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On the CRUCIFIXION..

Who bath believed the Report 2 1fa, Liii. 1.

1. f YALM as the midnight is my foul,
C When underneath the sLoopy TREE ;
"I'is there my thoughts fublimely roll,
Revolving on that MmysTERY |

2. There I behold, lift up on high,
The mark of unrelenting fcorn;
‘The Gop whofe wifdom form’d the fky,
The Man of griefs—forfook, forlorn.

3. The MaN, at whom the FATHER cries,
““ Awake, O fword ! and vengeance take
““ On Him, who now devoted lies
‘““ A furety for the finner’s fake |

4« Spare not His body, nor His foul ;
““ On Him the whole demand thall lie -

“ Himfelf has undertook the whole,

‘“ And HE the whole fhall fatisty.

5. HE only fhall the wing-PRESss tread,

““ “T'he dregs of my difpleafure tafte :

“ On Him, and on His guiltlefs head,
“ T'he weight of my revenge fhall reft.”

6. Is this then HE that comes from far,
From Epom with His garments dy’d ?
Is this the bright, the Morning STAR,
Eclips’d-as mourning for His bride ?

7. Is this the Father’s only Son,
The image of Himfelf unfeen ?
The fulnefs of the THREE in ONE,
In likenefs of the fons of men ?

8. In whom I view th’ incarnate Gop,
An Isaac on the altar flain ;
No Angel there to ftay THAT rod,
- Orbid, “ Refheath the fword again,”

9. There then I fee the Prince of Peace,
Lorp'of the living and the dead,

Pour from His wounded fide’s recels
The laft rich drop He has to fhed.

Y0. "Tis there I fee each legal type,
Dreadful unfolded to my view;
The pascaL Lams for flaughter ripe,
he great hurnt-offering burnt anew.

- ¥L. There too, with them who ftood around
His crofs, with tearful eyes I fee,
- Freth myft'ries ftreaming from that wound,
2+ That, as it fireams, atones for Me !
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32. There, with the Mother of her L.oRDp,
Whofe foul the fword of anguilh pierc’d,

I feem to {hare the fad record,
And weep, with her, the fcenc rehears’d.

13. There 1 behold the mighty SuN
In darknefs plunge his vifual rays;
And there the pale and fhiv’ring Moon,

For {orrow {cems to vail her face.

14. All Nature feels the direful fhocx,
As Nature’s {elf abhorr’d their deeds ;

While Jewifh hearts, more hard than rock,
Revile the Sufferer as He bleeds.

1. Tis there I fec what {in deferves,
>Tis there I fec what fin has done,
When on that crofs mine eye oblerves
The Father’s Co-eternal Sox !

16. There I bewail, with downcalt cyes,
My own ingratitude and fhame;

How much I neced, yet litile prize,
The merits of the bleeding Lams !

17.”Tis there, in types of blood, I read,
What Juftice might have done to Me;
Transferr’d from my offending head,
And nail’d with JEsus to the tree.

18. ’Tis there, between two T'hieves, I view’
The only innocent and juft ;
The GOD of all, who all things knew,
Humbled with FELons to the duit.

19. Tis there, with wonder, I behold,
What Patriarchs once could fcarce conceive ;

Nor Prophets, tho’ themfelves foretold,
For wonder, eafily beheve.

»0. There I behold th angelic throng
Rending o’er Heav’n’s eternal {teep,

While Seraphs, ftruck, fufpend their {ong,
And high Archangels feem to weep |

51. There G aBriEL, foremoft of the chor, * .
Hangs o’er his harp with melting eye,

To fee the Gop that did infpire
That harp with life, ACCURSED die !

55, Nor feems ev’n Hell without its fhare,
Siez’d with diftradtion’s wild amaze;
Their cye-lids flath more horrid glare,
As {corch’d with flames of fiercer blaze.

23. Their lofs bewail’d with fhriller cries,
Their fall a fate no tongue can tell 5
But funk as judgment feems to rife,

They deeper link to deeper Hell ! |
| | 24. The
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24. The§d§l ARCH-FIEND, with BRUISED head,
Now thudders for his future doom ;
While Siv and DEATH united dread B
The approaching triumph of the Toms * !

25. All this, and more, methinks I fee,
By Farrn’s ftrong realizing eye;
My curfe all cancell’d on that tree
On which the TreE of Lire did die!

26. ¢ But when (I afk) did this begin?
«¢ Who firft fuch thoughts of love could dare?
¢« 'With art divine condemn the fin, +
¢« And yet the finner Kindly fpare !”

27.1 alk’d, and, as I Liften’d, heard
This gracious anfwer to my plea :
¢¢ F’er yet Creation’s felf appear'd,
¢ Or ought but DEITY could be:

28. ¢ E’er the bright orb that lLights the day,
¢t Qr that fair lamp that gilds the night;
¢« E’er thone the ftars, whofe clulter’d ray
¢ Adorns the firmament with light -

29, ¢ High as the FounT from whence 1t low’d,
¢ Deep as the fource from whence 1t fprung;
¢¢ E’er feraph forms extatic glow’d,
¢« Or morning ftars their mattins {ung,

30. ¢ This myftery of LovE began;
¢«¢ Tts fource in His eternal mind,
«« Who Gop with God, as Man with Man,

¢¢ Then fware to refcue loft mankind.

31. ¢ In that great moment all was fix’d ;
¢ T come, (he cries) to do thy will ;
¢ Be judgment but with mercy mix’d,
¢« And I her vengeance will fulfil.

32. ¢ T will the finner’s curfe fuftain,
¢ T will the debt of juftice pay;
¢ The Law’s long injur’d rights regain,
¢ And bear the injurer’s guilt away I’
23. ¢ His word th’ Incarnate SURETY kept;
¢« And well prepar’d to feel the fmart,
¢ Thy furety has difcharg’d the debt,
¢« And fnatch’d its dagger from thy heart.

1. ¢ Took on Himfelf the load of fin,

a .
¢« Content to bear IMPUTED guilt,
¢¢ He ftill remain’d untaint within,

<« And fpotlefs as the blood He fpilt.

35. ¢ Be then His adts thy wonder’s joy,
¢ Thy life the witnefs of His love;
¢ Jts fweet defcant thy fweet émploy,
«« >*Till fown in death it blooms abovye.

* The Refurretion, 26, ¢ Where
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36. ¢ Where long as Heav’n itfelf thall live, & §
¢« Long as the Gop that died for thee ;
¢ So long His love fhall life furvive,

“ And Saints revolve the MYSTERY 1”

On the RESURRECTION.
- 2
The LORD is KING'! i-fM N

1. LL hail the power of JESU’s name! *# =
A Let Angel’s proftrate fall; , .
ring forth the royal diadem, S
T'o crown Him Lorp of All
2. Let high-born Seraphs tune the lyre,
And, as they tune it, fall

Before His face who tunes their choir, . .2
And crown Him Lorp of All. .... . .

3. Crown Him, ye morning ftars of light,
Who fix’d this floating ball ;
Now hail the ftrength of IskAEL’s might,
And crown Him Lorb of All

4. Crown Him, ye martyrs of your Gob,
Who from His ArTar call;
Extol the ftem of JEsse’s rod,
"And crown Him Lorp of All.

5. Ye feed of IsraEL’s chofen race,
Ye ranfom’d of the fall,

Hail Him who faves you by His grace,
And crown Him Lorp of All

6. Hail Him, ye heirs of Davip’s line,
Whom David LORD did call;
The GOD incarnate, Man DIVINE;
And crown Him Lorp of All

. SINNERS | whofe love: can ne’er forget
‘The worMwoop and the GatLL,
Go—ipread your trophies at His feet,
And crown him Lorp of All

8. Let every tribe and every tongue
That bound Creation’s call,
Now fhout in univerfal {ong,

The CROWNED LORD of ALL!
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