ;
More than a father’s love he feels,.
And welcomes all that come.

CV. The Rich Man and LAZARUS..
Chap. xvi. 19.—25.

? WORLDLING fpent each day

A In luxury and ﬁalt)e,~ y

While a believer lay

A beggar at his gate :-
Think not the Lord’s appointment ftrange;-
Death made a great and lafting change. ,

2 Death brought the faint releafe’
From want, difeafe, and fcorn;
And to the land of peace,

His foul, by angels borne,.’ :
Es Ia:
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In Abrah’m’s bofom fafely plac’d,
Enjoys an everlafting 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 Abrah’m, fend,” he cries,
(But his requeft was vain)
« The beggar from the fkies,
To mitigate my pain !
One drop of water I intreat,
To foothe my tongue’s tormenting heat.”

§ Let all who worldly pelf

And worldly fpirits have,

Obferve, each for himfelf,

The anfwer Abrah’m gave :
¢ Remember thou waft filI’d with good,
‘While the poor beggar pin’d for food.

6 Negleed at thy door,
With tears he begg’d his bread;
But now he weeps no more, -
His griefs and pains are fled ;
His joys eternally will flow,
‘While thine expire in endlefs woe.
7 Lord, make us truly wife,
To choofe thy people’s lot,
And earthly joys defpife,
‘Which foon will be forgot; '
The greateft evil we can fear,
Is to poffefs our portion here !

CVI.
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CVI. Thke importunate Widow.
Chap. xviii, 1.~.

2 OUR Lord, who knows full well
The heart of ev’ry faint,
Invites us, by a parable,
To pray and never faint.
2  He bows his gracious ear,
We never plead in vain;

Yet we muft wait till he appear,
And pray, and pray agai.
Tho’ unbelief fuggeft,

Why fhould we longer wait 2

He bids us never give him reft,
But be importunate.

4 'Twas thus a widow poor,
Without {upport or friend,
Befet the unjuft judge’s door,
And gain’d at laft her end.

For her he little car’d,
As little for the laws ;.

Nor God nor man did he regard,
Yet he efpons’d her caufe.

6 She urg’d him day and night,

Would no denial take ; .

At length he faid, ¢ P'H do her right,
For my own quiet’s fake.”

7  And fhall not Jefus hear
His chofen, when they cry ?
Yes, tho’ he may a while forbear,.
He’ll help them from on high.

8  His nature, truth, and love,
Engage him on their fide ;
‘When they are griev’d, his bowels move,.
And can they be deny’d ?
.E6

’

9 Ther
# Book Il Hymn 6o,

'
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9  Then let us earneft be,
And never faint in pray’r ;
He loves our importunity,
And makes our caufe his care.

CVII. ZAGGCHEUS. Chap. xix. 1.—6.

I ACCHEUS climb’d the tree,
And thought himfelf unknown ;
But how furpris’d was he,
When Jefus call’d him down !
The Lord beheld him, tho’ conceal’d,
And by a word his pow’r reveal’d,

2 Wonder and joy at once

Were painted in hjs face ;

¢ Does he my name pronounce,

And does he know my cafe?
Will Jefus deign with me to dine ?
Lord, I, with all I have, am thine.””

3  Thus where the gofpél’s preach’d,
And finners come to hear,
The hearts of fome are reach’d
Before they are aware ;

The word dlreéﬂy fpeaks to them,

And feems to point them out by name.

4 ’Tis curiofity :
'Oft brings them in the way,
Only the man to fee,

And hear what he can fay ;
But how the fianer ftarts to find.
The preachier knows his inmoft mind.

§  His long-forgotten faults
Are brought again in view,
And-all bis fecret thoughts
Reveal'd in public too ;
Tho’ compafs'd with a crowd about,
The fearching word has found him out.
- 6 While
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6  While thus diftrefling pain
And forrow fills his heart,.
He hears a voice again,
That bids his fears depart.

Then, like Zaccheus, he is bleft,,

And Jefus deigns to be his gueft.

o

CVIIL. Tbe Belicver’s Danger, Safety, and
Duty. Chap. xxii. 31. 32. |
3« QIMON, beware! (the Saviour f{aid),
Satan, your fubtle foe,
Already has his meafures laid,
Your foul to overthrow.

2 He wants to fift you all as wheat,
And thinks his vi&t'ry fure; -
But I his malice will defeat,
My pray’r fhall faith fecure.”

3 Believers, tremble and rejoice,

Your help and danger view;
This warning has to you a voice,
This promife fpeaks to you. -

4 Satan beholds, with jealous eye,
Your privilege and joy ;
He’s always watchful, always nigh,
To tear and to deftroy.

5 But Jefus lives to intercede,
That faith may fill prevail ;
He will fupport in time of need,
And Satan’s art fhall fail.

6 Yet let us not the warning flight,
But watchful ftill be found;
Tho’ faith cannot be flain in fight,

‘It may receive a wound, . '
" 7 While
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4 While Satan watches, dare we fleep 2
We muft our guard maintain ;
But, Lord, do thou the city keep,
Or elfe we watch in vain *,

CIX. [Fatber, forgive them. Chap. xxiii. 34

b FATHER, forgive, (the Saviour faid),
. They know not what they do:”
His heart was mov’d when thus he pray'd
For me, my friends, and you.

2 He faw that, as the Jews abus’d
And crucified his flefh,
So he by us would be refus’d,.
And crucified afrefh.

3 Thro’ love of fin, we long were prone
To aét as Satan bid ;
But now with grief and thame we own,
We knew not what we did.

4 We knew not the defert of fin,
Nor whom we thus defy’d ;
Nor where our guilty fouls had been,
If Jefus had not died.

§ We knew not what a law we broke,
How holy, juft, and pure! :
Nor what a God we durft provoke,
But thought ourfelves fecure.

6 But Jefus all our guilt forefaw,
And thed his precious blood,
To fatisfy the holy law,
And make our peace with God.

7 My fin, dear Saviour, made thee bleed,
Yet didft thou pray for me !
I knew not what I did, indeed,
When ignorant of thee.
' CXg

% Pfal..cxxvii. 1.
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CX. Thetwo Malefactors. Chap. xxiii. 39.—43+

1 SOV’REIGN grace has pow’r alone
To fubdue a heart of ftone;
And the moment grace is felt,
Then the hardeft heart will melt.

2 When the Lord was crucified,

Two tranfgreflors with him died ;
One, with vile blafpheming tongue,
Scoff’d at Jefus as he hung.

3 Thus he fpent his wicked breath,,
In the very jaws of death;
Perifh’d, as too many do,.

With the Saviour in his view,

4 But the other, touch’d with grace,
Saw the danger of his cafe;
Faith receiv’d to own the Lord,

- Whom the fcribes and priefts abhorr’d.

§ * Lord, (he pray’d), remember me,

When in glory thou (halt be :”—
¢ Soon with me, (the Lord replies),
Thou (halt reft in paradife.”

6 This was wondrous grace indeed,
Grace vouchfaf’d in time of need !
Sinners, truft in Jefus’ name,

You fhall find him ftill the fame.

7 But beware of unbelief,

Think upon the harden’d thief’;
If the gofpel you difdain,
Chrift, to you, will die in vain.

JOHN.
CXI. The Woman of Samaria. Chap. iv. 28,
1 JESUS, to what didft thou fubmit,
To fave thy dear-bought flock from hell !
Like a poor trav’ller, fee him fit,
Athirft and weary, by the well.
: : 2 The



1z JOHN. Book I.

32 The woman who for water came,
(What great events on fmall depend),
Then learnt the glory of his name,
The well of life, the finner’s friend !

3 Taught from her birth to hate the Jews,
And filPd with party-pride, at firft
Her zeal induc’d her to refufe
Water, to quench the Saviour’s thirft.

4 But foon fhe knew the gift of God,
And Jefus, whom fhe fcorn’d before,
Unaik’d, that drink on her beftow’d,
Which whofo taftes thall thirft no more.-

§ His words her prejudice remov’d,
tler fin fhe felt, relief the found ;
She faw and heard, believ’d and lov'd,.
And ran to tell her neighbours round..

6 O come, this wondrous-man behold !-
The promis’d Saviour ! this is he,
Whom ancient prophecies foretold,
Born, from our guilt to fet us free.

7 Like her, in ignorance conteat,
I worthipp’d long I knew not what ;:
Like her, on other things intent,
I found him when 1 fought him not.-

8 He told me all that e’er I did,
And told-me all was pardon’d too ;.
And now, like her, as he has bid,

- 1 live to point him out to you.

CX1I. The Pool of Bethesda®. Chap. v. 2.—4s

1 BESIDE the gofpel-pool
Appointed for the poor,
From year to year my helplefs foul
Has waited for a cure.

2 How
® Book I1I. Hymn 7.



Hymn 113. JOHN. 113

2  How often have I feen
The healing waters move ;
And others, round me, ftepping in,
Their efficacy prove !.

3 . But my complaints remain ;
I feel the very fame ;
As full of guilt, and fear, and pain,
As when at firft I came.

4 O would the Lord appear,
My malady to heal;
He knows how long T've languifh’d here,
And what diftrefs I feel.

How often have I thought,
Why thould I longer lie?

Surely the mercy 1 have fought
Is not for fuch as I.

6  But whither can I go?
There is no other pool
Where ftreams of fov’reign virtue flow,
To make a finner whole.

7 Here, then, from day to day,
I'll wait, and hope, and try:
Can Jefus hear a finner pray,
Yet fuffer him to die?

8 No; he is full of grace;
He never will permit ~
A foul that fain would fee his face,
To perith at his feet.

CXIII. Arother.

3 HERE at Bethelda’s pool, the poor,
The wither’d, halt, and blind,
With waiting hearts expe& a cure,
And free admittance find,
2 Here
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2 Here ftreams of wondrous virtue flow,
To heal a fin-fick foul ;
To wafh the filthy white as fnow,
And make the wounded whole..

3 The dumb break forth in fongs of praife,
The blind their fight receive ;
The cripple run in wifdom’s ways,
The dead revive and live !

4 Reftrain’d to no one cafe or time,
Thefe waters always move ;

Sinners in ev’ry age and clime
Their Vvital influence prove.

5 Yet numbers daily near them lie,
Who meet with no relief;
With life in view, they pine and die,.
In hopelefs.unbelief.

6 ’Tis ftrange they fhould refufe to bathe,
And yet frequent the pool ;
But none can even with for faith,
While love of fin bears rule,

# Satan their confciences has feal’d,
And ftupify’d their thought;
For were they willing to be heal’d,
The cure would foon be wrought.
-8 Do thou, dear Saviour, interpofe,
Their ftubborn will conftrain ;
Or elfe to them the water flows,
And grace is preach’d in vain.

CXIV. Tke Disciples at Sea*.
Chap. vi. 16.—21,

‘ONSTRAIN’D by their Lord to embark,,
And ventare without him to- fea,
The feafon tempeft’ous and dark,
How griev’d the difciples muft be !

But
# Book II. Hymn 87,
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But tho’ he remain’d on the {hore,

He fpent the night for them in pray’r;
They ftill were as fafe as before,
And equally under his care.

2 They ftrove, tho’ in vain, for a while,
The force of the waves to withftand ;-
But when they were weary’d with toil,
They faw their dear Saviour at hand ;
They gladly receiv’d him on board,
His prefence their {pirits reviv’d,

The fea became calm at his word,
And foon at their port they arriv’d,

3 We, like the difciples, are tofs’d
By ftorms on a perilous deep,
But cannot be poflibly loft,
For Jefus has charge of the fhip:
Tho? billows and winds are enrag’d,
And threaten to make us their {port 3
This pilot his word has engag’d,
To bring us in fafety to port.

. 4 If fometimes we ftruggle alone,
And he is withdrawn from our view,
It makes us more willing to own,
We nothing without him can do:
Then Satan our hopes would affail,
But Jefus is ftill within call;
And when our poor efforts quite fail,
He comes in good time, and does all.

§ Yet, Lord, we are ready to fhrink,
Unlefs we thy prefence perceive ;
O fave us, we cry, or we fink,
We would, but we cannot believe :
The night has been long and fevere,
The winds and the feas are fill high;
Dear Saviour, this moment appear,
And fay to our fouls, « ItisI*!”

* Book III. Hymn 18.

CXV.
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CXV. Will ye also go away ? Chap.vi. 64.—6g.
x HEN any turn from Zion’s way,
W Alasy what numbers do !)
Methmks I hear my Saviour fay,
“ Wilt thou forfake me too 2"
2 Ah! Lord, with fuch a heart as mine,
Unlefs thou hold me faft,
I feel I muft, I fhall decline, N
And prove like them at laft.
3 Yet thou alone haft pow’r, I know,
To fave a wretch like me ;
To whom, or whither could I go,
If I theuld turn from thee ? -
4 Beyond a donbt I ret affur'd,
Thou art the Chrift of God ;
Who haft eternal life fecur’d
By promife and by blood.
§ The help of men and angels join’d,
Could never reach my cafe;
Nor can I hope relief to find,
But in thy boundlefs grace.
6 No voice but thine can give me reft,
And bid my fears depart ;
No love but thine ean make me bleft,
And fatisfy my heart.
%7 What anguifh has that queftion ftirc’d,
If I will alfo go?
Yet, Lord, relying on thy word,
I humbly anfwer, No,

" CXVI1. Tbhe Resurrection, and the Life.
. Chap. xi. 235.

1« ] AM (faith Chrift) your glorious Head,
sMa y we attention give),
The refurretion of the dead,
The life of all that live.
2 By
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2 By faith in me the foul receives
New life, tho’ dead before ;
And he that in my name believes,
Shall live, to die no more.
3 The finner, fleeping in his grave,
Shall at my voice awake ;
And when I once begin to fave,
My work I ne’er forfake.”

4 Fulfil thy promife, gracious Lord,
On us aflembled here ;
Put forth thy Spirit with the word,
And caufe the dead to hear.

5 Preferve the pow’r of faith alive
In thofe who love thy name ;
For fin and Satan daily firive
To quench the facred flame.

6 Thy pow’r and mercy firft prevail’d,
From death to fet us free ;

And often fince our life had fail’d,
If not renew’d by thee.

% To thee we look, to thee we bow,
To thee for help we call;
Our life and refurrettion thou,
Our hope, our joy, our all.

CXVIIL. Weeping MARY. Chap, xx. 11.—16.

1 MARY to her Saviour’s tomb
Hafted at the early dawn;
Spice the broaght, and {weet perfume;
‘Bat the Lord fhe lov’d was gone.
For a while the weeping ftood,
Struck with forrow and furprife,
Shedding tears, a plenteous ftood,
For her heart fupply’d her eyes. '
. 2 Jefus,
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2 Jefus, who is always near,
Tho’ too often unperceiv’d,
‘Came, his drooping child to cheer,
Kindly afking, Why fhe griev’d?
Tho’ at firft the knew him not,
‘When he call’d her by her name,
Then her griefs were all forgot,
"For fhe found he was-the fame.

3 Grief and fighing quickly fled,
When fhe heard his welcome voice ;
Juft before fhe thought him dead,
Now he bids her heart rejoice.
What a change his word can make,

. Turning darknefs into day !

You who weep for Jefus’ fake,
He will wipe your tears away.

4 He who came to comfort her,
When fhe thought her all was loft,
Will for your relief appear,

Tho’ you now are tempeft-toft ;

On his word your burden caft,

On his love your thoughts employ ;
Weeping for a while may laft,

But the morning brings the joy.

CXVIII. C. Lovest thou me 2 Chap. xxi. 16.

1 ARK, my foul! it is the Lord ;
*Tis thy Saviour, hear his word ;
Jefus fpeaks, and fpeaks to thee;
¢ Say, poor finner, lov'ft thou me?

2 I deliver’d thee when bound,
And, when wounded, heal’d thy wound ;

Sought thee wand’ring, fet thee right,
Turn’d thy darknefs into light.

3 Can a woman’s tender care
Ceafe towards the child fhe bare ?
’ _ Yes,
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Yes, the may forgetful be,
Yet will I remember thee.

4 Mine is an unchanging love,
Higher than the heights above ;
Deeper than the depths beneath,
Free and faithful, ftrong as death.

5 Thou fhalt fee my glory foon,
When the work ‘of grace is done 5
Partner of my throne fhalt be ;: —
Say, poor finner, lov’ft thou me "

6 Lord, it is my chief complaint,
That my love is weak and faint ;
Yet I love thee and adore,

O for grace to love thee more !

CXIX. Another.

z ’TIS a point I long to know,
Oft it caufes anxious thought ;
Do I love the Lord or no?
Am I his, or am I not?

2 If Ilove, why am I thus?

- Why this dull and lifelefs frame ?
Hardly, fure, can they be worfe,
Who have never heard his name !

3 Could my heart fo hard remain,
Pray’r a tatk and burden prove,
Ev’ry trifle give me pain,

If 1 knew a Saviour’s love ?

4 When I turn my eyes within,
All is dark, and vain, and wild 5
Fill’d with unbelief and fin,

Can I deem myfelf a child ?

5 If 1 pray, or hear, or read,
Sin is mix’d with all | do;
You that love the Lord indeed,
Tell me, Is it thus with you?
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6 Yet I mourn my ftubborn will,
Find my fin a grief and thrall;
Should I grieve for what I feel,
If I did not love at all?

7 Could I joy his faints to meet,
Chufe the ways 1 once abhorr'd,
Find, at times, the promife fweet,
If 1 did not love the Lord ?

8 Lord, decide the doubtful cafe !
Thou who art thy people’s fun ;
Shine upon thy work of grace,
If it be indeed begun.

9 Let me love thee more and more,
If 1 love at all, I pray ;

If T have not lov’d before,
Help me to begin to-day.

ACTS.

CXX. The Death of STEP HEN.
Chap. vii. 54.—60.

1 AS fome tall rock amidft the waves,
The fury of the tempeft braves,
While the fierce billows, toffing high,
Break at its foot, and, murm’ring, die:

2 Thus they who in the Lord confide,
Tho’ foes affault on ev'ry fide, -
Cannot be mov’d or overthrown,
For Jefus makes their caufe his own.

3 So faithful Stephen, undifmay’d,
The malice of the Jews furvey’d;
The holy joy which fill’d his breatt,
A luftre on his face imprefs’d.

: 4 * Behold!
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4 “ Behold ! (he faid), the world of light
Is open’d to my ftrengthen’d fight ;
My glorious Lord appears in view,
That Jefus whom ye lately flew.

§ With fuch a friend and witnefs near,
No form of death could make him fear ;
Calm, amidft thow’rs of ftones, he kaeels,
And only for his murd’rers feels.

6 May we, by faith, perceive thee thus,
Dear Saviour, ever near to us !
This fight our peace through life fhall keep,
And death be fear’d no more than fleep.

CXXI. Tbe Rébel’s Surrender to Grace. Lord,
What wilt thou bave me to do? Chap. ix. G.

1 LORD, thou haft won, at length I yield ;
My heart, by mighty grace compeil’d,
Surrenders all to thee ;
Againft thy terrors long I ftrove,
But who can ftand againft thy love?
Love conquers even me,

2 All that a wretch could do I try'd,
Thy patience fcorn’d, thy pow’r defy’d,
And trampled on thy laws ;
Scarcely thy martyrs at the ftake
Could ftand more ftedfaft for thy fake,
Than I in Satan’s caufe.

3 Bat fince thou haft thy love reveal’d,
And fhewn my foul a pardon feal'd,

I can refift no more ; ~
Could’ft thou for fuch a finner bleed ?
Can’ft thou for fuch a rebel plead?

I wonder and adore !

4 If thou had’ft bid thy thunders roll,
And lightnings flafh, to blaft my foul,
' F



173 ACTS. . Bookl

I ftill had ftubborn been :
But mercy has my heart fubdu’d,
A bleeding Saviour I have vxew’d
And now I hate my fin.

5§ Now, Lord, I would be thine alone,
Come, take pofleffion of thine own,
For thou haft fet me free;
Releas’d from Satan’s hard command
See all my powers waiting ftand,
To be employ’d by thee.

6 My will conform’d to thine would move ;
On thee my hope, defire, and love,
In fix’d attention join ;
My hands, my eyes, my ears, my tong'ue,
Have Satan’s fervants been too long,
But'now they fhall be thine.

7 And can I be the very fame :
Who lately durft blafpheme thy name,
And on thy gofpel tread ?
Surely each one who hears my cafe,
Will praife thee, and confefs thy grace
Jnvincible indeed !

CXXII, PETER released ﬂom Prison.
‘Chap. xii 50_8.

2 FERVENT perfevering pray’rs
Are faith’s aflur’d refource ;
Brazen gates and iron bars .
In vain withftand their force:
Peter, when in prifon caft,
The’ by foldiers kept with care,
Tho’ the doors were bolted faft,
"Was foon releas’d by pray’r.

2 While he {lept, an angel came,
And fpread a light around,
Touch’d, and call’d him by his nmame,
And rais’d him from the ground :
All
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All his chains and fetters burt,-
Ev’ry door wide open flew; - -
Peter thought he dream’d at firft,
But found the vifion true.

3  Thus the Lord can make a way
To bring his faints relief ;
"Tis their part to wait and pray,
In fpite of unbelief ;
He can break thro’ walls of ftone,
Sink the mountain to a plain;
They to whom his name is known,
Can never pray in vain,

4 Thus, in chains of guilt and fin,
Poor finners fleeping lie :
No alarm is felt within,
Altho’ condemn’d to die ; .
Till, defcending from a bove,
(Mercy fmiling in his eyes),
Jefus, with a voice of love,
Awakes, and bids them rife.

5  Glad the fummons they obey,
And liberty defire 5
Strait their fetters melt away,
Like wax before the fire :
By the word of him who dy’d,
Guilty pris’ners to releafe,
Ev’ry door flies open wide,
And they depart in peace.

CXXIIl. Thke Trembling Gaolr. Chap,
xvi. 29. 3I.
r A Believer free from care,

May in chains or dungeons fing,
If the Lord be with him there,

And be happier than a king :
Paul and Silas thus confin'd,
Tho’ their backs were torn by whips,
Yet, poflefling peace of mind,
. Sung his praife with joyful lips.
Fa 2 Suddenly
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2 Suddenly the prifon thook,
Open flew the iron doors ;
And the gaoler, terror-ftruck,
Now his captives’ help implores:
Trembling at their feet he fell,
¢ Tell me, Sirs, what muft I do,
To be fav’d from guilt and hell ?
None can tell me this but you.”—

3 “ Look to Jefus, (they reply’d,)
If on him thou canit believe,
By the death which he hath dy%d,
Thou falvation fhalt receive.”
While the living word he heard,
Faith {prung up within his heart, *
And, releas’d from all he fear’d,
In their joy his foul had part.

4 Sinners, Chrift is ftill the fame,
O that you could likewife fear!
Then the mention of his name
‘Would be mufic to your ear :
Jefus refcues Satan’s flaves,
His dear wounds ftill plead, % Forgive !
Jefus to the utmofl faves; :
Sinners, look to him and live.

CXXIV. The Exorcists. Chap. xix. 13.—16.

I “7HEN the Apoftle wonders wrought,
' And heal’d the fick in Jefus’ name,

The fons of Sceva vainly thought
That they had pow’r to do the fame.

2 On one poffefs’d they try’d their art, .
And, naming Jefus preach’d by Paul, -
They charg’d the {pirit to depart,
Expe&ing he’d obey their call.

The fpirit anfwered with a mock,
¢ Jefus I know, and Paul I know ;
1 muft have gone if Paul had {poke ;

But who are ye that bid me go ” .
4 With
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4 With fury then the man he fill'd,
Who on the poor pretenders flew ;
Naked and wounded, almoft kill’d,
They fled in all the people’s view.

Jefus! that name pronouac’d by faith,
Is full of wonder-working pow’r ;

It conquers Satan, fin, and death,

And cheers in trouble’s darkeft hour.

6 But they who are not born again,
Know nothing of it but the found ;
They do but take his name in vain, -
‘When moft their zeal and pains abound.

» Satan their vain attempts derides,

. Whether they talk, of pray, or preach;
Lonyg as the love of fin abides,
His pow’r is fafe beyond their reach.

8 But you, believers, may rejoice, S
Satan well knows your mighty Friend ;
He trembles at your Sdviour’s voice,
And owns he cannot gain his end.

CXXV. PAULs Voyage. Chap. xxvii.

1 IF Paul in Cefar’s court muft ftand,
He need not fear the fea;

- Secur’d from harm on every hand
By the divine decree.

2 Altho’ the fhip in which he fail’d
By dreadful ftorms was tofs’d ;
"The promife over all prevaild,
And not a life was loft.

3 Jefus, the God whom Paul ador’d, |,
‘Who faves in time of need,
Was then confefs’d, by all on board,
A prefent help indeed !
t F3 : 4 Tho’
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4 Tho’ neither fun nor ftars were feen,
Paul knew the Lord was near;
And faith preferv’d his foul ferene,
‘When others thook for fear.

5 Believers thus are tofs’d about,
On life’s tempeftuous main ;

But grace aflures, beyond a doubt
They fhall their port attain.

6 They muft, they fhall appear one day,
Before. their Saviour’s throne ;
The ftorms they meet with by the way,
But make his power known.

7 Their paffage lies acrofs the brink
Of many a threat’ning wave ;
The world expe&s to fee them fink,
But Jefus lives to fave.

8 Lord, tho’ we are but feeble worms,
Yet fince thy word is paft,
We’ll venwure thro’ a thoufand ftorms,
To fee thy face at laft.

o+

ROMANS.

CXXVI. The good that I would, I do nat.
Chap. vii. 49, ,

I I Would, but cannot fing,
Guilt has untun’d my voice ;
The ferpent fin’s envenom’d fting
Has poifon’d all my joys.
2 I know the Lord is nigh,
And would, but cannot pray ;
For Satan meets me when I try,
And frights my foul away.

31
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3 I would, but can’t repent,
Tho’ I endeavour oft ;
This ftony heart can ne’er relent,
Till Jefus make it foft.

£ T would, but cannot love, 2
Tho’ woo’d by love divine ;
No arguments have pow’r to move
A f{oul fo bafe as mine.

§ I would, but canuot reft
In God’s moft holy will ;
I know what he appoints is beft,
Yet murmur at it ftill.

6  Oh could I but believe ! _
Then all would eafy be;
I would, but cannot,—Lord, relieve ;
My help muft come from thee ¢

7  But if indeed I would,
Tho’ I can nothing do ;
Yet the defire is fomething good,
For which my praife is due.

€ By nature prone to ill, M
Till thine appointed hour,
1 was as deftitute of will,
As now I am of pow’r.

g Wilt thou not crown at length
The work thou haft begun?
And with a will, afford me ftrength,
In all thy ways to ruao.

CXXVII. Salvation drawing nearer. Chap.xiii,

z DARKNESS overfpreads us here,
But the night wears faft away ;
Jacob’s ftar will foon appear,
Leading on eternal day !
Fga Now
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Now ’tis time to roufe from fleep,
Trim our lamps, and ftand prepar’d,
For our Lord fri& watch to keep,
Lett he find us off our guard.

2 Let his people courage take,
- Bear with a fubmiffive mind

All they fuffer for his fake,
Rich amends they foon will find :
He will wipe away their tears,
Near himfelf appoint their lot ;
All their forrows, pains, and fears,
Quickly then will be forgot.

3 Tho’ already fav’'d by grace, -
From the hour we firft believ’d 4
Yet while fin and war have place,
We have but a part receiv'd ;
Still we for falvation wait,

Ev’ry hour it nearer comes !
Death will break the prifon-gate,
And admit us to our homes.

4 Sinners, what can you expett,
You who now the Saviour dare ;
Break his laws, his grace rejeét,
You muft ftand before his bar !
. Tremble, left he fay, Depart !
Oh the horrors of that found !
Lord, make ev’ry carelefs heart
Seek thee while thou may’ft be found.
S S

I. CORINTHIANS.
CXXVIIL. Tkat Rock was Christ. Chap.x. 4.
1 HEN Ifrael’s tribes were parch’d with

thirft,
Forth from the rock the waters burft,
And all their future journey thro’
Yielded them drink, and gofpel too !

2 In
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2

3

In Mofes’ rod a type they faw

Of his fevere and fiery law ;

The {mitten rock prefigur’d him

From whofe pierc’d fide all bleflings ftream.

But, ah ! the types were all too faint,
His forrows or his worth to paint :
Slight was the ftroke of Moties’ rod,
But he endar’d the wrath of God.

“Their outward rock could feel no paig,

But our’s was wounded, torn, and tlain ;
The rock gave but a wat’ry flood,
But Jefus pour’d forth ftreams.of blood. -

The earth is like their wildernefs,

A land of drought and fore diftrefs ;
Without one ftream from pole to pdle,
To fatisfy a thirfty foul. .

But let the Saviour's praife refound ;
In him refrefhing ftreams are found ;
Which pardon, ftrength, and comfort give,
And thirity finners drink and live, -

I. CORINTHIANS,

CXXIX. My grace is sufficient for thee..
Chap. xii. 9 ,

£ \PPRESS'D with unbelief and fin,
Fightings without, and fears within;.
While earth and hell, with force combin’d,
Affault and terrify my mind ; i
What ftrength have I againft fuch foes,.
Such hofts and legiuns to oppofe? o
Alas ! 1 tremble, faint, and fall; coos
Lord; fave me,-or I give up all, o
Fs .3 Thus
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3 Thus forely prefs’d, I fought the Lord,
To give me fome fweet cheering word ;
Again I fought, and yet again ;

1 waited long, but not in vain.

4 Oh! ’twas a cheering word indeed !
Exaétly fuited to my need;
¢¢ Sufficient for thee is my grace,

Thy weaknefs my great pow’r difplays.’”

5 Now I defpond and mourn no more,
I welcome all I fear’d before ;
Tho’ weak, I’m ftrong, tho’ troubled, bleft,
For Chrift’s own pow’r thall on me reft.

6 My grace would foon exhaufted be,
But his is boundlefs as the fea ;
Then let me boaft, with holy Paul,
That L am nothing, Chrift is all.

GALATIANS.
CXXX. The inward warfare. Chap. v. 17,

1 STRANGE and myfterious is my life,
What oppofites 1 feel within !
A ftable peace, a conftant firife ;
The rule of grace, the pow’r of fin:
Too often I am captive led,
. Yet daily triumph in my Head.

2 I prize the privilege of pray’r,
But oh ! what backwardnefs to pray !
Tho’ on the Lord I caft my care,
I feel its burden every day ;
I feek bis will in all I do,
Yet find my own is working too.

3 I call the promifes my own,
And prize them more than mines of gold ;
Yet tho’ their fweetnefs I have known,
They leave me unimprefs’d and cold:

One
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One hour upon the truth I feed,
The next I know not what I read.

4 1 love the holy day of reft,
When Jefus meets his gather’d faints;
Sweet day, of all the week the beft !
For its return my {pirit pants ;
Yet often, through my unbelief,
1t proves a day of guilt and grief.

5 While on my Saviour I rely,
1 know my foes thall lofe their aim ;
And therefere dare their pow’r defy,
Affur’d of conqueft thre’ his name 3
But foon my confidence is flain,
And all my fears return again.

6 Thus diff’rent pow’rs within me ftrive,
And grace and fin by turns prevail
I gneve, rejoice, declme, revive,
And vi&’ry hangs in doubtful fcale ;
But Jefus has his promife paft,
That grace {hall overcome at laft.

PHILIPPIANS.
CXXXI. C. Contentment*. Cha-p. iv. 1%,

1 FIERCE pafions difcompofe the mind,
As tempefts vex the fea;
But calm content and peace we find,
When, Lord, we turn to thee.

3 In vain by reafon and by rule,
We try to bend the will ;
For none but in the Saviour’s fchool
Can learn the heav’nly fkill,
Fé6 3 Since
® Book IIL Hymn 5.



13 HEBREWS.  BockIL

3 Since at his feet my foul has fat,
His gracious words to hear,
Contented with my prefent ftate, .
I cait on him my care.

4 “ Art thou a finner, foul? (he faid),
Then how canft thou complain?
How light thy troubles here, if weigh'd
With everlafting pain !

5 If thou of murm’ring would'ft be cur’d,
‘Compare thy griefs with mine ;
Think what iy love for thee endur’d,
And thou wilt not repine.
6 ’Tis I appoint thy daily lot,
And 1 do all things well 5
Thou foon fhalt leave this wretched fpot,
And rife with me to dwell.

5 Tn life my grace fhall ftrength fupply, °
Proportion’d to'thy day ;
At death thou ftill {halt find me nigh,
To wipe thy tears away.”

8 Thus I, who once my wretched days
In vain repinings {pent,
Taught in my Saviour’s {chool of grace,
Have learnt to be content.

HEBREWS.

CXXXII. C. Ok-Testament Gospel.
Chap. iv. 2.

. ISRAEL, in ancient days,
Not only had a view
Of Sinai in a blaze,
But learn’d the gofpel too ; _
.. The types and figurgs were a glafs,
In which they faw the Saviour’s face.
S 2 The
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2 The pafchal facrifice,
And blood-befprinkled door*,
Szen with enlighten’d eyes,
And once apply’d with pow’r,
Would teach the need of other blood,
Tyeconcile an angry God.

3 The Lamb, the Dove, fet forth
His perfe& innocence +,
Whofe blood of matchlefs worth,
Should be the foul’s defence ;
For he who can for fin atone,
Muft have no failings of his own.

=4  The fcape-goat on his head {
The people’s trefpafs bore,
And to the defert led,
Was to be feen no more ;
In him our Surety feem’d to fay,
« Behold, I bear your fins away.”

5 Diptin his fellow’s blood,
The living bird went free || ;
The type, well underftood,
Exprefs’d the finner’s plea;
Defcrib’d a guilty foul enlarg’d,
And by a Saviour’s death difcharg’d.

6  Jefus, I love to trace,
Throughout the facred page,
The footfteps of thy grace,
The {ame in ev’ry age !
O grant that I may faithful be
To clearer light vouchfaf’d to me !

CXXXIIL

* Exodus, xii. 13. 4+ Lev. xii. 6. g
$ Lev. xvi. 21, || Lev, xiv. §T—53
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CXXXIIL.  The Word quick and powerful. *
Chap, iv. 12. 13.

I THE word of Chrift, our Lord,
With whom we have to do,
Is fharper than a two-edg’d fword,
To pierce the finner thro’ ! :
2 Swift as the lightning’s blaze,
‘When awful thunders roll,
It fills the confcience with amaze,
And penetrates the foul.

3 No heart can be conceal’d
From his all-piercing eyes; '
Each thought and purpofe ftands reveal’d,
Naked, without difguife.
4  He fees his people’s fears,
He notes their mournful ery ; ,
He counts their fighs and falling tears,
And helps them from on high.
5§ Tho’ feeble is their good,
It has its kind regard ; :
Yea, all they would do if they conld *,
Shall find a fure reward. '
6 He fees the wicked too,
And will repay them foon,
For all the evil deeds they do, :
And all they would have done .
7  Since all our fecret ways :
Are mark’d and known by thee,
Afford us, Lord, thy light of grace,, '
That we ourfelves may fee.

CXXXIV. Looking unto Fesus. Chap. xii. 2.

1 Y various maxims, forms, and rules,
" That pafs for wifdom in the fchools,,
1 ftrove my paffion to reftrain ;
But all my efforts prov’d in vain.

i

2 But
* x Kings, viii. 18, T Matth.v. 28,
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e But fince the Saviour I have known,
My rules are all reduc’d to one,
To keep my Lord, by faith, in view;
This ftrength fupphes, and motives too.

3 1 {ee him lead a fuff’ring life,
Patient amidft reproach and ftrife ;
And from his pattern courage take,
To bear and fuffer for his fake.

4 Upon the crofs I fee him bleed,
And by the fight from guilt am freed ;
This fight deftroys the life of fin,
And quickens heav’nly life within.

§ To look to Jefus as he rofe,
Confirms my faith, difarms my foes ;
Satan I fhame and overcome,
By pointing to my Saviour’s tomb.

6 Exalted on his glorious throne,
I fee him make my caufe his own ;
Then all my anxious cares fubfide,
-For Jefus lives, and will provide.

7 1 {ee him look with pity down,
And hold in view the conqu’ror’s crown ;
If prefs’d with griefs and cares before,
My foul revives, nor afks for more.

8 By faith I fee the hour at hand,
When in his prefence I fhall ﬁand
Then it will be my endlefs blifs,
To fee him where, and as he is.

CXXXV. Love-Tokens. - Chap. xii. §.—13,

1 AFFLICTION S do not come alone,
A voice attends the rod ;
By both he to his faints is known,.
A Father and a God !
' . 2 % Les
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3 ¢ Let not my children flight the ftroke
I for chaftifement fend ;
Nor faint beneath my kind rebuke,
For ftill 1 am their friend.

3 The wicked I perhaps may leave
A while, and not reprove ;
But all the children I receive,
I fcourge becaufe I love.

4 If, therefore, you were left without
This needful difcipline,
You might with caufe admit a doubt,
If you, indeed, were mine.

§ Shall earthly parents then expe&
Their children to fubmit ?
And will not you, when I corrett,
Be humbled at my feet ?

6 To pleafe themfelves they oft chafhfc,
And put their fons to pain; ,
But you are precious in my eyes,
And fhall not {fmart in vain.
5 I fee your hearts at prefent fill'd
With grief and deep-diftrefs ;
But foon thefe bitter {eeds fhall yield
The fruits of righteoufoefs.”
8 Break thro’ the clouds, dear Lord, and fhine !
Let us perceive thee nigh !
And to each mourning child of thine
Thefe gracious words apply.

~ REVELATION.
'CXXXVI. EPHESUS. Chap.ii.1. 7.

'] *HUS faith the Lord to Ephefus,

And thus he fpeaks to fome .of us,-..
¢ Amidft my churches, lo, I ftand, -
And hold the paftors in my hand.

2 Thy
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2 Thy works to me are fally known,
Thy patience and thy toil I own ;
Thy views of gofpel-truth are clear,
Nor canft thou other doftrine bear. -

3 Yet I muft blame while I approve ;
Where is thy firft, thy fervent love?
Doft thou forget my love to thee,
That thine is grown fo faint to me !

4 Recall to mind the happy days,
When thou waft fill’d with joy "and praife ;
Repent, thy former works renew,
Then I’ll reftore thy comforts too.

§ Return at ence, when I reprove,
Left I thy candleftick remove ;
And thou, too late, thy lofs lament,
I warn before I ftrike,—Repent.”

6 Hearken to what the Spirit faith,
To him that overcomes by faith,
« The fruit of life’s unfadiug tree,
In paradife his food fhall be.”

N

CXXXVIIL., Smyrna. Chap. ii. 11.

1 THE meflage firft to Smyrna fent,
. A meflage full of grace,
To all the Saviour’s flock is seant,
In ev’ry age and place.

2 Thus to his church, his chofen bride,
Saith the great Firft and Laft,
Who ever lives, tho’ once he died,

¢ Hold thy profeflion faft.

3 Thy works and forrow well I know,
Perform’d and borne for me;
Poor tho’ thou art, defpis’d and low, .
Yet who is rich like thee ?
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4 I know thy foes, and what they fay,
How long they have blafphem’d ;
The fynagogue of Satan they,
Tho’ they would Jews be deem’d.

§ Tho’ Satan for a feafon rage,
And prifons be your lot,
I am your friend, and I engage
You fhall not be forgot.

6 Be faithful unto death, nor fear
A few fhort days of firife ;
Behold ! the prize you foon thall wear,
A crown of endlefs life !”

9 Hear what the Holy Spirit faith
Of all who overcome ;
< They fhall efcape the fecond death,,
The finner’s awful doom !”

CXXXVIlI. C. Sardx'.n Chap. iii. 1.6

T« ‘ RITE to Sardis, (faith the Lord),.
And write what he declares,
He whofe Spirit, and whofe word,,

" Upholds the feven ftars:

¢ All thy worke and ways I fearch,

Find thy zeal and love decay’d ;

Thou att call’d a living church,
But thou art cold and dead.

2 Watch, remember, feek, and ftrive,
- Exert thy former pains ;
Let thy timely care revive
And ftrengthen what remains ;
Cleanfe thine heart, thy works amend,
Former times to mind recall,
Left my fudden ftroke defcend,
And fmite thee once for all. .
3 Yet
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3  Yet I number now in thee
A few that are upright ;.
Thefe my Father’s face fhall fee,

And walk with me in white :
‘When in judgemeant I appear,
They for mine fhall be confeft ;
Let my faithful fervants hear,

And woe be to the reft !"*

CXXXIX. Pbiladelpbia. Chap. iii. J.—13.

“HUS faith the holy One and true,
To his beloved faithful few,
¢ Of heav’n and hell I hold the keys,
* To thut, or open, as I pleafe.

- 2 1 know thy works, and I approve ;

Tho’ fmall thy ftrength, fincere thy love:
Go on, ﬂ’; word and name to own,

For none fhall rob thee of thy crown,

3 Before thee fee my mercy’s door
Stands open wxde, to thut no more ;
Fear not temptation’s fiery day,
For I will be thy ftrength and ftay.

4 Thou haft my promife, hold it faft,
The trying hour will foon be paft ;
Rejoice, for, lo! I quickly come,
To take thee to my heav’nly home.

5 A pillar there, no more to move,
Infcrib’d with all my names of love;
A monument of mighty grace,
Thou fhalt for ever have a place.”

6 Such is the conqueror’s reward,
Prepar’d and promis'd by the Lord !
- Let him that hath the ear of faith,
Attend to what the Spirit faith,
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\
CXL. Laedicea. Chap. iii. 14.—20.

1 HEAR what the Lord, the great Amen,
The true and faithful witnefs fays !
He form’d the vaft creation’s plan,
And fearches all our hearts and ways.

2 To fome he fpezks, as once of old,
¢ I know thee, thy profeflion’s vain ;
Since thou art neither hot not cold,

" T'll {pit thee from me with difdain.

3 Thou boafted, ¢ I am wife and rich,
Increas’d in goods, and nothing need ;*
And doft not know thou art a wretch,
Naked, and poor, and blind, and dead.

4 Yet while I thus rebuke, I love,
My meflage is in mercy fent ;
That thou may’ft my compaffion prove,
I can forgive if thou repent.

5 Would'ft thou be truly rich and wife !
Come, buy my gold in fire well try'd,
My ointment to anoint thine eycs,
My robe thy nakedaefs to hide.

6 See at thy door I ftand and knock !
Poor finner, fhall I wait in vain?
Quickly thy ftubborn heart unlock,
That I may enter with my train. .

7 Thon canft not entertain a king,
Uaworthy thou of fuch a gueft !
But I my own provifions bring,

To make thy foul a heav’nly feaft.”

CXLI.
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CXLI. Tee kit Book*. Chap. x.

F WH—EN the belov’d difciple took
The angel’s little open book,
‘Which by the Lord’s command he eat,
It tafted bitter after fweet.

2 Thus when the gofpel is embrac’d,
At firft ’tis fweeter to the tafte
Than honey, or the honey-comb,
But there’s a bitternefs to come,

'3 What fweetnefs does the promife yield,
When by the Spirit’s power feal’d !
The longing foul is fill’d with good,
Nor feels a with for other food.

4 By thefe inviting taftes allur’d,

* We pafs to what maft be endur’d ;
For Toon we find it is decreed,
That bitter muit to fweet fucceed.

5 When fin revives, and fhews its pow’'r,
When Satan threatens to devour,
When God afli&ts, and men revile,

- We draw our fleps with pain and toil.

6 When thus deferted, tempeft-toft,
The {enfe of former fweetnefs loft,
We tremble left we were deceiv’d,
In thinking that we once believ'd.

7 The Lord firft makes the {weetnefs known,
To win and fix us for his own;
And tho’ we now fome bitter meet,
We hope for everlafting fweet.

#* Book III, Hymn 27,
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13 The bitter waters, 15|29 David’s fall, - 12
14 Jehovah-Rophi, « 15|30 Is this thy kindnefs to
15 Manna, - 16 thy friend? « 16
16 Manna hoarded, - 16 -
17 Jehovah.-Nuffi, .+ 17 1. KINGS.
18 The golden calf, - 32 g: Afk what T fhall
LEVITICUS. 3 give thee, - 3
19 The true Aaron, - 8|34 Queenof Sheba, . 10
35 Elijah fed by ravens, 17
.NUMBERS. {36 The meal and cruife
20 Balaam’s with, . 33 of oil, 17

KING .
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Hymn Chap.
i 1. KINGS. P
ericho, or the waters
3] healed,
38 Naaman,
39 The borrowed axe,
40 More with us than with -
them, -

. -

- X W]

(-}

1. CHRONICLES.
41 Faith’s review and ex-

Hymn Ch
and Reck of the
Church,

60 Zion, or the'city of

-

32

God, - - 33
61 Look umto me, and be

ye faved, . 45
63 The good Phyfician, 45
63 'To the afflited, - - 54

64 The-contrite heart,

57
65 The futare peace and

pe&ation, - 17 glory of the Church, 60
NEHEMIAH. JEREMIAH.
42 The joy of the Lord is | 66 Truft of the rightecus
our firength, -9 and wi - 7
67 Jehovah our righteouf-
JOB. nefs, - - 23
43 O that I were as-in 68 Ephraim vepenting, 3t
months paft? 29
44 Thechange, = 29 LAMENTATIONS.
- - 69 The Lord is my pertion, 3
) PSALMS.
45 Pleading for mercy, 6 EZEKIEL.
46 Noneupon earth befides | 70 Humbled and filenced
~ thee, - 73 by mercy, - 16
47 ] Thebeliever's fafe- | 71 The covenant, 36
48 ty, - 9t | 72 Jehovah-Shammah, 48
49 Heled them by aright
way, - - 1oy DANIEL.
5o What fhall I render, 116 | 73 The power and tri-
51 Dwelling in Mefech, 120 umph of faith, 3,6
74 Belfhazzar, - 5
PROVERBS,
52 W hviond that feketh T
: iend that fticket R The_gourd -
$3 clofer than a brother, 18 Ll g 4
ZECHARIAH.
"ECCLESIASTES. 76 Prayer for the Lord’s
54 Vanity oflife, < 1 efence, -
-55 Vanity of the world, 1|45 A brand plucked out
56 Vanity of creatures of the fire, -
fandified, <" 1]48 Onone ftone fhall
{even eyes, - 3
SOLOMON’s SONG. 79 Praife for the foun.
+7 The name of Jefus, 1 tain opened, - 13
ISAIAH. MALACHI.
~8 O Lord, 1 will praife 8o They fhall be mine,
thee, M 12 faith the Lord,

30 The River, Refuge,

MAT,



144
Hymn Chap.
4 MATTHEW.

81 The beggar, - 7
82 The leper, . 8
83 A fick foul, - 9
84 Satan retarning, I3
85 The fower, - 13
86 Wheat and tares, 13
87 Peter walking on the

waters, -
88 Woman of Canaan,
89 What think ye of
Chriit? -

14
15
22

90 The foolith virgins, 25

91 Peter finning and re.
penting, - a6

: MARK..

92 Legion difpeflefied, ¢

93 ‘The mlel;s daughwr
raifed, 5
94 But one loaf, - 8
95 Bartimens - 10
96 The houfe of prayer,

1
97 The blafted fig-tree, 11
LUKE.
98 The twe debtors, 7
99 The good Samaritan, 10
xoo Martha and Mary, 10
10z The heart taken, i
xoz The worldling, 12
to3 The barren ﬁg -tree, 13
104 The prodiga 15
3105 The rich man and
“ -Laza.rul, - 16
206 The importunate wi-
dow, - 1 8
107 Zaccheus, -
108 Behiever’s danger and
{afety, - a2

109 Father, torgive them, 3.
110 The two malefa&ora, 25

jonn.
111 The woman of Sama.
ria, - 4
Pool of Bethefda, g

114 The difciples at fea, 6
115 Will ye alfo goaway? 6

A TABLE, &

Hymn Chap.

116 The refurre&ion and
the life, . - it

ug Weeping Mary, 20

:;9} Lovéft thou me? 21
. ACTS.

110 Death of

121 'The rebel’s umx’zder

to grace - [}
122 Peter releafed from
rifon, - 18

123 The mmblmg gaoler, 16

124 The exorcift, 19

125 Paul’s voyage, 27

The ROMANS. .

126 &g:od that 1 would,

137 Sa.lvauon drawmg nea(.
€r, .-

1. CORINTHIANS.
128 That rock was Chrift, re
11. CORINTHIANS.

129 My grace is fufficient
for thee, - 12
GALATIANS.

130 The inward warfare, 25
PHILIPPIANS.

131 Contentment, - 4

HEBREWS,

" 132 Old-Teftament gofpel, 4

133 The word quick and

rful, -
134 Looking unto Jefus,
135 Love tokens,

. REVELATION.
136 Ephefus . - 2
137 Smyrna - 2
138 Sardis, - 3
139 Philagelphia, . 8
140 Laodicea, - 3
141 ‘The little boak, I0

THE END OF THE FIRST BOUK.
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OLNEY HYMNS, &c.

BOOK 1L

ON OCCASIONAL SUBJECTS.

I. SEASONS. III. PROVIDENCES,
. il. ORDINANCES. IV. CREATION,

I. SEASONS.
NEW.YEAR'S HYMNS,
L. Time bow swifz.

| WHILE with ceafelefs courfe the fun
Hafted thro’ the former year,
Many fouls their race have run,;
Never more to meet us here :
Fix'd in an eternal ftate, -
They have done with all below ;
We a little longer wait,
But how little none can know,

2 As the winged arrow flies,
Speedily the mark to find ;
As the lightning from the fkies
Darts, and leaves no trace behind 3
Swiftly thus our fleeting days
Bear us down life’s rapid ftream ;
Upwards, Lord, our {pirits raife,
All below is but 2 dream. )

3 Thatiks
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3 Thanks for mercies paft receive,
Pardon of our fins renew;
Teach us henceforth how to live,

- With eternity in view:
Blefs thy word to young and old,
Fill us with a Saviour’s love;
And when life’s fhort tale is told,
May we dwell with thee above.

I1. Tz?lt; bow short.

2 IME, with an unwearied hand,
Puthes round the feafons paft ;

And in life’s frail glafs the fand
Sinks apace, not long to laft;
Many as well as yon or I,
Who laft year aflembled thus,
In mheir filent graves now lie ;
Graves will open foon for us !

2 Daily fin, and care, and ftrife,
While the Lord prolongs our breath,
Make it but a dying life,

Or a kind of living death:
Wretched they, and moft forlorn,
Who no bettgr portion know ;
Better ne’er to have been born,
Than to have our all below.

-3 When conftrain’d to go alone,
Leaving all you love behind,
Ent’ring on a world unknown,

What will then fupport your mind ?
‘When the Lord his fummons fends ¥,
Earthly comforts lofe their pow’r; |
Honour, riches, kindred, friends,
Cannot cheer a dying hour.

4 Happy

# Ifaiah, x. 3.
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4 Happy fouls who fear the Lorg !
Time is not too fwift for you;
When your Saviour gives the word, .
Glad you’ll bid the world adien:
Then he’ll wipe away your tears,
Near himfelf appoint your place;
Swifter fly, ye rolling years,
Lord, we long to fee thy face,

L.~ Uncertainty of Lo,

E § SEE ! another year is gone !
Quickly have the feafons pafs'd !
his we enter now upon,

May to many prove their laft :
Mercy hitherto has fpar’d,
But have mercies been improv’d ?
Let us akk, Am 1 prepar’d,
Should I be this year remov’d ?

2 Some we now no longer fee,
Who their mortal race have run,
Seem’d as fair for life as we,
When the former year begun :
Some, but who God only knows,

ho are here affembled now,
Ere the prefent year thall clofe,
To the ftroke of death muft bow.

3 Life a field of battle is,
Thoufands fall within our view 3
And the next death-bolt that flies,
May be fent to me or you :
While we preachy and while we hear,
Help us, Lord, each one to think,
aft eternity is near,

Iam ftanding on the brink..

4 If from guilt and fin fet free,
By the knowledge of thy grace,
Welcome, then, the cali will be,
To depart and fee thy face ;
G2 To
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To thy faints, while bere below,

With new years, new mercies come ;

But the happieft year they know,

Is their laft, which leads them home.

1V: A New-Year’s Thought and Prayer,
1 TIME', by moments, fteals away,.

Firft the hour, and then the day 5

Small the daily lofs appears,

Yet it foon amaunts to years:

Thus another year is flown,

Now it is no more our own,

If it brought.or promis’d good,

Than the years before the flood.

2 But'(may none of us forget)
It has Ieft us much in debt ;
Favours from the Lord receivid, -
Sins that have his Spirit grievd,,
‘Mark’d by an unerring hand,
In his book recorded ftand ;
‘Who can tell the vaft amount,
Plac’d to each of our account?

3 Happy the believing foul !
Chrift for you has paid the whole 3
‘While you own the debt is large,
You may plead a full difcharge:
But, poor carelefs finner, fay,
‘What can you to juftice pay ?
Tremble, left when life is paft,
Into prifon you be caft !

4 Will you ftill increafe the fcore?
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,
Let them find forgivenefs too,

‘ ’  § Spar’d



Hymny., SEASONS. 249

5 Spar’d to fee another year, '
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 our eyes;
Let our pray’r thy bawels move,
Make this year a time of love.

V. Death and War. 1778.
X ARK! how Time’s wide-founding bel}
Strikes on each attentive ear !
Tolling loud the folemn knell
Of the late departed year:
Years, like mortals, wear away,
Have their birth and dying day,
Youthful {pring, and wintry age,
Then to others quit the ftage.

2 Sad experience may relate
What a year the laft has been !
Crops of forrow have been great,
From the fruitful feeds of fin;
Oh ! what numbers gay and blythe,
Fell by death’s unfparing fcythe ?
While they thought the world their own,
Suddenly he mow’d them dowan.

3 See how War, with dreadful ftride,
Marches at the Lord’s command,
Spreading defolation wide,

Thro’ a once much-favour’d land :
War, with heart and arms of fteel,
Preys on thoufands at a meal ;
Daily drinking human gore,

Still he thirfts and-calls for more.

4 If the God whom we provoke,
Hither thould his way dire& ;
What 2 fin-avenging ftroke
May a land like this expe !

G3 They
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They who now fecurely fleep,
Quickly then would wake and weep;
And too late would learn to fear,
When they faw the danger near,

5 You are fafe who know his love,

He will all his truth perform ;

To your fouls a refuge prove,

From the rage of every ftorm:

But we tremble for the youth ;

- Teach them, Lord, thy faving truth ;

Join them to thy faithful few,

Be to them a refuge too.

V1. Earthly Prospects deceitful.

1 FT in vain the voice of truth
Solemnly and loudly warns ;
Thoughtlefs, unexperienc’d youth,
Tho' it hears, the warning fcorns :
Youth in fancy’s glafs furveys
Life prolong’d to diftant years,
‘While the vait imagin’d fpace ~
‘Fill’d with fweets and joys appears.

2 Awful difappointment foon
. Overclouds the profpe& gay ;

Séme their fun goes down  at noon,
Torn by death’s ftrong hand away :
Where are then their pleafing fchemes 2
‘Where the joys they hope to find ?
Gone for ever, like their dreams,
Leaving not a trace behind.

3 Others, who are fpar’d a while,
Live to weep o’er fancy’s cheat ;
Find diftrefs, and pain, and toil,
Bitter things inftead of {weet:
Sin has {pread a curfe around,
Poifon’d all things here below ;
On this bafe polluted ground,
Peace and joy can never grow.
4 Grace
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4 Grace alone can cure our ills,
Sweeten life with all its cares;
Regulate our ftubborn wills,
Save us from {urrounding fnares ;

- Tho’ you oft have heard in vain,
Former years in folly fpent ;
Grace invites you yet again,
Once more calls you to repent.

§ Call’d again, at length, beware,
Hear the Saviour’s voice, and live ;
Left he in his wrath fhould {weas,
He no more will warning give :
Pray that you may hear and feel,
Ere the day of grace be paft ;

Left your hearts grow hard as fteel,
Or this year fhould prove your laft.

e ]

BYMNS BEFORE ‘ANNUAL SERMONS TO YOUNG PEOPLE, QN
NEW-YEAR’S EVENINGS. )

VIL. Prayer for a Blessing,

1 NOW, gracious Lord, thine arm reveal,
And make thy glory known ;
Now let us all thy prefence feel,
And foften hearts of ftone !

2 Help us to venture near thy throne,
And plead a Saviour’s name ;
For all that we can call our own,
Is vanity and fhame,

3 From all the guilt of former fin
May mercy fet us free ;
“And let the year we now begin,
. Begin and end with thee.
: G4 4 Send
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4 Send down thy Spirit from above,
That faints may love thee more;

And finners now may learn to Jove,
Who never lov’d before.

§ And when before thee we appear,
In our eternal home,
May growing numbers worthip here,
And praife thee in our room,

VIHI. C. Jdnother.

1 JRESTOW, dear Lord, upon our youth
B The gi;'t of faving’grace 3 ?
And let the feed of facred truth

Fall in a fruitful place.

2 Grace is # plant, where’er it grows,
Of puré and heav’nly root ; -
But faireff in the youngeft ihews,
And yi€lds the fweeteft fruit.

3 Ye carelefs-ones, O hear betimes
The voice of fovereign love !
Your youth is ftain’d with many crimes,
But mercy reigns above,

4 True, you are young, but there’s a ftone
Within the youngeft breaft,

Or half the crtmes which you ‘have done,
Would rob you of your reft.

5 For you the public pray’r is made,
Oh ! join the public pray’r !
For you the facred tear 1s thed,
O fhed yourfelves a tear !
" 6 We pray that you may early prove
' The Spirit’s pow’r te teach ;
You cannot be teo young te love
That Jefus whom we preach.

IX
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IX. Another. '

x NOW may fervent pray’r arife,
Wing’d with faith, and pierce the fkies ;
Fervent pray’r fhall bring us down
Gracious anfwers from the throne.

3 Blefs, O Lord, the op’ning year,
To each foul affembled here ;
Clothe thy word with pow’r divine}
Make us willing to be thine.

3 Shepherd of thy blood-bought fheep £
Teach the ftony heart to weep ;
Let the blind have eyés to fee,
See themfelves, and look on thee !

4 Let the minds of all our youth
Feel the force of facred truth; -
While the gofpel-call they hear,
May they learn to love and fear.

5 Shew them what their ways have been,
Shew them the defert of fin;
Then thy dying love reveal,
This fhall melt a heart of fteel.

6 Where thou haft thy work begun,
Give new ftrength the race to run;
Scatter darknefs, doubts, and fears,
‘Wipe away the mourner’s tears.

# Blefs us all, both old and young;
Call forth praife from ev’ry tongue 3
Let the whole affembly prove '
All thy pow’r, and all thy love.

X. Casting the Gospél-Net..

3 “7 HEN ‘Peter, thro’ the tedious night %,
Had often caft his net in vain,
Gs
# Luke, v. 4.
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Soon as the Lord appear’d in fight,
He gladly let it down again.

2 Once more the gofpel-net we caft,
Do thou, O Lord, the effort own;
We learn from difappointments paft,
To reft our hope on thee alone.

3 Upheld by thy fupporting hand,
We enter on another year;

And now we meet at thy command,
To feek thy gracious prefence here.

4 May this be a much-favour’d hour
To fouls in Satan’s bondage led ;
O clothe thy word with fov’reign pow’r,
To break the rocks, and raife the dead !

5 Have mercy on .our num’rous youth,
Who, young in years, are old in fin ;
And by thy Spirit, and thy truth,
Shew them the ftate their fouls are in..

6 Then, by a Saviour’s dying love,

To ev’ry wounded heart reveal’d,

Temptations, fears, and guilt remove,
And be their Sun, and Strength, and Shield.

7 To mourners {peak a cheering word,
On feeking fouls vouchfafe to thine;
Let poor backfliders be reftor’d,

And all thy faints in praif:s join.

8 O hear our pray’r, and give us hope,

That-when thy voice thall call us home,

Thou ftill wilt raife a people up,
To love and praife thee in our room.

XI. C. Pleading for and with Youth.

1 S]N has“undone our wretched race,
But Jefus has reftor’d,
And brought the finner face to face
With his forgiving Lord,
' 2 This

TR o
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2 This we repeat, from year to year,
And prefs upon our youth;
Lord, give them an attentive ear,

Lord, fave them by thy truth.

3 Bleflings upon the rifing race !
Make this an happy hour,
According to thy richeft grace,
And thine almighty pow’r.

4 We feel for your unhappy ftate,
(May you regard it too)
And would a while ourfelves forget,
To pour out pray’r for you.

5 We fee, tho’ you perceive it not,

TW’ approaching, awful doom ;

O tremble at the folemn thought,
And flee the wrath to come !

6 Dear Saviour, let this new-born year
- Spread an alarm abroad ;.
And cry, in ev’ry carelefs ear, .
¢ Prepare to meet thy God "’

XII. C. Prayer for Children.-

1 (. IRACIOUS Lord, our children fee;.” -
By thy mercy we are free; B
But thall thefe, alas ! remain,
Subjeéts ftill of Satan’s reign;
-Hrael’s young ones, when of old
Pharaoh threaten’d to with-hold * ;-
Then thy meflenger faid, “ No ;- -
Let the children-alfo go.”

2 When the angel of the Lord,
Drawing ferth his dreadful fword, -
Slew, with an avenging hand,

All the firft-born of the land } ;-
: G6 Thew

# Exod. x. 9. 4+ Exod. xi 13 '
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Then thy people’s doors he pafs’d,
‘Where the bloody fign was plac’d;
Hear us now, upon our knees,

Plead the blood of Chrift for thefe !

3 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, King of kings!
Hide them {afe heneath thy wings ;
Left the ray’nous bird of prey
Stoop,. and bear the brood away.

XI1II. ‘ The Shunamite *.

1 THE Shunamite, opprefs’d with %rief,
When the had loft the fon the lov'd,.
Went to Elitha for relief,
Nor vain her application prov’d.

He fent hjs fervant on before,

To lay a ftaff upon his head ;

This be could do, but do no more ;
He left him, as he found him, dead,

3 But when the Lord’s almighty power
Wrought with the praphet’s pray’r and faitl,
The mother faw a joyful hour, :

She faw her child reftor’d from death.

4 Thus, like the weeping Shunamite,
For many dead in fin we grieve ;
Now, Lord, difplay thine arm cf might,
Caufe them to hear thy voice and live.

§ Thy preachers bear the ftaff in vain,
Tho’ at thine own command we go ;
Lord, we have try’d and try’d again,
We find them dead, and leave them fo.

6 Come
Jvf a Kings, ive gt..
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6 Come then thyfelf—to ev’ry heart
The glory of thy name make known ;
The means are our appointed part,
The pow’r and grace are thine alone.

.XIV. ELIYAH'’s Prayer.

1 T)OES it not grief and wonder move,
= To think of Ifrael’s thameful fall *
Who needed miracles to prove
Whether the Lord was God or Baal !

2 Methinks I fee Elijah ftand,
His features glow with love and zeal ;
In faith and pray’r he lifts his hand,
And makes to heav’a his great appeal.

3 “ O God! if I thy fervant am,
If ’tis thy meflage fills my heart,
Now glorify thy holy name,
And thow this people who thowu art !”?

4 He {pake, and, lo! a fudden flame
Confum’d thé wood, the duft, the ftone;
The people ftruck, at once proclaim,
¢ The Lord is God, the Lord alone.”

5 Like him, we mourn an awful day,
When more for Baal than God appear
Like him, believers, let us pray,

And may the God of Hrael hear !

6 Lord, if thy fervant fpeak thy truth,
If he indeed is fent by thee,
Confirm the word to all our youth,
And let them thy falvation fee, ’
9 Now may thy Spirit’s holy fire
Pierce ev’ry heart that hears thy word,
Confume each hurtful vain defire,
And make them know thou art the Lord,

® 1 Kingg, wvish

£
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XV. Preaching to the Dry Bones*®.

I PREACHERS may, from Ezekiel’s cafe,
Draw hope in this declining day ;
A proof like this, of fov’reign grace,
Should chafe our unbelief away.

2 When fent to preach to mould’ring bonres,
Who could have thought he would fucceed ¥
Bat well he knew the Lord from ftones.
Could raife up Abrah’m’s chofen feed.

3 Can thefe be made a num’rous hoft,
And fuch dry bones new life receive ?
The prophet anfwer’d, ¢ Lord, thou know’ft
They fhall, if thou commandment give.”

4 Like him around I caft my eyes,
And, oh ! what heaps of bones appear ;.
Like him, by Jefus fent, I’ll try,
For he can caufe the dead to hear.

5 Hear, ye-dry bones, the Saviour’s word !
He, who when dying gafp’d, ¢ Forgive,’””
That gracious finner-loving Lord,

Says,. “ Look to me, dry bones, and live.”™

6 Thou heav’nly wind, awake and blow,

In anfwer to the pray’r of faith;
Now thine almighty influence thow,
And fill dry bones with living breath.

7 O make them hear, and feel, and thake,.
And at thy call obedient move;

The bonds of death and Satan break,. -
And bone to bone unite in love.

XVI. Thke Rodof MOSES.

x HEN: Mofes wav’d his myftic rod;
What wonders follow’d while he fpoke !

Firm as a wall the waters ftood ¢,
. Or guth’d in rivers from. the rock !
) 2 At
* Ezek, xxxvii, 1 Bxod. xiv. 22.  } Numb, xx. u.
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2 At his command the thunders roll'd,
Lightning and hail his voice obey’d *#,
And Pharaoh trembled to behold
His land in defolation laid.

3 But what could Mofes’ rod have done,
Had he not been divinely fent ?
The pow’r was from the Lord alone,
And Mofes but the inftrument.

4 O Lord, regard thy people’s pray’rs !
Aflift a worm to preach aright ;
And fince thy gofpel-rod he bears,
Diiplay thy wonders in our fight.

§ Proclaim the thunders of thy law,
Like lightning let thine arrows fly,
That carelefs finners, ftrack wuh awe, '
For refuge may to Jefus cry !

6 Make ftreams of godly forrow flow
From rocky hearts, unus'd to feel ;
And let the poot in fpirit know,

That thou art near, their griefs to heal.

7 But chiefly, we would now look up.
To afk a bleffing for our youth,
The rifing generation’s hope,
That they may know and love thy truth.

8 Arife; O Lord, afford a fign,
Now fhall our pray’rs fuccefs obtain ;
Since both the means and pow’r are thine,’
How can the rod be rais’d in vain !

XVII. God speaking from Mount Zion,

z HE God who once to Ifrael fpoke
From Sinai’s top, in fire and {moke,
In gentler firains of gofpel-grace
Invites us now to feek his face,
2 He
? Exod. ix. 33.
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2 He wears no terrors on his brow,
He fpeaks in love from Zion now ;
It is the voice of Jefus’ blood
Calling poor wand’rers home to God.

3 The holy Mofes quak’d and fear’d,
When Sinai’s thund’ring Jaw he heard ;
But reigning grace, with accents mild,
Speaks to the finner as a child.

4 Hark ! how from Calvary it founds,
From the Redeemer’s bleeding wounds £
¢ Pardon and grace I freely give,

Poor finner, look to me, and live.”

5 What other arguments can move

The heart that {lights a Saviour’s love !
Yet till almighty pow’r conftrain,

This matchlefs love is preach’d in vain.

6 O Saviour, let that pow'r be felt,
And caufe each ftony heart to melt ! -
Deeply imprefs upon our youth, ,

_ The light and force of gofpel-truth.

4 With this new year may they begin
To live to thee, and die to fing
To enter by the narrow way,

Which leads to everlafting day.

8 How will they elfe thy prefence bear,
When as a Judge thou fhalt appear !
‘When flighted love to wrath fhall turn,
And the whole earth like Sinai burn !

»

XVIIl. 4 Pra;jfer for Power on the Means of

. Grace.

1 O THOU, at whofe almighty word
The glorious light from darknefs fprung !
Thy quick’ning influence afford,
And clothe with pow’r the preacher’s tongue,
2 Tho*
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2 Tho’ ’tis thy truth he hopes to fpeak,
He cannot give the hearing ear ; '
*Tis thine the ftubborn heart to break,
And make the carelefs finner fear.

3 As when of old the water flow’d
Forth from the rock at thy command * ;
Mofes in vain had wav'd his rod,
Without thy wonder-working hand.

4 As when the walls of Jericho 1,
Down to the -earth at once were caft ;
1t was thy pow’r that brought them low,
And not the trumpet’s fecble blaft.

5 Thus we would in the means be found,
And thus on thee alone depend ;
To make the gofpel’s joyful found
Effeftual to the promis’d end.

6 Now, while we hear thy word of grace,
Let felf and pride before it fall ;
And rocky hearts diffolve apace,
In ftreams of forrow at thy call.

% On all our youth aflembled here,
The un&ion of thy Spirit pour ;
Nor let them lofe another year,
Left thou fhouldft ftrive and call no more,

XIX. ELIYAH’s Mantl. 2Kings, ii,
11.—14.
1 ELISHA, firuck with grief and awe,
Cry’d,« Ah! where now is Ifrael’s ftay >”
When he his honour’d mafter faw
Borne by a fiery car away.

2 But while he look’d a laft adieu,
His mantle, as it fell, he caught;
The Spirit refted on him too,
And equal miracles he wrought. i
3 % Where
# Numbers, xx. 1, + Jofhua, V1. &0,
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3 “ Where is Elijah’s God ?” he cry’d,
And with the mantle fmote the flood ;
His word controul’d the {fwelling tide,
Th’ obedient waters upright ftood.

4 The wonder-working gofpel, thus
From hand to hand has been convey’d ;
We have the mantle ftill with us,

But where, O where, the Spirit’s aid ?

§ When Peter firft his mantle wav'd ¥,
How foon it melted hearts of fteel !
Sinners by thoufands then were fav’d,
But now how few its virtues feel !

6 Where is Elijah’s God, the Lord,
Thine Ifrael’s hope, and joy, and boatft !
Reveal thine arm, confirm thy word,
Give us another Pentecoft !

» Afift thy meflenger to {peak,
And while he aims to lifp thy truth,
The bonds of fin and Satan break,
And pour thy blefling on our youth.,

8 For them we now approach thy throne, -
Teach them to know and love thy name ;
Then fhall thy thankful people own
Elijah’s God is ftill the fame.

]

HYMNS AFTER SERMONS TO YOUNG PEOPLE ON NEW-YEARS
EVENINGS, SUITED TO THE SUBJECTS.

XX. DAVID's Charge to SOLOMON.
1 Chron. xxviii. g

1 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,
- 2 Thy
# AQs, il
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2 Thy people, Lord, tho’ oft diftreft,
Upheld by thee, thus far are come ;
And now we long to fee thy reft,
And wait thy word to call us horae.

3 Like Pravid, when this life fhall end,
We truft in thee, fure peace to find ;
Like him, to thee we now commend
I'he children we muft leave behind.

4 Ere long we hope to be where care,
And fin and forrow never come ;
But, obh ! accept our humble pray'r,
That thefe may praife thee in our room.

5 Shew them how vile the{ are by fin,
And wath them in thy cleanfing blood ;
Oh ! make them willing to be thine,
And be to them a covenant-God.

6 Long may thy light and truth remain,
To blefs this place when we are gone ;
And numbers here be born again,

To dwell for ever near thy throne.

XX1. Tbe Lord’s call to bis Children.
2 Cor. vi. 17. 18.

ET us adore the grace that feeks
To draw our hearts above !
Attend, 'tis God the Saviour {peaks,

And ev'ry word is love.

2 Tho', flI’d with awe, hefore his throne
Each angel veils his face;
He claims a people for his own
Amongft our finful race.

3 Carelefs, a-while, they live in fin,
Enflav’d to Satan’s pow'r ;
But they obey the call divine,
In his appointed hour,
4 % Come
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4 “ Come forth, (he fays), no more purfue
The paths that lead to death;
Look up, a bleeding Saviour view ;
Look, and be fav’d by faith. .-

3 My fons and daughters you thall be,
Through the atoning blood ;
And you fhall claim, and find in me,
A Father and a ‘God.”

6 Lord, fpeak thefe words to ev’ry heart,
By thine all-pow’rful voice ;
That we may now from fin depart,
And make thy love our choice.

» If now we learn to feek thy face
By Chrift the living way,
‘We’ll praife thee for this hour of grace
Thro’ an eternal day.

XXIL The Prager of YABEZ.
’ 1 Chron. iv. g. 10.

1 JESUS, who bought us with his blood
And makes our fouls his care,
‘Was known of old as Ifrael’s God,
And anfwer’d Jabez’ pray’r, .

2 Jabez! a child of grief ! the name
Befits poor finners well ;
For Jefus bore the crofs and fhame,
To fave our fouls from hell.

3 Teach us, O Lord, like him to plead
For mercies from above :
O come, and blefs our fouls indeed,
With light, and joy, and love.
4 The gofpel’s promis’d land is wide,
We fain wculd enter in;
But we are prefs’d on ev’ry fide
With unbelief and fin.
§ Arifey
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5 Arife, O Lord, enlarge our coaft,
Let us poflefs the whole,
That Satan may no longer boaft,
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,
Till death fhall fet us free.

% Help us on thee to caft our care,
And on thy ward to reft,
That Ifrael’s God, who heareth pray’r,
Will grant us our requeft.

XXIII, Waiting at Wisdom's gates.
Prov. viii. 34- 35-
3 . ENSNAR’D too long my heart has been
’ In Folly’s hurtful ways;
Oh ! may L now, at length, begin
To hear what Wifdom fays !
2 *Tis Jefys, from the mercy-feat,
Invites me to. his reft; -
Hr calls poor finners to his feet,
To make them truly bleft.
3 Approach, my foul, to Wifdom’s gates,
While it is call’d to~day ;
No one who watches there, and waits,
Shall e’er be turn’d away.

4 He will not let me feek in vain,.
For all who truft his word
Shall everlafting life obtain,
And favour from the Lord.

5 Lord, I have hated thee too long,
And dar’d thee to thy face;
I’ve done my foul exceeding wrong
In flighting all thy grace.
6 Now
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6 Now I wonld break my league with death,
And live to thee alone ;
Oh! let thy Spirit’s feal of faith
Secure me for thine own.

7 Let all the faints aflembled here,

Yea, let all heav’n rejoice,
That 1 begin with this new-year
To make the Lord my choice,

XXIV. A.cling the way to Zion. Jer. 1. s.
ZION the city of our God,

How glorious is the place !
The Saviour there has his abode,
And finners fee his face !

2 Firm agamﬂ ev’ry adverfe fhock,
Its mighty bulwarks prove ;
*Tis built upon the living Rock,
And wall’d around with love.

8 There all the fruits of glory grow,
And joys that never die ;
And ftreams of grace and knowledge ﬂow,
The foul to {atisfy.

4 Come, fet your faces Zion-ward,
The facred road inquire ;
And let a union to the Lord
Be henceforth your defire.

5 The gofpel thines to give you light,
No longer, then, delay ;
The Spirit waits to guide you right,
And Jefus is the way. .

6 O Lord, regard thy people’s priy’r,
Thy promife now fulfil ;
And young and old by grace prepare
- To dwell on Zion’s hall,
XXV,
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XXV. We were PHARAOH’s Bondmen,
Deut. vi. 20.—23.

1 BENEATH the tyrant Satan’s yoke,
Our fouls were long oppreft ;
Till grace our galling fetters broke,
And gave the weary reft.

2 Jefus, in that important hour,
" His mighty arm made known ;
He ranfom’d us by price and pow’r,
And claim’d us for his own.

3 Now, freed from bondage, fin, and death,
We walk in wifdom’s ways;
And with to fpend our ev’ry breath,
In wonder, love, and praife.

4 Ere long, we hope with him to dwell
In yonder world above ;
And now we only live to tell
The riches'of his love.

5 O might we, ere we hence remove,
Prevail upon our youth
To feek, that they may likewife prove
His mercy and his truth.

6 Like Simeon, we fhall gladly go ¥,
When Jefus calls us home ;
If they are left a feed below,
To ferve him in our room.

% Lord, hear our pray’r, indulge our hope,
On thefe thy Spirit pour,
That they ‘may take our ftory up,
When we can {peak no more,

XXVI. Travelling in birth for Souls. Gal, iv. 1g.

1 HAT contradi&ions meet
In minifters employ
It is a bitter fweet,
A forrow full of joy:

® Luke, ii. 29+
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No other poft affords a place
For equal honour or difgrace !

2  Who can defcribe the pain
‘Which faithful preachers feel,
Conftrain’d to fpeak in vain,
To hearts as hard as fteel !
Or who can tell the pleafures felt,
When ftubborn hearts begin to melt !

The Saviour’s dying love,,

The foul’s amazing warth,

Their utmoft efforts mave,.

And draw their bowels forth:
They pray and ftrive, their reft departs,
Till Chrift be form’d in finners hearts.

4 If fome fmall hope appear,
They ftill are not content ;
But, with a jealous fear,
They watch for the event;

Too oft they find their hopes deceiv’d,
Then how their inmoft fouls are griev’d !

5§  But when their pains fucceed,
And from the tender blade
The rip’ning ears proceed,
Their toils are overpaid :
No harveft-joy can equal theirs,
To find the fruit of all their cares,

6 On what has now been fown,
* Thy blefling, Lord, beftow ;
The pow’r 1s, thine alone,
To make it fpring and grow :
Do thou the gracious harveft raife,
And thou alone fhalt have the praife.

XXVII,

’
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XXVIL. We are Ambassadors for Christ.
2 Cor. v. 20.

3 THY meffage by the preacher feal,
And let thy pow’r be known,
That ev'ry finner here may feel
The word is not his own.

2 Amongft the foremoft of the throng,
Who dare thee to thy face,
He in rebellion ftood too long,
And fought againft thy grace.

3 But grace prevail’d, he mercy found,
And now by thee is fent,
To tell his fellow-rebels round,
And call them to repent.

4 In Jefus God is reconcil’d,
The worft may be forgiv'n ;
Come, and he’ll own yeu as a child,
And make you heirs of heav’n.

5 Oh may the word of gofpel-truth
Your chief defires engage !
And Jefus be your guide in youth,
Your joy in hoary age.
6 Perhaps the year that’s now begun
May prove to fome their laft ;
The fands of life may foon be run,
The day of grace be paft.
7 Think, if you flight this embafly,
And will not warning take,
When Jefus in the clouds you fee,
What anfwer will you make ?

XXVIIL. PAUL’s farewell Charge.
Ads, xx. 26. 27.
1 WHEN Paul was parted from his friends,
It was a weeping day ;
But Jefus made them all amends,
And wip'd their tears away,
: H

2 Ere
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2 Ere long they wet again with joy,
(Secure no more to part),
Where praifes ev’ry topgue employ,
And pleafure fills each heart.

.3 Thus all the preachers of his grace
Their children foon fhall meet ;
Together fee their Saviour’s face,
And worthip at his feet.

4 But they who heard the word in vain,
Tho’ oft and plainly warn’d,
Will tremble when they meet again
The minifters they fcorn’d.

§ On your own heads your bloed will fall,
If any perifh here ;
The preachers who have told you all,
Shall ftand approv'd and clear.

6 Yet, Lord, to fave themfelves alone
Is not their utmoft view ;
Oh ! hear their pray’r, thy meflage own,
And fave their hearers too.

XXIX. How skall I put thee among the
Lhildren 2 Jer, iii. 19.

 { ALAS‘! by nature how deprav’d,
How prone to ev’ry ill"!
Our lives to Satan how enflav’d,
How obftinate our will !} ‘

2 And can fuch finners be reftor’d,
Such-rebels reconcil’d ?
.Can grace:itfelf the means afford,
“To make a foe a child !
3 Yes, grace has found the wondrous means,
Which fhall effe€tual prove,
To cleanfe us from our countlefs fins,
And teach our hearts to love.

4 Jefus
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4 Jefus for finners undertakes,
And died that we may live;
His blood a full atonement makes,
And cries aloud, ¢ Forgive.”

5 Yet one thing more muft grace provide,
To bring us home to God,
Or we fhall flight the Lord who died,
And trample on his bloed.

6 The Holy Spirit muft reveal
The Saviour’s work and worth ;
Then the hard heart begins to feel
A new and heav’nly birth.

4 Thus bought with blood, and born again,
Redeem’d and fav’d by grace, )
Rebels in God’s own houfe obtain
A fon’s and daughter’s place.

XXX, Winter*.

1 QEE how rude Winter’s icy hand
Has ftript the trees, and feal’'d the ground !
But Spring fhall foon his rage withftand,
And fpread new beauties all around,

2 My foul a fharper winter mourns,
Barren and fruitlefs I remain ;
When will the gentle {pring return,
And bid my graces grow again ?

3 Jefus, my glorious Sun, arife !
’Tis thine the frozen heart to move ;
Oh ! hufh thefe ftorms, and clear my fkies,
And let me feel thy vital love !

4 Dear Lord, regard my feeble cry,
I faint and droop till thou appear ;
Wilt thou permit thy plant to die’?
Muft it be wiater all the year?
H2 5 Be
# Book III. Hymn 31
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5 Be ftill, my foul, and wait his hour,

w

With humble pray’r and panent faith ;
Till he reveals his gracious pow’r,
Repofe on what his promife faith.

He, by whefe all.commanding word *
Seafons their changing courfe maintain,
In ev’ry change a pledge affords,

That none fhall feek his face in vain.

XXXI. Waiting for Spring.

HO’ cloudy fkies and northern blafts
Retard the gentle {pring a while,
The fun will conqu’ror prove at laft,
And nature wear a vernal {mile.

The promife which, from age to age,
Has brought the chanfrmg feafons round,
Again fhall calm the winter’s rage,
Perfume the air, and paint the ground.

The virtue of that firft command,

I know {till does and will prevail,
That while the earth itfelf fhall ftand,
The {pring and fummer fhall not fail.

Such changes are for us decreed ;
Believers have their winters too ;
But {pring fhall certainly fucceed,
And all their former life renew.

Winter and fpring have each their ufe,
And each, in turn, his people know ;

One kills the weeds their hearts produee,
The other makes their graces grow.

‘Tho’ like dead trees a while they feem,
Yet, having life within their root,

The welcome {pring’s reviving beam

Draws forth their blofloms, leaves, and fruit.

7 But
% Gen. viii. 32,
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7 But if the tree indeed be dead,
It feels no change, tho’ fpring return ;
Its leaflefs, naked, barren head,
Proclaims it only fit to burn.

8 Dear Lord, afford our fouls a fpring,
Thou know’ft our winter has been long ;
Shine forth, and warm our Learts to fing,
And thy rich grace fhall be our fong.

XXXIL Spring.

I BLEAK. winter is fubdu’d at length,
And forc’d to yield the day ;
The fun has wafted all his ftrength,
And driven him away.

3 And now long with’d for fpring is come,
How alter’d is the fcene !
The trees and fhrubs are drefs’d in bloom,
The earth array’d in green. )

Where’er we tread, beneath our feet
The cluftering flowers {pring ;

The artlefs birds, in concert {weet,
Invite our hearts to fing.

4 But, ah! in vain I ftrive to join,

Opprefs'd with fin and doubt ;

T feel ’tis winter ftill within,
Tho’ all is fpring without.

5 Oh! would my Saviour from on high
Break thro’ thefe clouds and fhine !
No creature then more blefs’d than I,
No fong more loud than mine.

6 Till then no foftly-warbling thruth,
Nor cowdlip’s {weet perfume,
Nor beauties of each painted bufh,
Can diffipate my gloom.
H3 7 To
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7 To Adam, foon as he tranfgrefs’d,
Thus Eden bloom’d in vam ;
Not paradife could give him reft,
Or foothe his heart-felt pain.

8 Yet here an emblem I perceive |
Of what the Lord can do;
Dear Saviour, help me to believe,
That I may flourith too.

9 Thy word can foon my hopes revive,
Can overcome my foes,
And make my languid graces thrive,
And bloffom like the rofe.

XXXHI. Jnogber.

1 P'LEASING fpring again is here !
Trees and fields in bloom appear !

Mark ! the birds, with artlefs lays,
‘Warble their Creator’s praife!
Where, in winter, all was fnow,
Now the flow’rs in clufters grow ;
And the corn, in green array,
Promifes a harveft-day.

2 What a change has taken place !
Emblem of the {pring of grace;
How the foul, in winter, mourns,
Till the Lord, the Sun, returns;
Till the Spirit’s gentle rain
Bids the heart revive again ;

Then the ftone is turn’d to flefh,
And each grace {prings forih afrelh.

.3 Lord, afford a {pring to me !
Let me feel like what I fee;
Ah ! my winter has been long,
Chill’d my hopes, and ftopp’d my fong !
o . Winter
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Winter threaten’d to deftroy
Faith and love, and ev’ry joy 3
If thy life was in the root,

Still I could not yield thee fruit.

4 Speak, and by thy gracious voice
Make my drooping foul rejoice ;
O beloved Saviour ! hafte,

Tell me all the ftorms are patt :
On thy garden deign to fmile,
Raife the plants, enrich the foil ;
* Soon thy prefence will reftore
Life to what feem’d dead before,

§ Lord, I long to-be at honre,
Where thefe changes never come !
‘Where the faints no winter fear,

Where tis {pring throughout the year,-

How unlike this ftate below !

There the flow’rs unwith’ring blow ;
There no chilling blafts annoy ;

All is love, and bloom, and joy.-

XXXIV. Summer Storms*..

x "THO’ the morn muy be ferene,
Not a threat’ning cloud be feen,

Who can undertake to fay,
’Twill be pleafant all the day ?
Tempefts fuddenly may rife,
Darknefs overfpread the fkies,
Lightnings flath, and thunders roar,
Ere a thort-liv’d day be o’er.

a2 Often thus the child of grace
Enters on his Chriftian race ;
Guilt and fear are overborne,
*Tis with him a fummer’s morn ;

ns

Hg While

® Book III, Hymn 68,
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While his new-felt joys abound,
All things feem to fmile around ;
And he hopes it will be fair,
All the day, and all the year.

3 Should we warn bim of a change,
He would think the caution ftrange ;
He no change or trouble fears,

Till the gath’ring ftorm appears * ;
Till dark clouds his fun conceal,
Till temptation’s pow’s he feel ;
Then he trembles and looks pale,
-All his hopes and courage fail.

4 But the wonder-working Lord
Soothes the tempeft by his word ;
Stills the thunder, ftops the rain,
Amd his fun breaks forth again :
Soon the cloud again returns,

Now he joys, and now he mourns;
Oft his fky is overcaft,
Ere the day of life be paft.

5 Tried believers too can fay,

In the courfe of one fhort day,
"Tho’ the morning has been fair,
Prov’d a golden hour of pray’r,
Sin and Satan, long ere night,
Have their comforts put to flight :
Ah! what heart-felt peace and joy
Unexpeéted ftorms deftroy !

6 Deareft Saviour ! call us foon
To thine high eterpal noon ;
Never there fhall tempetft rife,
To cenceal thee from our eyes :
Satan fhall no more deceive,,
We no more thy Spirit grieve ;
But thro’ cloudlefs, endlefs days,
Sound, to golden harps, thy praife.
XXXV.
# Book I. Hymn 44,
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XXXV. Hay-Tims.

| THE grafs and flow’rs which clothe the
field,
And look fo green and gay,
Touch’d by the fcythe, defencelefs yield,
And fall, and fade away.

2 Fit emblem of our mortal ftate !
Thus in the feripture-glafs,
The young, the ftrong, the wife, the great,
May fee themfelves but grafs *..

3 Ah! truft not to your flecting breath,
Nor call your time your own
Around you fee the fcythe of death

Is mowing thoufands down.

4 And you, who hitherto are fpar’d,
Mu# thortly yield your lives ;
Your wifdom is, to be prepar’d -
Before the ftroke arrives.

5 The grafs, when dead, revives no more 3
You die to live again ;
But, oh ! if death fhould prove the door
To everlafting pain !

6 Lord, help us to obey thy call,
That, from our fins fet free,
When like the grafs our bodies fall,
Our fouls may fpring to thee.

XXXVI. Harvest.

® QEE! the corn again in ear!
How the fields and vallies fmile ¥
Harveft now is drawing near,
To repay the farmer’s toil ;
Hs Gracious
® Ifa. xl. 3, .
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Gracious Lord, fecure the crop,

Satisfy the poor with food ;

In thy mercy is our hope, :

We have finn’d, but thou art good.
2 While I view the plenteous grain

As it ripens on the ftalk, ’

May I not inftru&tion gain,

Helpful to my daily walk ?

All this plenty of the field

Was produc’d from foreign feeds ;

For the earth itfelf would yield

Only crops of ufelefs weeds.

3 Tho’, when newly fown, it lay

Hid a while beneath the ground,
Some might think it thrown away),
Cet a large increafe is found :

Tho’ conceal’d, it was not loft ;

Tho’ it died, it lives again ;

Eaftern florms, and nipping frofts,

Have oppos’d its growth in vain.

4 Let the praife be all the Lord’s,
As the benefit is ours !
He, in feafon, ftill affords ,
Kindly heat, and gentle fhow’rs:
By his care the produce thrives,
Waving o’er the furrow’d lands ;
And when harveft-time arrives,
Ready for the reaper ftands.

5 Thus in barren hearts he fows
Precious feeds of heav’nly joy *;
Sin and hell in vain oppofe,
None can grace’s crop deftroy : ,
Threaten’d oft, yet ftill it blooms,
Atter many changes paft,
Death, the reaper, when he comes,
Finds it fully ripe at laft.
CHRIST-

* Hofea, xiv. 7. Mark, iv. 26.~329,
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CHRISTMAS.
XXXVII. Praise for the Incarnation.
SWEETER founds than mufic knows,.

Charm me in Emmanuel’s name ;
All her hopes my fpirit owes
To his birth, and crofs, and thame.

2 When he came, the angels fung,
“ Glory be to God on high ;”
Lord, unloofe my ftamm’ring tongue,
Who thould louder fing than I?

3 Did the Lord 2 man become,
That he might the law fulfil,
Bleed and fuffer in my room,
And cao’ft thou, my tongue, be ftill >~

4 No; I muft my praifes bring,
Tho’ they worthlefs are and weak ;
For fhould I refufe to fing,
Sure the.very. ftones would 1peak. -

8 o my Saviour, Shield, and Sun, -
Shepherd, Brothery Hufband, Friend !’
Ev'ry precious name in one,
I will love thee .without end.

XXXVIII. C FEHOVAH-FESUS.

4 MY fong fhall blefs the Lord of all,
My praife fhall climb to his abode ;
Thee, Saviour, by that name 1 call,
The great, fupreme, the mighty God.-

2 Without beginning or decline,
Obje& of faith, and not of fenfe;
Eternal ages faw him thine,

e fhines eternal ages hence, )
Ho6 - 3 As
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3 As much, when in the manger laid,
Almighty ruler of the fky,
As when the fix days work he made
Fill'd all the morning-ftars with joy.

4 Of all the crowns Jehovah bears,
Salvation is his deareft claim ;
That gracious found well-pleas’d he hears,.
And owns Emmanuel for his name,

§ A chearful confidence I feel,
My well-plac’d hopes with joy I fee;
My bofom glows with heav’nly zeal,
To worlhip him who died for me.

6 As man, he pities my complaint,
His pow’r and truth are all divine ;
He will not fail, he cannot faint,
Salvation’s fure, and muft be mine,

XXXIX. Man honoured above Angels,

| NOW let us join with hearts and tongues,
And emulate the angels’ fongs ;
Yea, finners may addrefs their King
In fongs that angels cannot fing.

2 They praife the Lamb who once was flain ;
But we can add a higher ftrain *;
Not only fay, ¢ He {uffer’d thus,,
But that he fuffer’d all for us.”

3 When angels by tran{greflion fell,
Juftice confign’d them all to hell ;
But mercy form’d a wondrous plan,,
To fave and honour fallen man.

4 Jefus, who pafs’d the angels. by 1,
Affum’d our flefh to bleed and die ;
And ftill he makes it his abode ;
As man, he fills the throne of God.

5 Ous-
#* Rev.v, 4 Heb. ii. 16. )
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§ Our next of kin, our brother now,
Is he to whom the angels bow ;
They join with us to praife his name,
But we the neareft int’reft claim.

6 But, ah ! how faint our praifes rife !
Sure, ’tis the wonder of the fkies,
That we, who fhare his richeft love,
So cold and unconcern’d thould prove.

7 O glorious hour ! it comes with fpeed,
When we, from fin and darknefs freed,
Shall fee the God who died for man,
And praife him more than angels can ¥,

XL. Saturday Evening.

1 gAFELY thro’ another week,
. ™ God has brought us on our way ;
Let us now a blefling feek,
On th’ approaching Sabbath-day :
Day of all the week the beit,
Emblem of eternal reft.

2 Mercies multiply’d each hour,
Thro’ the week our praife demand ;
Guarded by Almighty pow'r,
Fed and guided by his hand:
Tho’ ungrateful we have been,
Only made returns of fin.

3 While we pray for pard’ning grace,
Thro” the dear Redeemer’s name,
Shew thy reconciled face,
Shine away our fin and thame ;
From our worldly care fet free,,
May we reft this night with thee !

4 When the morn fhall bid us rife,
May we feel thy prefence near !
May thy glory meet our eyes,
When we in thy houfe appear !

Thersg
2 Book IIL Hymn 88, .
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There afford us, Lord,. a tafte.
Of our everlafting feaft.
5 May thy gofpel’s joyful found
Conquer finners, comfort faints ;
Make the fruits of grace abound,
Bring relief for all complaints:
Thus may all our Sabbaths prove,.
Fill we join the church above !

THE CLOSE OF THE YEAR.
XLI. EBENEZER*.

3 THE Lord, our falvation and light,
The guide and the ftrength of our days;-
Has brought us together to-night,
A new Ebenezer to raife ;
The year we have now pafled tliro’,
His goodnefs with bleflings has crown’d%
Each merning his mercies were new ;
Then let our thankfgivings-abound.

2 Encompafs’d with dangers and fnares,
Temptations, and fears, and complaints, -
His ear he inclin’d to our pray’rs, *

His hand open’d wide to our wants ;.

‘We never befought him in vain; -
‘When burden’d with forrow or fin,

He help’d us again and again,.

Or where before now had we been 2

3 His gofpel, throughout the long year,-
From Sabbath to Sabbath he gave ;
How oft has he met with us here,
And thewn himfelf mighty to fave ?
His candleftick has been remov’d
From churches once privileg’d thus ;.
But tho’ we unworthy have prov’d,
It fill is continu’d to us. ‘

: o 4 For

% 1 Sam. vii. 12.
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4

4

For fo many mercies receiv’d,

Alas ! what returns have we made?
His Spirit we often have griev’d,
And evil for good have repaid :
How well it becomes us to cry,

“ Oh! who is a God like to thee,
Who paffeft iniquities by,

And plungeft them deep in the fea!”

To Jefus, who fits on the throne,
Our beft hallelujahs we bring ;.

To thee it is owing alone

That we are permitted to fing :

Aflift us, we pray, to lament

The fins of the year that is paft ;
And grant that the next may be {pent
Far more to thy praife than the laft.

XLII. _Another.

LET hearts and tongues unite,
-And loud thank{givings raife ;
*Tis duty, mingled with delight,
To fing the Saviour’s praife.

To him we owe our breath,
-~ He toock us from the womb,
Which elfe had fhut us up in death,
And prov'd an early tomb.

‘When on the breaft we hung,
Our hLelp was in the Lord ;

*Twas he firft taught our infant tongue
To form the lifping word.

When in our blood we lay,
He would not let us die,

Becaufe his love had fix’d a day
To bring falvation nigh.

5 1In
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§ In childhood and in youth,
His eye was on us ftill ;
Though ftrangers to his love and truth,
And prone to crofs his will.

6 And fince his name we knew,
How gracious has he been !
What dangers has he led us thro’,
What mercies have we feen !

4  Now thro’ another year,
Supported by his care ;
We raife our Ebenezer here,
« The Lord has helpd thus far.””

8  Our lot in fature years
Unable to forefee,
He kindly, to prevent our fears,
Says, “ Leave it all to me.”

9 Yea, Lord, we wiflr to caft
Our cares upon thy breaft !
Help us to praife thee for the paft,
And truft thee for the reft.

II. ORDINANCES.
XLIII. On opening a Place for Social Prayer.

3 O LORD, our languid fouls infpire,
For here we truft thou art !
Send down a coal of heawnly 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’s,
So give us hearts to pray.

* 3 Shew us fome tokens of thy love,
Our fainting hope to raife ;
And pour thy bleflings from above,
“That we may render praife,
4 Within:
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4 Within thefe walls let holy peace,
And love and concord dwell ;
Here give the troubled confcience eafe,
The wounded fpirit heal.

5 The feeling heart, the melting eye,
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,
Unbofom all our cares.

7 And may the gofpel’s joyful found,
Enfore’d by mighty grace,
Awaken many finners round,
To come and fill the place.

XLIV. C. Another.

1 TESUS! where’er thy people meet,
There they behold thy mercy-feat ;
Where’er they feek thee, thou art found,
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 home.

3 Dear Shepherd of thy chofen few !
Thy former mercies here renew ;
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim
The fweetnefs of thy faving name,

" 4 Here may we prove the pow’r of pray’r,
To ftrengthen faith, and {weeten care ;
To teach our faint defires to rife,
And bring all heav’n before our eyes.
5 Behold,
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s Behold, at thy commanding word,
We ftretch the curtain and the cord * ;.
Come thou, and fill this wider {pace,
And blefs us with a large increafe.

6 Lord, we are few, but thou art near ;
Nor fhort thine arm, nor deaf thine ear ;
O rend the heav’as, come quickly down,
And make a thoufand hearts thine own !

XLV. Tke LORD’s Day.

T OW welcome to the faints, when prefs’d
With fix days noife, and eare, and toil,
Is the returning day of reft, :
Which hides them from the world a while !

2 Now, from the throng withdrewn away,
They feem to breathe a diff’rent air ;
Compos’d and foften’d by the day,

All things another afpect wear. -

3 How happy if their lot is caft,

- Where ftatedly the gofpel founds !
The word is heney to their tafte,.
Renews their ftrength, and healstheir wounds !

4 Tho’ pinch’d with poverty at home,

- With fharp aflitions daily feed,

"It makes amends, if they can come

To God’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 forget.

6 This favour’d lot, miy friends, is ours;
May we the privilege improve, '
And find thefe confecrated hours
Sweet earnefts of the joys above ! '

7 We

* 1fa. liv, 2,
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# We thank thee for thy day, O Lord;
" Here we thy promis’d prefence feek ;
Open thine hand, with bleflings ftor’d,
And give us manna for the week.

XLVI. Gospel-privileges.

1 O Harry they who know the Lord,
With whom he deigns to dwell !

He feeds and cheers them by his word,.

His arm fupports them well.

2 To them, in each diftrefling hour,
His throne of grace is near ;

And when they plead his love and pow’r,

He ftands engag’d to hear.

3 He help’d his faints in ancient days,
Who trufted in his name ;
And we can witnefs to his praife,
His love is ftill the {fame.

4 Wand’ring in fin, our fouls he found,
And bid us feek his face;
Gave us to hear the gofpel-found,
And tafte the gofpel-grace.

§ Oft in his houfe his glory fhines,
Before our wond’ring eyes ;
We wifh not then for golden mines,
Or ought beneath the fkies.

. 6 His prefence fweetens all our cares,
And makes our burdens light ;
A word from him difpels our fears,
And gilds the gloom of night.

7 Lord, we expett to fuffer here,
Nor would we dare repine ;
But give us ftill to find thee near,
Aud own us fill for thine.

8 Let
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8 Let us enjoy and highly prize
Thefe tokens of thy love,
Till thou fhalt bid our fpirits rife,
To worthip thee above.

XLVIIL. Anotber.
1 HAPPY are they to whom the Lord

His gracious name makes known !
And by his Spirit, and his word,
Adopts them for his own !
2 He calls them to his mercy-feat,
And hears their humble pray’r;
And when within his houfe they meet,
They find his prefence near.
3 The force of their united cries
No pow’r can long withftand ;
" For Jefus helps them from the fkies,
By his almighty hand.
4 Then mountains fink at once to plains,
And light from darlenefs {prings;
Each feeming lofs improves their gains,
Each trouble comfort brings. '

§ Tho’ men defpife them, or revile,
They count the trial {fmall ;
Whoever frowns, if Jefus fmile,
It makes amends for all.
6 Tho’ meanly clad, and coarfely fed,-
And, like their Saviour, peor,
They would not change their gofpel-bread
For all the worldling’s ftore.

% When chear’d with faith’s fublimer joys,
They mount on eagles’ wings,
They can difdain, as children’s toys,
The pride and pomp of kings.
8 Dear Lord, affift our fouls to pay
The debt of praife we owe,
That we enjoy a gofpel-day,
And heav’n begun below.
XLVIII,

a
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XLVIIL. Praise for the contisuance of the .
Gospel®.
1 .»ONC'E, while we aim’d at Zion’s fongs,
‘ A fudden mourning check'd ourtongues!
Then we were call’d to fow in tears
The feeds of joy for future years.

2 Oft as that memorable hour
The changing year brings round again,
‘We meet to praife the love and pow’r
Which heard our cries, and eas’d our paia,

3 Come, ye who trembled for the ark,
Unite in praife for an{fwer’d pray’r !
Did not the Lord our forrows mark ?
Did not our fighing reach his ear?

4 Then fmaller griefs were laid afide,
And all our cares fumm’d up in one;
¢ Let us but have thy word,” we cry’d,
«In other things, thy will be done.”

5 Since le has granted our requeft,
And we ftill hear the gofpel-voice ;
Altho’ by many trials 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 {weetens all,
And yields us med’cine, food, and joy.

XLIX. A Famine of the Word.

£ LADNESS was fpread thro’ Ifrael’s hoft
When firft they manna view'd ;
They labour’d who thould gather moft,
And thought it pleafant food.
2 Bat
* Wherever a feparation is threatened between 2 minif-

ter and people who dearly love each other, this hymn may
_ be as feafonable as it was once in Olney.

a
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2 Bpt when they had it long enjoy’d,
From day to day the fame,
Their hearts were by the plenty cloy’d,
Altho’ from heav’n it came.

8 Thus gofpel-bread-at firft is priz'd,
And makes a people glad ;
But afterwards too much defplsd
When eafy to be had :
4 But thould the Lord, difpleas’d;, with- hold
The bread his mercy fends, - .
To have our houfes fill’'d with gold
Would make but poor amends.

5 How tedious would the week appear,
How dull the Sabbath prove,-
Could we no longer meet to hear
The precious truths we love !

6 How would believing parents bear,
To leave their heedlefs youth
Expos’d to ev’ry fatal fnare,
Without the light of truth !
4 The gefpel, and a praying few,|
Our bulwark long have prov’d ;
But Olney fure the day will rue
When thefe fhall be remov’d.

8 Then fin, in this once-favour’d town,
Will triumph unreftrain’d ;
And wrath and vengeance haften down,
No more by pray’r detain’d.
9 Preferve us from this judgement, Lord,
For Jefus’ fake we plead ;
A famine of the gofpel-word
Would be a ftroke indeed !
L. Prayer for Ministers.
1 CHIEF Shepherd of thy chofen fheep,
From death and fin fet free !
May ev’ry under fhepherd keep
His eye intent on thee !

2 With
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2 With plenteous grace their hearts prepase
To execute thy will ;
Compaflion, patience, love, and care,
And faithfulnefs, and fkill. .

3 Inflame their minds with holy zeal
Their flocks to feed and teach ;
And let them live, and let them feel
The facred truths they preach.

4 Oh! never let the theep complain
That toys, which fools amufe,
Ambition, pleafure, praife, or gain,
Debafe the fhepherd’s views.

s He that for thefe forbears to feed
The fouls whom Jefus loves,
Whate’er he may profefs or plead,
_An idol thepherd proves *.

6 The fword of God: thall break his arm,
A blaft {hall blind his eye ;
His word fhall have no pow’r to warm,
His gifts fhall all grow dry.
4 Q Lord, avert this heavy woe,
Let 2ll thy fhepherds fay !
And graee, and ftrength, en each beftow,
To labour while ’tis day.

LI Prayer JSor a Revival.

a SAVIOUR, vifit thy plantation,
.Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain !
All will .come to defolation,
Unlefs thou return again :
Keep no longer at a diftance,
Shine upon us from on high;
Left, for want of thine affiftance,
Ev’ry plant fhould droop and die.
2 Surely
* Zech, xi. 17,
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2 Surely once thy garden flourith’d,

Ev’ry part look’d gay and green;

Then thy word our {pirits nourifh’d,
Happy feafons we have feen !

But a drought has fince fucceeded,
And a fad decline we fee ;

Lord, thy help is greatly needed ;
Help can only come from thee.

3 Where are thofe we counted leaders,

Fill’d with zeal, and love, and truth?

Old profeflors, tall as cedars,
Bright examples to our youth !

Some, in whom we once delighted,
We fhall meet no more below ;

Some, alas! we fear are blighted,
Scarce a fingle leaf they thow.

4 Younger plants—the fight how pleafant—
Cover’d thick with bloffoms ftood ;
But they caufe us grief at prefent,
Frofts have nipp’d them in the bud !
Deareft Savioar, haften thither, .
Thou can’ft make them bloom again ;
Oh! permit them not to wither,
Let not all our hopes be vain !

5 Let our mutual love be fervent,
Make us prevalent in pray’rs ;
Let each one efteem’d thy fervant
Shun the world’s bewitching fnares ;
Break the tempter’s fatal pow’r,
Turn the ftony heart to fleth ;
And begin, from this good hour,
To revive thy work afrefh.

LII. Hoping for a Revival.

z MY harp untun’d, and laid afide,
(To chearful hours the harp belongs)
My cruel foes infulting cry’d,

¢ Come, fing us one of Zion’s fongs.” Al
2 Alas!
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2 Alas! when finners, blindly bold,
At Zion fcoff, and Zion’s King ;
When zeal declines, and love grows cold,
Is this a day for me to fing?

3 Time was, whene’er the faints I met,
With joy and praife my bofom glow’d ;
But now, like Eli, fad I fit, -

And tremble for the ark of God.

4 While thus to grief my foul gave way,
To fee the work of God decline;
Methought 1 heard my Saviour fay,

“ Difmifs thy fears, the ark is mine.

5 Tho’ for a time I hide my face,
Rely upon my love and pow’r;
Still wreftle at a throne of grace,
And wait for a reviving hour.

6 Take down thy long-negle&ted harp,
I’ve feen thy tears, and heard thy pray’r;
The winter-feafon has been fharp,
But {pring thall all its waftes repair.”

7 Lord, I obey ; my hopes revive ;
Come join with me, ye faints, and fing;
Our foes in vain againft us ftrive,
For God will help and healing bring.

——————
SACRAMENTAL HYMNS.
LIII. €. Welcome to the Table.
¢ THIS is the feaft of heav’nly wine,
And God invites to fup ;
The juices of the living vine
Were prefs’d, to fill the cup.
2 Obr! blefs the Saviour, ye that eat,
With royal dainties fed ;
Not heav’n affords a coftlier treat,
For Jefus is the bread.

I 3 The
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3 The vile, the loft, he calls to them,
Ye trembling fouls, appear !
The righteous in their own efteem
Have no acceptance here.

4 Approach, ye poor, nor dare refufe
The banquet fpread for you;
Dear Saviour, this is welcome news,
Then I may venture too.

§ If guilt and fin afford a plea,
And may obtain.a place,
Surely the Lord will welcome me,
And I fhall fee his face.

© LIV. Christ crucified,

] ‘N?HEN on the crofs my Lord T fee,
Bleeding to death for wretched me,

Satan and fin no more can move,
For I am all transform’d to love,

2 His thorns and nails pierce thro’ my heart;
In ev’ry groan 1 bear a part;
I view his wounds with fireaming eyes ;
But, fee! he bows his head, and dies !

3 Come, finners, view the Lamb of God,
Wounded, and dead, and bath’d in Blood !
Behold his fide, and venture near,

The well of endlefs life is here.

4 Here I forget my cares and pains;;
I drink, yet itill my thirft remains; -
Only the fountain-head above
Can fatisfy the thirft of love.

5 Oh that I thus could always feel !
Lord, more and more thy love reveal !
‘Then my glad tongue thall loud proclaim
The grace and glory of thy name. -
‘ : 6 Thy
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6 Thy name difpels my guilt and fear,
Revives my heart, and charms my-ear ;
Affords a balm for ev’ry wound,

And Satan trembles at the found.

LV. C. Jesus basting to suffer,

1 THE Saviour, whit a noble flame
Was kindled in his breaft,
When, hafting to Jerufalem,
He march’d before the reft !

-2 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 his fuff’rings full in view,
And woes to us unknown,
Forth to the tatk his {pirit flew,
>Twas love that urg’d him op.

4 Lord, we return thee what we can !
Our hearts thall found abroad,
Salvation to the dying man,
And to the rifing God !

.5 And while thy bleeding glories here,
Engage our wond’ring eyes,
We learn our lighter crofs to bear,
And haften to the fkies.

CLVL Itis good to be bere.

1 T ET me dwell on Golgotha,
Weep and love my life away !
While I fee him on the tree,
Weep, and bleed, and die for me ?

2 That dear blood, for finners fpilt,
Shews my fin in all its guilt :
Ah! my foul, he bore thy load ;
Thou haft flain the Lamb of God.
: 12 3 Harke!?
* Luke, xii. so,
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3 Hark ! his dying word, ¢ Forgive,
Father, let the finner live ;
Sinner, 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 affections move,
Weaken’d by the force of love.

5 Farewell, world, thy gold is drofs,
Now I fee the bleeding crofs;
Jefus died to fet me free
From the law, and fin, and thee !

6 He has dearly bought my foul ;
Lord, accept, and claim the whole !
To thy will I all refign,

Now no more my own, but thine.

'LVII. Looking at the Cross.

-a I‘N evil long T took delight,
Unaw’d by thame or fear,
Till a new objet ftruck my fight,
And ftopp’d my wild career.

2 I faw one hanging on a tree,
In agonies and blood,
Who fix’d his languid eyes on me,
As near his crofs I ftood,

3 Sure never till my lateft breath
Can 1 forget that look ;
It feem’d to charge me with his death,
Tho’ not a word he fpoke.

4 My confcience felt, and own’d the guilt,
And plung’d me in defpair;
1 faw my fins his blood had fpilt,
. . And help’d to nail him there.
* : P 5 Alas !
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§ Alas! I knew not what I did ;
But now my tears are vain ;
Where fhall my trembling foul be hid ?
For I the Lord have flain.

6 A fecond look he gave, which faid,
“ I freely all forgive ;
This blood is for thy ranfom paid,
I die, that thou may’t live.”

7 Thus, while his death my fin difplays,
In all its blackeft hue,
.. (Such is the myftery of grace),
It feals my pardon too.

8 With pleafing grief and mournful joy,
My fpirit now is fill’d,
That I thould fuch a life deftroy,
Yet live by him I kill’d.

LVIIL.  Supplies in the Wilderness.

1 ‘N? HEN Ifrael, by divine command,
The pathlefs defert trod,
They found, tho’ ’twas a barren land,
A fure refource in God.

3 A cloudy pillar mark’d their road,
And fcreen’d them from the heat;
~Froni the hard rocks the water flow'd,
And manna was their meat.

3 Like them, we have a reft in view,
Secure from adverfe pow’rs ;
Like them, we pafs a defert too;

But Ifrael’s God is ours.

4 Yes, in this barren wildernefs,
He is to us the {ame,
By his appointed means of grace,
As once he was to them, ‘
Is 5 His
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5 His word a light before us fpreads,
By which our path we fee ;
His fove-a banner o’er our heads;
From harm preferves us free.

6 Jefus,. the bread of life, is giv'n-
To be our daily food-;
We drink a wondfous fireamn from heav'n,
’Tis water, wine, and blood.

Lord, ’tis enough, I afk no more,
Thefe bleflings are divine ;

I envy not the worldling’s ftore,
If Chrift and heav’n are mines

LIX. Gommunion with the Saint: in Glory..

X REF RESHED by the bread and wine,,
The pledges of our Saviour’s love ;.
Now let our hearts and voices join.
In {ongs of praife with thofe above:

2 Da they fing,. “ Worthy is the Lamb 2'*
Altho’ we cannot reach their ftrains,
Yet we, thro’ grace, can fing the fame,.
For us he died, for us he reigns.

3 If they-behold him face to face,.
While we a glimpfe can only fee ;
Yet equal debtors to his grace,
As fife and as belov’d are we,.

4 They had, like us, a fuff’ring time,.
Our cares, and fears, and griefs they knew 3,
But they have conquer’d all thrp’ him, .
And we ere long fhall conquer too.
5 Tho’ all the fongs of faints in light -
Are far beneath his matchlefs worth,_
His grace is fuch, he will not {light
‘The poor attempts of worms on earth,

ON:
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ON PRAYER.
LX. C. Exbortation to Prayer.

X HAT various hindrances we meet
In coming to a mercy-feat !
Yet who that knows the worth of pray’r,
But withes to be often there.

2 Pray’r makes the darken’d cloud withdraw,
Pray’r climbs the ladder Jacob faw,
Gives exercife to faith and love,
Brings ev’ry blefling from above.

3 Reftraining pray’r, we ceafe to fight;
Pray’r makes the Chriftian’s armour bright ;
And Satan trembles when he fees
The weakeft faint upon his knees.

4 ‘While Mofes ftood with arms fpread wide,
Succefs was found on Ifrael’s fide *;
But when thro’ wearinefs they fail’d,
That moment Amalek prevail’d.

5 Have you no words? ah! think again,
Words flow apace when you complain,
And fill your fellow-creature’s ear, =~
With the fad tale of all your care.

6. Were half the breath thus vainly {pent,
To heav’n in fupplication fent,
Your chearful fong would oft’ner be,
¢¢ Hear what the Lord has done for me,™

LXI. Power of Prayer.

' IN themfelves, as weak as worms,
How can poor believers ftand,
‘When temptations, foes, and ftorms,
Prefs them clofe on ev’ry hand ?
14 2. Weaky
# Exod. 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 feek his face.

3. Tho’ the Lord a while delay,
Succour they at length obtain ;
He who taught their hearts to pray,.
Will not let them cry in vain,

4 Wreftling pray’r can wonders do,.
" Bring relief in deepett ftraits;
Pray’r can force a paffage thro’
Iron bars and brazen gates.

5. Hezekiah on his knees -
Proud Aflyria’s hoft fubdu'd ;
And when {mitten with difeafe,
Had his life by pray’r renew'd.

6 Peter, tho’ confin’d and chain’d,
"Pray’r prevail’d and brought him out ;
When Elijah pray’d, it rain’d,
Afier three long years of drought.

» We can likewife witnefs bear,

. That the Lord is ftill the fame ;
Tho’ we fear’d he would not hear,
Suddenly deliverance came.

8 For the wonders he has wrought,
Let us now our praifes give ;
And by fweet experience taught,
Call upon him while we live.

ON THE SCRIPTURE!:
LXII. C. Tbe Light and Glory of the Word.
x THE Spirit breathes upon the word,

And brings the truth to fight ;
Precepts and promifes afford .
- A fan&ifying light.
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2 A glory gilds the facred page,
Majeftic like the fun ;
Tt gives a light to ev’ry age,
It gives, but borrows none.
3 The hand that gave it ftill fupplies-
The gracious light and heat ;
His truths upon the nations rife,
+  They rife, but never fet.

4 Let everlafting thanks be thine,
For fuch a bright difplay,
As makes a werld of darknefs-thine
With beams of heav’nly day. .

5 My foul rejoices to purfue
The fteps of him I leve;
Till glory breaks upon my view~
In brighter worlds abeve.

LXIII. The Word -more precious than Gold.

» PRECIOUS Bible! what a treafure
" Does the word of God afford !
All I want for life or pleafure, -
Foop and Mep’ciNE, SHieLD and SWORD :
Let the world account me poor, -
Having this I need no more.,

2 Foop to which the world’s a ftranger, .
Here my hungry foul enjoys ;.
Of excefs there is no danger,
Tho’ it fills, it never cloys :
On a dying Chrift 1 feed,
He is meat and drink indeed !’

3 When my faith is faint and fickly, -
Or when Satan wounds my mind,.
Cordials to revive me quickly,
Healing Mep’cinEs here 1 find

To the promifes I flee,
Each affords a remedy.

I Ia
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4 In the hour of dark temptation,.
Satan cannot make me yield;
For the word-of confolation
Is to me a mighty Surerp :
While the fcripture-truths are fure,.
From his malice 1’m fecure.

§ Vain his threats to overcome me;.
When 1 take the Spirit’s SwoRrD ;
Then with eafe I.drive him from me,.
Satan trembles at the word:

*Tis a fword for conqueft made,
Keen the edge, and ftrong the blade:

6 Shall I envy, then, the mifer,
Doating on his golden ftore ?
Sure I am, or {hould be wifer,.
I am rich, ’tis-he is poor:

Jefus gives me in his word,
Foop and MED’CINE, SuIELD-and SWORD:.

III. PROVIDENGES.

LXIV. On the Commencement of Hostilities im:.
Armerica. :
X THE gath’ring clouds, with afpeét dark,.
A rifing ftorm prefage;
Oh ! to be hid within the ark,
And fhelter’d from-its rage !

2 See the commiffion’d angel frown * !
That vial in his hand,
Fill’d with fierce wrath, is pouring down
Upon our guilty land !
3 Ye faints, unite in wreftling pray’r,.
If yet there may be hope ;
Who knows but mercy yet may fpare,.
And bid the angel ftop }?
4 Already
® Rev. xvi. 1. + 1 Sam. xxiv. 16.
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4 Already is the plague begun *,
And fir'd with hoftile rage,
Brethren, by blood and int'reft one,.
With brethren now engage.

5 Peace fpreads her wings, prepar’d for flight,.
And war, with flaming fword,
And hafty ftrides, draws nigh, to fight
The battles of the Lord.

6. The firft alarm, alas ! how few,.
While diftant, feem to hear !
But they will hear, and tremble too,
When God fhall fend it near.

7' So thunder o'er the diftant hills-
Gives but a murm’ring found ; .
But as the tempeft fpreads; it fills;
And fhakes the welkin  round.

8 May we, at leaft, with one confent,.
Falllow before the throne ; °
With tears the nation’s fins lament,
The church’s, and our own.

g. The humble fouls who mourn and pray,-
The Lord approves and knows ;
His mark fecures them in the day
When vengeance ftrikes his foes..

 FAST-DAY HYMNS..

LXV. Confession and-Prager. Dec. 13. 1776,

1: (")H ! may the pow’r which melts the rock
Be felt by all aflembled here !
Or elfe our fervice will but mock -
The God whom we profefs to fear !
16 2 Lord,.

& Numb. xvi. 46, 1 Firmament or atmofpheres-
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2 Lord, while thy judgements thake the land,
Thy people’s eyes are fix’d on thee ! .
We own thy juft uplifted hand,
Which thoufands cannot, will not fee.

3 How long haft thou beftow’d thy care
On this indulg’d ungrateful {pot;
While other nations, far and near,
Have envy’d and admir’d our lot.

4 Here peace and liberty have dwelt,
The glorious gofpel brightly thone ;
And oft our enemies have felt
That God has made our caufe his owm.

But, ah ! both heav’n and eafth have heard
Our vile requital of his love !
We, whom like children he has rear’d,
Rebels: againft his goodnefs prove *.

6 His grace defpis’d, his pow’r defy’d,
And legions of the blackeft crimes;
Profanenefs, riot, Iuft, and pride,
Are figns that mark the prefent times.

7 The Lord, difpleas’d, has rais’d his rod 3
Ah, where are now the faithful few.
Who tremble for the ark of God,

And know what Ifracl ought to dof? .

8 Lord, hear thy people ev’ry where,
‘Who meet to mourn, confefs, and pray ;
The nation and thy churches fpare, .
And let thy wrath be turn’d away.. -

LXVI. MOSES and AMALEK$.
Feb. 27. 1778,

1 ‘ ‘ 7THILE Jofhua led the armed bands
‘Of Ifrael forth to war; )
Mofes apart, with lifted hands, ;
Engag’d in humble pray’r. - *° -
N B 2 The
** 1fa i 2. 41 Chrom xii. 32§ Exod, xviil o.
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2 The armed bands had quickly faild, .
And perith’d in the fight, :
If Mofes’ pray’r had not prevail’d,
. To put the foes to flight.

3 When Mofes’ hands thro’ weaknefs dropp’d;.
The warriors fainted too;
Ifrael’s fuccefs at once was ftopp’d,
And Am’lek bolder grew.

4 A people, always prone to boaft,.
Were taught by this fufpesfe,
That not a num’rous armed hott,
But God, was their defence.

5 We now of fleets and armies vaunt,
And fhips and men prepare ;
But men like Mofes moft we waat,.
To fave the ftate by pray’r.

6 Yet, Lord, we hope thou haft prepar’d
A hidden few to-day,
(The nation’s fecret firength and guard),
To weep, and mourn, and pray. ‘

% O! hear their pray’rs, and grant us aid,
Bid war apd difcord ceafe ;
Heal the fad breach which fin has made,
And blefs us all with peace.

LXVIL Tée Hiding-Place. Feb. 10. 1779.

1 SEE the gloomy gath’ring cloud,
Hanging o’er a finful land ! -
Sure the Lord proclaims aloud,
Times of trouble are at hand :
Happy they who love his name !
They thall always find him near ;
Tho’ the earth were wrapp’d in flame,
¢+ They have no juft caufe for fear.
b sl 2 Hark,

.l
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2 Hark, his voice; in acoents mild;.
(O how comfortmg and fweet !)
Speaks to ev’ry humble child, -
Pointing out a fure retreat!

Come, and in my chambers hide ¥%;,
To my faints of old well known ;.
There you fafely may abide,.

Till the ftorm.be overblown..

3 You have only to repofe
On my wifdom, love, and care ;.
When my wrath confumes.my foes;,
Mercy fhall my children {pare :-
While they perifh in the flood,

~ You tifat bear my holy mark 1-,

- Bprinkled with atoning blood,
Shall be fafe within the ark.

4 Sinners, fee the ark. prepar’d !
Hafte to enter while there’s room ;.
Tho’ the Lord his arm has bar’d, .
Mercy ftill retards your doom :
Seek him while there yet is hope, .
Ere the day of grace be paft;.
Left in wrath he give you up, S
And this-cell fhould prove. your laft,

 LXVIII. On the Eartbguake, Sept. 8. 17734-

1. A LTHO’ on mafly pillars built,
The earth-has. lately. thook ; -
It trembles under Britain’s guilt, .
Before its Maker’s look.

2: Swift as the thock amazement {preads, ,
- And finners tremble too ;
What flight can fcreen their gullty heads,
If earth 1tfelf purfue ?
S - .3 But.;
: Ifa. xxv:. 320, | Ezek.-ix..q. :
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3 But mercy fpar’d us while it warn'd,
The fhoek is felt no more;
And mercy now, alas! is fcorn’d
By finners, as before.

4 But if thefe warnings prove in vain,.
Say, finner, can’ft thou tell,
How foon the earth may quake again,
And open wide to-hell.

5 Repent before the Judge draws nigh ;
Or elfe when he comes down,
Thou wilt in vain for earthquakes cry,.
To hide thee from his frown *.

6 But happy they who love the Lord;.
And his falvation know ;
The hope that’s founded on his word,.
No change can overthrow.

7 Should the deep-rooted hills be hurl’d,.
And plung’d beneath the feas,
And ftrong convulfions thake the world, .
Your hearts may reft-in peace.
8 Jefus, your Sheplierd, Lord, and Chief,,
Shall fhelter you from ill ;
And not a worm or thaking leaf
Can move, bus at his-wilk .

LXIX.. On the Fire at Olney. Sept. 22. 1777,

I “7 EARIED by day with toil and cares,
V' How welcome is the peaceful night !
Sweet fléep our wafted ftrength repairs,
And fits us for returning light.

2. Yet when our eyes in fleep are clos'd,
Our reft may break ere well begun ;
To dangers ev’ry hour expos’d,

We neither can forefee nor thun. .
. 3 'Tis

#* Rev. vi. 16,
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3 Tis of the Lord that we can fleep
A fingle night without alarms ;
His eye alone our lives can keep
Secure amidft a thoufand harms.

4 For months and years of fafety paft,
Ungrateful we, alas! have been;
Tho’ patient long, he fpoke at laft,.
And bid the fire rebuke our fin.

§ The fhout of fire! a dreadful cry,
Imprefs’d each heart with deep difmay ;-
While the fierce blaze and redd’ning fky~

" Made midnight wear the face of day.

6 The thromgrand terror who can fpeak ?
The various founds that fill’d the air!

The infant’s wail,. the mother’s thriek,
The voice of blafphemy and pray’r !

% But pray’r prevail’d, and fav’d the town ;.
The few who lov’d the Saviour’s name
Were heard, and mercy hafted down,

To change the wind, and ftop the flame.-

8 Oh, may that night be ne’er forgot !
Lord, ftill increafe thy praying few !
Were Olney left without a Lot,
Ruin like Sodom’s would enfue.

LXX. . A Welcome to Christian Friends. -
1 KINDRED in Chrift, 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.

P S 3 May
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3 May he, by whofe kind care we meet,
Send his good Spirit from above,
Make our communications fweet,
And caufe our hearts to burn with love.

4 Forgotten be each worldly theme,
When Chriftians fee each other thus ;.
We only with to {fpeak of him,

Who liv’d, and died, and reigns for us.

§ We'll talk of all he did and faid,
And fuffer’d for us brere below ;
The path he mark’d for us to tread,.
And what he’s doing for us now.

6 Thus, as the moments pafs away,
We'll love, and wonder, and adore ;
And hatten on the glorious day,
When we fhall meet to part no more.

LXXI. At Parting.

3 S the fun’s enliv’ning eye
Shines on ev’ry place the fame ;
So the Lord s always nigh
To the fouls that love his name.

2 When they move at duty’s call,
He is with them by the way ;
He is ever with them all,
Thofe who go, and thefe who ftay.

3 From his holy mercy-feat
Nothing can their fouls confine ;
Still in fpirit they may meet,
And in fweet communion join,

4 For a feafon call’d to part,
Let us then ourfelves commend
To the grdcious eye and heart -
Of our ever-prefent Friend. :
P s Jefus,
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§ Jefas, hear our humble pray’r !
Tender Shepherd of thy fheep ¢
Let thy merey and thy care
All our fouls in fafety keep:

6 In thy ﬁtength may we be ftrong,
Sweeten ev’ry crofs and pain;
Give us, if we live, ere long,
Here to meet in peace again.

7 Then, if thou thy help afford,
Ebenezers fhall be rear’d ;
And our fouls thall praife the Lord,
Who our poor petitions heard.

e —————
FUNERAL HYMNS.
LXXII. On the Death of a Believer.

2 IN vain my fancy firives to paint
The moment after death,
The glories that furround the faints,.
When yielding up their breath.

2 One gentle figh their fetters breaks ;
We fcarce can fay, ¢ They’re gone I’
Before the willing {pirit takes
Her manfion near the throne.

3 Faith ftrives, but all its efforts fail,
To trace her in her flight ;
No eye can pierce within the vail,
‘Which hides. that world of hght.

4 Thus much (and this is all). we know,
They are completely bleft ;
Have done with fin, and care, and woe,.
And with their Sayiour reft,
§ On
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5 On harps of gold they praife his name,
His face they always view ;
Then let us follow’rs be of them,
That we may praife him too.

6 Their faith and patience, love and zeal,
Should make their mem’ry dear;
And, Lord, do thou the pray’rs fulfil,

They offer’d for us here !

% While they have gain’d, we lofers are,
We mifs them day by day ;
But thou can’ft ev’ry breach repair,
And wipe our tears away.

8 We pray, as in Elitha’s cafe,
When great Elijah went,
May double portions of thy grace,
To us who ftay, be fent.

LXXIIL. C. On the death of a Minister.

3 HIS matfter taken from his head,
: Elifha faw him go;
And, in defponding accents faid,
¢ Ah ! what muft Ifrael do?™

2 But he forgot the Lord wha lifts
The beggar to the throne ;
Nor knew that all Elijah’s gifts
Will foon be made his own.

3 What! when a Paul has run his courfe,,
Or when Apollos dies,
Is Ifrael left without refource 2
And have we ne fupplies?

4 Yes, while the dear Redeemer lives,
We have a boundlefs ftore,
And thall be fed with what he gives,
Who lives for evermore. 4

- LXXIV.
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LXXIV. Tbe tolling Bell.

1 FT as the bell, with folemn toll,
Speaks the departure of a foul,
Let each oie afk himfelf, ¢ Am I
Prepar’d, fhould I be call’d to die?”

2 Only this frail and fleeting breath
Preferves me from the jaws of death ;.
Soon as it fails, at once I’m gone,
And plung’d into a world unknown.

3 Then, leaving all I lov’d below,
To God’s tribunal | muft go;
Mutt hear the Judge pronounce my fate,.
And fix my everlafting ftate.

4 But could I bear to hear him fay,
¢ Depart, accurfed, far away !
With Satan in the loweft hell,
Thou art for ever doom’d to dwell.””

5 Lord Jefus ! help me now to flee,
And feek my hope alone in thee ;
Apply thy blood, thy Spirit give,
Subdue my fin, and let me live.

6 Then, when the {olemn bell I hear,
If fav’d from guilt, T need not fear;
Nor would the thought diftrefling be,.
Perhaps it next may toll for me.

# Rather, my fpirit would rejoice,

And long, and wifh to hear thy voice ;.
Glad when it bids me earth refign,
Secure of heav’n, if thou art mine.

LXXV. Hope beyond the Grave.

T MY foul, this curious houfe of clay,
Thy prefent frail abode,
Muft quickly fall to worms a prey,
And thou return to God..
2 Can’ft
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2 Can’ft thou, by faith, furvey with joy
The change before it come?
And fay, < Let death this houfe deftroy,
I have a heav’nly home !*’

3 The Saviour, whom I then fhall fee
With new-admiring eyes,
Already has prepar’d for me
A manfion in the fkies *.”

4 1 feel this mud-wall’d cottage fhake,
And long to fee it fall ;
That 1 my willing flight may take
To him who is my all.
5 Burden’d and groaning then no more,
My refcu’d foul thall fing,
As up the fhining path I foar,
“ Death, thou haft loft thy fting.”

6 Dear Saviour, help us now to feek
And know thy grace’s pow’r,
That we may all this language fpeak
Before the dying hour. o im

2

[

LXXVI  1bere the weary are at rest.
1 COURAGE, my foul! behold the prxze .

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 pain, and care,
No more approach the bleft.

3 A wicked world, and wicked heart,
With Satan now are join’d ;
Each ad&s astoo fuccefsful part
In harafling my mind.
4 In

#* 3 Cor. v. 1. + Job, iii. 17,
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4 In conflit with this threefold troop,
How weary, Lord, am 1!
Did not thy promife bear me up,
My foul muft faint and die.
§ But fighting in my Saviour’s ftrength,
Tho’ mighty are my foes,
I fball a conqu’rer be at length
O’er all that-can oppofe.

6 Then why, my foul! complain or fear?
The crown of glory fee !
The more 1 toil and faffer here,
The {fweeter reft will be.

LXXVIL. The Day of Fudgement.

T DAY of judgement, day of wonders!
Hark ! the trumpet’s awful found,
Louder than a thoufand thunders,
Shakes the vaft creation round !
How the fummons will the finner’s heart
confound ?

2 See the Judge our nature wearing,
Cloath’d in majefty divine !
You who long for his appearing,
Then fhall fay, This God is mine ! [thine?
Gracious Saviour, own me in that day fer

g At his call the dead awaken,
Rife to life from earth and fea:
All the pow’rs of nature thaken,
By his looks prepare to flee : [thee 2
Carelefs finner ! what will then become of

4 Horrors paft imagination
Will furprife your trembling heart, -
When you hear your condemnation,
«¢ Hence, accurfed wretch, depart!
Thou with Satan and his angels have thy
part!”
§ Satan,
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s Satan, who now tries to pleafe you,
Left you timely warning take,
When that word is paft, will feize you,
Plunge you in the burning lake : [Rake.
Think, poor finner, thy eternal all’s at

& But to thofe who have confeffed,
Lovd and ferv’d the Lord below,
He will fay, ¢ Come near, ye blefled,
See the kingdom I beftow :
You for ever fhall my love and glory know.,”

9 Under forrows and reproaches,
May this thought your courage raife !
Swiftly God’s great day approaches,
Sighs fhall then be chang’d to praife : [blaze.
We fhall trinmph when the world is in a

LXXVIII. Tke day of the Lord .

2 (1 OD with one piercing glance looks thro®
Creation’s wide-extended frame ;
The paft and future in his view,
And days and ages are the fame .

2 Sinners who dare provoke his face,
Who on his patience long prefume,
And trifle out his day of grace,
Will find he has a day of doom.

* 3 As pangs the lab’ring woman feels,
‘Or as the thief, in midnight-fleep ;
So comes that day, for which the wheels
Of time their ceafelefs motion keep !

4 Hark ! from the fky the trump proclaims
Jefus the Judge approaching nigh!
See, the creation wrapt in games,
Firft kindled by his vengeful eye ! :
’ 5 When

#* Book III. Hymn 4. 1 2 Pet, iii» 8,—10.
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5 When thus the mountains melt like wax ;
When earth, and air, and fea, fhall burn ;
When all the frame of nature breaks,
Poor finner, whither wilt thoa turn ?

6 The puny works which feeble men
Now boaft, or covet, or admire ;
Their pomp, and arts, and treafures, then
Shall perifh in one common fire.

% Lord, fix our hearts and hopes above !
Since all below to ruin tends ;
Here may we truft, obey, and love,
And there be found amongft thy friends.

LXXIX. Tbe great Tribunal*.

1 JOHN, in vifion, faw the day
When the Judge will haften down ;

Heav'n and earth fhall flee away
From the terror of his frown ;
Dead and living, fmall and great,
Raifed from the earth and fea,
At his bar fhall hear their fate,—
‘What will then become of me?

2 Can I bear his awful looks ?
Shall I ftand in judgement then,
‘When I fee the open’d books,
Written by th’ Almighty’s pen?
If he to remembrance bring,
And expofe to public view,
Ev’ry work and fecret thing,
Ah! my foul, what can’ft thou do?
3 When the lift fhall be produc’d
Of the talents I énjoy’d ;
Means and mercics, how abus’d !
Time and firength, how mifemploy’d !

v v Confcience
* Rev. XX, I 13, '
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Confcience then, compell’d to read,
Mutt allow the charge is true ;

Say, my foul, what can’ft thou plead ?
In that heur, what wilt thou do ?

4 But the book of life I fee,
May my name be written there !
Then from guilt and danger free,
Glad I’ll meet him in the air ;
That’s the book I hope to plead,
*Tis the gofpel open’d wide ;
Lord, I am a wretch indeed !
I have finn’d, but thou haft died *.

§ Now my foul knows what to do ;
Thus I fhall with boldnefs ftand,
Number'd with the faithful few,
‘Own’d and {av'd, at thy right-hand :
If thou help a feeble worm
To believe thy promife now,

Juftice will at laft confirm
What thy mercy wrought below.

IV. CREATION.

LXXX. Tbke Old and New Creation.
T TH AT was a wonder-working word
Which could the vaft creation raife !
Angels, attendant on their Lord ¢,
Admir'd the plan, and fung his praife.
2 From what a dark and fhapelefs mafs,
All nature fprang at his command !
Let there be light, and light there was,
And f{un, and ftars, and fea, and land.
3 With equal fpeed the earth and feas
Their mighty Maker’s voice ubey'd ;
. He fpake, and firaight the plants and trees,
And birds, and beafts, and man were made.
K 4 But

* Rom, viii. 34 + Job; xxxvii. 7.
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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?)
Is dark, deform’d, and void, and wafte.

5 The new creation of the foul
Does now no lefs his pow’r difplay *,

' Than when he form’d the mighty whole,
And kindled darknefs into day. -

6 Tho’ felf-deftroy’d, O Lord, we are,
Yet let us feel what thou can’ft do;
Thy word the ruin can repair,

And all our hearts create anew.

LXXXI. Tbe Book of Creation.

3 THE book of nature open lies,
With much inftru&@ion ftor’d ; -
But till the Lord anoints our eyes,
‘We cannot read a word. -

2 Philofophérs "have por’d in vain,
And guefs’d from age to age;
For Reafon’s eye.could ne’er attain

To underftand 2 page.

3 Tho’ to each ftar they give a name,
{ts fize and motions.teach ;
The truths which all the ftars proclaim,
Their wifdom cannot reach.

4 With fkill to meafure earth and fea,
And weigh the fubtile air ;
They cannot, Lord, difcover thee,
Tho’ prefent ev’ry where.

5 The knowledge of the faints excels
The wifdom of -the {chools ;
To them his fecrets God reveals,

Tho’ men account them fools.
, _ 6 To
. * 2 Coriv. 6.
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6 To them the fun and ftars on high,
The flow’rs that paint the field *,
And all the artlefs birds that fly,
Divine inftru&ion yield.

9 The creatures on their fenfes prefs,
As witneffes to prove
Their Saviour’s pow’r and fa:thfulnefs,
His providence and love.

8 Thus may we ftudy Nature’s book,
To make us wife indeed ! -
And pity thole who only look
At what they cannot read 4.

LXXXII. Tbe Rainbow.

¢ WHEN the fun, with chearful beams,
Smiles upon a low’ring tky,
Soon its afpeét Toften’d feems,
And a rainbow meets the eye:
While the ky remains ferene,
This bright arch is never feen.

2 Thus the Lord’s fupporting pow’r
Brighteft to his faints appears,
‘When afflition’s threat’ning hour
Fills their fky with clouds and fears :
He can wonders then perform, [
Paint a rainbow on the ftorm §.
3 All their graces doubly thine,
‘When their troubles prefs them fore ;
And the promifes divine
Give them joys unknown before :
As the colours of the bow
To the cloud their brightnefs owe.

4 Favour’d John a rainbow faw ||,
Circling round the throne above ;
Hence the faints a pledge may draw
‘Of unchanging cov’nant-love : ,
K2 Clonds

* Matt‘p. vi. 26.—38. + Rom. i. 30, -
$ Gen. ix. 14 I Bev.iv. 3.
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Clouds a-while may intervene,
But the bow will ftill be feen.

LXXXIII. Thunder.

1 WHEN a black o’erfpreading cloud
Has darken’d all the air,
And peals of thunder, roaring loud,
Proclaim the tempeft near ; .
2 Then guilt and fear, the fruits of fin,
The finner oft purfue ;
A louder ftorm is heard within,
And confcience thunders too.
3 The law a fiery language fpeaks,
His danger {e perceives ;
Like Satan, who his ruin feeks,
He trembles and believes.

4 But when the fky ferene appears,
And thunders roll no more,
He foon forgets his vows and fears,
Juft as he did before.

s But whither thall the finner flee,
When nature’s mighty frame,
The pond’rous earth, and air, and fep ¥,
Shall all diffolve in flame ?

6 Amazing day ! it comes apace!
The Judge is hafting down !

‘Will finners bear to fee his face,
Or ftand before his frown ?

- _ # Lord, let thy mercy find a way

To touch each ftubborn heart ;
That they may never hear thee fay,
“ Ye curfed ones, depart.”

8 Believels, you may well rejoice !
The thunder’s loudeft ftrains
Should be to you a welcome voice,
<That tells you, * JEsuS xEIGNS !”

LXXXIV,
# 3 Pet, iii, 10..
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LXXXIV. Lightwing in the Night.

3 A GLANCE from heav’n, with fweet effeé,
Sometimes my penfive fpirit cheers ;
Bat ere I can my thoughts colle&,
As fuddenly it difappears.

2 So lightning in the gloom of night
Affords a momentary day ;
Difclofing obje&s full in fight,

Which foon as feen are fnatch’d away,

3 Ah! what avail thefe pleafing fcenes !
They do but aggravate my pain ;
While darknefs quickly intervenes,
And fwallows up my joys again.

4 But fhall I murmur at relief?
Tho’ thort, it was a precious view,
Sent to controul my unbelief,
And prove that what I read is trues

5 The lightning’s flath did not create
The op’ning profpe& it reveal’d ;
Bat only fhew’d the real ftate
Of what the datknefs had conceal’d.

6 Juft fo, we by a glimpfe difcern
The glorious things within the vail ;
That, when in darknefs, we may learn
To live by faith, till light prevail.

y The Lord’s great day will foon advance,
Difperfing all the fhades of night ;
Then we no more fhall need a glance,
But fee by an eternal light,

LXXXV. On the Eclipse of the Moon.
July 30. 1%76.
1 THE moon in filver glory fhofe,
And not a cloud 1n fight,
When fuddenly a fhade begun
“To intercept her light.
Ks . 2 How
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‘2 How faft acrofs her orh it fpread,
How faft her light withdrew !
A circle, ting’d with languid red,
Was all appear’d in view. .

3 While many, with unmeaning eye,
Gaze on thy works in vain,
Aflit me, Lord, that I may try

Inftruétion to obtain.

4 Fain would my thankful heart and lips
Unite in praife fo thee,
And meditate on thy eclipfe,
In fad Gethfemane.
5 Thy people’s guilt, a heavy load,
(When ftanding in their room), -
Depriv’d thee of the light of God, -
And filld thy foul with gloom.
6 How pun&ually eclipfes move,
Obedient to thy will ! - -
Thaus fhall thy faithfulnefs and love
Thy promifes fulfil.

# Dark, like the moon without the fun,
1 mourn thine abfence, Lord !
For light or comfort I have none
But what thy beams afford.
8 But, lo! the hour draws near apace,
When changes fhall be o'er;
Then [ fhall fee thee face to face,
And be eclips’d no more.

LXXXVI. - Moon-light.

I THE moon has but a borrow’d light,
A faint and feeble ray ;
She owes her beauty to the night,
And hides herfelf by day,

2 N
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2 No cheariog warmth her beam conveys,
Tho’ pleafing to behold ;
We might upon her brightnefs gaze,.
Till we were ftarv’d with cold.

3 Juft fuch is all the light to man
" Which reafon can impart ;
Tt cannot thew one obje& plain,
Nor warm the frozen heart.

4 Thus moon-light views of truth divine
To many fatal prove ;
For what avail in gifts to fhine ¥,
Without a fpark of love?

§ The gofpel, like the fun at noon,
* Affords a glorious light ;
Then fallen reafon’s boafted moon
~ Appears no longer bright.

6 And grace not light alone beftows,
But adds a quick’ning pow’r ;
The defert bloffoms like the rofe t,
And fin prevails no more.

LXXXVII. Tke Sea t.

1 YF for a time the air be calm, .
Serene and {fmooth the fea appears,.
And fhews no danger to alarm
The unexperienc’d landfman’s fears :

2 But if the tempeft once arife,
The faithlefs water fwells and raves;
Tts billows, foaming to the fkies,
Difclofe a thoufand threat’ning gravess

3 My untried heart thus feem'd to me
(So little of myfelf I knew)
Smooth as the calm unrufiled fez,
But, ah! it prov’d as treach’rous too !
. Kg 4 The
# | Cor. xiii. 5. =t Ifaiah, xxxv, 1,
4 Book L Hymn 115,
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4 The peace of which I had a tafte,
When Jefus firft hig love reveal’d,
1 fondly hop’d would always laft,
Becaufe my foes were then conceal'd.’

5 But when I felt the tempter’s pow’r
Roufe my corruptions from their {leep,
I trembled at the ftormy hour,

And faw the horrors of the deep.

6 Now on prefumption’s billows borne,
My f{pirit feem’d the Lord to dare ;
Now, quick as thought, a fudden turn
Plung’d me in gulphs of black defpair.

# Lord, fave me, or I fink, I pray’d ;
He heard, and bid the tempeft ceafe; .
The angry waves his word obey’d,
And all my fears were hufh’d to peace.

8 The peace is his, and not my own,

My heart (no better than before)
Is till 10 dreadful changes prone,
Then let me never traft it more.

LXXXVIIE. Tbe Flood.

1 [ HO’ fmall the drops of falling rain,
If one be fingly view’d;
Colleéted, they o’erfpread the plain,
Aand form a mighty flood.

2. The houfe it meets with in its courfe
Should not be built on clay, -
Left, with a wild refiftlefs force,
It fweep the whole away.
3 Tho’ for a while it feem’d fecure,
It will not bear the fhock,
Unlefs it has foundations fure,
_And flands upon a rock,
. 4 Thus
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4 Thns finners think their evil deeds,
Like drops of rain, are fmall ;
But it the pow’r of thought exceeds,
To count the fum of all.

5 One fin can raife, tho’ {mall it feems,
A flood to drown the foul 5
What then, when countlefs million ftreams
Shall join to fwell the whole ?

6 Yet, while they think the weather fair,
1f warn’d, they fmile or frown;
But they will tremble and defpair,
When the fierce flood comes down.

7 Oh! then, on Jefus ground your hope,
That ftone in Zion laid *;
Left your poor building quickly drop,
With ruin on your head.

LXXXIX. Tbe Thaw.

' THE ice and fnow we lately faw,
Which cover’d all the ground,.
Are melted foon before the thaw,
And can no more be found.

2 Could all the art of man fuffice
To move away the fnow,
To clear the rivers from the ice,
Or make the waters flow ?

3 No, ’tis the work of God alone ;
An emblem of the pow’r
By which he melts the heart of ftone
In his appointed hour.

4 All outward means, till he appears,
Will ineffe@ual prove;
Tho’ much the finner fees and hears,
He cannot learn to love. '
Ks ~ 5 Bus

® Matth. vii. 24.; I Peter, ii. 6.
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s Baut let the flouteft finner feel
The foft’ning warmth of grace,.
Tho! hard as ice, or rocks, -or fteel,
His heart diffolves apace.

6 Seeing the blood which. Jefus fpilt,
To fave his foul from woe,.
His hatred, unbelief, and guilt,
All- melt away like fnow.

» lefus, we in thy name intreat,
Reveal thy gracious arm ;
And grant thy Spirit’s kindly heat,.
Qur frozen hearts to warm.

. XC. The Loadstone.
1 AS needles point towards the pole,
When touch’d by the magnetic ftone ;-
So faith in Jefus gives the founl-
A tendency before unknown.

2 Till them, . by blinded-paflions led,
In fearch of fancied good we range;.
The paths.of difappointment tread,
To nothing fix’d, but love of change.

3 Buat when the Holy Ghoft imparts
A knowledge of the Saviour’s love,
Our wand’ring, weary, reftlefs hearts,
Are fix’d at-once, no more to move.

4 Now a new-principle takes place,.
Which guides and animates the will ;.
This love, another name for grace,.
Contftrains to good, and bars from ill,

s By love’s pure light we foon perceive
Our nobleft blifs and proper end ;,

And gladly ev'ry idol leave,
To love and ferve our Lord and Friend.
6 Thus
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6 Thus borne along by faith and hope,
We feel the Saviour’s words are true ;-
¢ And I, if I be lifted up ¥,

Will draw the finner upward too.”

XCL  The Spider and Bee.

® ()N the fame flow’r we often fee
The loathfome fpider and the bee ;. ~
But what they get by working there,
Is diff’rent as their natures are,

2 The bee a {fweet reward obtains,
And honey well repays-his painsg
Home to-the hive he bears the ftore,.
And then returns in queft of more.

3 But no. fweet flow’rs that. grace the field
Can honey to-the fpider yield;
A cobweb.all that he can {pin,.
And poifon-all he.ftores within.-

4 Thus in that facred field; the Word,
With flow’rs of God’s ewn planting fter’d,.
Like bees his children feed and thrive,.
And bring home honey to the hive,

5 There, fpider-like, the wicked come,.
And feem to tafte the {weet perfume ;-
But the vile venom of their hearts
To poifon all their food converts.

6 Fromthe fame truths believers prize,.
They weave vain refuges of lies;
And from the promife licence draw,
To trifle with the holy law,

7 Lord, fhall thy word of life and love
The means of death to numbers prove !
Unlefs thy grace our hearts renew-t,
We fink to hell, with heav’n in view.
Ké6 XCIE
# John, xii. 32. 1 Book III. Hymn 71.
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XCII. The Bee saved from the Spider.

¢ THE fubtle fpider often weaves
His unfufpe&ed fnares
Among the balmy flow’rs and leaves,
To which the bee repairs.

2 When in his web he fees one hang, .
With a malieious joy,
He darts upon it with his fang,
To poifon and deftroy.

3 How welcome then fome pitying friend,.
To {ave the threaten’d bee !
The {pider's treach’rous web to rend,
And fet the captive free !

4. My foul has been in fuch a cafe :-
When firft I knew the Lord,
I hafted to the means of grace,
Where fweets I knew wére ftor’d..

5 Litde Fthought of danger near,
That foon my joys would ebb ;
But, ah! I met a fpider there,
Who caught me in his web.
6 Tlien Satan rais’d his pois’nous fting;. -
And aim’d his blows at me ; .
‘While I, poor helplefs trembling thing,.
Could neither fight nor flee.
But, oh ! the Saviour’s pityin e
7 Reliew’d me from deﬁg,aiz; i
He faw me at the point to die,
And broke the fatal friare,

8 My cafe his heedlefs faints fhould warn,,
Os.cheer them if afraid; |
May you from me your danger learn, .
And where to look for aid, -

XCIIE,
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XCIII. The tasmed Lion.
X A LION, tho’ by nature wild,

The art of man can tame ;
He ftands before his keeper mild,
And gentle as a lamb. -

2 He watches, with fubmiflive eye,
The hand that gives him food,
As if he meant to teftify
A fenfe of gratitude.

3 But man himfelf, who thus fubdues
The fierceft beafts of prey,
A nature more unfeeling thews,
And far more fierce than they.

4 Tho’ by the Lord preferv’d and fed,
" He proves rebellious fill ;
And while he eats his Maker’s bread,
Refifts his holy will. :

§ Alike in vain of grace that faves,
Or threat’ning law he hears ;
The favage fcorns, blafphemes, and raveg,
But neither loves nor fears.

6 O Saviour ! how thy wondrous pow’s
By angels is proclaim’d !
When in thine own appointed hour,
They fee this lion tam’d.

7 The love thy bleeding crofs difplays,.
The hardeft heart {ubdues ;
Heve furious lions, while they gaze,.
Their rage and fiercenefs lofe *.

8 Yet we are but renew’d in part,.
The lion ftill remains ;
Lord, drive him wholly from my hearty
Or keep him faft in chains,

XCIV,
- ¥3. xi. 6,
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XCIV. Sheep.

T THE 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.

2 The bull can fight, the hare cin flee,
The ant in fummer food prepare ;
But hefplefs theep, and fuch are we,
Depend upon the Shepherd’s care.

3 Jehovah is our Shepherd’s name ¥,
Then what have we, tho’ weak, to fear ¥
Our fin and folly we proclaim,
1f we defpond while he is near:

4 When Satan threatens to devour,
When troubles prefs on ev'ry fide,
Think of our Shepherd’s care and pow’r,.
He can defend, he will provide.

§ See the rich paftures of his grace,
Where, in full ftreams, falvation flows !
There he appoints our refting-place,
And we may feed, fecure from foes:

. 6 There, *midft the flock, the Shepherd dwells;.
The theep around in fafety lie ;
The wolf in vain with malice {wells,
For he prote&s them with his eye +:

7 Dear Lord, if I'am one of thine,
From anxious thoughts I would be free,.
To truft, and love, and’praife, is mine,
The care of* all belongs to thee.

XCV. The Garden.

1 A GARDEN contemplation fuits;
And may inftru&ion yield,

Sweeter than all the flow’rs and fruats-

With which the {pot is fill'd.

2 Eden
® Pfal. xxiii. 1. + Micah, v. 4.
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2 Eden was Adam’s dwelling-place,
While blefs’d with innocence ;
But fin o’erwhelm’d him with difgrace,
And drove the rebel thence.

3 Oft as the garden-walk we tread,.
We fhould bemoan his fall ;
The trefpafs of our legal head
In ruin plung’d us all..

4 The garden of Gethfemane
The fecond Adam faw,
Opprefs’d with woe,. to fet us free.
From the avenging law. '

5 How ftupid we, who can forget,.
With gardens in our fight,
His.agonies and bloody {weat,
In that tremendous aight !

6 His church as a fair garden ftands, )
Which walls of love inclofe ;
Each tree is planted by his hands *,
And by his blefling grows.

» Believing hearts are gardens.too,.
For grace has fown its feeds,.
Where once, by nature, nothing grew
But thorns and worthlefs weeds.’
8 Such themes to thofe who Jefus: love,.
May conftant joys afford,.
And. make a barren defert prove
The garden of the Lord.

XCVI. For a Garden-Seat or Summer-House.

1 A SHELTER from the rain or wind $,
A fhade from fcorching heat,
A refting-place you here may find,
To eafe your weary feet.
3 Enter, -
# Ifa, Ixi 3. + Ifa. xxxii. 2. -
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2 Enter, but with a ferious thought
Confider who is near !
This is a confecrated fpot,
. The Lord is prefent here !

3 A queftion of the utmoft weight,
While reading, meets your eye ;
May confcience witnefs to your ftate,
And give a true reply ! '
4 Is Jefus to your heart reveal’d,
As full of truth and grace?
And is his name your hope and fhield,
Your reft and hiding-place ?

§ If fo, for all events prepar’d,
Whatever ftorms may rife,

He whom you love will fafely guard,
And guide you to the fkies.

6 No burning fun, or ftorm, or rain,
Will there your peace annoy ;
No fin, temptation, grief, or pain,
Intrude to damp your joy.

7 But if his name you have not known,,
Oh'! feek him while you may !
Left you thould meet his awful frown, -
In that approaching day.

8 When the avenging Judge you fee,
With terrors on his brow,
Where can you hide, or whither flee,
If you reje& him now 2

XCVIL. Tbke Creatures in the Lord’s bands..

b} THE water ftood like walls of brafs,
To let the fons of Ifrael pafs * ;
And from the rock in rivers burft,
£t Mofes’ pray’r, to quench their thirft,
) ‘ 2 The .
L Exod, xAiv, 22, 't Numb, xx, 11,.
A}
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2 The fire, reftrain’d by God’s cammands,
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 feet the lions lay ¢,
Like harmlefs lambs, nor touch’d their prey;
And ravens, which on carrion fed,
Procur’d Elijah fleth and bread.

4 Thus creatures only can fulfil
Their great Creator’s holy will ;
And when his fervants need their aid,
His purpofes maft be obey’d.

§ So if his blefling be refufe,
Their pow’r to help they quickly lofe ;
Sure as on creatares we depend,
Our hopes in difappointment end.

6 Then let us truft the Lord alone,
And creature-confidence difown ;
Nor if they threaten need we fear;
They cannot hurt if he be near.

4 If inftruments of paia they prove,

" Still they are guided by his love ;
As lancets by the furgeon’s fkill,
‘Which wound to cure, and not to kill,

XCVIIL  On Dreaming.

1 WHEN flamber feals our weary eyes,
" The bufy fancy wakeful keeps;
The fcenes which then before us rife,
Prove, fomething in us never {leeps.

2 As in another world we feem,
A new creation of our own ;
All appears real, tho’ a dream,
And all familiar, tho’ unknown.
) : 3 Sometimés

* Dan. iii. 27, + Dagp. vi, 230
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3 Sometimes the mind beholds again
The paft day’s bus’nefs in review;
Refumes the pleafure or the pain,
And fometimes all we meet 13 new.

4 What fchemes we form ! what pains we take I
We fight, we run, we fly, we fall;
But all is ended when we wake,
We fcarcely then a trace recall.

§ But tho’ our dreams are often wild,
Likg clouds before the driving ftorm ;
Yet fome important may be fiyl'd,
Sent to admonith-or inform. :

6 What mighty agents have accefs,.
What friends from heav’n, or foes from hell,
Our minds to comfort or diftrefs, )
When we are fleeping, who can tell ¢

5 One thing at leaft, and ’tis-enough,
We learn from this furprifing fa& ;
Our dreams afford fufficient preof,
The foul without the fleth can a&.

8 This life, which mortals {o efteem,.
That many chufe it for their all,
They will confefs, was but a dream ¥,
When 'waken’d by death’s awful call.

XCIX. Tbhe World.

1 QEE, the world for youth prepares,
Harlot-like, her gaudy fnares !
Pleafures. round her feem to wait,
But ’tis all a painted cheat.

2 Rath and onfufpeting youth
Thinks to find thee always fmooth,
Always kind, till better taught,
By experience dearly bought.
3 So

* Ifa, xxix. 8. . .
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3 So the calm, but faithle(s fea, .
(Lively emblem, world, of thee),
Tempts the thepherd from the ihore,
Foreign regions to explore.

4 While no wrinkled wave is feen,
While the fky remains ferene,
FilP’d with hopes, and golden fchemes,
Of a ftorm he little dreams.

§ But ere long the tempeft raves,
Then he trembles at the waves ;
Withes then he had been wife,
But too late—he finks and dies.

6 Haplefs, thus, are they, vain world,
Soon on rocks of rain hurl’d,
Who admiring thee, uatry’d,
Court thy pleafure, wealth, or pride.

7 Such a fhipwreck had been mine,
Had not Jefus (name divine ! d)
Sav’d me with a mighty han
And reftor’d my foul to land.

8 Now, with grautude I raife
Ebenezers to !.'s praife ;
Now my rath purfuits are o'er,
1 can truft thee, world, no more.

C. Tbe Enchantment dissolved.

LINDED in youth by Satan’s arts,
The world to our unpra&is’d hearts
A flatt’ring profpe& thows ;
Our fancy forms a thoufand fchemes
Qf gay delights, and golden dreams,
And undifturb’d repofe.

2 So in the defert’s dreary wafte,
By magic pow’r produc’d in hafte, .
' (As
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(As ancient fables fay)

Caftles, and groves, and mufic fweet,

The fenfes of the trav’ller meet,
And ftop him in his way.

3 But while he liftens with furprife,

The charm diffolves, the vifion dies,
*Twas but enchanted ground :

Thus, if the Lord our {pirit touch,

The world, which promis’d us fo much,
A wildernefs is found.

4 At firft we ftart, and feel diftrefs’d,
Convinc'd we never can have reft
In fuch a wretched place ;
But he whofe mercy breaks the charm,
Reveals his own almighty arm,
And bids us feek his face.

§ Then we begin to live indeed,
When from our fin and bondage freed
By this beloved Friend,
We follow him from day to day,
Aflur'd of grace thro’ all the way,
And glory at the end.

-
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BOOK III
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‘V1. Cautions. :

I. SOLEMN ADDRESSES TO SINNERS.

HYMN 1,
'Ea?omdation.

1 NO words can declare,
No fancy can paint,

What rage and defpair,
What hopelefs complaint,
'Fill Satan’s dark dwelling,
The prifon beneath ;
What weeping and yelling,
And gnathing of teeth !

2 Yet finners will choofe
This dreadful abode ;
o Each madly purfues

The dangerous road 3
Tho’
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Tho’ God give them warning,

‘They onward will go,

They anfwer with {corning, .
And ruth upon woe.

How fad to behold

The rich and the poor,

The young and the old,

All blindly fecure !

All pofting to ruin,

Refufing to flop !

Ah! think what you’re doing,
While yet there is hope !

How weak is your hand,
To fight with the Lord !
How can you withftand
The edge of his {fword 2
‘What hope of efcaping
For thofe who oppofe,
When hell is wide gaping
To fwallow his foes !

How oft have you dar’d
The Lord to his face !
Yet ftill you ure fpar’d
To hear of his grace ;
Oh! pray for repentance
And life-giving faith,
Before the juft fentence
Confign you to death.

It is not too late
To Jefus to flee,
His mercy is great,
His pardon is free !
His blood has fuch virtue
For all that believe,
That nothing can hurt you,
If him you receive,
II.
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II. Adlarm.

1 STOP, poor finner ! ftop and think
Before you farther go !
Will you fport upen the brink
Of everlafting woe ?
Once again, I charge you, flop !
For, unlefs you warning take,
Ere you are aware, you drop
Into the burning lake !
8 Say, have you an arm like God,
That you his will oppofe ?
Fear you not that iron rod
‘With which he breaks his foes?
Can you ftand in that dread day,
When he judgement fhall proclaim,
And the earth fhall melt away
Like wax before the flame ?
3 Pale-fac’d death will quickly come
To drag you to his bar;
Then to hear your awful doom
Will fill you with defpair :
All your fins will round you crowd,
Sins of a blood-crimfon dye ;
_Each for vengeance crying loud,
And what can you reply ?
4 Tho’ your heart be made of fteel,
Your forehead lin’d with brafs,
God at length will make you feel,
He will not let you pafs :
Sinners then in vain will call,"
{Tho’ they now defpife his grace),
Rocks and mountains on us fall %,
And hide us from his face.
§  But as yet there is 2 hope
You may his mercy know
Tho’ his arm is lifted up,
He fill forbears the blow :
L ~ Twas
! Re‘.n Y?- 16,
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*Twas for finners Jefus died,
Sinners he invites to come ;
None who come fhall be denied,
He fays, ¢ There ftill is room *.”

III. We were once as you' are..

1 SHALL men pretend to pleafure,
Who never knew the Lord ?
Can all the worldling’s treafure
True peace of mind afford ?
They fhall obtain this jewel
In what their hearts defire,
When they by adding fuel
Can quench the flame of fire.
2 Till yon can bid the ocean,
When furious tempefts roar t,
Forget its wented motion, |
And rage and {well no more ;
In vain your expettation
To find content in fin,
Or freedom from vexation,
While paffions reign within.
3 Come turn your thoughts to Jefus,
If you would good poflefs;
*Tis he alone that frees us .
From guilt and from diftrefs:
‘When he by faith is prefent,
The finner’s troubles ceafe ;
His ways are truly pleafant 1,
And all lis paths are peace.
4 Our time in fin we wafted,
And fed upon the wind ;
Until his love we tafted,
No comfort could we find:
But now we ftand to witnefs
His pow’r and grace to you;
May you perceive its fitnefs,
And call upon him too !

. . s Our
& Luke, xiv.22. f Ifa. Ivii. 20, 21. ] Prov.iii. aq.
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§ Our pleafure and our duty,

Tho’ oppofite before,

Since we have feen his beauty,
Are join’d to part no more :

It is our higheft pleafure,
No lefs than duty’s call,

To love him beyond meafure,
And ferve bim with our all.

IV. Prepare to meet GOD.

1 SINNER, art thou ftill {ecure ?

Wilt thou ftill refufe to pray?

Can thy heart or hands endure

In the Lord’s avenging day !

See! his mighty arm is bar’d !

Awful terrors clothe his brow !

For his judgement ftand prepar’d,

Thou muft either break or bow..

2 At his prefence nature fhakes,
Earth affrighted haftes to flee,
Solid mountains melt Jike wax ;

_What will then becom¢ of thee?
Who his advent ma milde
You that glory in your fhame,
Will you find a place to hide
When the world is wrapt in flame ?

3 Then the rich, the great, the wife,
Trembling, guilty, felf-condemn’d,
Muft behold the wrathful eyes
Of the Judge they once blafphem’d :
‘Where are now their haughty looks?
Oh their horror and defpair !

When they fee the open’d books,
And their dreadful fentence hear !

4 Lord, prepare us by thy grace !
Soon we mauft refign our breath ;
And our fouls be call’d to pafs
Thro’ the iron gate of dedth:

L2 Let
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Let us now our day improve,
Liften to the gofpel-voice ;

Seek the things that are above,
Scorn the world’s pretended joys.

5 Oh! when flefh and heart thall fail,
Let thy love our fpirits cheer ;
Strengthen’d thus, we fhall prevail

» Over Satan, fin, and fear :
Trufting in thy precious name,
May we thus our journey end ;
Then our foes -iha%l lofe their atm,
And the Judge will be our Friend.

V. Invitation. ‘
3 INNERS, hear the Saviour’s ¢all,
He now is paffing by ; '

He has feen thy grievous thrall,

And heard thy mournful cry.
He has pardons to impaxt, '
Grace to fave thee from thy fears ;
See the love that fills his heart,

And wipe away thy tears.

2 Why art thou afraid to come,
And tell him all thy cafe?
He will not pronounce thy doom,

~ Nor frown thee from his face : .

Wilt thou fear Emmanuel ?

‘Wilt thou dread the Lamb of God,

‘Who, to fave thy foul from hell,
Has fhed his precious bleod ?

3 Think how on the crofs he hung,
Pierc’d with a thoufand wounds !
Hark, from each as with a tongue
The voice of pardon founds !
See, from all his burfting veins,
Blood, of ‘wondrous virtue, flow !
Shed to wafth away thy ftains,
And ranfom thee from woe. -
' 4 Tho’
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4  Tho’ his majefty be great,
His mezcy is no lefs ;
Tho’ he thy tranfgreflions hate,
He feels for thy diftrefs :
By himfelf the Lord hath fworn,
He delights not in thy death *,
But invites thee to return,

That thou may’ft live by faith,

§ Raife thy downcaft eyes, and fee
‘What throngs his throne furround !
Thefe, tho’ finners once like thee,
Have full falvation found :
Yield not then to unbelief ! ‘
While he fays, ¢ There yet is room,”
Tho’ of finners thou art chief,

Since Jefus calls thee, come.

SIMILAR HYMNS.

Book I. Hymn 73. g1. .
Book II. Hyma 1. 2. 3. 4. 6. 35. %7. 78. 83.

mm———
1I. SeekinG, PLEaDING, AND Hormia.

V1. Tke Burdened Sinner.

1 H'! what can I do,

Or where be fecure !
If juftice purfue,
‘What heart can endure ?
The heart breaks afunder,
Tho’ hard as a ftone,
When God fpeaks in thunder,
And makes himfelf knowa.

"Lg 2 Witk

® Ezek. sxxiii. 11,



246

~

N

SEEKING, &c. Book IIL

2 With terror I read
My fins’ heavy fcore,
The number exceed
The fands on the fhore ;
* Guilt makes me unable
To ftand or to flee ;
So Cain murder’d Abel,
And trembled like me.

3 Each fin, like his blood,
With a terrible cry,
Calls loudly on God
To ftrike from on high:
Nor can my repentance,
Extorted by fear, ,
Reverfe the juft fentence,
"Tis juft, tho’ fevere. .

4 The cafe is too plain,
‘1 have my own choice ;
Again and again,

1 flighted his’voice ;

- His warnings negle&ed,
His patience abus’d,
His gofpel rejeted,
His mercy refus’d.

5 And muft I then go, -
For ever to dwell
Ja torments and woe, -
With devils in hell ?
Oh! where is the Savioar .
I fcorn’d in times paft?
His word in my favour
Would fave -me at laft. "

6 Lord Jefué, on thee

I venture to call,
" Oh look upon me,
The vileft of all !
Fo
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For whom didft thou languith,
And bleed on the tree?
Oh pity my anguilh,
And fay, ¢ ’Twas for thee.”
7 A cafe fuch as mine
Will honour thy pow’r ;
All hell will repine,
All heav’n will adore ;
If in condemnation
* Strié juftice takes place,
It fhines in falvation,
More glorious thro’ grace.

VII. Behold, I am vile!

] O Lord, ‘how vile am [,
Unholy and unclean !
How can I dare to venture nigh
With fuch a load of fin?

2 Isthis pplluted heart.
A dwelling fit for thee?
Swarming, alas! in ev,ry party"” ,
What evils do I fee! _ N

3 If Tattempt to pray,
And lifp thy holy name,
My thoughts are hurried foon away,
I know not where I am.

4 If in thy word I-look,
Such darknefs fills my mind,
I only read a fealed book, -
But'no relief can find,

5§  Thy gofpel oft I hear,”
But hear it ftill in vain;
Withont defire, or love, or fear,
I like a ftone remain, oL
" Lg 6 Myfelf
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6  Myfelf can hardly bear
This wretched heart of mine ;
How hateful, then, muit it appear
‘To thofe pure eyes of thine?

And muft I then indeed
Sink in defpair and die ? :
Fain wonld I hope that thou didft bleed
" For fuch # wretchas I. ~

8  That blood which thou haft {pilt,
That grace which is thine ows,
Can cleanfe she vileft finner’s guilt, .
And foften hearts of ftone.

9 Low at thy feet I bow,
Oh pity and forgive ! :
Here will I lie, and wait till thou
Shalt bid me rife and live.

VIIL €. ke shining Lighe
1 MY former hopes are fled, |

My terror now begins ;
I feel, alas! that I am dead
In tre{pafles and fins.
2 Ah! whither fhall I iy ?
1 hear the thunder roar ; .
The law proclaims deftrution nigh,
And vengeance at the doore

3 When I review my ways,
I dread impending doom;
But fure a friendly whifper fays,
¢ Flee from the wrath to come.”

4 Ifee, or think I fee,
A glimm’ring from afar;
A beam of day that fhines for me,
- To fave me from defpair.
: : 5 Fore-

~
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Forerunner of the fun®,
It marks the pilgrim’s way ;

I’ll gaze upon it while I run,

3

And watch the rifing day.

IX. [Encouragement.

foul is befet
With grief and difmay,

I owe a vaft debt,
And nothing can pay:
I muft go to prifon,
Unlefs that dear Lord,
Who died and is rifen,
His pity afford.
The death that he died,
The blood that he fpilt,
To finners applied,
Difcharge from all guilt :
This great Interceflor
Can give, if he pleafe,
The vileft tranfgreflor
Immediate releafe.

When nail’d to the tree,
He anfwer’d the pray’r
Of one who, like me,
Woas nigh to defpair +;
He'did not upbraid him:
With all he had done,
But inftantly made him.
A faint and a fon.

4 The jailor, I read,

® Phl oo, 6.t Luke, asiii g3, § A% 2vi. 3u

A pardon receiv’d § :
And how was he freed ¥
He only believ’d ;.

Ls ‘His:
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His cafe mine refembled,
Like me he was foul,
Like me too he trembled,
But faith made him whole.

5 Tho’ Saul in his 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.

6 A foe to all good,
In wickednefs fkill’d,
Manafleh with blood
Jerufalem fill’d +;
In evil long harden’d,
The Lord he defy’d ;
Yet he too ‘was pardon’d,
When mercy he cry’d.

4 Of finners the chief,
And viler than all,
The jailor or thief,
Manafleh or Saul;
Since they were forgiv’n,
‘Why thould 1 defpair, -
While Chrift is in heav’n,
And ftill anf{wers pray’r ?

X T ke wasting Soul.

1 BREATHE from the gentle fouth, O Lord,
' And cheer me from the north ;
Blow on the treafures of thy word,
Aud call the fpices forth ! :
" 2 I

* 1Tim, i 16 - 4 2 Chron, xxxiii, 13. 15
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2 I with, thou know’ft, to be refign’d,
And wait with patient hope ;
But-hope delay’d fatigues the mind,
And drinks the {pirits up.

-3 Help me to reach the diftant goal,

Confirm 'my feeble knee,
Pity the ficknefs of a foul
That faints for love of thee.

4.Cold as I feel this heart of mine, -
Yet fince I feel it fo.
It yields fome hope of life divine
Within, however low.

5 I {cem forfaken and alone,
I hear the lio. roar;
And ev’ry door is fhut bat onc,
And that is mercy’s door.
6 There, till the dear Deliv’rer come,
1’11 wait with humble pray’r;
And when he calls his exile home,
The Lord fhall find him there.

X1. Thke Effort.

731

1 CHEER up, my foul, there is a mercy-feat
Sprinkled with b]ood where Jelus an-

fwers pray’r ;

There humbly cait thyfelf beneath-his fcet

For never needy finner perifh’d there..

2 Lord, I am come ! thy promife is my plea,
Without thy word I durft not venture nigh ;
But thou haft call’d the burden’d foul to thee,
A weary burden’d foul, O Lord, am I!

3 Bow’d down beneath a heavy load of fin,
By Satan’s fierce temptations forely preft,
Befet without, and full of fears within, ;
Trembling and faint, f'come to thee for reft.

L6

4 Be

\



335 SEEKING, & BookIIL

4 Be thou my refuge, Lord, my hiding-place,
I know ne force can tear me from thy fide;
Unmov’d I then may all accufers face,

And anfwer ev’ry charge with % Jefus died.”

5 Yes, thou did'ft weep, and bleed, and groan,
- and die,
Well haft thou known what fierce tempta-
tions mean ;
Such wzs thy love ; and now, enthron’d on
igh,
‘The famegcompaﬁions in thy bofom reign.
" 6 Lord, give me faith—he hears—what grace
is this! B
Dry up thy tears, my foul, and ceafe to.
grieve;
He thews me what he did, and who he is,
I muft, I will, I can, I do believe.

XIL.  The Effort—in another measurh.

APPROACH, my foul, the mercy.feat
Where Jefus anfwers pray’r ;
There humbly fall before his feet,
~ For none can perith there.

3 Thy promife is my only plea,
With this I venture nigh ;
Thou calleft burden’d fouls to thee,
And fuch, O Lord, am L

3 Bow’d down beneath a load of fin,
By Satan forely prefs’d,
By war without, and fears within,
. ¥ come to thee for reft.
4 -Be thou my fhield and hiding-place !.
That, fhelter’d near thy fide,
I may my fierce accufer face,
And tell him, ¢ Thou haft died.”
5 Oh
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5 Oh wondrous love ! to bleed and die,
To bear the crofs and thame,
That guilty finners, fuch as I,
Might plead thy gracious name.

6 “ Poor tempeft-tofled foul, be ftill,
My promis'd grace receive ;”
*Tis Jefus fpeaks,—I muft, I will,
I can, I do believe.

XIIl. C. Seeking the Beloved.

B TO thofe who know the Lord 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 thame,
Yet now he fills a throne,
And bears the greateft, {weeteft name,
« That earth or heav’n have known.

3 Grace flies before, and love attends
His fteps where’er he goes ;
Tho’ none can fee him but his friends,
And they were once his foes.

4 He fpeaks——obedient to his call -
Our warm affetions move ;
Did he but fhine alike on all,
Then all alike would love.

5 Then love in ev'ry heart would reign,
And wir would ceafe to roar;
And cruel and blood-thirfty men
Would thirft for blood no more,

6 Such Jefus is, and fuch his grace,
Oh may he fhine on you® !
And tell him, when you fee his face,
1 long to fee him too.
X1V,
# Cant. v. 8,

s
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XIV. Rest fa—r weary Souks.

X DOES the gofpel-word proclaim -
Reft for thofe who weary be * ! -

Then, my foul, put in thy claim,
Sure that promife {peaks to thee : -
Marks of grace I cannot thow, -
All polluted is my betft ;
Yet I weary am, I kpow,:

. And the weary long for reft.

2 Burden’d with a load of fin,
Harafs’d with tormenting doubt,
Hourly confli®ts from within,
Hourly croffes from without :
All my little ftrength is gone,
Sink I muft without fupply ;
Sure upon the earth is none
Can more weary be than I. )

3 In the ark the weary dovet
Found a welcome refting-place ;
Thus my fpirit longs to prove
Reft in Chrift, the ark of grace.
Tempeft-tofs’d 1 long have been,
And the flood increafes faft ;
Open, Lord, and take me in,
Till the ftorm be overpatt.

4 Safely lodg’d within thy breaft,
What a wondrous change & find !
Now I know thy promis’d reft
Can compofe a troubled mind :

You that weary are, like me,
Hearkcn to the gofpel-call ;
To the ark for refuge flee,
Jefus will reccive youall!
SIMILAR HYMNS.
Book I. Hymn 45. 69. 82. 85. 8 6.
_Book II. Himn z'gi < , vo
I1I. CON.

* Matth, xi. 28, Gen, viii. 5.

N
~
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. CONFLICT.
XV. C. 'Lz:glgt shining out of Darkness.

1 G_OD moves in 2 myfterious way,
His wonders to perform ;
He plants his footfteps in the fea,
And rides upon the ftorm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
Of never-failing fkill,
He treafures up his bright defigns,
And works his fovereign will.

3 Ye fearful faints, frefh courage take,
The clouds ye fo much dread
Are big with mercy, and fhall break
In bleflings on your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble fenfe,
But truft him for his grace ;
Behind a frowning providence, _

He hides a fmiling face.
§ His purpofes will ripen faft,
Unfolding ev’ry hour;
The bud may have a bitter tafte,.
But fweet will be the flow’r.

6 Blind unbelief is fure to err *®,

And fcan his work in vain;
God'is his own interpreter, -

¢ And he will make it plain.

XVI. C. Welcome Cross.

I ’TIS my happinefs below
, Not to live without the crofs,
" But the Saviour’s pow’r to know,
Sané&ifying ev’ry lofs: '
. « Trials
* John, xiii. 7. .
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Trials muft and will befall ;°
But with humble faith to fee
Love inferib’d upon them all,
This is happinefs to me.

a2 God, in Ifrael, fows the feeds
Of affliion, pain, and toil ;
Thefe fpring up, and choke the weeds
‘Which wonld elfe o’erfpread the foil ¢
Trials make the promife {weet,
Trials give new life to pray’r;
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 ;.
Might I not with reafon fear
I thould prove a caft-away ?
Baftards may efcape the rod ¥,
Sunk in earthly, vain delight;
But the true-born child of God
Muft not, would not, if he might.

XVIL C. Affictions sanctified by the Words,

1 O HOW I love thy holy word,

‘ Thy gracious covenant, O Lord !
Jt guides me in the peaceful way,.
I think upon it all the day.

2 What are the mines of thining wealth,
The ftrength of youth, the bloom of health ¥
‘What are all joys compared with thofe
Thine everlafting word beftows !

3 Long unafflifted, undifmay’d,
- In pleafure’s path fecure I firay’d ;.
Thou mad’ft me feel thy chaft’ning rod 4,
Apd ftrait I turn’d uato my God.

4 What
# Heb, xii. 8. © F Pl exis. 71,
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4 What tho’ it pierc’d my fainting heart,
I blefs thine hand that caus’d the {mart;
It taught my tears a-while to flow,

But {av’d me from eternal woe.

§ Oh'! hadft thou left me unchaftis’d,
Thy precept I had fill defpis’d ;
And st2/l the {nare in fecret laxd,
Had my unwary feet betray’d.

6 I love thee, therefore, O my God !
And breathe towards thy dear abode ;
Where in thy prefence ?ully bleft,
Thy chofen faints for ever reft.

XVHI. C. Temptation.

I THE billows {well, the winds are higl,
Clouds overcaft my wintry tky;
Out of the depths to thee I call,
My fears are great, my firength is {mall.

2 O Lord ! the pilot’s part perform,
And guide and guard me thro’ the ﬁorm H
Defend me from each threat’ning ill, .
Controul the waves, fay, ¢ Peace, be ftill.”

3 Amidft the roaring of the fea,
My foul ftill hangs her hope on thee ;
Thy conftant love, thy faithful care,
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.

§ Tho’ tempeft-tofs’d, and half a wreck,
My Saviour thro’ the floods I feek ;
Let peither winds nor ftormy main
Force back my fhatter’d bark again.

N XIX,
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XIX. C. Looking upwards ik a Storm,

1 GOD of my life, to thee I call,
Afllicted at thy feet I fall *;
When the great water-floods prevail,
Leave not my trembling heart to fail !

2 Friend of the friendlefs and the faint !
Where fhould I lodge my deep complaint ?
‘Where but with thee, whofe open door
Invites the helplefs and the poor !

3 Did ever mourner plead with thee,
And thou refufe that mourner’s plea ?
Does not the word ftill fix’d remain,
That none thall feek thy face in vain?

4 That were a grief I could not bear,
Didft thou not hear and anfwer pray’r ;
But a pray’r-hearing, an{w’ring God,
Supports me under ev’ry, load.

s Fair is the lot that's caft for me;

I have an Advocate with thee ;
They whom the world carefles moft,
Have no fuch privilege to boaft. -

6 Poor tho’ I am, defpis’d, forgot+,

" Yet God, my God, forgets me not;
And he is fafe, and muft fucceed,
For whom the Lord vouchfafes to plead.

XX. C. The Valley of the Shadow of Death

I MY foul is fad and much difmay’d; .
See, Lord, what legions of my foes, -
With fierce Apollyon at their head, -
My heav’nly pilgrimage oppofe !
2 See, from the ever-burning lake,
How like a fmoky cloud they rife !
With horrid blafts my foul they fhake,
With ftorms of blafphemies and lies.
© 3 Their

.

& Pfal, Ixix. 1g. + Plal. x1, t7.
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3 Their fiery arrows reach the mark *®, ;
My throbbing heart with anguifh tear ; 5
Each lights upon a kindred fpark,

And finds abundant fuel there.

4 I hate the thought that wrongs the Lord 3
Oh'! I would drive it from my breaft,
With thy own fharp two-edged {word,
Far as the eaft is from the weft.

5 Come, then, and chafe the cruel hoft,
Heal the deep wounds I have receiv’d !
Nor let the pow’rs of darknefs boaft,
That I am foil’d, amd thou art griev’d!

XXI. Tbke Storm bushed.

3 ’TIS paﬁ--the dreadful ﬁormy mght
Is gone, with all its fears !
- And now I fee returning light,
The Lord, my Sun, appears. -
2 The tempter; who but lately faid,
I foon fhall be his prey, s
Has heard my Saviour’s voice, and-fled
With thame:and grief away.. o -
3 Ah'! Lord, fince thou didft hide thy face,
What has my foul endur’d 2 .
But now ’tis paft, I feel thy grace,
And all my wounds are cur'd !

4 Oh wondrous change ! bat juft befote,
Defpair befet me round, ‘

I heerd the lion’s horrid roar, p
And trembled at the found. '
s Before corruption, guilt, and fear, o

My comforts blafted fell ;
And unbehef dxfcover’d near o
The dreadful depths of hell oo
6 But
* Eph. v:. 16,
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€ But Jefus pity’d my diftrefs,
He heard my feeble cry,
Reveal’d his bloed and righteoufnefs,
And brought falvation nigh, '

7 Beneath the banner of his love
I now fecure remain ;
The tempter frets, but dares not move,
To break my peace again.

8 Lord, fince thou thus haft broke my bands,
And fet the captive free, . :
I would devote my tongue, my hands,
My beart, my all, to thees

XXIL  Help in time of Need:

2 UNLESS the Lord had been my ftay,
' (With trembling joy my foul may fay,)
My cruel foe had guin’d his end: -
But he appear’d for my relief,
And Satan fees with fhame and grief,
That I have an Almighty Friend.

2 Oh! ’twas a dark and trying hour,
When, harafs’d by the tempter’s pow'r, -
I felt my ftrongeft hopes decline !
You only who have known his arts,
You only who have felt his darts,
Can pity fuch a cafe as mine.

3 Loud in my ears a charge he read,

(My confcience witnefs’d all he faid),

_ My long black lift of outward fin ;
Then bringing forth my heart to view,
Too well what’s hidden there he knew,
He fhew’d me ten times worfe within.

4 'Tis all too true, my foul reply’d,

But I remember Jefus dy’d,

And
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And now be fills a throne of grace ;
I'll go as I have done before,
His mercy I may ftill implore,

I have his promife, ¢ Seek my face.”

§ But as when fudden fogs arile,
The trees and hills, the fun and fkies,
Are all at once conceal’d from view :
So clouds of horror, black as night,
By Satan rais’d, hid from my fight
The throne of grace and promife too. _.

6 Then, while befet with guilt and fear,
He try’d to urge me to defpair,
He try’d, and he almoft prevail’d; °
But Jefus, by a heav’aly ray,

Drove clouds, and guilt, and fear awa);,
And all the tempter’s malice fail’d.

XXII. C. Peace after a Storm.

X WHEN darknefs long has veil’d my mind,
And {miling day once more appears,
Then, my Redeemer, then I find ‘
The folly of my doubts and fears.

2 Strait I upbraid my wand’ring heart,
And blath that T fhould ever be
Thus prone to a& f{o bafe a part,
Or harbour one hard thought of thee !

3 Oh! let me then at length be taught,
What I am ftill fo flow to learn,
That God is love, and changes not,
Nor knows the thadow of a turn.

4 Sweet truth, and eafy to repeat !
But when my faith is fharply try’d,
I find myfelf a learner yet,
Unikilful, weak, and apt to flide.
, 5 But,
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5 But, O my Lord, one look from thee
Subdues the difobedient will,
Drives doubt and difcontent away,
And thy rebellious worm is ftill.

6 Thou art as ready to forgive,
As I am ready to repine ;
Thou, therefore, all the praife receive,
Be fhame and felf-abhorrence mine.

XXIV. GC. Mourning and Longing.

x HE Saviour hides his face !
My fpirit thirfts to prove
Renew’d fupplies of pard’ning grace
And never-fading love.

2 The favour’d fouls who know
What glories fhine in him,
Pant for his prefence, as the roe
Pants for the living ftream !

What trifles teafe me now !

They fwarm like fummer-flies,
They cleave to every thing I do,

And {fwim before my eyes.

4 How dull the Sabbath-day,
Without the Sabbath’s Lord !
How toilfome then to fing and pray,
And wait upon the word !

5 Of all the truths I hear,
How few delight my tafte !
I glean a berry here and there,
But mourn the vintage pafts

6  Yet let me (as I ought)
Still hope to be fupply’d ;
No pleafure elfe is worth a thought,
Nor fhall I be deny’d.

N % Tho’
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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 Servant.

WHEN my pray’rs are a burden and talk,
No wonder I little receive ;

O Lord! make me willing to alk,

Since thou art {o ready to give :

Altho’ I am bought with thy blood,

And all thy {alvation is mine,

At a diftance from thee my chief good,

I wander, and languith, and pine.

Of thy goodnefs of old when I read,
To thofe who were finners like me,
Why may I not wreftle and plead, -
With them a partaker to be?

Thine arm is not fhort’ned fince 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 is preft
With forrow, temptation, and fear,
Like Jouv, 1 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,
1’d fmile at the rage of my foes.

I have heard of thy wonderful name,

How great and exalted thou art;

But ali! 1 confefs to my {hame,

1t fuintly imprefles my heari:

The

* John, iii. 25.
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The beams of thy glory difplay,

As PETER once faw thee appear ;
Thaty tranfported like him, I may fay,
« It is good for my foul to be here *.”

§ What a forrow and weight didft thou feel,
‘When nail'd, for my fake, to the tree !
My heart fure is harder than fteel,

To feel no more forrow for thee ;

Oh! let me with THoMAs defe

The wounds in thy hands and thy fide, -
And have feelings like his, when I cry,
“ My God and my Saviour has dy’d 4 !’

6 But if thou haft appointed me ftill
To wreftle, and fuffer, and fight ;
O make me refign to thy will,
For all thine appointments are.right:
This mercy, at leaft, I intreat,
That, knowing how vile I have been,
1, with MaRrY, may wait at thy feet {,
And weep o’er the pardon of fin.

XXVI. C. Se{/’-acguaintance;

1 EAR Lord! accept a finful heart,
Which of itlelf complains,
And mourns, with much and frequent {mart,
The evil it contains.

2 There fiery feeds of anger lurk,
Which often burt my frame;
And wait but for the tempter’s work,
To fan them to a flame.

3 Legality holds out a bribe
To purchafe life from thee ;
And Difcontent would fain prefcribe
How thou fhalt deal with me.
4 While
& Matth. xvii. 6. + John, xx, a8.
$ Luke, vii, 38. : .
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4 While Unbelief withftands thy grace,
And puts the mercy by, .
Prefumption, with a brow of brafs,
Says, « Give me, or I die.”

5 How eager are my thoughts to roam
In queft of what they love ! :
But, ah ! when duty calls them home,
How heavily they move !

6 Oh! cleanfe me in a Saviour’s blood,
Transform me by thy pow'r, -
And make me thy belov'd abode,
, And let me rove no more.

XXVIL. Bitter and Sweez,

I KIN DLE, Sayiour, in my heart
A flame of love divine :
Hear, for rine I truft thou art,
And fure I would be thine :
If) my foul has felt thy grace,
If to me thy name is known,
Why fhould trifles fill the place
Due to thyfelf alone ?

2 ’Tis a firange myfterious life
I live from day to day ;
Light and darknefs, peace and ftrife,

Bear an alternate fway :

When I think the battle won,

I have to fight it o’er again ;

When I fay I’'m overthrown,
Relief I foon obtain,

3  Often at the mercy-feat,
While calling on thy name,
Swarms of evil thoughts I meet, -
‘Which fill my foul with thame ;
Agitated in my mind,
Like a feather in the air,
€Can I thus a blefling find?
My foul, can this be pray’r?
.M ‘ 4 Bui
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4  But when Chrift, my Lord and Friend,
Is pleas’d to fhew his pow’r;
All at once my troubles end,

And I’ve a golden hour :

‘Then I fee his fmxlmg face,

Feel the pledge of joys to comeg :

‘Often, Lord, repeat this grace
Till thou thalt call me home.

XXVIL C. Prayer for Patience.

4 T ORD, who haft fuffer’d all for me,
My peace and pardon to procure,
The lighter crofs I bear for thee,
Help me with patience to endure.

2 The ftorm of loud repining hufh,
I would in humble filence mourn ;

- Why fhould th’ unburnt, tho’ burning baufh,
Be angry as the crackling thorn ? ‘

3 Man fhould not faint at thy rebuke,
Like Jofhua falling on his face *,
When the curs’d thing that Achan took,
Brought Ifrael into juft difgrace.

4 Perhaps fome golden wedge fupprefs'd,
Some fecret fin offends my God ;
Perhaps that Babylonith veft,
Self-righteoufnefs, provokes the rod.

5 Ah! were I buffetted all day,
Mock’d, crown’d with thorns, and fpit upon,
T yet ﬂxould have no right to fay,
My great diftrefs is mine alone.

6 Let me not angrily declare
No pain was ever tharp like mine ;
Nor murmur at the crofs I bear, ,
But rather weep, rememb’rmg thine.

XXIX.

N

¢ Jofhua, vii. 10. 1.
4 .
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XXIX. C. Submission.

X O LORD, my beft defire fulfil,
And help me to refign , :
Life, health, and comfort to thy will, .
And make thy pleafure mine.

2 Why tfhould I thrink at thy command,
Whofe love forbids my fears ?

- Or tremble at the gracious hand
That wipes away my tears ?

3 No, let me rather freely yield
What moft I prize to thee ;

Who never haft a good with-held,
Or wilt with-hold from me.

4 Thy favour, all my journey thro’,
Thou art engag’d to grant ;
- What eife I want, or think I do,
*Tis better fill to want.

5 Wildom and mercy guide my way,
. " Shall I refift them both ?
A poor blind creature of a day,
And crufh’d before the moth !
é But, ah ! my inward {pirit cries,
Still bind me to thy fway ;
Elfe the next cloud that vails my fkies,
Drives all thefe thoughts away.

XXX. Wby should I complain? -

1 WHEN my Saviour, my Shepherd is near,
How quickly my forrows depart !

New beauties around me appear,
New fpirits enliven my heart :
His prefence gives peace to my {oul,
And- Satan affaults me in vain;

- While my Shepherd his power controals,
1:think I no more fhall complain. '

M2 2Bug
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:2 But, alas'! what a change do I find,
When my Shepherd withdraws from my fight !
My fears all return to my mind,
My day is foon chang’d into night :
Then Satan his efforts renews
To vex and enfnare me again :
All my pleafing enjoyments I lofe,
And can only lament and complain.

.3 By thefe changes I often pafs thro’,
1 am taught my own weaknels to know ;
I am taught what my Shepherd can do,
And how much to his mercy I owe :
It is he that fupports me thro’ all ;

< When faint, he revives me again;
He attends to my pray’r when I call,
And bids me no longer complain.

-4 Wherefore then (hounld I murmaurand grieve ?

Since my Shepherd is always the fame,
And has promis’d he never will leave *
The foul that confides in his name :
'To relieve me from all that I fear, -
He was buffeted, tempted, and {lain ;
And at length he will furely appear,

" Tho’ he leaves me a while to complain.

+5 While I dwell in an enemy’s land,
. Can I kope to be always in peace ?
-<Tis enonigh that eny Shepherd’s at band,
And that thortly this warfare will ceafe ;
For ere long he will bid me remove+4
" ‘From this region of forrow and pain,
To abide in his prefence above,
And then I no more fhall complain,.
. XXXI. Return, O Lord, bow long 2
1 RETURN to blefs my waiting eyes,
And-cheer my mourning heart, O Lord ! .
Without thee, all beneath the fkies
No real pleafure can afford. :
3 When

® Jer.i19, _  t Rev.ii- 10,
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2 When thy lov’d prefence meets my fight,
. It foftens care and fweetens toil ;
The fun thines forth with double light,
The whole creation wears a fmile,

3 Upon thine arm of love I reft,
Thy gracious voice forbids my fear ;
No ftorms difturb my peaceful breaft,
No foes aflault when thou art near.

4 Butah! fince thou haft been away,
Nothing but trouble have I known ;
And Satan marks me for his prey,
Becaufe he fees me left alone.

5 My fun is hid, my comforts loft,
My graces droop, my fins revive ;
Diftrefs’d, difmay’d, and tempeft-tofs’d,-
My foul is only juft alive !

6 Lord, hear my cry, and come again!.
Put all mine enemies to thame ;
And let them fee ’tis not in vain
That I have trufted in thy name,

XXXI1, Cast down, but not destroyed.-

1 "T'HO’ fore befet with guilt and fear,
I cannot, dare not, guite defpair;

If I muft perith, 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 {lain ;
I fall, but I fhall rife again +;
The prefent, Satan, is thy hour,
But Jefus fhall controul thy pow’r; .
M3 His

# Judges, xiii. 23- t Micah, vii. 8.
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His love will plead for my relief,

He hears my groans, he feels oy grief ;
Nor will he fuffer thee to boaft,

A foul that thought his help was loft.

3 ’Tis true, I have unfaithful been,
And griev’d his Spirit by my fin; . -
Yet fill his mercy he’ll reveal, . ~
And all my wounds and follies heal :
Abounding fin I muft confefs *, '
But more abounding is his grace ;
He once vouchfaf’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 plea;
Jefus will pardon all who come,

And ftrike your fierce accufer dumb.

XXXII1.  The benighted Traveller.

1 FOREVST bealts, that live by prey,
Seldom fhew themfelves by day; -
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?
Terror almoft ftops his breath,
While each ftep Le looks for death,

3 Thus, when Jefus is in view,
Cheerful I my way purfue ;

" Walking by my Saviour’s light,
Nothing can my foul affright. '

4 But

# Rom. v. 20, 1 Pl‘al. civ..20.
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4 But when he forbears to thine,
Soon the trav’ller’s cafe is mine ;
Loft, benighted, ftruck with dread,
What a painful path I tread !

5 Then my foul with terror hears !
Worfe than lions, wolves, or bears,
Roaring loud in ev’ry part,

+  Thro’ the foreft of my heart.

6 Wrath, impatience, envy, pride,
Satan and his hoft befide,

Prefs around me to devour ;
How can [ efcape their pow’r?

% Gracious Lord, afford me light, 4
Put thefe beafts of prey to flight ;
Let thy pow’r and love he thewn *;
Save me, for I am thine own.

[ |

XXXIV. Tbke Prisoner.

] WHEN the poor pris’ner thro’ a grate
Sees others walk at large,
How does he mourn his lonely ftate,
And long for a difcharge !

2 Thus I, confin’d in unbelief,
My lofs of freedom mourn ;
And fpend my hours in fruitlefs grief),.
Until my I{ord return.

. 3 The beam of day, which pierces thro?
The gloom in which [ dwell,
Only difclofes to my view
The horrors of my cell.

4 Ah! how my penfive {pirit faints,
To think of former days !
When I could trinmph with the faints,
And join their fongs of praife !
A M, s But
% Plalm cxix. 943 ’

L]
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§ But now my joys are sll cut off,
In prifon 1 am caft;
And Satan, with a cruel feoff .
Says, % Where’s your God at laft ?”

6 Dear Saviour, for thy mercy’s fake,
My ftrong, my only plea,
Thefe gates and bars in pieces break ,
And fet the pris’ner free !

7 -Surely my foul fhall fing to thee,
For liberty reftor'd ;
And all thy faints admire to fee
"The mercies of the Lord.

XXXV, Perplesicy reieved: ’

1 UNCERTAIN how the way tofind
Which to falvatlon led,
I liften’d long, with anxious mmd,
To hear what others faid.

2 When fome of joys and comforts told,
I fear’d that I was wrong ;
For I was ftupid, dead, and cold,
Had neither joy nor fong.

3 The Lord my lab’ring heart reliev’ds
And made my burden light ;
Then for a moment I believ'd, -
Suppofing all was right.

4 Of fierce temptations others talk’d,
Of anguith and difmay,

Thro’ what diftrefles they had Walk’d
Before they found the way.

5 Ah! then I thought my hopes were vam,
"For I had liv'd at eafe ;
I wifh’d for all my fears again,
To make me more hke thefe.

61

* Phal. cxv. 2, 1 Pfal. cxlii, 7.
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6 I had my with ; the Lord difclos’d
The evils of my heart,
And left my naked foul expos'd
To Satan’s fiery dart.

v Alas! ¢ 1 now muft give it up,”
" Icry’d in deep defpair; )
How could I dream of drawing hope ¢
From what I cannot bear?
8 Again my Saviour brought me aid,
- And when he fet me free, .
¢ Truft fimply on my word,”’ he faid,-
¢ And leave. the reft to me.”

XXXVLI. Prayer answered by Crosses. -

B I Ask'D the Lord, that I might grow
~ In faith, and love, and ev’ry grace ;-
Might more of his falvation know,
And feek more earneftly his face.

3 "Twas he who taught me thus to pray,»
And he, I truft, has anfwer’d pray’r; -
But it has been in fuch a way,
As almoft drove me to defpair. F

31 hop’d that in fome favour’d hour, -

At once he’d anfwer my requeit ;
And by hislove’s conftraining pow’r, -
. Subdue my fins, and give me reft.

" 4-Inftead of this, he‘made me feel
The hidden evils of my heart;
And let the angry pow’rs of hell -
Affaalt my fosl1n ev’ry part. -

§- Yea more, with hisrown hand he feem’d -
Intent to aggravate my woe ; .
Crofs’d all the fair defigns I fchem’d, -
Blafted my gourds, and laid me low.
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6 Lord, why isthis? I trembling cry’d,
Wilt thou purfue thy worm to death?
¢ *Tis in this way," the Lord reply’d,
¢ | anfwer pray’r for grace and faith.

7 Thefe inward trials I employ,
From felf and pride to fet thee free ;
And break thy fchemes of earthly joy,
That thou may'ft feek thy all in me.”

\

XXXVIIL. I will trust, and not be afraid.

EGONE, Unbelief!
My Saviour is near,
And for my relief
Wiil furely appear :
By pray’r let me wreftle,
-And he will perform ;
- With Chrift in the veflel,
I fmile at the ftorm.

2 Tho' dark. be my way,
Since he is my guide,
*Tis mine to obey,
2Tis his to provide ;
The’ cifterns be broken, iy
And creatures all fail, ’ ]

The word he has fpoken : .
Shall furely prevail. -

His love in time paft v

Forbids me to think 1
_-He’ll leave me at latt

In trouble to fink ;

Each fweet Ebenezer

I have in review,, °

Coufirms his good pleafure

To help me quite through.

. o 4 Detetmm’d
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’

4 Determin’d to fave,

He watch’d o’er my path,.
When, Satan’s blind flave,

I fported with death ;

And can he have taught me
To truft in his name,

And thus far have brought me,
To put me to- thame ?

§ Why fhould I complain

Of want or diftrefs,
Temptation or pain ? -
He told me no lefs:

The heirs of falvation,

I know from his word,
Thro’ much tribul.ition

Muft follow their Lord *.

6 How bitter that cup,

No heart can conceive,
"Which he drank quite up,
That finners might live !
His way was much rougher
And darker than mine ;
Did Jefus thus fuffer,

And fhall I repine?

4 Since all that I meet

Shall work for my good,

The bitter is {weet,

The med’cine is food ;

Tho’ painful at prefent,

*Twill ceafe before long,

And then, Oh! how pleafant
- The conqueror’s fong 1!

Mé6 XXXVIIF.

* Af, xiv. 3. 1 Rom. viii. 37.
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XXXVIIL  Questions to Unbelief.

3 IF to Jefus for relief .
" My foul has fled by pray’r,
Why fhould I give way to grief,
Or heart-confuming care ?
Are not all things in his hands ?
Has he not his promife paft ?
Will he then regardlefs ftand,
And let me fink at laft 2 |

2 While I know his providence
Difpofes each event,
" Shall I judge by feeble fenfe,
.And yield to difcontent ?
If he worms and fparrows feed,.
Clothe the grafs in rich array *,
€an he fee a child in need, .
And turn his eye away ?

3 When his name was quite unknown, .

And fin my life employ’d,

Then he watch’d me as his own,.
Or I had been deftroy’d:

Now his mercy-feat I know,

Now by grace am reconcil’d ;.

‘Would he {pare me while a foe t,.
To leave me when a child?

,

4 If he all my wants fupply’d,
When I difdain’d to pray,
Now his Spirit is my guide,
How can he fay me nay, ?
If he would not give me up '
‘When my foul againft him fought,
‘Will he difappoint the hope
Which he himfelf has wrought 2
o s If
¢ Matth, vi. 26, 4+ Rom. v. 50.
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§ If he fhed his precions blood

To bring me to his fold,.

Can I think that meaner good .
He ever will with-hold ?

Satan, vain is thy device !

Here my hope refts well affur’d,

In that great redemption-price,
I fee the whole fecur’d.

XXXIX. Great Effects by weak Means.
] U NBELIEF the foul difmays,
What obje&ions will it raife !.
Bat true faith fecurely leans
On the promife, in the means.

2 If to faith it once be known,
God has faid, ¢ L fhall be done,.
And in this appointed way ;”
Faith has then no more to fay.

3 Mofes’ rod, by faith up-rear’ 'd 45
Thro’ the fea a path prepar’d;
Jericho’s devoted wall §

At the trumpet’s found muft fall,

4 With a pitcher and a lamp ||,
Gideon overthrew a camp ;
And a ftone, well aim’d by faith §,
Prov’d the arm’d Philiftine’s death.

§ Thus the Lord is pleas’d to try §
Thofe who on his help rely ;
By the means he makes it known,
That the pow’r is all his own,

6 Yet the means are not in van,
If the end we would obtain;
Tho’ the breath of pray’r be weak,
None {hall find but they who feek.
7 God
# Rom. viii. 31. 4+ Exod. xiv. a1.
t Jofhua, vi. 20. Il Judges, vii- 324
§ 1 Sam. xvii. 42,
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% God alone the heart can reach, ) »
Yet the minifters muft preach ;
*Tis their part the feed to fow,
And ’tis his to ‘make it grow.

XL. Wby art thou cast down 2

I BE ftill, my heart I thefe anxious cares
To thee are burdens, thorns, and fnares ;.
They caft dithonour on thy Lord,
And contradi& his gracious word.

2 Brought fafely by his hand thus far,
Why wilt thou now give place to fear ?
How canft thou want if he provide,
Or lofe thy way with fuch a guide 2

3 When firft before his mercy-feat,
Thou didft to him thy alt commit ;
He gave thee warrant, from that hour,
To truft his wifdom, love, and pow’r,

4 Did ever trouble yet befall,
. And he refufe to hear thy call?
And has he not his promife paft,
That thou fhalt overcome at laft ?

5 Like David, thou may’ft comfort draw,.
Sav’d from the bear’s and lion’s paw ;
Goliath’s rage I may defy,

For God, my Saviour, ftillis nigh.

6 He who has help’d me hitherto,

*Will help me all my journey thro®,
And give me daily caufe to raife
New Ebenezers to his praife.

7 Tho’ rough 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 all.

e XLIL Tse
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XLI. Tbe Way of Access.

X ONE glance of thine, eternal Lord !
Pierces all nature thro’ ;
Nor heav’n, nor earth, nor hell aﬁ'ord
A fhelter from thy view !

2 The mighty whole, each {maller part,
At once before thee lies ;
_ And ev’ry theught of ev’ry heart
Is open to thine eyes. 4

3 Tho’ greatly from myfelf conceal’d,
Thou fee’ft my inward frame ;
To thee I always ftand reveal’d,
Exatly as I am.

4 Since, therefore, I can hardly bear
What in myfelf I fee;
How vile and black mutft I appear,
Moft holy God, to thee ?

5 But fince my Saviour ftands between,

In garments dy’d in blood,

'Tis he, inftead of me, is feen,
When I approach to God.

6 Thus, though a finner, I am fafe ;

He pleads before the throne,

His life and death in my behalf,
And calls my fins his own.

3

» What wondrous love, what myfteries,
In this appointment thine !
- My breaches of the law are his ®,
And his obedience mine.

XLH. Tbe Psilgrim’s Song.
1 ROM Egypt lately freed
F By the Redeemer’s grace,
A rough and thor ny path we tread,
In hopes to fee his face,

2 The

#* 3 Cor, v- 31,4

.
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2  The fleth diflikes the way,
Bus faith approves it well ;
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’ !’

Here often from our eyes '

Clouds hide the light divine ;
There we fhall have unclouded fkies,.

‘Our Sun will always fhine.

§  Here griefs, and cares, and pains,
And fears, diftrefs us fore :
* But there eternal pleafure reigns,. '
And we fhall weep no more;

6 Lord, pardon our complaints,.
We follow at thy call ;
The joy prepar’d for fuff’ring faints
Will make amends for all. :

SIMILAR HYMNS.

Book I. Hymn1o. 13j. 21. 22 24. 29. 40.:

43. 44.51. §6. 63. 56. 88, 107, -
: 115, 126, 130. 131. 136, 143.
Book 1I. Hymn 30. 31. 84. 87. 92.

e se—

IV. COMFORT. "

XLIIL. Faith a new and comprebensive Senses

b‘lGHT, hearing, feeling, tafte, and {mell; -
Are gifts we highly prize ;
But faith does fingly each excel,
And all the five comprize.
7 3 More
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2 More piercing than the eagle’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 ponders what he faith ;
His word and works, his gifts and rod,
Have each a voice to faith. '

4 It feels the touch of heav'nly pow’r *,
And from that boandlefs fource,
Derives frefh vigour ev’ry hour
To run its daily courfe,

§ The truth and goodnefs of the Lord
Are fuited to its tafte };
Mean is the worldling’s pamper’d board,
To faith’s perpetual feaft.

6 It {mells the dear Redeemer’s name
Like ointment poured fortht;
Faith only knows, or can proclaim,
Its favour or its worth.

# Till faving faith poffefs the mind,
In vain of fenfe we boaft ;
We are but fenfelefs, taftelefs, blind,
And deaf, and dead, and loft.

XLIV.. G T, be‘bappy Change.

3 OW blefs’d thy creature is, O God,.
When, with a fingle eye,
He views the luftre of thy word,
The day-fpring from on high !
2 Thro’ all the ftorms that veil the fkies,
And frown on earthly things,
The Sun of Right’oufnefs he eyes,
With healing on his wings,
. 3 Struck
* Luke, viii. 46. + Pfal..cxix, 103
3 Solomon’s Song, i. 3, -



232 COMFORT. Book 11T,

3 Struck by that light, the human heart*®, +

A barren foil no more,
Sends the fweet fmell of grace abroad,
Where ferpents lurk’d before.

4 The foul, a dreary province once
Of Satan’s dark domain,
Feels a new empire form’d within,
And owns a heav’nly reign.

§ The-glorious orb, whofe golden beams
The fruitful year controul,
Since firft, obedient to thy word,
He ftarted from the goal,

6. Has cheer’d the nations with the joys
His orient rays impart ;
But, Jefus, ’tis thy light alone
Can thine upon the heart.

XLV. C. Retirement.

1 FAR from the world, O Lord, I flee,
From ftrife and tumult far ;
From fcenes where Satan wages ftill
His moft fuccefsful war.

2 Tle calm retreat, the filent thade,
~ With pray’r and praife agree,
And feem by thy fweet bounty made
For thofe who follow thee. -

'3 There if thy Spirit touch the foul,
And grace her mean abode, .
Oh! with what peace, and joy, and love,
She communes with her God ! .
4 There, like the nightingale, fhe pours
Her falitary lays,
Nor afks a witnefs of her fong,
Nor thirfts for human praife.

5 Author
® Ifa, xxxv- 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 !

6 What thanks I owe thee, and what love,
A boundlefs, endlefs ftore,
Shall echo through the realms above,
When time fhall be no more.

XLVI. Jesvs my All.

1 “7 HY fthould I fear the darkeft hour,
Or tremble at the tempter’s pow’r 2
JEsus vouchfafes to be my tow'r.

2 Tho' hot the fight, why quit the field ?
Why mutt I either flee or yield,
Since Jesus is my mighty fhield ?

3 When creature-comforts fade and die,

Worldlings may weep, but why thould I?
Jesus fill lives, and ftill is nigh.

4 Tho’all the flocks and herds were dead,
My foul a famine need not dread,
For Jesus is my living bread. .

5 T'know not what may foon betide,
Or how my wants fhall be fupply’d ;
But Jesus knows, and will provide.

6 Tho’ fin would fill me with diftrefs,
The throne of grace I dare addrefs,
For Jefus is my righteoufnefs.

7 Tho’ faint my pray’cs, and cold my love,
My ftedfalt hope fhall not remove, '
‘While Jesus intercedes above.

'8 Againft me earth and hell combiae,.

But on my fide is pow’r divine ;
JEsus is all; and he is miae, ’
: XLVH,
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XLVH. C. The Hidden Life.

1 TO tell the Saviour all wants,
How pleafing is the tafk ! .~
Nor lefs to praife him when he grants-
Beyond what I can afk. -
2 My lab’ring {pirit vainly feeks .
To tell but half the joy;
With how much tendernefs he {peaks,
And helps me to reply. '

3 Nor were it wife, nor fhould I choofe,
Such fecrets to declare ;
Like precious wines, their tafte they lofe,.
Expos'd to epen aire
4 But this with boldnefs I proclaim,
Nor care if thoufands hear,
Sweet is the ointment of his name,.
Not life is half fo dear.. .

§ And can you frown, my former friends,.

Who knew what once I was, :

And blame the fong. that thus-commends-
The Man who bore the crofs ? ‘

6 Truft me, I draw the likenefs true,
And not as fancy paints:
Such honour may he give to you,
" For fuch have all his faints.

XLVIIL oy and Peace in Belicving.

i SOME'F[M‘ES a light furprifes

" The Chriftian while he fings ;.
- Itis 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..

. : 2 In

R
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2 In holy contemplation,
; We {weetly then purfue
The theme of God’s falvation,
And find it ever new :
Set free from prefent forrow,
We chearfully can fay,
E’en let th’ unknown to-morrow *
Bring with it what it may.
3 Tt can bring with it nothing
Bat he will bear us thro’ ;
Who gives the lilies cloathing,
Will clothe his people too:
‘Beneath the fpreading heavens,
No creature but is fed ;
And he who feeds the ravens,
Will give his children bread.

4 The vine nor fig-tree neither +
Their wonted fruit thall bear,
Tho’ all the field thould wither,
Nor flocks nor herds be there :
Yet God the fame abiding,
His praife fhall tane my voice ;
‘For while in him confiding,
-J cannot but rejoice.

XLIX. C. True Pleasures.

* LORD, my foul with pleafure {prings,
‘When Jefus’ name I hear,
And when God the Spirit brings
The word of promife near:
‘Beauties, too, in holinefs,
Still delighted I perceive ;
Nor have words that can exprefs
The joys thy precepts give. .
2 Cloath’d

% Matth, vi. 34. + Hab, iii. 17, 18-
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2 ° Cloath’d in fan&ity and grace,
How fweet it is to fee
Thofe who love thee as they pafs,

Or when they wait on thee !

Pleafant too, to fit and tell

‘What we owe to love divine,

Till our bofoms grateful fwell,
And eyes begin to thine.

3  Thofe the comforts I poflefs,
Which Geod thall ftill increafe :
All his ways are pleafantnefs *,
And all his paths are peace.
Nothing Jefus did or fpoke,
Henceforth let me ever flight ;
For I love hjs eafy yoke ¢,
" And find his burden light.

L. C. T% Christian.

1 HONOUR and happinefs unite
To make the Chriftian’s name a praife !
How fair the {cene, how clear the light,
That fills the remnant of his days !

2 A kingly charafter he bears,
No change his prieftly office knows ;
Unfading is the trown he wears,
His joys can never reach a clofe.

3 Adorn’d with glory from on high,
Salvation fhines upon his face ;
His robe is of th’ etherial dye,

His fteps are dignity and grace,

4 Inferior honours he difdains,
Nor ftoops to take applaufe {from earth;
The King of kings himfelf maintains
Th’ expences of his heav’nly birth,

e
® Prov.iii, 13. - { Matth, xi. 3c.
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5 The nobleft creature feen below,
Ordain’d to fill a throne above ;
God gives him all he can beftow,
His kingdom of eternal love !

6 My foul is ravifh’d at the thought !
Methinks from earth ] fee him rife !
Angels congratulate his lot,

And fhout him welcome to the fkies !

LI. C. Zively Hope and gracious Fear.

1 I Was a grov’lling creature once,
And bafely cleav’d to earth ;
I wanted fpirit to renounce
The clod that gave me birth.

2 But God has breath’d upon & worm,
And fent me, from above,
Wings, fuch as clothe an angel’s form,
The wings of joy and love.

3 With thefe to Pifgah’s top I fly,
And there delighted ftand,
To view beyond a fhining tky,
The fpacious promis’d land.
4 The Lord of all the valt domain
Has promis’d it to me ;
The length and breadth of all the plain,
As far as faith can fee,
5 How glorious is my privilege !
. To thee for help T call ;
I ftand upon a mountain’s edge,
Oh fave me, left I fall!

6 Tho’ much exalted in the -Lord,
My ftrength is not my own';

- Then let me tremble at his word,
And none fhall caft me down.

13

LIL
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LII. Confidence.

3 YES ! fince God himfelf has faid it,
On the promife I rely ;
His good word demands my credit,
‘What can unbelief reply ? :
. He is ftrong, and can fulfil;
He is truth, and therefore wi/l,

2 As to all the doubts and queftions
Which my fpirit often grieve,
Thefe are Satan’s fly fuggeftions,
And T need no anfwer give ;

He would fain deftroy my hope,
But the promife bears it up.

3 Sure the Lord thus far has brought me,
By his watchful tender care; -~
Sure ’tis he himfelf has taught me ,
“How to feek his face by pray’r:
After fo much mercy paft, . -
‘Will he give me up at laft ? '

4 True, I've been a foolith creature,
And have finn’d againft his grace ;
But forgivenefs is his nature,
, Tho he juftly hides his face :-
Ere he call’d me, well he knew * A
What a heart like mine would do. .

5 In my Saviour’s interceffion .
Therefore I will ftill confide ; ~
Lord, accept my free confeflion,
I have finn’d, but thou haft dy’d :

This is all I have to plead,
This is all the plea I need.

‘ LIII.
* Ifa, xlviii, 5. t Rom. viii. 34.

2
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' LIiL Peace yestored,

1 (")H ! fpesk that gracious word again,
o And cheer my drooping heart,
No voice but thine can foothe my pain,
_Orbid my fears depart. ’

2 And cantt thoo ftilt vouchfafe to own
. A’wretch {6 vile as F?
© .&md.may I fill approachr thy throne,
~ And Abba, Father, cry? -
- 3 O, then, let faints and angels join,
~ . Aund help me to.proclaim .
. -"The grace that heal’d a breach like mine,
-+ .. -.And pit my foes tothame !
4 ' How oft did Satan’s cruel boaft
- My troubled foul affright !
He tald me [ was furely loft,
" And God had left me quite *.

5 Guilt made me fear, left alwere true
Fhe lying tempter faid L :
But now the Lbr& appeats in view,
My enemy is fled.” * .
+6 My Saviour, by his péw’rful word, - -
. "Has tusm’d my night to day ;
. And his falvation’s joys reftor’d,
. Which 1 had finn’d away.
7 Dear Lord, I wonder and adore,
Thy grace is all divige ;
O keep me, that I fin no more -
Agaiuft fuch love 2s thine !

LIV. Hear .wbat be bas done for my soul.!

z SAV'D' by blood, I live to tell :
' ‘What the love of Chrift hath done ;
He redeem’d my foul from hell,
Of a rebel made a fon :
. N Oh!
* Pfal, 1xxi. 11. . :
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Oh I tremble ftill, to think
How fecure I livd in in; . °
Sporting on deftru&ion’s brink, . -
Yet preferv’d from falling in.

2 In his own appointed- hour,
To my heart the Savionr fpoke ;
Touch’d me by his Spirit’s pow’r, |
And my dang’rous flumber broke,
Then I faw and own’d my guilt,
Soon my gracious Lord reply’d : .
¢ Fear not, I my blood have fpilt, . ¢
'Twas for fuch as thee I dy’d.” -

3 Shame and wonder, joy and love, .°
All at once poffefs’d my heart;
Can I hope thy grace to prove
After a&ting fuch a part? L
¢ Thou haft greatly finn’d,” he faid,
“ But I freely all forgive; °
1 myfelf thy @ébt have paid,
XNow I bid thee rife and live.”

4 Come, my fellow-finners, try,
Jefus’ heart is full of love !
O that you, as well as I,
May his wondrous mercy prove !
He has fent'me to declare, -
All is ready, all is free:
Why fhould any foul defpair,
‘When he fav’d a wretch like me ?

s

« -

LV. Freedom from Cure.

1 YA/ HILE 1 liv'd without the Lord,
YT (If T might be faid to live), *
Nothing could relief afford,
Nothing fatisfalion give,
' ‘ 2 Empty

b
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2 Empty hopes and groundlefs fear

. Mov’d by turns my anxious mind s
Like a feather in the air,
Made the fport of every wind.

3 Now, I fee, whate’er betide, . ?
All is well if Chrift be mine ;
He has promis’d to provide,
I have only to refign.

4 When a fenfe of fin and thrall
Forc’d me to the finner’s Friend,
He engag’d to manage all,

By the way and to the end.

§ “ Caft,” he faid, ¢ on me thy care *,
*Tis enough that I am nigh;
1 will all thy burdens bear,
T will all thy wants fupply.

6 Simply follow as I lead,
Do not reafon, but believe ;
Call on me in time of need,
Thou fhalt furely help teceive,”

7 Lord, I would, I do fubmit,
Gladly yield my all to thee ;
What thy wifdom fees moft fit,
Mutft be furely beft for me.

8 Only, when the way is rough,’
And the coward fleflh would ftart,
Let thy promife and thy love
Cheer and animate my heart.

LVI. Humiliation and Praise.
. (Imitated from the German.)

] HEN the wounded fpirit hears
: The voice of Jefus’ blood,
How the meflage ftops the tears
Which elfe in vain had flow'd ;
Na Pardon,
% Plal.lv. 22. 1 Pet. v. 7.
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“Pardon, grace, and peace proclaim’d,
.And the finner call’d a child ;
Then the ftubborn heart is tam’d,
‘Renew’d, and reconcil’d.
" Oh! ’twas grace indeed, to fpare
And fave a wretch like me !
. Men or angels could not bear
What 1 have offer’d thee;
Were thy bolts at their command,
Hell ere now had been my place;
Thou alone’could filent ftand,
And wait to thew thy grace.

If, in one created mind,
The tendernefs and love
Of thy faints on earth were join’d,
With all the hofts above ;
Still that love were weak and poor,
1f compar’d, my Lord, with thine; -
Far too fcanty to endure
A heart fo vile as mine..

- Wondrous mercy I have found,
But, ah ! how fuint my praife!
Maft I be a cumber:ground,
Unfruitful all my days?
Do I in thy garden grow,
Yet produce thee only leaves !
Lord, forbid it fhould be fo !
- The thought my fpirit grieves.
Heavy charges Satan brings,
To fill me with diftrefs;
Let me hide beneath thy wings,
And plead thy righteoufnefs :
Lord, to thee for help I call,
*Tis thy promife bids me come ;
*Tell him thou haft paid for all;
And that thall frike him dumb,

LYIL
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LVIL C. Forthe Poor.

L WHEN Hagar found the bottle {pent*,.
And wept o’er 1fhmael,
A meflage from the Lord was fent
To guide her to a well.

2 Should not Elijali’s cake and cruife +
Convince us at this day, .
A gracious God will not refufe
Provifions by the way ?

3 His faints and fervants fhall be fed,
The promife is {ecure ;
¢ Bread fhall be giv’n them,” as he faid,’
¢ Their water thall be fure $.”

4 Repafts far richer they fhall prove,
Than all earth’s dainties are ;
"Tis {weet to tafte a Saviour’s love,
Tho’ in the meaneft fare.

§ To Jefus, then, your trouble bring,
Nor murmur at your lot ;
While you are poor, and he is King,.
You thall not be forgot.

LVIIIL. ‘Howe in View.

£ AS when the weary trav'lier gains
The height of fome o’erlooking hill,

His heart revives, if crofs the plains

He eyes his home, tho’ diftant ftill.

- 2 While he furveys the much-lov’d {pot,

He flights the pace that lies between ;

His patt fatigues are now forgot,

Becaufe his journey’s end is feen. .
N3 3 Thus

€ Gen. xxi. 19. 11 Kirgs, xvii. 14. § Ifa. xxxiil. 16.
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3 Thus, when the Chriftian pilgrim views,
By faith, his manfion in the fkies,
The fight his fainting ftrength rehews,
And wings his fpeed to reach the prize :

4 The thought of home his {pitit cheers,
No more he grieves for troubles. patt ;
Nor any future trial fears ¥, .

So he may fafe arrive at laft.

§ 'Tis there, he fays, I am‘to dwell
With Jefus, in the realms of day ;
Then 1 fhall bid my cares farewell,
And he will wipe my tears away,

6 Jefus, on thee our hope depends,
To lead us on to thine abode :

. Affur’d our home will make amends
For all our toil while on the road.

SIMILAR HYMNS.

Book I. Hymn 4. 7. 9. #1. 2§. 35. 36. 39. 41.
46. 47. 48. 70. 95. 128. 132,
Book II. Hymn 45. 46. 47.

V. DEDICATION and SURRENDER.

LIX. O/d things are passed away.

1 LET worldly miads the world purfue,
It has no charms for me
Once I admir’d its trifles too,
But grace has fet me free.

2 Its pleafures now no longer pleafe,
No more content afford ;
Far from my heart be joys like thefe,
Now I have feen the Lord. :

As
* Als, xx. 24. 3
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3 As by the light of op’ning day
The ftars are all conceal’d ;
So earthly pleafures fade away,
- When Jefus is reveal’d.

4 Creatures no more divide my choice,
1 bid them all depart;
His name, and love, and gracious voice,.
Have fix'd my roving heart. -

5 Now, Lord, I would be thine alone,
And wholly live to thee ;
But may I hope that thou wilt own
A worthlefs worm like me ?

6 Yes! tho’ of finners I'm the worft,.
I camnot doubt thy will; -
For if thou hadft not lov’d me firft,

1 had refus’d thee ftill *.

LX. Tbe Power of Grace.

] HAPPY the birth where grace prefides,
To foim the future life !. .
In wifdom’s paths the foul the guides,
Remote from noife and ftrife, -

a2 Since I have known the Saviour’s name,.
And what for me he bore,
No more I toil for empty fame,
I thirft for gold no more.

3 Plzc’d by his hand in this retreat,
I make his love my theme ;
And fee that all the world calls great,
Is but a waking dream.

4 Since he has rank’d my worthlefs name
Amongft his favour’d few,
Let the mad world who fcoff at them,
Revile and hate me too,
N O
# Jer..xxxi. 3, 4 . 5
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5 O thou whofe veice the dead can raife,
'And foften hearts of ftone,

And teach the dumb to fing thy pralfe
This work is 3ll thine own.

6 Thy wond’ring faints rejoice to fee-
A wretch like me reftor’d;
And point, aud fay, « How chang’d is he,
Who once defy’d the Lord !”

7 Grace bid me live, and taught my tongue
To aim at notes divine ;. )
And grace accepts my feeble fong,
The glory, Lord, be thine !

LXI. C. My soul thirsteth for God.

¥ I THIRST but not as once I did,
The vain dellgbts of earth to fhare ;

Thy wouads, Emmanuel, all forbid
That I fhould feek my pleafures there.

2 Tt was the fight of thy dear crofs,
Firft wean’d ' my foul from earthly things ;
And taught me to efteem as drofy
The mirth of fools and pomp of kings.

3 I want that grace that fprings from thee,
That quickens all things where 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 living and life-giving fiream !
5 For fure, of all the plants that fhare
The notice of thy Father’s eye,
None proves lefs grateful to his care,
Or yields him meaner fruit than I,
LXII.
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LXIL. C. Love constraining to Obedience.

Y NO ftrength of nature can fuffice
To ferve the Lord aright ;
And what fhe has, “fhe mlfapplles,
For want of clearer light.

2 How long beneath the law I lay
In bondage and diftrefs !
I toil’d the precept to obey, -
Bat toil’d without fuccels,

3 Then, to abftain from outward fin
Was more than I could do;
Now, if] feel its pow’r within,

I feel 1 hate it too.

4 Then all my fervile works were done
A righteoufnefs to raife ; .
Now, freely chofen in the Son, *
I freely choofc his ways.

& What (hall I'de, was thea the word, -

That I may worthier grow ?
‘What fhall I render to the Lord ?
Is my enquiry now.

6 To fee the law by Chrift fulﬁll’d
And hear his pard’ning voice, .
Changes a flave into a child ¥,
And duty imo choice.
L
LXIIL. C. Tbe Hiart bealed and changed by
Mercy. - ;

X IN enflav’d me many years, -
*-> And led me bound and blind ;
Till at length a thoufand fears
Came {warming o’er my mind.
Ny Where, -
® Rom iii. 31.- ’
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Where, I faid in deep diftrefs,
Will thefe finful pleafures end-?
How fhall I fecure my peace,

And make the Lord my friend 2

2 Friends and minifters {aid much,
‘The gofpel to enforce ;
But my blindnefs fill was fuch,
I chofe a legal courfe :
Much I fafted, watch’d, and ftrove,
Scarce would thew my face abroad,
Fear’d, almoft, to fpeak or move,
A ftranger ftill to God.

3  Thus, afraid to traft his grace,
Long time did I rebel ;
Till, defpairing of my cafe,
Down at his feet I fell :
Then my ftubborn heart he broke,
And fubdu’d me to his {fway,
By a fimple word he {poke,
“ Thy fins are done away.”

LX1V. C. Hatred of Sim.

3 HOLY Lord God ! Ilove thy truth,
Nor dare thy leaft commandment flight ;
Yet pierc’d by fin, the ferpent’s tooth,
I mourn the anguith of the bite,

2 But tho’ the poifon lurks within, .
Hope bids me ftill with patience wait,
Till death fhall fet me free from fin,
Free from the only thing I hate,

3 Had I a throne above the reft,
Where angels and archangels dwell,
One fin, unflain, within my breatt,
Would make that heav’n as dark as hell.

N 4 The
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4 The pris'ner, fent to breathe frefh air,
And blefs'd with liberty again,
Would mourn, were he condemn’d to wear
One link of all. his former chain.

.5 But, oh ! no foe invades the blifs,
When glory crowns the Chriftian’s head ;-
One view of Jefus as he is,
Will ftrike all fin for ever. dead.

LXV. Thke Cbild®.

r (UIET, Lord, my froward heart,.
Make me teachable and mild,
Upright, fimple, free from art,
Make me as a weaned child :
From diftruft and envy free,
Pleas’d with all that pleafes thee,-

2 What thou fhalt to-day provide, .
Let me as a child receive ;
What to-morrow may betide, -
Calmly to thy wifdom leave :
*Tis enough that thou wilt care, -
Why fhould I the burden bear ?:

3 As a little child relies-
On a care beyond-his own ;: )
Knows he’s neither ftrong nor wife;
Fears-to ftir a ftep alone: -
Let me thus with-thee abidé,
As my Father, Guard, and Guide."-
4 Thus preferv’d from Satan’s wiles,
Safe from dangers, free from fears, .
May I live upon thy fmiles,
Till the promis’d hour appears, . .
When the fons of God thall prove-
All their Father’s boundlefs love. -
N6 - LXVI.
® Plal, cxxxi. 2. Matth, xviii. 3. 4.
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LXVI. True H/‘bpz"riery;

3 FIX my heart and eyes on thine !

‘What are other obje&s worth?

But to fee thy glory fhine, :

Is a heav’n begun on earth:

Trifles can no longer meve,

Oh! T tread on all befide, .

When I feel my Saviour’s love;’ -

And remember how he dy’d.

2 Now my fearch is at an end,
Now my withes rove no more !
Thus my moments I would fpend,’
Love, and wonder, and adore:
Jefus, fource of excellence !
All thy glorious love reveal !
Kingdoms fhall not bribe me hence,
‘While this happinefs I feel. i

3 Take my heart, ’tis all thine own,
To thy will my {pirit frame;
Thou fhalt reign, and thou alone,
Over all I have, or am:
1f a foolifh thought fhall dare
To rebel againft thy word,

Slay it, Lord, and do not fpare,
Let it feel thy Spirit’s fword. -

4 Making thus the Lord my choice,
I have nothing more to choofe,
But to liften to thy voice,

And my will in thine to lofe:
Thus, whatever may betide,
I fhall fafe and happy be;

" Still content and fatisfy’d,

Having all, in having thee.

) LXVII.
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LXVIL The Happy Debtor,”

1 EN thoufand talents once 1 ow’d,
And nothing.had to pay ;
But Jefus freed me from the load,
And wafh’d my debt away.

2 Yet finee the Lord forgave my fin,
And blotted out my {corz,
Much more indebted 1 have been,
Than e’er 1 was before.
3 My guilt is cancell’d quite, I know,
And fatisfa&ion made ;
But the vaft debt of love I owe
Can never be repaid.

4 The love I owe for fin forgiv'n,
For power to believe,
For prefent peace, and promis’d heav’n,
No angtl can conceive. '
5 That love of thine, thou finner’sFriend !
Witnefs thy bleeding heart! - -
My little all can n¢’er extend
To pay a thoufandth part. . .

6 Nay more, the poor returns I make
" I firft from thee obtain*;
And ’tis of grace, that thou wilt take -
Such poorreturns again. )
% 'Tis well—it fhall my glory be
(Let who will boaft their ftore)
In time and to eternity,
‘To owe thee more and more.

SIMILAR HYMNS.

Book I. Hymn 2y. 50. 70. 93. 122.
Book II. Hymn 23. go. :

* 5 Chron, %Xix, 14
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VL. CAUTIONS:
LXVIII. C. The new Convert.

3 TH'E new-born child of gofpel-grage,
Like fome fair tree when fummer’s nigh;.
Beneath Emanuel’s thining face, .
Lifts up his blpoming branch on high..

2 No fears he, feels, he fees no foes,
"No confli& yet his faith employs, -
Nor has he learnt to whom he owes*
The ftrength and peace his foul enjoys:-

3 Bat fin foon darts its cruel fting,. -
And comforts finking day by day, i
What feem’d his. own, a {elf-fed {pring,.
Proves but a brogk that glides away..

4 When Gideon arm’d his num’raus;hoft,.
The Lord foon made his numbers lefs ;.
And faid, lgfs Ifrael vainly. boaft *,

+ ¢« My arm procur’d me this fuccefs.”

5 Thus will he bring our {pirits down,

And draw oar ebbing comforts low,
“That fav’d by grace, but not our own,.
We may not claim the praife we owe..

.

LXIX. C. True andfalte Comfortss.

- , .
¥ ] Gobp, whofe favourable eye
. -, ‘The fin-fick foulrevives,.
Holy and heav’nly is the joy,
_ Thy fhining prefence gives: -
2 Not fuch'as hypocrites fuppofe, -
Whe with a gracelefs heart,
Tafte not of thee, but drink.a dofe,.
Prepar’d; by Satan’s art.
3- Intoxicating
# Judges, viii. 2.
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3 Iutoxncatmg joys are theirs,
Who, while they boaft their light,.
And feem to foar aboveé the flars,
Are plunging into night.
‘4 Loll'd in a {oft and fatal {leep,
They fin, and yet rejoice ;
Were they indeed the Saviow’s ﬂxeep,.
Would they not hear his voice ?

§ 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..

6 ’Tis joy enough; my All in All,.
At thy dear feet to lie;
Thou wilt not let me lower fall,, s
And none can higher ﬁy.

LXX. Tiue and ﬁdu Zeal.

1 ZEAL is that pure and heav’ nly flame
The fire of love fupplies ;
While that which. often bears.the name,
Is felf in a difguife.

2 True zeal is merciful and mild,
Can pity and forbear ;
The falfeis headftrong, fierce, and wild,
And breathes revenge and war.

3 While zeal for truth the Chriftian warms,,
He knows the worth of peace ;
But felf contends for names and forms, -
Its party to increafe.

4 Zeal has attain’d its higheft aim, .
Its end is. fatisfy’d,
If finners love the Saviour’s name;
Nor feeks it ought befide,
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§ Bat {clf, however well employ’d, |
Has its own ends inview ;| :
And fays, as boafting Jehu cry’d ¥,
¢ Come, fee what I can do.”
G Self may its poor reward obtain, "
And be applauded here ;
. But zeal the beft applaufe will gain,.
When Jefus fhall appear.
% Dear Lord, the idol felf dethrone,
And from our hearts remove ;
And let no zeal by us be thewn,
But that which fprings from'love.- .

LXXL C. A living and a dead Faith:.

1 "] HE Lord receives his higheft praife
From humble minds and hearts fincere ;-
While all the loud profeflor fays: .
Offends the righteous Judge’s ears

2 To walk as children of;the day, - R
To mark the precepts holy light,
To wage the warfare, watch and pray,
Shew who are pleafing in his fight.

3 Not words alone it coft the Lord,
To purchafe pardon for his own; -
Nor will a foul, by grace reftor’d,
Return the Saviour words alone.

4 With golﬂen_ bells, the prieftly veft {,
And rich pomegranates border’d round,.
The need of holinefs exprefs’d,

And call’d for fruit as well as found.

§ Eafy, indeed, it were to reach -
A manfion in the courts above,
If fwelling words and flient {peech
Might ferve inftead of faith and love.
) 6 Bui
* 2 Kings, x. 16, + Exod. xxviii. 33. .
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6 Bat none fhall gain the blifsful place,
Or God’s unclouded glory fee, = .
Who talks of free and fov’reign grace,
Unlefs that grace has made bim free. -

. LXXIL. C. Abuseof the Gospel.
1 TOO many, Lord, abufe thy grace,
’ Ia this licentious day; - .
And while they boaft they fee thy face,
“Tirey turn their own away.
2 Thy book difplays a gracious light,
That can the blind reftore ;
Bat thefe are dazzled by the fight,
And blinded ftill the more,

3 The pardon {uch pre{fume upon,
They do not beg, but fteal;
And when they plead it at thy throney
Oh U- where’s the Spirit’s feal?
4 Was it for this, ye lawlefs tribe,
The dear Redeemer bled?

Is this the grace the faints imbibe
From Chrift the living Head ?

5 Ah! Lord, we know thy chofen few.
Are fed with heav’nly fare ;
But thefe, the wretched hufks they chew,
Proclaim them what they are.

6 The liberty our hearts implore,
*  Isrot to live in fin ;,
But ftill to wait at Wifdom’s door,
Till Mercy calls us in.

LXXIII. C. Tbke narrow Way.

1 "VHAT thoufands never knew the road !
W hat thoufands hate it when tis known !

* None but the clofen tribes of God
“Will feek or chufe it for their own. -
. . 2 A

-
-

A
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2 A thoufand ways in ruin end,
One only leads to joys on high ;: :
By that my willing fteps afcend, - A
Pleas’d with a journey to the fky.

3 No more I'afk, or hope to find, .
Delight'or happinefs below; =~ ~
Sorrow may well poffefs the mind ~ -,
That feeds where thorns and thiftles grows

4 The joy that fades is not for me, . -
I feek 1mmortal joys above; . -
- There glory without end fhiall be .
The bright reward of faith and love,

5 Cleave to the world, ye fordid worms !
Contented lick your native duft ; ’
But God fhall fight, with all his ftorms,,
Againft the idol of your truft.

LXXIV. - €. Dependence..

4 TO keep the lamp alive,.
With oil we fill the bewl ;-
*Tis water makes the willow thrive,.
And grace that feeds the foul. .

3 The Lord's unfparing hand
-Supplies the living ftream ;

It is not at our own command,
Bat f1ill deriv’d from him..

3 Beware of Peter’s word ¥,
Nur confidently fay,
¢ I never wi/l deny thee, Lord,” .
But grant I never may.

4 Man’s wifdom is to feek
His ftrength in God alone; ‘
#A:.d ev’n an angel would be weak,
Whb trufted in his own, . ’
’ §- Retreat:

* Matth, xxvi. 33. &
. 0

i
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5 Retreat beneath his wings,
And in his grace eonfide ;
This more exalts the King of kings *,
Than all your works befide.

6 In Jefus is our ftore, -
Grace iflues from his throne ;
‘Whoever fays, ¢ 1 want no more,”
Confeffes he hasnone.

LXXV. C. Notof Works.

4 GRACE, triumphant in the throne,
Scorns a rival, reigns alone !

Come, and bow beneath her fway,
Caft your idol-works away.
Worl{s of man, when made his plea,
Never fhall accepted be;
Fruits of pride (vain-glorious worm!) |
Are the beft he can perform.

2 Self, the god his foul adores,
Influences all his pow’rs;
Jefus is a flighted name,
Self-advancement all his aim.
But when God the Judge fhall come,
To pronounce the final doom,

Then for rocks and hills to hide
All his works and all his pride !

3 Still the boafting, heart replies,
What ! the worthy and tha wife,
. Friends to temperance and peace,
Have not thefe a righteoufnefs ?
Banifh ev’ty vain pretence
Built on human excellence ;
Perith ev’ry thing in man,
But the grace that never can, -
LXXVEL,.

. & John, 3. 39.

.
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LXXVI. Sii's Deceit.

- 8 QIN, when view’d by feripture-light,
Is a horrid, hateful fight; -

But when feen in Satan’s glafs, .

Then it wears a pleafing face. -

2 When the gofpel-trumpet founds,
When 1 think how grace abounds,
When I feel fweet peace within,
Then P’d rather die than fin. T

3 When the crofs I view by faith, - ‘ '
Sin is madnefs, poifon, death;
Tempt me not, ’tis all in vain,. "~ °
Sure 1 ne’er car yield again,” °

4 Satan, for a while debarr’d,

When he finds moe off my guard, -
Puts his glafs’ before my eyes,
Quickly ather thoughts " arife, _

5 What before excited fears,
Rather pleafing now appearsy
If a fin, it feems fo finall, B
Or, perhaps; no fin at all.

G Often thus,- thre’ fir’s.deceit,

Grief, and thame, and lofs I meet;
Like a fifh, my foul miftook,
Saw the bait; but not the hook.

7 O my Lord ! what fhall I fay ¥
How can L prefume to pray ?

Not a word have I to plead,
Sins like mine are black indced !

8. Made by paft experience wife,
Let me learn thy word to prize;
Taught by what I've felt before,
. “Let me Satan’s glafs abhor,
' LXXVII.

-
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LXXVIL  dre there fow that shall be saved ?

X DESTRUCTION’S dang’rcus road,
: What multitudes purfue !
- While that which lcads the foul to God,
P Is known or fought by few. -
"2 Believers enter in’
- By Chrift, the living gate ;
But they who will not leave their fin,
_ Complaia it istoa frait. . .
-3 If felf muft be deny’d, - .
'And fin forfaken quite, L -
- They rather choofe the way that’s wide, ~
.. And ftrive to think itright, .
4 ' Efrcompafs’d by a.throng,
"+ 7 On numbers they depend ; -
B0 mamy furely can’t be, wrong,
And mifs a happy end. .
5 But numbers are mo mank " R
«  That'men will right be fownd § L,
. A few wese fav'd in Noah’s ark %,
.For many millions drown’d, o
6 ~ Obey e golpel.call, >~ = [T
And enter while you may ; S
The flock of Chrift is always, (neall §; .
And none are fafe bat they,- - .
7  Land, open'finners eyes, ~ 't = 7.
Their awful ffate to fee’; - - v
And make them, ere the ftoim arife, Lo
"To thee for Tafety flee. o

LXXVIIL  The Sluggard.

1 THE withes that the fluggard frathesf,
Of courfe.muft fruitlefs prove ; :
With folded arms he ftands and dreams,
But has no heart to move. ' :
. : : 2 His
® 1 Peu. iii. 20. 1 Luke, xii. 32
{ Prov. vi. xo. xxiv. 30, xxii. 13, xx, 4.
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8 His field from others may be known,
The fence is broken thro’ ;
The ground with weeds is overgrown,
And no good crop in view.

3 No hardthip he, or toil, can bear,

No difficulty meet ; :
He wattes his hours at home, for fear
Of lions in the Rreet, .

4 What wonder, then, if floth and fleep
" Diftrefs and famine bring !
- Could he in harveft hope to reap,
- Who will not fow in fpripg ? .

5 ’sz often thus in foul-concerns ;
i __We gofpel-fluggards fee,
Who, if a with would ferve their tums,
Might true believers be..” -

6 But when the preacher bids thcm watch,
~ And feck, and ftrive, and pray *;
At ev'ry ‘poor excufe thcy catch ) .
A lion in'the way'!

5 To ufe the means of grace, how Ioth !
We call them ftill in vain ;
They yield to their beloved floth,
And fold their arms again,

8 Dear Baviour, let thy pow’r appear,
" The outward call to aid;
~ Thefe drowfy fouls can only hear
The voice that wakes the dead. .

LXXIX. - Not in Word, but in Power.

1 W foon the Saviour’s gracious call,
Difarm’d the rage of bloody Saul -l- !
Jefus, the knowledge of thy name,
Changes the Yion to a lamb !
2 Zaccheus,
® 1 Cor.ix. 24. Luke, xiii. 24. 1 A8, ix. 6.
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2 Zaccheus, when he knew the Lord *,
What he had gain'd by wrong, reftor'd ;
And of the wealth he priz’d before,
He gave the half to feed the poor. -

3 The woman who fo vile had been +,
When brought to weep o’er pardon’d fin,
Was from her evil ways eftrang’d, ,
And thew’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?
. Then it was mighty, all allow,
And is it but a netion now?

" & Can they whom pride and paffion fway,
~ Who mammon and the world obey,
In epvy or contention live, 4
Prefume that they indeed believe ?

+6 True faith unites to Chrift the root,
By him producing.holy fruit ; -
. And they who no fuch fruit can thow, -
Still on the ftock -of nature grow.

4 Lord, let thy word effeGual prove,
- To work in us obedient love !
And may each one who hears it dread -
A name to live, and yet be dead t. P

SIMILAR HYMNS. _

Book I.- fo'mr 8. 0. ‘85. 87. 91. 104, 125, - |
T 139. 141 L
Book II. " Hymn 334. 49..86. 9T. 99.

’ | VIL

# Luke, xix. 8.  + Luke, vil. 47+ 1 Rev.iii. 1.
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LXXX, C.  Praise for Faith,

X O.F all the gifts thine hand beftows,
Thou Giver of all good !
Not heaven itfelf a richer knows,
Than my Redeemer’s bloed. -

2 Faith too, the blood-receiving grace,
From the fame hand we gain; -

Elfe, {weetly as it fuits onr. cafe, -
That gift had been i in vain. - .

3 “Till thou thy teachmg pow’r 3pply, -
Our hearts refufe to fee;, - - N
And wesk, as a diftémper’d: eye,
‘Shut out the view of thee. -

4 Bﬁn& to the merits of thy Son,
.f.". " ~What mis'ry we endure ! .
Yet fly that hand, -from which alene -
" We could expeét a cure.

5 “We praife thee, and would praife thee morc,
To thee our all we owe; :
The precious Saviour,. and the pow’r.
" That makesh’lm prec:gus toe. - .

LKXXI . C, Graqezznd Prowdmce.

Ame;a'rY King ! whofe wendrous hand
Suppoits the weight of Tea and land,

* Whofe grace is fuch a boundlefs ftore,

No heart thall break that fighs for morg.

-2 Thy providence fupplies my food,
" And tis thy blefling makes it good
My foul is nourifh’d by thy word,
Let foul and body praife the Lord,

3 My
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3 My ftreams of outward comfort came
From Him, who built this earthly frame ;
Whate’er I want his bounty gives,

By whom my foal for ever lives.

4 Either his hand preferves from pain,
Or, if I feel it, heals again;
From Satan’s malice fhields my breaft,
Or over-rules it for the beft.

§ Forgive the fong that falls fo low
Beneath the gratitude I owe !
It means thy praife, however poor,
An angel’s fong can do no more,

LXXXII. Praise for rédeeming Love,

T ET us Jove, and sing, and wonder,
Let vs praise the Saviour’s name !
He has hufh’d the Law’s loud thunder,,
-He has quench’d Mount Sinai’s flame :
He has wafh’d us with his blood,
He has brought us nigh to God.

2 Let us /Jove the Lord who bought us,
Pity’d us when enémies,
Call’d us by his grace, and taught us,
Gave us ears, and gave us eyes:
He has wath’d us with his blood,
He prefents our fouls to God.

3 Let us sing, tho’ fierce temptations
Threaten hard to bear us down !
For the Lord, our ftrong falvation ¥,
Holds in view the conqu’ror’s crown: -
He who wath’d us with his Elood,
Soon will bring us home to God.

0 4 Let

# Rev. ii, 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 atks no more :
He who wath’d us with his blood,
Has fecur’d our way to God.
5 Let us praise, and join the chorus
Of the faints enthron’d on high ;
Here they trufted him befote us,
Now thelr praifes fill the fky * :
<« Thou haft wafh’d us with thy blood ;
Thou art worthy, Lamb of God !”,
6 Hark, the name of Jefus founded
Loud from golden harps above !
Lord, we blufh, and are confounded,
Faint our praifes, cold our love !
Wath our fouls and fongs with blood,
For by thee we come to God.

*LXXXIIL C. T will praise the Lord at all tingf:.

3 WINTER has a joy for me,
: While the Saviour’s charms I read,
Lowly, meek, from blemifh free,
In the fnow-drop’s penfive head.
2 Spring returns, and brings along
Lifetinvigorating, {uns :
Hark ! .the turtle’s plaintive fong,
Seems ‘to {peak his dying groans !
Summer has a thoufand charms,”
All expreflive of his worth ;
. 'Tis his fun that lights and warms,
His the air that cools the earth, -
4 What ! has autumn left to fay . -
Nothing of a Saviour’s grace ?
Yes, the beams of milder day :
‘Tell me of his fmiling face.
’ Li
“* Rev. v. 9. 5 Loght
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-5 Light appears with early dawn ;
While the fun makes hatfte to rife,
See his bleeding beauties drawn
On the blufhes of the fkies.

‘6 Ev’ning with a filent pace,

Slowly moving in the weft,
Shews an‘emblem of his grace,
Points to an cternal reft.

LXXXIV. Perseverance.

1 REJO!CE, believer, in the Lord,
Who makes your caufe his own.;
The hope that’s built upon his word
Can ne’er be overthrown.
3 Tho’ many foes befet your road,
And feeble is your arm; -
Your life is hid with Chrift in God *,
Beyond the reach of harm.
3 Weak as you are, you fhall not faint,
Or, fainting, thall not die ;
Jefus, the ftrength of ev’ry faint +,
Will aid you from on high.
4 Tho' fometimes unperceiv’d by fenfe,
Faith fees him always near,
A Guide, a Glory, a'-Defence ;
Then what have you to fear ?
5 As furely as he overcame,
. And triumph’d once for you,
So furely yoa that love his name, -
Shall triumph:in him too.

' ‘LXXXV. Salvation.
3 SALVATION ! what a glorious plan,

How fuited to our need ! |
The grace that raifes fallen man
JIs wonderful indeed ! -
Oa 2 "Twas
# Col. iii. 3. . -} 1fa. xL 29.
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2 'Twas wifdom form’d the vaf defign,
To ranfom us when loft ;
And love’s unfathomable mine
Provided all the coft.

3 Stri& Juftice, with approving look,
The holy cov’nant feal’d ;
And Truth and Power undertook
The whole fhould be fulfill’d.

4 Truth, Wifdom, Juftice, Pow’r, and Love,
In all their glory fhone,
When Jefus left the courts above,
And dy’d to fave his own.

5 Truth, Wifdom, Juftice, Pow’r, and Love,
Are equally difplay’d ; \
Now Jefus reigns enthron’d above, -
Our Advocate and Head.

6 Now fin appears deferving death,
Mott hateful and abkorr’d ;
And yet the finner lives by faith,
And dares approach the Lord.

LXXXVI. Reigning Grace.

1 NOW may the Lord reveal his face,
And teach our flamm’ring tongues
To make his fov’reign, reigning grace ¥,
' The fubje& of our fongs !
No fveceter fubjeét can invite S
A fintier’s heart to fing,
Or more difplay the glorious right
Of our exalted King.
2 This fubje& fills the ftarry plains
With wonder, joy, and love;
And furnifhes the nobleft firains

For all the harps above ;* g

\ » Whﬂe

* Rom. v- 21, ,

d
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While the redeem’d in praife combine
To grace upon the throne ¥,

Angels in folemn chorus join, . .
And make the theme their own.

- 4 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
Againft the chofen few 1 ;

Secur’d by grace’s conqu’ring reign,
They all thall conquer too.

4 Grace tills the foil, and fows the {eeds,

Provides the fun and rain; ,

“Tiil from the tender blade proceeds
The ripen’d harveft-grain.

*Twas grace that call’d our fouls at firft 3
By grace thus far we’re come ;

And grace will help us thro’ the wortft,
And lead us fafely home.

§ Lord, when this changing life is paft,

If we may fee 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 owc,
Altho’ we cannot pay.

LXXXVIL. Praise to the Redeem:r,

b 4 PREPARE a thankful fong
To the Redeemer’s name !
His pralfes fhould employ each tongue,
And ev’ ry heart inflame !
, O3 2 He
* Rev. v. g 12, + Phil. i, 6.
$ Rom, viil 35-—39. § Pial cxv. 1.
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2 He laid his glory by,
And dreadful pains endur’dy
That rebels, fuch as you and I,.
From.wrath might be fecur’d..
3 Upon the erofs he dy’d,.
Our debt of fin to pay ;
The blood and water from his fide.
Wafh guilt and filth away.
4  And now he pleading ftands,
For us, before the throne,.
And anfwers all the law’s demands .
With what himfelf hath done.
5 He fees us, willing flaves.
To fin, and Satan’s pow’r;
But, with an outftretch’d arm, he faves,,
In his appointed hour.
6 The Holy Ghoft he fends,.
Our ftubborn fouls to move,
To make his enemies his friends, .
And conquer them by love.
The love of fin departs,
The.life of grace takes place,
Soon as his voice invites our hearts.
To rife and feek his face.
8  The world and. Satan rage,
But ke their pow’r controuls ;.
- His wifdom, love, .aod truth, engage-
Protetion for our fouls.
Tho’ prefs’d, we will not yield,
But fhall prevail at length ;.
For Jefus is our fun and fhield,
Our righteoufnefs and ftrength,.
1o Affur’d that Ghrift, our King,_
"~ Will put our foes to flight, .
_ We on the field of battle fing,. -
And. trinumph while we fight..
LXXXY¥III..

-
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LXXXVHI. Man by Nature, Grace, and
Glory.

3 LORD, what is man ? extremes how wide,
In this myfterious nature join !
The fleth, to worms and duft ally’d,
The foul, immortal and divine !

2 Divine at firft, a holy flame
Kindled by the Almighty’s breath ;
Till, ftain’d by fin, it foon became
The feat of darknefs, ftrife, and death,

3 But Jefus, Oh! amazing grace !
Aflum’d our nature as his own,
Obey’d and fuffer’d in our place,
Then took it with him to his throne.

4 Now what is man, when grace reveals«
Fhe virtue of a Saviour’s blood ?
Again a life divine he feels,

Defpifes earth, and walks with God. -

§ And what in yonder realms above,

Is ranfom’d man ordain’d to be?
With honour, holinefs, and love, .
No feraph more adorn’d than he.

6 Neareft the throne, and firft in fong,
Man fhall his hallelujahs raife ;
While wond’ring angels round him tlitong, .
And {well the chorus of his praife.

SIMILAR HYM-NSs

Book I. Hymn §7. 8. 59. 79. 80.
Baok 1I. Hymn 37. 38. 39. 4t. 42,

0‘4 ' VHI.



320c SHORT HYMNS. BookIII,

\VIII, SHORT HYMNS.

BEFORE SERMON.

HYMN LXXXIX.

CONFIRM the hope thy word allows,
Behold us waiting to be fed; :

Blefs tlie provifions of thy houfe,

And fatisfy thy poor with bread :

Drawn by thine invitation, Lord,

Athirft and hungry we are come ;

Now, from the fulnefs of thy word,

Feaft us, and fend us thankful home.

HYMN XGC.
1 NOW, Lord, infpire the preacher’s heart,
And teach his tongue to fpeak ;
Food to the hungry foul impart, -
And cordials to the weak.

2 Furnifh us all with light and pow’rs.
To walk in Wifdom’s ways ;
So fhall the benefit be ours,
And thou fhalt have the praife.

HYMN XcI

1 THY promife, Lord, and thy command,
-‘Have brought us here to-day ;
And now, we humbly waiting ftand
To hear what thou wilt fay *.

.2 Meet us, we pray, with words of peace,
And fill our hearts with love ;
That from our follies we may ceafe,
- And henceforth faithful prove.
" HYMN

* Pfal, Ixxxv. 8,
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‘HYMN XCIL

I HUN GRY, and faint, and poor,
Behold us, Lord, again
Affembled at thy mercy’s door,
Thy bounty to obtain.

2 Thy word invites us nigh,
* Or we maft flarve indeed ;

For we no money have to buy,
No righteoufnefs to plead.

"3 The food our fpirits want

Thy hand alone can give ;
Oh ! hear the pray’r of faith, and grant
That we may eat and live,

HYMN XCIIIL
Pfal. cvi. 4. 5.

31 R EMEMBER us, we pray thee, Lord,
With thofe who love thy graciousname 3
And to our fouls that good afford,
Thy promife hes prepar’d for them.

3 To us thy great falvation thaw,
Give us a tafte of love divine
That we thy people’s joy may know,
And in their holy trinmph join, s

HYMN XCIV.
1 NOT to Sinai’s dreadful blaze ¥,

But to Zion’s throne of grace,
By a way mark’d out with blood,
Sinners ngw approgch to God,
‘ 2 Not
# Heb. xii. 18. 23.
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2 Not to hear the fiery law,.
But with humble joy to draw"
Water, by that well fupply’d %,
Jefus open’d when he dy’d..

3 Lord, there are no ftreams but thine
Can afluage a thirft like mine;
"Tis a thirft thyfelf didft give,
Let me, therefore, drink and live..

HYMN XCV.

1 OFTEN thy public means of grace,
Thy thirfly people’s wat’ring place,.
The archers have befet+; -
Attack’d them in thy houfe of pray’r,
To prifon dragg’d, or to the bar,
When thus together met.
2 But we from fuch aflaults are freed,
Can pray, and fing, and hear, and read,.
And meet, and part, ifi peace:
May -we our privileges prize,
In their improvement make us wife;.
And blefs us with increafe.
3 Unlefs thy prefence thou afford,
Unlefs thy bleffing clothe. the. word,
In vain onr liberty !
What would it profit to maintain
A name for life, fhould we remain
Formal and dead to thee?

AFTER SERMON.
HY M N XCVIL
DBeut. xxxiii. 26. 29,

I8 ‘ ITH"Ifrael’s God who can compare ?:
Or who like Ifrael happy are ?
O people faved by the Lord,
He is thy fhield and great reward !
2 Upheld :
#Ifa. xii. 3.. 1 Judges, v. 11.. Pae
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2 Upheld by everlafting arms,
Thou art fecur’d from foes and harms ;
In vain their plots, and falfe their boatts,
Our refuge is the Lord of hofts.

HEYMN XCVIIL
Habakkuk, iii. 17. 18

JESUS is mine ! I’m now prepar’d

To meet with what I thought moft hard ;

Yes, let the winds of trouble blow,

And comforts melt away like fnow ;

No blafted trees, or failing crops,.

€an hinder my eternal hopes ;-

Tho' creatures change, the Lord’s the fame

Then let me triumph in his name,

HYMN XCVII..

WE feek a reft beyoud the fkies,

- In everlafting day ;-

Thro’ fleods and flames the paffage lies,
But Jefus guards the way :

The {welling flood, and raging flame, .
Hear and obey his word ;

Then let us triumph in his name,
Our Saviour is the Lord:

HY MN XCIX.
- Deut. xxxii. 9. 10.

! THE 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..

2 He finds them in a barren land,
Befet with fins, and fears, and woes;
He leads and guides them by his hand,
And bears them fafe from all their foes.
HYMN:
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HYMN C.

Hebrews, xiii. 20. 24,

I NOW may he who from the dead
- Brought the Shepherd of the theep,
Jefus Chrift, our King and Head,
All our fouls in fafety keep § !

2 May he teach us to fulfil
What is pleafing in his fight ;
Perfe us in all his will,
And preferve us day and night !

3 To that dear Redeemer’s praife,
Who the cov’nant feal’d with blood,
Let our hearts and voices raife
Loud thankfgivings to our God.

HYMN CIL

. 2 Corinthians, xiii. 14.

NIAY the grace of Chrift our Saviour,
And the Father’s boundlefs love,
With the Holy Spirit’s favour, :
Reft upon us from above !

Thus may we abide in union

With each other, and the Lord ;

And poffefs, in fweet communion,

Joys which carth cannot afford.

HYMN CIL

THE peace which God alone reveals,

And by his word of grace imparts,

Which only the believer feels ¥,

Dirett and keep, and cheer your hearts:

. , And
# Phil. iv. 7.
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And may the Holy Three in One,
The Father, Word, and Comforter,
Pour an abundant blefling down

On ev’ry foul affembled here !

HYMN CHL

E thee our wants are known,
From thee are all our pow’rs ;
Accept what is thine own,
And pardon what is ours :
Our praifes, Lord, and pray’ss receive,
And to thy word a blefling give.

2 Oh! grant that each of us
Now met before thee here,
May meet together thus,
When thou and thine appear !
And follow. thee to heav’n our home.
Evn fo, Amen, Lord Jefus, come *.

e

GLORIA PATRIL

HYMN CIV.

1 THE FaTHER we adore,
And everlafting Sow,
The SeiriT of his love and pow’r,
The glorious Three in One.

2 At the creation’s birth
This fong was fung on high,
Shall found, thro’ ev'ry age, onearth,
And thro’ eternity.

32§

HYMN

#* Rev.v. 20.
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HYMN CV,. ’

3 FATHER of angels and of men,
Saviour, who haft us bought,
Spirit by whom we’re born again, -
And fan&ify’d and taught ! ‘

2 Thy glory, holy Three in One, - .-
Thy people’s fong fhall be ;
Long as the wheels-of time fhall run,
And to eternity.

HYMN CVIL

LORY to God the Father’s name,
To Jefus, who for finners dy’d ;
The Holy Spirit claims the fame,
By whom eur{ouls are fanétify'd.

2 Thy praife was fung when time began
By angels, thro’ the ftarry fpheres;

- And fhall, as now, be fung by man
Thro’ vaft eternity’s long years.

HYMN CVIL

YE faints on earth, afcribe, with heaven“s
high hoft, :

Glory and honour to the One in Three;

To Gop.the FATHER, SoN, and HoLY Grost,

As was, and is, and evermore fhall be,
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- I’d brave the eagle’s tow’ring wing,

POEMS.

The Kite ; or, Pride must bave a fail.

My waking dreams are best conceal’d
Mu‘b Solly, little good they yield ;

But now and then I gain, when sleeping,
A /'rmtd{y bint that’s worth the keeping
Lately I dreamt of one who cry'd,
¢ Beware of self, beware of pride ;
When you are prone to build a Bubel,
Recall to mind this little fable.”’

ONCE on a time a paper kite

Was mounted to a wondrous hewht,
Where, giddy with its elevation,
It thus exprefs’d felf-admiration :
¢ See how yon crowds of gazing people
Admire my flight above the fteeple;
How would they wonder if they knew
All that a kite like me can do !
Were I but free, I'd take a flight,

%ind‘ pierce the clouds beyond their fight ;

ut, ah ! like a poor psis’ner bound,
My ftring confi .es me near the ground ;
Might I but fly without a ftring.”

It tugg’d and pull’d, while thus it fpoke,
To break the ftring—at laft it broke,
Depriv'd at once of all its ftay,

In vain it try’d to foar away ;

Unable its own weight to bear, .

It flutter’d downward thro’ the air ;

Unable its own courfe to gmde,

The winds {oon plung’d it in the tide.

._Ah'! foolith kite, thoa hadil no wmg,

""How couldft thou fly without a ftring 2
My heart reply’d, « O Lord ! I fee

How much this Kite refembles me.
o P Forgetful
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Forgetful that by thiee I ftartd, .

Impatient of thy raling hand ;

How oft I've with’d to break the lines

Thy wifdom for my lot affigns?

How oft indulg’d a vain defire

For fomething more, or fomething highex 2-
. And, but for grace and love divine, . .

A fall thus dreadful had been mine.””

A Thonght on the Sea-Shore.

I IN ev’ry obje& here Ifee-
Something, O Lord! that leads to thee.
Firm as the rocks thy promife ftands,
Thy mercies countlefs as the fands,
Thy love a fea immenfely wide,
Thy grace an ever-flowing tide. v

2. In ev’ry object-here I fee
Something, my heart, that points-at thee...
Hard as the rocks. that bound the ﬁrand,,
Unfruitful as the barren fand, :
Deep and deceitful as the. ocean,
And, like the tides, in conﬁant motxon. &

. The Spider and Toad.

SOME author (no great matter who,.
Provided what he fays be true),

Relates he faw, with hoftile rage,

A fpider and a toad engage :

For tho’ with poifon both are ﬁor’d

Each by the other is.abhorr’d.

It feems as if their common venom.

Provok'd an enmity hetween ’em.. -

Implacable, mahcxous, cruel,

Like modern hero in a duel,

The fpider darted on his. foe,

Infixing death at ev’ry blow.

, . The
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The toad, by ready inftin& taught,

An antidote,, when wounded, fought
From the herb Plantane, growing near,
Well known to toads its virtues rare,
The {pider’s poifon to repel ;

It cropp’d the leaf, and foon was well,.
This remedy it often try’d,

And all the {pider’s rage defy’d..

The perfon who the conteft view'd,.
While yet the battle doubtful 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 feek relief, and.found it not,

1t {well’d and dy’d.upon the fpot..

In ev’ry circumitance but one, .
(Could that hold too,. I were undone),.
No glafls can reprefent my face
More juftly than this tale my cafe.
The toad’s an emblem of my heart,.

- And Satan a&ts the fpider’s part.
. Envenom’d by his poifon, 1

* Am often at the point to die;

But he who hung upon the tree,
From guilt and woe.to fet me free, §
. 1s like the Plantane leaf to me. :
To him my wounded foul repairs,
He knows my pain, and hears my pray’rs ;
,From him I virtue draw by faith,
‘Which faves me from the jaws of death :
From him freth life and firength L gain,
And Satan fpends.his rage in vain,
No fecret arts or open force,
Can rob me of this fure refource,

s Tho” banifh’d to fome diftant land,

My med’cine would be fill at hand ;
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Tho’ foolith men its worth deny,
Experience gives them all the lie ;

Tho’ Deifts and Socinians join,

Jefus ftill lives, and ftill is mine.

’Tis here the happy diff’rence lies,

My Saviour reigns above the fkies,

Yet to my foul is always near, .
For heds God, and ev’ry where, "

His blood a fov’reign balm is found

For ev’ry grief and ev'ry wound ;

And fooner all the hills fhall flee

And hide themfelves beneath the fea ;
Or Ocean, ftarting from its bed,

Ruth o’er the cloud-topt mountain’s head
The fun, exhaufted of 1its light,

Become the fource of endlefs night;
And ruin fpread from pole to pole,
Than Jefus fail the tempted foul.
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