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COLLECTION

OF

H Y M N &

Tbe 53d. Chapter of Isa1a H.

i HO hath believ’d the Tidings? Who ?
Or felt the Joy our Words impart 2

(Gladly confefs’d our Record true,

And found the Saviour in his Heart ?
Planted in Nature’s barren Ground,

And cherifh’d by Jenova n’s Care,
‘There fhill th® Immortal Seed be found,

The Root Divine fhall flourith there !

2 Sce the Defire of Nations comes ;
Nor outward Pomyp befpeaks F:im near,
A Veil of Flefh the Gop aflfumes,
A Servant’s Form he {toops to wear;
Ele lays his every Glory by ;
Ignobly low, obfcurely mean,
Of Beauty void, in Reafon’s Eye,
"I'he Source of Lovelinefs is {feen.
A 2 71 Rejelled
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3 Rejetted and defpis’d of Men,

A Man of Griefs, inur’d to Woe4

His only Intimate is Pain,
And Grief is all his Life helow.

We faw, and from the irkfome Sight
Difdainfully our Faces turn’d ;

Hell followed him with fierce Defpight,
And Earth the humble Abjeét {corn’d.

4 Surely for us He humbled was,

And griev’d with Sorrows not his own :
Of all His Woes were We the Caufe,

We fill'd his Soul with Pangs unknown.
Yet Him th’ Offender we efteem’d,

Stricken by Heav’'n’s vindi¢tive Rad,
AliCted for Himfelf we deem’d,

And punifh’d by an Angry Gono.

s But©O! with our Tranfgreffions flain’d,
For our Offence He wounded was ;
Qurs were the Sins that bruis'd, and pain’d,
And fcourg’d, and nail’d Him to the Crofs.
The Chaftifement that bought our Peace,
To Sinners due, on him was laid ;
Confcience be (i1l ! Thy Terrors ceafe!
The Debt’s difcharg’d, the Ranfom’s paid.

6 What tho’ we All as wand’ring Sheep
Fuve left our Gop, and lov'd to itray,
Refus’d his mild Commands to keep,
And madly ure’d the downward Way 3
Father, on Him thy Bolt did {all,
The Mortal Law thy Son fulfii'd,
Thou laid’ft on Him the Guilt of All,
And by his Stripes we All are heal’d.

- Accus’d his Mouth He open’d not,
He anfwer’d not bv Wrongs oppreff ;
Pure tho’ He was from finful Spot

Our Guilt e Silently confelt ! |
- Moeek
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Meck as a Lamb to Slaughter led,

A Sheep before his Shearers dumb,
"T'o fuffer in the Sinner’s {icad

Behold the fpotlefs Viétim come |

¢ Who could his heav’nly Birth declare
When bound by Man he filent ftood,
When Worms arraign’d Him at the Bar,
And doom’d to Death th’ Eternal God!
Patient the Suff’rings to {uflain
The Vengeance to Trinf{grefors duc,
Guiltlefs He groan’d, and ay’d for Man.
Sinners rejoice, He dy’d for you!

g For your imputed Guilt he blez,

Made Sin a finful World to {ave ;
Meekly he funk among the Deadl :

The Rich fupply’d an Hononr’d Grave ?
For O! devoid of Sin, and free

From A&ual or Intail’d Of:nce,
No Sinner in Himfelf was llie,

But pure and perfect Innocence.

so Yet Him th’ Almighty Father’s Will

With bruifirg Chaitifement: puarfu’s,

Doom’d Him tiie Weicht of Sin o tued,
Ard fternly juft requir’d kis Blood.

But lo! the Mort:l Debt is paid,
The collly Socrifice 15 o’er,

His Soul, for Sin an O 'ring made,
Revives, and He il die no more.

- 1 His num’rous Sced He now fhall lee,
Scatter’d thro’ ol the liarth abrond,
left watn His Immort.lily,
Begot by Him, and boin of Goad.,
Hecad to his Church o’er all beiow
Long fhull He here his Sons {u..an 3
Their beunding Fearts Lis Power fhall kncw,
And blefs the lov'd Mefiiah’s Keign.
A 3 12 TTwit
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12 *T'wixt God and Them He ftill fhall {tand,

'T'he Children whom his Sire hath given,
1 heir Caufe fhall profper m his Hand,

While Ricur gousx~Eesslooksdown from Heav’n.
W hile pleas’d He counts the ranfom’d Race,

And ealls, and draws them {rom above ;
"Fhe Travail of his Soul {urveys,

Aud reits in his Redeeming Love.

i 3 *Tisdone! my Juftice asks no more,

The Satisfa&iion’s fully made :

T heir Sins He in his Body bore ;
"Their Surety all the Debt has paid.

My Righteous Servant and my Son
Shall each believing Sinner clear,

And All, who ftoop t"abjure their own,
Saall in His Righteoufnefs appear.

r.. Them fthall He claim His juft Defert,

Them His Inheritance receive,

And many a contrite humble Fleart
W:il i tor his Pofieflion give.

Suarin He thence fhali chale away,
Aflert his Ri:ht, his Fees o’crcome ;

styenger than tell, retrieve the Prey,
And bear the Spail triumphant Home.

v5 vercharg’d with all their Guile he ftood,

vinners {rein 5-fF'ring to redegm,

vor them he pour’d our ail his Blood,
"Thear Subilitute, He dicd for T iiem.

klc dy’d; aud rvofe his Death to plead,
T'o teftuiy their Sins forgiv n—

And {1l 1 hear him iutercecd,
And itill e makes thew Claim to Heav’n!

Divine
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DiviNneg Love. From the German.

1 HOU hidden Love of Gop, whofe Height,
Whofe Depth ynfathom’d no Man knows,
I fee from far thy beauteous Light,
Inly I figh for thy Repofe.
My Heart 1s pain’d, nor can it be
At Retit, till it find Reft in Thee,

2 Thy {ecret Voice invites me ftiil
'1"he Sweetnels of thy Yoke to prove 3
And fain Iwould : but tho’ my Will
Be fixt, yet wide my Paflions rove,
Yet Hindrances firew all the Way ;

I aim at Thee, yet from Thee ftray.

3 'Tis Mercy all, that Thou haft brought
My Mind to feek her Peace in Thee !
Yet while I feck, but find Thee not,
No Peace my wand’ring Soul fhall fee,
O when fhall all my Wand’rings end,
And all my Stcps to Thee-ward tend ?

4 Is therc a Thing beneath the Sun,
That ftrives with Thee my Heart to fl.are ?
Ah tear it thence, and reign alone,
"T"he Lord of ¢v’ry Motion there :
T hen fhall iny Heart from Earth be free,
When it has found Repofe in Thee.

s O hide this SELF {rom me, that I
No more, but CHRrRIsF a2 niv inay live !
My vile Affections crucity, |
Nor let one da:l:ing Luft furvive,
In all Things nothing may 1 fee,
Nothing denre, or {cek, but ‘I hee!

3 60
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$ O LOVL, thy Sov'reizn Aid impart,
To fave me from low-thoughted Care:
Chafe this Self-will thro’ =l my Heart,
Thro’ all its Iatent [VMlazes there.
Make me thy duteous Child, that I
Cecafelefs may Abba Father cry.

Ah no! ne’er will T backward turn:
Thine wholly, thine alone I am!
Thrice happy He, who views with Scorn
Earth’s Toys for Thee his conitant I'lame.
O help, that I may never move
From the bleit Footfteeps ot thy Love!

3

8 Each Moment draw from Earth away
My Heart, that lowly waits thy Call:
Speak to my inmoft Soul, and {fay
I am thy Love, thy God, thy All!
To fecl thy Pow’r, to hear thy Voice,
T'o tafte thy Love 1s all my Choice.

A PrAvER under Convifiions.

I ATHER of Light, from whom proceeds
Whate’er thy Ev’ry Creature needs,

Whofe Goodnefs providently nigh

Feeds the young Ravens when they cry s

T'o Thec I look ; my Heart prepare,

Suggeit, and hearken to my Pray’r.

2 Since by thy Light Myfelf I {ee
Naked, and poor, and void of [hee,
Thine Eyes muft all my T"houghts furvey,
Preventing what my Lips would fay :
"T'hou feceft my Wants ! for Help they call,
Arnd cre I fpeak Thou know’it them all.
3 Theu
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3 Thou know'ft the Bafenefs of my Mind
Wayward, and impotent and bhind':

Thou know'ft how unfubdu’d my Will,
Averfe to Gaod, and prone to 1l

Thou know’ft how witfe my Paflions rove,

> Jor check’d by Fear, nor charm’d by Love.

4 Fain would I know, as known by Thee,
And feel the Indigence I {ee;

Fain would T all my Vilenefs own,

And deep béneath the Burden groan;
Abhor the Pride that lurks within,

Deteft and loath myfelf and Sin.

i Ah give me, Lorp, myfelf to feel,
1y total Mifery reveal :

Ah give me, LLRD, (I ftill would fay}
A Heart to mourn, a Heart to pray ;
My Bufinefs this, my only Care,

My Life, my ev’ry Breath be Pray’r.

6 Scarce I begin my fad Complaint,
When all my warmeft Withes faint ;-
Hardly I lift my weeping Eye,

When all my kindling Ardors die ;
Nor Hopes nor Fears my Bofom move,
For fll I connot, cannot love.

» Father, I want a thankful Heart!

1 want to talte how good T hou art.

To plunge me m thy Mercy’s Sea,

And comprehend thy Love to me;

The Breadth, and Length, and Depth, and Heigl:t

Of Love divinely infinite.

8 Father, Ilong my Soul to raife

And dwell for ever on thy Praife ;

Thy Praife with glorious Joy to tell,

In Extafy unfpeakable ;

While the full Pow'r of FarTu I know,
And reign triumphant here below. Toy
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Iry me, O G O D, and feek the Ground
of my H-art.

8 YESU! my great High-prieft above,
My Friend before the Throne of Love !

If now for Me prevails thy Prayer,
If now I find Thee pleading there ;
If Thou the Secret Wifthconvey,
And {fweetly prompt iny Heart to pray,
Hear, and my weak Petitions join,
Almighty Advocate, to Thine!

2 Fain would I know my utmoft Ill,
And groan my Nature's Weight to feel,
To feel the Clouds that round me roll,
The Night that hangs upon my Soul.
'The Darknefs of my Carnal Mind,
My Will perverfe, my Paffions blind,
Scatter’d o'er ali the Earth abrosd,
Immeafurably far from God.

3 Jesu ! my Heart’s Delire obtain,
My earneilt Suit prefent and gain,
My Fulnefls of Corruption fhosw,
T'he Knowledge of Myfelf beftow ;
A deeper Difplicence at Sin,

A fharper Senie of Hell within,
A ftronger Struggling to get free,
A keener Appetite for T hee.

4 For Thee my Spirit often pants,
Yet often in purfuing faints,
Drooping it foon neglelts t'afpire,
To fan the ever-dying LUire:
No more thy Glory’s Skirts are feen,
The World, the Creature fteals between ;

Heavenward
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Heavenward no more my Withes move,
And I forget that Thou art Love.

5 O Sov’ relgn Love, td Thee I cry,
Give me Thyfelf, or elle I die.
Save me from Death, from Hell fet free,
Death, Hell, are but the Want of Thee.
ank"necr by thy imparted Flame,
Sav’d, wheén pofleft of Thee I am ;
Wy Llf'e my only Heav’n Thou art :
hen fhall 1 feel 'I hee in my Heart!

HeEe s, xu. 2.

Looking unto Jesus, the Autbor and
Finifber of our Faith.

WE ARY of ftruggling with my Pain,
Hopelefs to burit my Nature’s Chain,

Hardly I gwe the Conteft o’cr,
I feck to frce myfelf no more.

2 From my own Works at laft I ceafe,
Gobp that creates muit feal my Peace ;
Fruitlefs my Toil, and vain my Care,
And all myF ltnefs is Defpair.

LORD, I defpair myfelf to heal,
Y fee my Sin, but cannot feel :

I cannot, till thy Spirit blow,
Aud b1d th’ obedxent Waters flow.

)7

4 ’Tis Thine a Heart of Flefh to give,
"Thy Gifts I only canreceive .
Here then to Thee I alI refs igh,

To draw, redeem, and {eal is Thine.

& With
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¢ With fimple Faith, to Thee I call,
My Light, my Life, my Lorp, my All:
I wait the moving of the Pool;
I wait the Word that {fpeaks me Whole.

6 Speak, gracious Lord, my Sicknefs cure,
Make my infe€ted Nature pure :
Peace, Righteoufnefs and Joy impart,
And pour Thyfelf into my Heart.

The CHANGE. From the German.

& FESU, whofe Glory’s fireaming Rays,
J Tho’ duteous to thy high Command
INot Seraph’s view with open Face,
But veil’d before thy Prefnce ftand :
How fhall weak Eyes of Flefh, weigh’d down
With Sin, and dim with Error’s Night,
Dare to behold thy awful Throne,
Or view thy unapproached Light ?

2 Reftore my Sight! let thy free Grace
An Entrance to the Holieft give |
Open my Eyes of Faith! thy Face
So fhall I fee ; yet feeing live.
Thy Golden Scepter from above
Reach forth ; fee my whole Heart I bow -
Say to my Soul, Thou art my Love,
My Chofen midtt ten thoufund Thou.

3 O Jefu, fullof Grace ! the Sighs
Of a fick Heart with Pity view !
Hark how my Silence fpeaks ; and cries,
Mercy, Thou Gop of Merey, flew !
I know Thou canft not but be Good !
How fhouldft Thou, Lord, thy Grace reftrain ?
Thou, Lord, whofe Blood fo largely flow’d
Vo fave me from all Guilt and Pain.
4 Int>
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4 Into thy gracious Hands I fall,

And with the Arms of Faith embrace!
O King of Glory, hear my Call{

O raile me, heal me by thy Grace!
——Now Righteous thro’ thy Wounds I am::

INo Condemnation now I dread:
I tafte Salvation in thy Name,

Alive in Thee my Living Head |

g Stili let thy Wifdom be my Guide,
Nor take thy Light from me away :
Stil with me let thy Grace abide,
‘T'hat I from Thee may never firay.
Let thy Word richly in me dwell ;
Thy Peace and Love my Portion be,
My Joy ¢’ endure, and do thy Will,
Till perfe¢t I am found in Thee !

6 Arm me with thy whole Armour, Lord,

Support my Weaknefs with thy Might

Gird on my Thigh thy conq’ring Sword,
And fhield me mn the threat’ning Fight.

From Faith to Faith, from Grace to Gruce,
So in thy Strength fthall I ¢o on,

Till Heav'n and Earth flee from thy [Face,
And Glory end whit Grace begun.

H vy M~ for One newly juftified.

i HEE, O my God and King,
My Father, Thee I fing !
Hear well plea:.*d the jovous Sound,
Pratffe from liarth and Heav’n rece{v e 4
Loft, T now in Chrift am found,
Lead, by Fudth in Chritt [ Live,

» Father, behald thy Son,
In Chrift [am thy own
L |

i9 Staar .o
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Stranger long to Thee and Reft,
See the Prodigal is come:

Open wide thine Arms and Breaft,
Talke the weary Wand’rer home.

s 'Thine Eye obferv’d from far,
- Thy Pity look’d me near:
Me thy Bowels yearn’d to fce,
Me thy Mercy ran to find,
Empty, poor, and void of thee,
Hungry, fick, and faint, and blind.

4 Thou on my Neck didft fall,
Thy Kifs forgave me all :
Still the gracious Words 1 hear,
Words that made the Saviour mine,
Hatte for him the Robe prepare,
His be Rightecoufnefs Divine !

§ Thee then, my God and King,
My Father thee I {ing!
Hear well-pleas’d the joyous Sound,
Praife from Earth and Heav’n receive 3
Loft, I now in Chriit am found,
Dcad, by Faith in Chrift I live.

Another,

I F:lial Derty, .
Accept my New-born C: !
See the Travail of thy Soul, |
Saviour, and be{ati<fy’d ;
Take me now, pofiels me whole,
Who for we, tor e hail dy°¢ !

I'l.

2 Of I.:fe thou urt the [ree,
My hnpiortdicy f
Veed
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Feed this tender Branch of thine,
Ceafelefs Influence derive,
Thou the true, the heav’nly Vine,
Grafted into Thee, I live.

3 Of Life the Fountain thou,

I knowess=——=]I rfeel it now !
Faint and dead no more 1 droop:

Thou art in me : Thy Supplies
Ev'ry Moment {pringing up

Into Life Eternal rite.

4 Thou the Good Shepherd art,
From Thee I ne’er fhall part ;

'Thoumy Keeper and my Guide,
Make me ftll thy tender Care,

Gently lead me by thy Side,
Sweetly in thy Bofom bear.

5§ Thou art my daily Bread ;

O Chrift, thou art my Head:
Motion, Virtue, Strength to Me,

Me, thy living Mcmber flow ;
Nourifh'd I, and fed by thee,

Up to Thee 1n all Things grow.

6 Prophet, to me reveal
Thy PFather’s perfet Will.
Never Mortal fpake like Thee,
Human Prophet like Divine ;
Loud and ftrong their Voices be,
Small and ftill and inward T hine!
b
7 On thee, my Prieft, I call, .
Thy Blood aton’d for all.
Still the Lamb as {lain appears,

Still thou ftand’{t before the Throre,

Ever off’ring up thy Pray’rs,
Thefe prefentmg with thy own.
B 2

g Jelu!
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% Telu! thou art my King,
From Thee my Strength [ bring !
¢hadow’d by thy mighty Hand,
Saviour, who {hall pluck me thence ?
Faith fupports, by Faith I ftand

strong as thy Omnipotence !

¢ O Filial Deity,
Accept my INew-born Cry !
Sce the Travail of thy Soul,
saviour, ahd be f{atisfy’d s
Valie ne new, poflefs me whole,
Who for me, tor ms haft dy'd !

Free GRACE.

ND can it be, that I thould gain
An Int'reft in the Saviour's Blood |
Ly'd e for Me pe=who caus'd his Pain |
For Me?—who Him te Death purfu'd.
Amazing Love ! how can it be

That 'l hou, my Gop, fhouldft die for Me ?

'T'is Myft'ry all! th’ Immortal dies!
Who can explore his ftrange L efign ?
In vain the firlt-born Seraph tries
To found the Depths of Love Divine,
"T'i5 Nercy all! Let Earth adore ;
I.ct Angel Mbads enquire no more.

Llc icft his Father's Throne above,
(b0 free, fo infinite his Grace!)
i'mpty'd Himielf of All but Love,
And bled for A4dan’s helplefs Race;
" I'ss Mercv all, immenfe and fice !
Fore Omy God! it found out Me!

4 Long
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4 Long my imprifon’d Spirit lay,.
Faft bound in Sin and Nature's Night:
'Thine Eye diffus’d a quickning Ray ;
I woke ; the Dungeon flam’d with Light ;
My Chains fell off, my Heart was free,
I rofe, went forth, and follow’d Thece.

g Still the {fmall inward Voice I hear,
That whilpers all my Sins forgiv'n ;
Still the atoning Blood is near,
T'hat quench’d the Wrath of hoftile Heav’n :
I feel the Life his Wounds impart ;
I feel my Saviour in my Heart.

6 No Condemnation now I dread,
Jesus, and all in Him, 1s Mine:
Alive in Him, my Living Head,
And cloath’d in Righteoufnefs Divine,
Bold I approach th’ Eternal T hrone,
And claim the Crown, thro’CurisT, myown.

Subjeltion 20 Curist, From the German.

1 YESU, to Thee my Heart I bow,
Strange Flamnes far from my Soul remove ;
Faireft among ten thoufand Thou,
Be Thou my Lord, my Lifc, my Love.

2 All Heav’n Thou fll’(t with pure Defire ;
O fhine upon my frozen Breait ;
With facred Warmth my Heart infpire,.
Mauay I too thy hid Sweetnels ralic.

4 Ifee thy Garments roll’d in Blocd,
Thy ftrearming Head, thy Hands, thy Sid::
All hail, Thou Suff’ring, conqu’ring Gop !
Mow Man fhall ive ; for Gop hath dy’d.
B 3 4 O
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4 O kill in me this Rebel Sin,
And triumph o’er my willing Breaft:
Reftore thy Image, Lord therein,
And lead me to my Father’s Reft.

5 Ye earthlv Loves, be far away!
Saviour, be 'Thou my Love alone ;
MNo more may mine ufurp the Sway,
Dut in me thy ereat Will be done !

0 Yea Thou true Witnefs, {potlefs Lamb,
All'Things for T'hee I count but Lofs ;
My fole Defire, my conftant Aim,
My only Glory be thy Crofs !

TRrRuUsT i Provipenck. From ibhe German.

X ¢ “Ommit thou all thy Griefs
Ej\ _4 And Ways mto his Hands;
‘U¢ his fure 1'ruth and tender Care,
Vwho Earth and Heav’n commands.

2z Who poits the Clouds their Courle,
Whaont Winds and Sess obey
ITc oall direlt thy wend’ting Feer,

ilefhall prepare thy Way,

3 Thougon the Loz v rel,
5o ‘ate th.tt thou ¢o on ;

Fax on his Worrd tny acdf it Eyve,
So ihell Thy Waork be duae,

4 INo Preiit canft thou gain
By felf-confuming Car: ;
To tlun cominend thiy Caufe, his Eas
Attends the {uiteit Pray’r,

R
el
!
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s 'Bhy everlafling Truth,
Father, thy ceafelefs Love
Sees all thy Children’s Wants, and knows
What beft {or each will prove.

¢ And what{fo’er Thou will'ft,
Thou doft, O King of Kings ;
What thy uncrring Wildom chofe
'Thy Pow’r to Deing brings.

2 Thou ev’ry where haft Way,
And all 'Things ferve thy Might ;
Thy ev’ry A& pure Blefling s,
Thy Path unfuliy’d Light,

8 When Thou arifeft, Lorp,
What fhail thy Work withftand ?
When all thy Chikiren want Thou giv'ft,
Who, who fhill fiay thy Hand 3

g Give to the Winds thy Fears ;
Hope, - nd be undifmay’d ;
Gop hear. thy Sighs, and counts thy Tears,
Gop fhail itz up thy Head.

10 Thro’ Waves, and Clouds, and Storms
IHie gently clears thy Way ;
Wait thou his “i'ime, fo fhall this Night
Sooa end in joyous Day.

>

11 Stiil heavy is thy Heart ?
Stiil fin: thy Spirits down ?
Cuft oft the Weight, let Fear depar®,
And ev’ry Care be gone.

12 What tho” Thou ruleft not?
Vet Hewvn, and Earth, and Heil
Prociaimn, Codiitteth on the T'hroae,
And ruleth all Things well |

3 13 Leave
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73 Leave to his fov'reign Sway
To ¢hoofe, and to command ;

So fhalt thou wondring own, his Way
FHow wife, how itrong his Hand.

14 Faor, farabove thy Thought
Elis Counfzl fhall appear,
When fully He the Work hath wrought,
That caus’d thy ncedlels Fear.

15 Thou feelt our Weaknefs, Lorbp,
QOur Hearts are known to Thee;
O lift T'hou vp the finking Hand,
Confirm the feeble Knce !

16 Let us in Life, 1n Death,
Thy ftedfaft Truth declare,
And publith with our latcft Breath
"T'hy Love and Guardian Care !

Isaran xhil 1, 2, 3.

1 EACE, doubting Fleart—my Gop’s I am !

Who-form’d me Alan forbids my Fear:
‘I'he Lord hath call’d me by iny Name,
'I'he Lord protelts for ever near:
His Blood for me did once atone,
And {till he loves and guards his own.

2 When pafling thro’ the watry Deep
I ask in Faith his proinis’d Aid,
The Waves an awtal Dift. nce keep,
A-:d fhrink from my devoted Head :
Fearlefs their Violence I dare:
"They cannot harmz, {for Gop 13 there !
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3 "T'o Him my Eye of FaithI turn,
And thro’ the Fire purfue my Way ;
'The Fire forgets its Pow’r to burn,
~ The lambent Flames around me play :
I own his Pow’r, accept the Sign, |
And fhout to prove the Saviour Mine.

4 Still nigh me,, O my Saviour, ftand,
And guard in fierce Temptation’s Hour ;
Hide in the Hollow of thy Hand,
Shew forth in me thy faving Pow’r.
Still be thy Arm my {ure Defence,
Nor Earth nor Hell thall pluck me thence,

5 Since Thou haft bid me come to Thee,
(Good, as Thouart, and firong to fave)
I'll walls o’er Life’s tcmgeﬁous Sea,
Upborn by the unyielding Wave ;
Dauntlefs, tho' Rocks of Pride be near,

And yawning Whirlpools of Defpair.

-6 When Darknefs intercepts the Skies,
And Sorrow's Waves around me roll ;
When high the Storms of Paffion rife,
And half o'erwhelm my finking Seul ;
My Soul a fudden Calm fhall feel,
And hear @ Whifper ¢ Peace, be ftill."

» Tho® in Affli&ion’s Furnace tried,
Unhurt on Snares, and Death’s I'll tread ;
Tho' Sin affail, and Hell thrown wide
Pour all its Flames upon my Head,
Like Adofes’ Bufh I'll mount the higher,.
And flourifh unconfuin’d in Fire.

Living
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-——-———_———_—-—__——____‘

Living by Car1st. From the German.,

! WESU, thy boundlefs Love to me
No Thought can rcach, no Tongue declare :
O knit my thankful Heart to Thee,
And reign without a Rival there.
‘Thine wholly, thine alone I am :
Be Thou alone my conftant Flame.

2 O grant, that nothing in my Soul
May dwell, but thy pure Love alone :
O may thy Love poffefs me whole,
My Joy, my Treafure, and my Crown.
Strange Fires far from my Soul remove,
My ev'ry A&, Word, Thought, be Love.

3 O Love, how chearing is thy Ray ?
All Pain before thy Prefence flies!
Care, Anguifh, Sorrow, melt away
Where’er thy healing Beams arife :
O Jesv, nothing may I fee,
INothing hear, feel or think but Thee !

4 Unwearied may I this purfue,
Dauntlefs to the high Prize afpire;
Hourly within my Breaft renew
‘T'his only Flame, this heav’nly Fire ;
And Day and Night be all my Care
To guard this facred Treafure therc.

3 My Saviour, Thou thy Love to me
In Want, in Shame, in Pain, haft thow'd ;
For me on the accurfed T'ree
Thou pouredft forth thy guiltlefs Blood :
Thy Wourds upon my Heart imprefs,
INor ought fhall the lov’d Stamp efface.
6 More



~.J

(23)
More hard than Marble is my Heart,
And foul with Sins of deepeft Stain
But Thouthe mighty Saviour art,
Nor flow’d thy cleanfing Blood in vain.
Ah! foften, melt this Rock, and may
Thy Blood wafh all thefe Stains away.

O that my Heart, which open ftands,
May catch each Drop, that tort’ring Pain
rm’d by my Sins, wrung trom thy Hands,
‘Thy Feet, thy IHead, thy ev’'ry Vein:
That {ull my Breaft may heave with Sighs,
Still Tears of Love o’crflow my Eyes.

O that I asa little Child
May follow "Thee, nor ever reft,

Till fweetly 'Thou haft pour’d Thy mild
And lowly Mind into my Breaft:

Nor may we ever parted be

Till 1 become one Sp’rit with Thee,

O draw me, Saviour, after Thee,
So fhall 1 run, and never tire :

With giracious Words ftill comfort me ;
Be 'f'hou my Hope, my fole Defire.
Free me from ev’ry Weight : nor Fear

Nor Sin can come, if ‘Thou art here.

10 NI}' E‘IEﬂlth, my Light, my Life, my CrOWH,

My Portion and my Treafure Thou !
O take me, {eal me for thine own ;

To Thee alone my Soul T bow.
Without Thee all is Pain ; my Mind
lepofle in nought but T'hee can find.

11 Howe'er I rove, where’er I turn,

In Thee alone 1s all my Rett.
Be Thou my Flame ; within me burn,
[esu, and [ in Thee am bleft.

Thou
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‘Thou art the Balm of Life : My Soul
Is faint; O fave, O make it whole !

12 What in thy Love poffefs I not ?
My Star by Night, my Sun by Day ;
My Spring of Life, when parch’d with Drought,
My Wine to chear, my Bread to ftay,
My Strength, my Shield, my fafe Abode,
My Robe before the Throne of God !

13 Ah Love! Thy Influence withdrawn,
What profits me that I am born ?
All my Delight, my Joy is gone,
Nor know I Peace, till T'hou return.
"Thee may I feek till I actain ;

And never may we part again.

i4 From all Eternity with Love
Unchangeable Thou haft me view'd ;
Ere knew this beating Heart to move,
‘Thy tender Mercies me purfu’d,
Ever with me may they abide,
And clofe me in on ev’ry Side.

15 Sl let thy Love point out my Way,

{How wondrous Thingsthy Love hath wrought !)
Stul lead me left I go aftray, .

Direét my Work, infpire my Thought:
And when 1 fall, foon may I hear
Thy Voice, and know that Love is near.

¥6 In Suff'ring be thy Love my Peuce,
In Weaknefs be thy Love my Pow'r;
And when' the Storms of Life thall cealc,
Jresv, in that important Hour,
In Death as Life be Thou my Guide,
Amd fave me, who for me haft dy’d !

Hyry
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Hymvmn to Curist the King.

i  YESU, Thou art our King,

To Me thy Succour bring.
CurisT the Mighty One art I hou,
Help, for All on Thee is laid :
"T'his the Word ; I claim it Now,

Send me now the Promis’d Aid.

2 High on Thy Father’s Throne,
O look with Pity down!

Help, O help ! attend my Call,
Captive lead Captivity,

King of Glory, Lord of All,
CHr1sT, be Lord, be King to Me!

3 I pant to feel Thy Sway,
And only Thee t’ obey :
Thee my Spirit gafps to meet,
This my one, my ceafele{s Pray'r,
Make, O make my Heart thy Seat,
O fet up thy Kingdom there !

4 Triumph, and reign in Me,
And fpread Thy Victory :

Hell, and Death, and Sin controul,
Pride, and Self, and ev'ry Foe,

All fubdue ; thr)’ all my Soul,
Cecaqu’rng, and to conqucr go.
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A Morning Dedication of ourfelves to
Curist. Fyrom the German.

1 YESU, thy Light azain I view,
Again thy Mercy’s Beams I fee,
And all within me wakes, anew
To pant for thy Immentfity :
Again my Thoughts to Thee afpire,
In fervent Flames of firong Defire.

2z But, O! what Offering fhall I give
To Thee, the Lorp of Rarth and Skies ?
My Spirit, Soul, and Flefh receive
A holy, living Sacrifice.
Small as 1t 1s, "us all my Store -
More fhouldit Thou have, if I had more.

5 Now then, my Gop, Thou haft my Soul ;
INo longer mine, but Thine Tam :
Guard Thou thy own; poflefs it whole,
Cheor 1t by Hope, with Love inflame.
‘Thou halt my Spirit ; There difplay
"1T'hy Glory, to the perfe&t Day.

4 Thou hait my Flefh 5 thy hallow’d Shyine,
Devoted {olely to thy Will:
Herc let thy Light for ever fhine,
This Houfe {till let Thy Prefence fill
O Source of Life, live, dwell, and move
In Me, tll all my Lifc be Love.

§ O never in thefe Veils of Shame,
Szd Fruits of Sin, my Glorying be !
Cloath with Salvation, thro’ thy Name,
My Soul, and may I puton Thee!
b hiving Faithmy coitly Drefs,
And my beltRobe, thy Rightcoufnefs! 6 Soud
, | Sel
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6 Send down thy Likenefs from above,
And let This my Adorning be:
Cloath me with Wifdom, Patience, l.ove,
With Lowlinels, and Purity,
‘Than Gold and Pearls more precious far,
And brighter than the Morning Star.

» Lorp, arm me with thy Spirit’s Might,
Since I am call’d by thy great Name:
In Thee my wand’ring ‘Thoughts unite,
Of all my Works be 'Thou the Aim.
T hy Love attend me all my Days,
And my fole Bufinefs by thy Praife!

GrAcE before MEAT.

Ountain of Being, Source of Good !

At whofe Almighty Breath

'The Creaturc proves our Bane or Food,
Difpenfing Life or Death :

2 'Thee we addrefs with humble Fear,
Vouchfafe thy Gifts to crown ;
Father of All, thy Children hear,
And {end a Blefling down.

3 O may our Souls for ever pine
Thy Grace to tafte and fee ;
Athirft for Righteoufnefs Divine,
" And hungry after Thee!

4 For this we lift our longing Eycs,
We wait the Gracious Word ;

Speak—and our Hearts from Earth fhall rife,
And feed upon the Lorb.

C 2 Gracy
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nother,

1t EIARENT of Good, whofe plentegus Grace
O’er all thy Creatures flows,
Yt umbly we ask thy Pow’r to blefs
The Food thy Love beftows.

2 Thy Love provides the fober Feaft :
A Second Gift impart,
Give us with Joy our Food to tafte,
And with a fingle Heast.

3 Let 1t for ‘Thee new Life afford.
For ‘I'hee our Strengti repair,
Bicft by thine all-fuflaining Word,
And funét:ify’d by Pray’s,

4 Theeletus tafte ; nor toil below
For perifhable Meat :
The Manna of thy Love beftow,.
Give usthy Flefh to eat.

s Life of the World, our Souls to feed
‘T'hyfleif defcend from high !
Grant us of ‘T hee the Living Bread
To eat, and never diel

GraAcE after MEAT.

1 EING of Beings, Gonp of Love,
T'o Thce our Hearts we ratfe;
1 by all-{uftaining Pow’r we prove,

. And gladly fing thy Praife.

2z Thine,
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2 Thine, wholly thine we pant to be,
Our Sacrifice receive ;
Made, and preferv’d, and fav’d by Thee,
T'o Thee ourfelves we give.

7 Heav’nward our ev’'ry Wilh afpires :
For all Thy Mercy’s Store
The Sole Return thy Love requires,
Is that we ask for more.

4 For more we ask, we open then
Our Hearts t* embrace thy Will:
Turn and beget us, Lord, again,

With all thy Fulnefs fill !

¢ Come, Holy Ghoft, the Saviour’s Love
Shed in our Hearts abroad ;
So fhall we ever live and move,
And Be, with CnrisT, In Gob.

Another.

Y LEST be the Gop, whofe tender Care
Prevents his Children’s Cry,
Whofe Pity providently near
Doth all our Wants {upply.

2 Blelt be the Gop, whofe Bounty’s Store
Thefe chearing Gifts imparts ;
Wio veils in Bread, the fecrct Pow’r
'Thet feeds and glads our Hearts.

3 Fountain of Blefling, Source of Good,
To Thee this Strength we owe,
"Thou art the Virtue of our IFood,
Life of our Life below.
C 3 4 When
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4 When fhall our Souls regain the Skies ?
‘Thy heav’nly Sweetnefs prove ?
Where Joys in all their Fulnefs rife,

And all our Food is Love.

Prayer to CH R 18T before the Sacrament.
From thbe German,

1 Thou, whom Sishers love, whofe Care
Does zll our Sicknefs hesl,

"I"'hee we approach with Heart fincere,
Thy Pow’r we joy to feel.

To Thee our humbleft Thanks we pay,
To Thee our Souls we bow ;

Of Hell erewhile the helplefs Prey,
Heirs of thy Glory now..

2 As Incenfe to thy Throne above

O-letour Pray’rs arife !

O wing with Flimes of Holy Love
Our hiving Sacrifice.

Sur up thy Strength, O Lo rb of Might,
Our willing Breafts infpire :

Fiil our whole Souls with heav’nly Light,
Alelt with Seraphic Fire.

3 From Thy bleft Wounds our Life we dr; w 3
T'hy all-atonming Blood
Daily we drink with trembling Awe ;
‘Thy Fiefh our daily Food.
Come, Lord, thy fov'reign Aid in part,
Here make thy Likenefs thine! =
Stamp thy whole Image on our Heart,.

And all our Souls be Thinel

Hywnun
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HyMN afler the Sacrament,

1 COYONS of God, triumphant rife,
. Shout th’ accomplifh’d Sacrifice !
Shout Your Sins, in Curist forgiv’n,
Sons of Gop, and Heirs of Heav’n!

2 Ye that round our Alters throng,
Lift’ning Angels join the Song:
Sing with Us, ye Heav’nly Pow’rs,.
Pardon, Grace, and Glory Ours!

3 Love’s Myfterious Work is done 1
Greet we now th’ accepted Son,
Heal’d and quick’ned by his Blood,
Join’d to CurisT,. and one with Gon.

4 Curist, of all our.Hopes the Seal ;
Peace Divine in Curist we feel,

Pardon to our Souls apply’d :
Dcad for All, for Me he dy’d !

¢ Sin fh.ll tyrannize no more,.
Purg’d ita Guilt, diflolv’d its Pow’r ;.
esvus makes our Hearts his T hrone,
her¢ he lives, and reigns alone.

6 Grace our cv’ry Thought controuls,.
Heav’n is open’d in our Souls,,.
Everlalting Life 1s won,

lory is on Earth begun.

-~ CHRIST In Us; in Him we {ee
Fulnefs of the Deity.
Beam of the eternal Beam;
Life Divine we tafte in Him ¥

8 Him
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8 Him we only tafte below ;
Mightier Joys ordain’d to know
Him when fully Ours we prove,
Qurs the Heav’n of perfect Lovef

il

GrRATITUDE for our CONVERSION.
From the German.

x HEE will I love, my Strength, my Tower,
Thee will' Tlove, my Joy, my Crown,
'Thee will I love with all my Power,
In all my Works, and Thee alone !
‘Thee will I love, till the pure Fire
Fill my whole Soul with chafte Defire.

Ah! why did I folate Thee know,
Thee, lovelier than the Sons of Men !
Ah't why did I no fooner go
To Thee. the only Eafe in Pain!
Afham*d 1 figh, and inly mourn
That I fo late to Thee did turn,

In Darknefs willingly I ftray’d ;
I fought ("hee, yet from Thee Irov’d :
For wide my wandring Thoughts were fpread,
Thy Creatures more than 1'hee I lov’d.

And now, if more atlength I fec,
*T'is thro® thy Light, and comes from Thee.

4 I thank Thee, Uncreated Sun,
That thy bright Beams on me have fhin'd :

I thank Thee, who h.ft overthrown

My Foes, and he.l’d my wounded Mind :
I thank Thee, whofz c¢niiv’riung Voice ™
Bids my frec Heart in T'hee rejoice.

g Uphold me in the doubtful Race,

INor fuffer me again to ftray :
3 Strengthen
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Strengthen my Feet with {teady Pace
Still to prefs forward in thy Way:.
My Soul and Fleft, O Loxrp of Might,
Fill, fatiate with thy heav’nly Light.

& Give to my Eyes refrefhing T ears,
Give to my Heart chafte, hallow’d Fires,
Give to my Soul with filial Fears
The Love that all Heav’n’s Hoft infpires =
‘¢ That all my Pow’rs with all their Might
‘¢ In thy fole Glory may unite.

n ‘Thee will I love, my Joy, my Crown !
Thee will [Jove, my Lorp, my Goup !
Thee will Ilove, beneath thy Frown
Or Smile, thy Scepter, or thy Rod.
What tho’ my Fleth and Heart decay ?
'Thee fhull 1 love in endlefs Day !

P .

BoLpNESS 77 the GOSPEL.
From the [ame.

HALL 1, for fear of feeble Man,
Thy Spirit's Courfe ia me reftrain ?

Or undiimay’d, in I.eed and Word-

Be a truc Witnefs tomy Loap ?

I

2 Aw’d by a Mortal’s Frown, fhall I

Conceal the Word of Go» moft high ?
How then before Thee fhall I dare

‘To ftand, or how thy Anger bear?

5 Shall I, to footh th® unholy T hrong,
Soften thy T'ruths, and fmooth my I'ongue ?
To gain Earth’s gilded Toys, orflee
'The €rofs endur’d, my Gop, by Thee?

4 What
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4. What thenis He, whofe Scorn I dread ?
Whofe Wrath or Hate makes me afraid ?
A Man! an Heir of Death, a Slave
T'o Sin! a Bubble on the Wave !

g Yea let Man rage! fince Thou wilt fpread
Thy fhadowing Wing around my Head :
Since in all Pain thy tender Love
Will fhill my fweet Refrefhment prove.

6 Saviour of Men ! thy fearching Lye
- Dous all my inmoft Thoughts defery ¢
Doth ought on Earth my Wifhes raife;
Or the World's Favour, or its Praife ?

= 'The Love of Curist does me conflrain
To {eek the wand’ring Souls of Men:
With Cries, Intrecties, Tears, to fave,
'T'o fnatch them from the gaping Grave.

8 For this let Men revile my Name,
No Crofs I thun, I fear no Shame:
All hail, Reproach, and welcome Pain !
Only thy Terrors, Lorp, reftrain,

9 My Life, my Blood, I here prefent;
If for thy Truth they may Dbe {pent,
Fulfil thy lov’reign Counfel, Lorp!
Thy Will be done! thy Name ador’d !

10 Give me thy Strength, O Gop of Pow’r!
Then let Winds blow, or 71 hunders roar,
Thy faithful Witnefs will I be —

*Tisfix’d ! I can doall thro’ Thee!

Isatan
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Isatran 1. 9, &e.

RM of the Lorp awake, awake!
‘T'hy own immortal Strength put on.
With T'error cloath’d the Nations fhake,
And caft thy Foes, in Fury, down.
As 1 the ancient Days appear !
The facred Annals {peak thy Fame :
Be now Omnipotently near,
Thro” endlefs Ages ftill the fime.

Ty tenfold Vengeance knew to quell,

And humble haughty Rabab’s Pride.
Groan’d her pale Sons thy Stroke to feel,

‘The firft-born Vi€tims groan’d and dy’d !
The wounded Dragonrag’d in vain ;

While bold Thine Utmoft Plague to brave,
Madly he dar’d the parted Main,

And funk beneath th’o’erwhelming Wave.

Fle funk ; while Z5-ael’s chofen Race
‘T'riumphant urge their wondrous Way,
Divinely led the Favourites pafs,
Th’ Unwatry Deep, and emptied Sea.
At Diftance heap’d on either Hand,
Yielding a firange unbeaten Road,
In chryftal Walls the Waters ftand,
And own the Arm of Ifrae/’s GOD'!

4 'That Arm which is not fhort’ned now,

Which wants not now the Pow'r to fave.
Still prefent with thy People {'hou
Bear’{t them thro’ Life’s difparted Wave.
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By Earth and Hell purfu’d in vain,

‘T'o Thee the ranfom’d Seed fhall come ;
Shouting their heav'nly Sion gain,

And pafs thro’ Death triumphant home.

¢ The Pain of Life fhall there be o’er,
The Anguifh and diftrating Care ;
'There fighing Grief thall weep no more,
And Sin fhall never enter There!
Where pure-effential Joy is found
The Lord’s Redeem’d their Heads fhall raife,
With everlafting Gladnefs crown’d,
And fill’'d with Love, and loft in Praife !

¥ I N I 6.




