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5. 1 GOD, the great the fearful Gob,
%.| ToThee we humbly fue for Peace,
el Groaning beneath a Nation’s Load,
21 Andcrufh’d by our ownWickednefs
Our Guilt we tremble to declare,
And pour out our fad Souls in Pray'r,

2 Thee we revere, the faithful Lorp,
Keeping the Cov’nant of thy Grace,
T'rue to thine everlafting Word,
Loving to all who feek thy Face,
And keep thy kind Commands, and prove
Their Faith by their obedient Loy,

3 But we have only Evil wrought,

Have done to our good Gop defpight,
Rebellious with our Maker fought,

And finn’d againft the Gofpel-Light,
Az Departed
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Departed from his righteous Ways,
And fallen, fallen from his Grace.

4 We have not hearken’d to the Word

Thy Prophets and Apoftles {poke ;
[n them we difobey’d their Lorp ;

Our Princes have caft off the Y oke,

Our Kings thy Sovereign Will withftood,
Qur Fathers have denjed their Gop.,

§ 'The Rich, and Poor, the High, and Low,

Have trampled on thy mild Command ;
The Tloods of Wickednefs o’erflow,

And deluge all our guilty Land,
People and Prieft lie drown’d in Sin,
And Tophet yawns to take us in,

6 Righteoufnefs, Lorp, belongs to Thee,

but Guilt to us, and foul Difgrace,
Confufion, Shame, and Mifery

Is due to all our faithlefs Race,
Scatter’d by Sin where'er we rove,

Vile Rebels *gaintt thy pard’ning Love.

7 Confufion, Mifery, and Shame
Our loudly-crying Sins require,
Our Princes, Kings, and Fathers claim
Their Portion 1n Eternal F ire,
For all the downward Path have trod,
For all have finn’d agaimnft their Gop.

8 But O, Forgiveneffes are Thine
Far above all our Hearts conceive,
The glorious Property Divine
s #till to pity and forgive,
With Thee 1s full Redemption found,
And Grace doth more than Sin abound,

9 All may in Thee our gracious Lorp
Forgiveneffes and Mercies find,
Tho’ we thy Warnings have abhor'd,
And caft thy Precepts all behind,

The
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The Voice Divine refus’d t’obey,
And ftarted from thy plaineft Way.,

10 All [frael have tranfgre(s’d thy Law,
And therefore did the Curfe take Place,
Our Sins did all thy Judgments draw
In Showers on our devoted Race,
Thou hatt fulfill'd thy threatning Word,
We bear the Fury of the Lorb,

1 Jultly we all thine Anger bear,
Chattis’d for our Iniquity,
Yet made we not our humble Prayer,
Yet have we not returnd to Thee,

Renounc'd our Sins, or long’d to prove
The Truth of thy F orgiving Love,

¥2 Therefore the Lowrp, the jealous Gou
Hath watch’d to bring the evil Day,
Bruis’d us with his avenging Rod,
Who would not his ftill Voice obey,
Righteous is Gop in all his Ways:
We forc’d Him to withdraw his Grace.

13 Yet now, O Lorp our Goo, at laft
Qur Sins and Wickednefs we own ;
We call to mind thy Mercies paft,
The antient Days of thy Renown,
The Wonders Thou for us haft wrought,
The Arm that out of Egypt brought.

*4 O Lorn, according to thy Love,
Thy utmoft Power of Love, we pray
Thine Anger and thy Plague remove ;
Turn from Ferufalem away
The Curfe and Punifhment we feel,
Thou know’ft we are thy People ftill.

35 The holy Mountain of our Gon,
The City Thou haft built below,
Thy People, tho’ difperft abroad,
A Froverb of Reproach and Woe,
A 3

5

We
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We have our Fathers Sins fill'd up,
And drunk the bitter trembling Cup.

16 Now then acknowled ge us for Thine,
Regard thine humbled Servant’s Prayer,
And caufe on us thy Face to fhine,
The Ruins of thy Church repair,
O for the Sake of CHRriIsT the LoRrp,
Let all our Souls be now reftor'd.

17 My Gob, incline thine Ear, and hear,

Open thine Eyes our Wattes to fee,
Thy fallen des’late Sion chear,

The City which is nam'd by Thee;
Not for our Cry the Grace be fhewn,
But hear, in Jesus hear Thine own.

18 All our Defert, we own, is Hell,
But {pare us for thy Mercy fake,
We humbly to thy Grace appeal,

And Jesus’ Wounds our Refuge make,
O let us all thy Merey prove,

Fhe Riches of thy pard'ning Love.

9 O Lorp, attend, O Lorp forgive,
O Lowrp, regard our Prayer, and do,
Haflen, my Gop, and bid us live,
The Fulnefs of thy Mercy fhew,
Thy City, and thy People own ,
And perfet all our Souls in One.

I1.
: GOD of infinite Compaffion,

Gob of unexhaufted Love,
From a finful finking Nation
Once again thy Plagues remove:
Snatch us from the Jaws of Ruin ;
Sce thy helplefs People, fee!
Death and Hell are clofe purfuing,
Save, O fave us into Thee.
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2 Have we not fill'd up the Meafure
Of our daring Wickednefs,

Challeng'd all thy juft Difpleafure,

Quench’d the Spirit of thy Grace ?
Yes, our heinous Provocations

For thy heavieft Judgments cry
We have wearied out thy Patience,
Forc’d thy Love to let us die.

3 Why fhould not the dreadful Sentence
Now on all our Souls take place ?
Why fhould not thine inftant Ven geance
Swallow up our faithlefs Race ?
How can we expe& thy Favour 3
Good and gracious as Thou art,
Sinners Advocate and Saviour,

Find the Anfwer in thy Heart!

4 Jesus, mighty Mediator,
Plead the Caufe of guilty Man :
Pity is thy gentle Nature;
Canft Thou let us cry in vain ?
From thy Father’s Anger fkreen us,
Sufter not his Wrath to move ;
Stand Thou in the Gap between us,
Change his Purpofe into Love.

111

r JESU, Sin-atoning Lamb,
J Thine utmott Pity thew :
All the Virtue of thy Name
O let thy Rebels know!
Us, by Gop and Man abhor'd,
Into thy kind Protettion take ;
Spare the guilty Nation, Lorp,
Yor thy own Mercy’s Sake,

2 Worlt of all th’ apoftate Race,
Yet liften to our Cry ;

Moft unworthy of thy Grace,
Without thy Grace we die;

~
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Tophet is our juft Reward,
Yet fnatch us from the Burning Lake,
Spare the guilty Nation, Lorp,
For thy own Mercy’s Sake.

Scandal of the Chriftian Name,
Wiich ftill we vainly bear,
Sodom-like, our Sin and Shame

We openly declare,

Trample on thy facred Word,
And caft thy Laws behind our Hack :
Spare the guilty Nation, Lowro,
For thy own Mercy’s Sake.

4  Though thy Judgments are abroad,

g

p

0

Let us thy Goodnefs prove,
Save us, O all-gracious Gop,
In Honour of thy Love:
Though thy righteous Wrath is fur'd,
Arifing flow, the Earth to fhake,
Spare the guilty Nation, Lorp,
For thy own Mercy’s Sake.,

In our Forty Days Reprieve
Warn the Rebellious Race ;

Bid us turn, repent, and live
To glorify thy Grace;

O reverfe the threatning Word,
And do not, do not Vengeance take,
Spare the guilty Nation, Lorp,
For thy own Mercy’s Sake.

O alarm the fleeping Crowd
And fill their Souls with Dread :
Then avert the low'ring Cloud,

Impendent o’cr our Head :
Turn afide th’ Invading Sword,
And drive the alien Armies back,
Spare the guilty Nation, Loxzp,
For thy own Mercy’s Sake.

3,
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ErciruL Gob, to Thee we cry,

{
M O think upon us, or we die
The ever-living Death |

Lo! by a mighty Tempett toft,
Our Ship without thine Aid is loft,
Loft in the Gulph beneath.

2 The Mariners are ftruck with Fear,
And fhudder at Deftru&ion near,
S0 high the Billows fwell ;
Ready to o’erwhelm our fhatter'd State ;
Thy Judgments fall with all their Weight,
To cruth us into Hell.

3 Ah! wherefore is this Evil come ?
Shew us, Omnifcient Gob, for whom
Thy Plagues our Church befal :
Give, while we afk, a righteous Lot,
And let the guilty Soul be caught,
Who brings thy Curfe on AllL

4 With trembling Awe we humbly pray,
Now, now the fecret Caufe difplay
Of our Calamity,
Whofe Sins have brought thy Judgments down:
Alas, my Gop, the Caufe I own,
The Lot is fall'n on me !

5 Iam the Man, the Jonas I,
For me the working Waves run high ;
For me the Curfe takes place:
I have encreas’d the Nation’s Load ;

I have call’d down the Wrath of Gop
On all our helplefs Race.

6 With guilty unbelieving Dread
Long have I from his Prefence fled,
And fhunn'd the Sight of Heaven :
In vain the Pard’ning Gop purfued ;
I would not be by Grace fubdued ;
I would not be forgiven.
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2 I know the Tempeft roars for me,
Till I am caft into the Sea,

It’s Rage can never ceafe :
Here then [ to my Doom fubmit,
Do with me as thy Will fees fit,

But give thy People Peace.

S Save, Jesvu, fave the finking Ship,
And lo! I plunge into the Deep
Of all thy Judgments Aere :
I fall beneath thy Threatnings, Lorp;
But let my Soul, at laft reftor'd,
Before thy Face appear.

g Beneath thine Anger’s prefent Weight
I fink, and only deprecate
Thy forer Wrath to come:
Give me at laft in Thee a Part,
And now, in Mercy, now avert
The guilty Nation’s Doom.

1o O bid the angry Waves {ubfide,
Into a Calm the Tempeft chide
By thy fupreme Command :
Thou in our broken Ship remain,
Till ev’ry Soul the Harbour gain,
And reach the Heavenly Land.

V.

1 InxErs, the Call obey,
The lateft Call of Grace ;

The Day is come, the vengeful Day

Of a devoted Race:

Devils and Men combine

To plague the faithlefs Seed,
And Vials full of Wrath Divine

Are burfting on your Head.

z Enter
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Enter into the Rock,
Ye trembling Slaves of Sin,

The Rock of your Salvation, ftruck,
And cleft to take you 1n:

To fhelter the diftrefs’d
He did the Crofs endure ;

Enter into the Clefts, and reft
In JEsus® Wounds fecure.
Who would not fear the Lorbp,
Glorious in Majefty !

His Juftice ftern hath drawn the Sword ;
To his Compaflion flee:
Vengeance He comes to take,
He comes his Wrath to thew ;

He rifes terribly to fhake
The drowly World below.

See how his Meteors glare!
(The Tokens underftand)

Famine, and Peftilence, and War
Hang o'er the guilty Land!
Signs in the Heavens fee,

And hear the Speaking Rod ;
Sinner, the Judgment pomts to Thee,
Prepare to meet thy Gop!
Terrible Gop ! and true,

Thy Juftice we confefs,

Thy foreft Plagues are all our Due,
We own our Wickednefs,
Worthy of Death and Hell,
Thee in thy Judgments meet:

But lo! we to thy Grace appeal,
And crowd thy Mercy-Seat.
Jesus, to Thee we fly
From the devouring Sword!

Our City of Defence is migh,

Our Help is in the Lorp :

Or if the Scourge o’erflow,

And laugh at Innocence,
Thine everlafting Arms, we know,

Shall be our Soul’s Defence.

1T
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7 We in thy Word believe,

And in thy Promife ftay:

Our Life, which ftill to Thee we give,
Shall be to vs a Prey:
Our Life with Thee we hide
Above the furious Blaft,

And fhelter'd in thy Wounds abide,
Tl all the Storm is paft.

8  Beheving againft Hope,
We hang upon thy Grace,
Thro’ every low'ring Cloud look up,
And wait for happy Days ;
The Days when All fhall know
Their Sins in Curist forgiven,
And walk a while with Gop below,
And then fly up to Heaven.

VI.

I T HE dreadful Day is come
To fix a Nation’s Doom !

Who, when Gop doth this, fhall live,
Stand before 2 righteous Gop,

’Gaint the World and Satan ftrive,
Strive refifting unto Blood !

2 Well may our Nature fear
"The fiery T'rial near :

Who fhall firft his Lorp betray ?
Who his Mafter fhall deny ?
Which of Us fhall fall away ?

Isit, Saviour, 1sit I?

2 I fhall, I furely fhall,
Without thy Succour, fall:
Left, one Moment left alone,
I fhall make my Ruin fure,
Shamefully my Gob difown,
Thee, and all thy Saints abjure.

4. But, Lorp, I truft in Thee,
"Thou wilt not go from me;
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Thee thy Pity fhall conftrain

Still with me, ev’n me, t’ abide;
Me, the weakeft Child of Man,
Me for whom thy Pity died.

5 O that I always may
On Thee my Spirit flay!
Poor and needy as I am,
Thou doft for my Vilenefs care;
‘Thou hatt call’d me by my Name;
‘Thou wilt all my Burdens bear,

6 Thou art the Sinner’s Friend,
I on thy Love depend ;
Help for All is laid on Thee ;
Faith and Hope 1n Thee I have ;
As my Day, my Strength fhall be,
'Thou fhalt to the utmoft fave.

7 Arm me with thy great Power,
And come the fiery Hour !
Then I in thy Strength fhall fay,
(Feebleft of thy Servants I
I, tho’ all Men fall away,
I will never Thee deny.'

S Ready, thro’ Grace, I am
To {uffer for thy Name;
When Thou doft Thy{elf beftow

On {o poor a Worm as me,
I fhall then to Prifon go,

Gladly go to Death with Thee.

VII.

I HAPPY Souls that CuRrisT obey,
They are {afe, and only They ;

Hidden is their Life above,
All wrapt up in JEsus’ Love.
When his Judgments are abroad,
By his timely Warnings aw’d,
B They
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They to Him their Spirits give,
Clofer to their Saviour cleave.

Neither Wars nor Plagues they fear,
Still their Life and Peace 15 near;

Undifturb’d by Storms they reft
Harbour'd in His quiet Breaft.

Calm on Tumult’s Wheel they fit,
Trample Death beneath their Feet ;
Own their all o’er-ruling Lorp,
Smile at the Deftroyer’s Sword.

They its threatning Point defy,
'They behold the Fiend pafs by,
Sprinkled by the Lamb of Gon,
Arm’d and cover'd with his Blood.

Thanks to the Atoning Lamb,
We are thelter’d n his Name ;
We our Lorbp begin to know,

Ranfom’d from the World below.

While we walk with him 1n Light,
Neither Men nor Fiends affright;
Us, whom Jesus® Blood doth arm
Kill they may, but cannot harm.

O that all our Friends might feel
How fecure i Curist we dwell,
O that all our Foes might prove

Gop, a Pard'ning Gop of Love!

VIIL.

ReTHREN, the End is near,

Thefe the Days of Vengeance be,
Rumour’d Ilis the Land diftrefs ;
Wars on Wars ye hear and fee,

Uthering in the Prince of Peace.

Our Lorp fhall foon appear :

His
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< His Judgments are abroad,
Forerunners of eur Gob ;
Nation againft Nation fights,
Kingdoms againft Kingdoms rife ;
Signs above, and fearful Sights
Speak the Anger of the Skices.

3 The Powers of Heaven He fhakes ;
Earth to her Centre quakes ;
Famine thews her meagre Face;
Peftilence ftalks clofe behind ;
Woes furround the finful Race;
Wrath abides on all Mankind.

4. The Nations are diftrefs’d,
'l he Wicked cannot reft:
No, in Sin they fleep no more,
Toft with fad Perplexity ;
Swell the Waves, and work, and roar,
Men are like the troubled Sea.

5 Terror their Heart affails,
Their Heart thro’ Terror fails ;
Fails, o’erwhelm’d with huge Difmay,
Looking for the Plagues to come,
Shrinking from their evil Day,
Fainting at their inftant Doom.

) But ye that fear the Lorp,
Fear neither Plague nor Sword ;
JEsUs bids your Care depart,
Ye in Jesus® Love are bleft;
Sprinkled is your peaceful Heart :
Now expett the perfect Reft.

Thefe threatning Clouds look thro',
Good they portend to You :
Lift your Heads, with Joy look up,

Find your full Redemption near;
See your Soul’s Defire and Hope,
See your glorious Lorp appear.

8 His near Approach ye know,

Treated like Him below ;
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This the Word that Jesus {aid,
Now your Mafter’s Lot ye find,

Mock'd, rejefted, and betray'd,
Hated now by-all Mankind.

9  Incalm and quiet Peace
Your patient Souls poffefs ;
Gobp hath kept your Innocence,
Gon fhall {till His own defend
Reft in Him, your {ure Defence,
Suffer on, and wait the End.

10 His Mercy’s Wings are {pread,
To guard your naked Head ;
None can hurt you now, or grieve,
Hated tho’ ye be by all:
No, without your Saviour’s Leave,
Not one facred Hair fhall fall,

IX.
LY, to the Mountains fly ;

Sinners, on ChrisT rely!
Our ftrong; Mountain is the Lorp:
He keeps off th’ Invading Bands,

He averts th’ impending Sword ;

Curist the Chriftians Fortrefs ftands.

2 Happy who truft n Him,
Almighty to redeem.:
Neither Wars nor Plagues they fear,
Publick Ills they calmly meet,
Smile at Defolation near,
Trample Death beneath their Feet.

3 But Woes, redoubled Woes
Attend the Saviour’s Foes:
Worldly Men and Things who love,

Gob, his Things, and People hate,
O what Sorrows will they prove,

Crufh’d by all his Judgments Weight!

Woe
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Wae to the Souls at Eafe,
The Slaves of foul Excefs ;
Charg’d with furfeiting, or Wine,
Drunk with Pleafure, or with Care,
Big with earthly low Defign,
Fond of their Attachments there,

Secure on Earth who dwell,
'They all his Plagues fhall feel ;
Senfelefs, till the Day opprefs ;
‘Thoughtlefs, till the Ruin come::
Pangs fhall then their Spirits feize,
Earneft of their final Doom.

- But we thy Waming take,
We, Lorp, the World forfake
T'hou hatt kindly faid, Beware,
Arm’d us by thy Word of Grace,
Told us of the fatal Snare

Spread for all the Easth-born Race.

Thy Judgments we revere,
Thy fpeaking Rod we hear.
Thou fhalt keep our caution’d Heart,

Free from Care, from Pleafure fice -
Thou alone our Portion art,

All our Treafure 15 in Thee.

Thee let us il obey,

And always watch and pray ;
Pray againft the {ore Diftrefs,

Plagues, that on the World fliall fall,

Counted, thro’ thy Righteoufnefs,
Worthy to efcape them all.

Worthy efteem’d thro’ Grage
T'o ftand before thy Face;
Call'd to fee our Judge appear,
Son of Man, with Glory crown’d ;
Glad th* Archangel’s Voice to hear,
Shouting at the Trumpet's Sound,

B3

O wouldit
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10 O wouldft Thou now defcend,.
And all our Sufferings end !
Hear the Bride and Spirit pray,
Haften, Lorp, the general Doom ;.
Ering the great tremendous Day,

Come away, to Judgment come!

X,
A Praver for bis Majefty King George:

Fear GOD, and honour the Kine.

i Q\Ov’reicN of All, whofe Will ordains
The Powers on Earth that be,
By whom our Rightful Monarch reigns,
Subjeét to none but Thee;

* Stir up thy Strength, appear, appear,
And for thy Servant fight ;
Support thy great Vicegerent here,.
And vindicate his Right,.

3 Lo! in the Arms of Faith and Prayer,
We bear him to thy Throne ;
Receive thine own peculiar Care,
The Lorp’s Anointed One.

1+ With Favour look upon his Face ;
Thy Love’s Pavilion {pread ;
And watchful Troops of Angels place
Around his facred Head.

§ Guard Him from all who dare oppole.
Thy Delegate, and Thee,
From open and from fecret Foes,,
From Force and Perfidy..

§ Confound whoe’er his Ruin feeks,
Or into Friengds convert;
Give Him his Adverfaries Necks,

Give Him his People’s Heart.
Let
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7 Let us, for Confcience’ Sake, revere
The Man of thy Right-Hand;
Honour and love thine Image here,
And blefs his mild Command.

8 (Thou only didft the Bleffing give,
The Glory, Lorp, be thine.)

Let all with thankful Joy receive
The Benefit Divine,

9 To thofe, who Thee in Him obey,
The Sp’rit of Grace impart ;.
His dear, his facred Burthen lay
On every Loyal Heart..

0 QO let us pray, and never ceafe,
 Defend Him, Lorp, defend;
¢ *Stablith his Throne in glorious Peace,.
““ And fave him to the End..

XTI.

ANOTHER,

; Mmortal Potentate,
Whofe Sov’reign Will is Fate,.
Own the King we have from Thee,
Blefs the Man of thy Right-Hand,
Crown Him with thy Majefty,
Let Him in Thine Image ftand,

Him for thy Glory’s Sake,
Thy faithful Subjet make:
Pour the Unétion from above,.
All the Gifts divine impart,.
Make Him happy In thy Love,
Make Him after Thine own Heart,

! His facred Lafe defend,
And fave Him to the End :

kv

Guard.
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Guard from all impending Harms,
O Almighty King of Kings;
Keep Him in thy Mercy’s Arms,
Wrap Him in thy Mercy’s Wings,

Defeat, confound, opprefs
"The Troublers of his Peace:
Blaft their every vain Defign ;
"Stablith Thou his quiet Throne ;
Tell his Foes This Soul is mine,
Touch not Mine Anointed Qne,

3 Preferve a Life fo dear,
And long detain Him here:
Late His fpotlefs Soul receive
To thy Palace in the Skies ;
Eid Him late in Glory live,
Live the Life that never dies,

XII.

ANOTHER,

r Ountain of Fower, from whom defcends
F The Regal Dignity Divine,
‘Thine 15 the Reign that never Ends 3
An everlafting Throne is Thine:

2 Princes by thy Appointment reign ;
Thou haft to Ours the Sceptre given ;
Confirm the Grant, Thine own maintain,
The chofen Delegate of Heaven.

3 Honour, and Majefty, and Might,

oill, Lorp, on our dread Sire beftow ;
Affert his Caufe, uphold his Right,

And give Him to thy Church below ;

4 In Anfwer to our fervent Prayer,
T'hy Blefing on his Head thower down,
And take into thy choiceft Care
A Life far deurer than our ewn.

Thou-
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5 Thoufands of Ours are vile to His ;
His Guardian Thou be ever nigh ;
Nor let the Hope of Ifracel ceafe,
Nor let the Light of Jfae/ die.

6 Still may He by thy fpecial Grace
A Blefling to thefe Kingdoms live ;
Give Him a Length of profperous Days,
The Riches of thy Mercy give,

7 Give Him thy little Flock to feed,
(A Gyrus to thy Church below)

To raife and nurfe thy chofen Seed;
And let thy Royal Captives g0.

3 O may Hein thy gracious Might
Thy perfecuted Truth defend,
Relieve th’ Opprefs'd, the Injur’d right,
And all the Rage of Tyrants end.

9 Long may He guard thy Peoples Reft,
A glorious Inftrument Divine,

And late enroll’d among the Blefs’d
Bright as the Stars for ever fhine.

XIII.
For the KING and the Royal F amily,

l OR D, Thou hatt bid thy People pray
For all thar bear the Sov’reign Sway,
And thy Vicegerents reign
Rulers, and. Governors, and Powers-
And lo! in Faith we pray for Ours ;
Nor can we pray in vain.

2 Jesu, thy chofen Servant guard,
And every threatning Danger ward
From his anointed Head ;
Bid all His Griefs and Troubles ceafe,
And thro’ the Paths of Heavenly Peace
To Life Eternal lead.

Cover
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3 Cover His Enemies with Shante,
Defeat their dire malicious Aim,
Lheir baffled Hopes deftroy ;
But fhower on Him thy Bleflings down ;

Crown Him with Grace, with Glory crown,
And everlafting Joy.

4+ "To Hoary Hairs be Thou his Go D,
Late may He feek that high Abode,
Late to his Heaven remove ;
Of Virtues full, and happy Days,
Accounted worthy by thy Grace
To fill 2 Throne above.

5 And when Thou doft his Sp'rit receive,,
O give Him, in his Offspring, give
Us back our King again ;
Preferve them, Providence Davine,

And let the long-illuftrious Line
To lateft Ages reIgn.

6 Seccure us of his Royal Race
A Man to ftand before thy Face,
And exercife thy Power ;
With Wealth, Profperity, and Peace,

Our Nation and our Church to blefs,
Tl Time fhall be no more.

HYMNS



ir-
- B
:llf'i

y . ¥_ x4 e Wi g 4°% L LS el B4 vy ¥ B¢ 9" §4'q B
Eail L | Bk H. W AD 4 L I I 4 ' B I W X X = FLF N A ipa s
e By I‘;-'l'--'1 [ X Ii-.im & & dv b 4- §. 0 4. By .:-I‘\l*‘* . n T & I‘!':' l.u. 1’ - o

I N

Tivg of PERsECUTION.

L.

1 Aster, we call to Mind to thy Word,
We are not now above our Lorp:
Sufhcient tis for us to be
In Sufferings and in Griefs like Thee.

2 The World, to prove thy Saying true,
With crnel Wrath our Souls purfue,
As Evil they caft out our Name,

And brand us with thy glorious Shame.

3 All Kind of Ill they falfely fay,
Becaufe we avz// thy Truth obey,
To Thee with fleady Purpofe cleave,
And godly in thy Spirit live.

4 Expos'd to Man’s oppreflive Power,
We ftand in Danger every Hour,
The Rage of Perfecution bear,

And hated as our Lorp we are.

5 O may we in thy Footfteps go,
Thee, only Thee refolv’d to know,
To Slaughter in thy Spirit led,
Conform’d in all Things to our Head.

Give
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6 ‘Give us thy Strength, O Gop of Love,
And hide our Better Life above,
Then on our Side at laft appear,

And lo, we come to fuffer here !

I1.

I H! woe is me, conftrain'd to dwell
/ \ Among the Sons of Night,
Poor Sinners dropping into Hell -

Who hate the Goifpel Light.

2 Wiid as the untam’d Arzbs Race
Who from their Saviour fly,

And trample on his pard’ning Grace,
And all his Threats defy.

3 Yet here alas! in Pain I live,
Where Satan keeps his Seat,

And Day by Day for thofe I gricve
Who will to Sin fubmit.

4 With guthing Eyes their Deeds I fee,
Shut up in Sodor 1,
And afk with Him who ranfom’d me,
“ Why will ye fin and die :”’

5 Jesus, Redeemer of Mankind,
Difplay thy faving Power,
Thy Mercy let thefe Out-cafts find,
And know their gracious Hour.

6 Ah! give them Lorp, a longer Space,
Nor fuddenly confume,

But let them take the profter’d Grace,
And flee the Wrath to come.

7 O wouldtt thou caft a pitying Look
(All Goodnefs as Thou art)
Like that which faithlefs Peses’s broke,
Or my obdurate Heart.’

8 Who Thee beneath their Feet have trod,
And crucified afrefh,
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Touch with thine All-viCorions Blood,
And turn the Stone to Flefh.

9 Open their Eyes, and Ears to fee
Thy Crofs, to hear thy Cries -
Sinner, thy Saviour weeps for Thee,
For Thee He weeps, and dies.

t0 All the Day long He meekly ftands

His Rebels to receive,

And fhews his Wounds, and {preads his Hands,
And bids you turn and live.

{1 Turn, and your Sins of deepeft Die
He will with Blood efface,
Ev’n now He waits his Blood ¢’ apply s
Be fav’d, be fav’d by Grace,

t2 Be fav'd from Hell, from Sin, and Fear:
He fpeaks you now forgiven,
Walk before Gop, be perfeét here,
And then come up to Heaven.

I11.

¥ YESUS, our Help in Time of Need,
J Thy fuffering Servants {ee,

Who would in all thy Footfteps tread,
And bear the Crofs with Thee.

2 Stand by us in this evil Hour,
Our feeble Souls defend,
And in our Weaknefs thew thy Power,
And keep us to the End.

2 'The World, and their infernal God
Agamft thy People rife,
Becaufe our Truft is in thy Blood
They mingle Earth and Skies.

4 Slaughter, and cruel Threats they breathe,
And endlefs Battles wage,
And gnath upon us with cheir Teeth,
And tear the Ground with Rage.

C Captain
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5 Captain of our Salvation hear,
[n all the Heathen’s Sight

Make bare thine Arm ; appear, appear,
And for thy People fight,

6 Jesus, thy righteous Caufe maintain,
The Sons of Violence quell,
Take to Thee thy great Power, and reign
O’er Heaven, and Earth, and Hell.

7 As Chaff before the Whirlwind drive,
And bruife them by thy Red, -
Who madly with their Maker firive,
And fight againft their Gob.

8 Who kick againft the Pricks in vaia
Thy Foes in Anger blaft,
And chaften with judicial Pain,
But fave their Souls at laft.

9 O that at laft by Love compel’d
The Rebels might {ubmt,
In humble Hope of Mercy yield,
And tremble at thy Feet!

10 The Faith they perfecute, imbrace,
On Thee their Lorbp rely,
And live the Mon’ments of thy Grace,
And for thy Glory die !

IV,

1 (MEE, Lorp, the Purchafe of thy Death,
Thy little feeble Flock,

Gather, and keep our Souls beneath
The Shadow of their Rock.

2 Thy few returning Sheep behold,
By Wolves encompatft round,
And let us never leave the Fold,
But ftill in Thee be found.

Regard
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3 Regard the Number of our Foes,
Their Subtlety and Might,
Arife, and flop the Way of thofe
Who ’gaintt thy People fight.

4 Helper of every helplefs Soul,
Shew forth thy Saving Grace,
The Fiercenefs of vain Man controul,
Or turn it to thy Praife.

¢ Thou know'ft for thy dear Sake alone
We daily fufter Shame,

Becaufe we dare our Mafter own,
And triumph in thy Name,

¢ Thee, Lorp, before thy Foes we dare
In Word and Deed confefs,

Rejoice thy hallowd Crofs to bear,
~ And live thy Witnefles.

7 Witnefles of th’ Atoning Blood

Which did for Sinners flow,

And brought a guilty World to Gonb,
And {prinkled all below.

3 That Blood we felt thro’ Faith applied,
And know our Sins forgiven,
And tell Mankind the purple Tide
Would waft them all to Heaven.

g For this we reckon all Things Lofs,
Till CurisT the Judge comes down,
Honours the Followers of his Crofs,
And bids them wear his Crown.

10 He tells us He will quickly come,
tis Saying we receive,

And we fhall all be taken Home,
And in his Kingdom live.

i1 Us, who before the Sons of Men
Were bold our Lorp to own,
He will, He w:ll acknowledge then
Before his Father’s Throne.

C2

27
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12 He (while the glorious Angels ftand
Aftonifh’d at the Grace)
Shall place us all at his Right-hand,
And fpeak hus Servants Praife.

13 Thefe (if our Hearts may now conceive
What Gop in Heaven fhall {ay)
Thele were the Souls who dar’d believe,
Who dar'd my Word obey.

14 Me for their dear Redeeming Lorp
They never blufh’d to own,

But held my Name, and kept my Word,
And liv’d to me alone.

1 A Proverb of Reproach below
They {uffer’d for my Sake,
Rejoic’d my daily Crofs to know,
My Portion to partake.

16 On Earth they liv’d my Witneffes,
My Witnefles they died,
And now 1 for my own confefs

And fpeak them glorified.

17 Come then to Heaven your native Home,

Be numbred with the Bleft,
My Father’s happy Children come,
And on my Bofom reit.

18 The Kingdom take for all prepar’d
That fhould 1n me abide;

Now. I am now, thy great Reward
Who in my Faith haft died.

19 My good and faithful Servant Thee
I openly approve,
Poflefs thy Lot, enthron’d with me
In all the Pomp of Love,

20 The Mead of all thy Labours Thus,
This Starry Diadem wear,
Enter into thy Mafter’s Blifs,
And reign for ever there.

LaMs
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V.

X AMB of Gep, we follow Thee,
Willing as ‘Thou art to be,
Joyful n thy Steps to go,
Suffering for thy Sake below.

> Taking up our daily Crofs,
Call’d to Shame, and Pain, and Lofs,
Well-contented to fuftain
All the Rage of cruel Man,

3 Who thy lovely Pattern knows
Cannot Force with Force oppolfe,

They that to thy Fold belong
Dare not render Wrong for Wrong.

4 Bruis’d by the Oppreffor’s Hand
Evil they will ne’er withftand,
All that follow Thee are meek,
Taught to turn the other Cheek,

5 JEsvu, in thy gracious Power
Lo! we meet the Fiery Hour,
Calm, dispaffionate, refign’d, .
Arm’d with all thy patient Mind.

6 After Thee with Joy we come
Sheep before our Shearers dumb,
Anf{wering not one angry Word,
'True Difciples of our Lorp.

7 Suffering here we threaten not,
Innocent in Word and Thought,
Harmlefs as a wounded Dove,
Hatred we repay with Love,

8 Turn, Almighty as Thou art,
‘Turn our Perfecutors Heart,
Let them to our Faith be given,
Let us meet our Foes in Heaven.

C3

%9

Car-
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VL

3 Artaiv, we look to Thee,
Thy promis’d Succours claim,
Humbly affur’d of Viltory
Thro’ thine Almighty Name:
With furious Beafts to fight,
Forth in thy Strength we go,
With all the Earth-born Sons of Night,
With all the Fiends below.

2 Hold of thine Arm we take,
And fearlefly march on,
The World, the Realm of Satan, fhake,
And turn it upfide down;
'Ganft all the Powers of Hell

Undaunted we proceed,
Refiftlefs and mvincible

Thro' our triumphant Head.

3 A {uffering Fight we wage
With Man’s oppreflive Power,
Endure the Perfecutor’s Rage,
Till all the Storm 1s o’er:
Arm’d with the patient Mind
W hich 1n our Saviour was,

We bear the Hate of all Mankind,
And glory in the Crofs.

4  To gain that Heavenly Prize
We gladly {uffer here,
And languith in yon opening Skies
T'o fee his Sign appear:
His Sign we foon fhall {ee,
The Lorp fhall quickly come,
And give the final Viftory,

And take the Conquerors home,

VII.
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1 YESU, thy.weak Difciples fee,
Entreated in the World like Thee,
Partakers of thy Share;
Becaufe we will not let Tnee go,
Sweet Fellowthip with Thee to know,
And {uffer for thy Name.

2 Thy Marks we in our Body bear,
Our Maiter’s Crofs we daily fhare,
And blejs the facred Sign,
Buffeted here for doing well,
We thankfully accept the Seal,
And see/ that we are Thine.

3 Our Back we to the Smiters give,
Evil for Good with Joy receive,
Nor meaniy ftrive to hide
From fpitung, and from Shame our Face,
But gloyy m the full Difgrace
Ot Jesus crucified.

4 For thy dear Sake we fuffer Wrong,
And perfecuted all Day long,
We thus the Crown enfure,
As Sheep appointed to be flain,
Our Portion of Contempt and Pain
We to the End endure.

5 We i thy Strength can all Things do,

Thro* Thee can all Things fuffer too,
When Thou the Power fhalt give,

We then by Faith fhall fee Thee {tand

The Great High-Prieft 2t Gop’s Right-hand,

Qur Spirits to receive,

& Wherefore to Thee our Souls we truft,
Qur Saviour to the uttermoft
To Thee we boldly come,

With Joy upon our Heads return,
High on the Wings of Angels born

'1'0 our Eiernal Home,

31
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Onour, and Praife, O Carisrt, receive,

Thro’ whom thy faving Name we know,
Thou gav'tt us freely to believe,

And dolt a fecond Grace beftow ;
Call us to bear the hallow'd Crofs,
And {ufter for thy glorious Caufe,

* Becaufe from Sin we turn away,
And will not from thy Paths depart,
Lo! we have made ourfelves a Prey:
opoil’d of our Goods with chearful Heart
We here our little All reftore,
And would, but cannot part with more.

3 Far better Goods we have above,
And Subftance more enduring far,
The Earneft in our Hearts we prove,
And tafte the Joys that wait us there.
Riches of Grace, fo freely given,
And CaRri1sT in us, and CHrIsT in Heaven.

4 Our Heavenly Wealth fhall never fail,
Our Fund of everlafting Blifs,
Thieves do not there break thro® and fteal,
Nor Belial’s Sons by Violence feize,
They cannot {poil our Goods above,
Or rob us of our Saviour’s Love.

¢ In Him we have Immortal Food,
Cloathing that always fhall endure,
A permanent and fix'd Abode,
An Heavenly Houfe that flandeth fure,
Who here are deflitute of Bread,
And want a Place to lay our Head.

6 Spoiler, take ali! We will not grieve,
We will not of our Lofs complain :
Of Frecdom and of Life bercave,
Cur better Lot fhall {51l remain,
Enough for us the Pare Divine,
"The Good, which never can be Thine.
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IX.

Y £ NOME all who love the flaughter’d Lamb,
And fuffer for his Caufe,
Enjoy with us his facred Shame,
And glory in his Crofs.

2 His welcome Crofs we daily bear,
Hated, revil'd, opprefs’d,
We only can his Truths declare
Who calls the Sufferers blefs’d,

3 Our Mafter’s Burthen we fuftain,
Affli&ted for his Sake,
In Lofs, Reproach, Diftrefs, and Pamn,

A ftrange Delight we take.

4 We drink the confecrated Cup
Our Saviour drank before,
And fill our Lorp’s Afflictions up,
And triumph 1n his Power.

§ His Power is in our Weaknefs (hewn,

And perfeétly difplay’d ;
The Strength we feel 1s not our own,
But flows from CurisT our Head.

6 With Confolations from above
He fills our ravith'd Breatt,
The Spirit of his glorious Love
On every Soul doth reft,

7 He takes his fuffering People's Part,
And fheds his Love abroad,
And witnefles with every Heart,

Thou art a Child of Gonp.

8 Surely we now believe and feel
Our Sins are all forgiven,
The outward and the inward Seal

Confirms us Heirs of Heaven. -
Then
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¢ Then let us all our Burthen bear,
To CurisT our Souls commend,
Joyful his Lot on Easth to fhare;
And patient to the End.

'O Be faithful unto Death he cries,
And I the Crown will give,
Amen, the glorious Sp’rit replies,

We die with Thee to live.
X.

X Kxe of Saints with pitying Eye,
Thy poor affliGted People fee,
Who hold thy Word, nor dare deny

Thy Name, tho’ fuffering Lofs for Thee.

2 Expos’d to Shame, and Want, and Pain,
Crufk’d by the Perfecutor’s Power,
Thou, Lorbp, their fainting Souls f{uftain,
And keep them in their trying Hour.

3 From Anger, and contemptuous Pride,

From low Revenge, and faithlefs Fear,
Preferve, and fhill their Spirits hide,

Tl Thou in their Behalf appear,

4 Their feeble Hearts confirm, unite,

And fix on their Reward above -
Imbolden with thy Spirit’s Might,,

And arm them with thy patient Love.

5 Thee let the Witnefles confefs
Before the rebel Sons of Men,
Proclaim thine all-vi€orious Grace,
And fuffer till with Thee they reign :

6 To Thee, and to each other cleave,

While midlt the ravening Wolves they lie,,
A Pattern to Believers live,

A Pattern to Believers die !
X1,
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XI.

i ESUS, the Glory take!
Afflited, and oppretft,
Revil'd and hated for thy Sake,
Thou haft pronouc’d us bleft:

‘The Blefling we receive,
We all our Seal fet to,

Now, Lorp, we feelingly believe,
And own that Thou art true.

2 Faithful and Good Thou art ;
We tafte the Heavenly Powers,
The glorious Earneft in our Heart
Infures the Kingdom ours:
Exceeding glad we are,

Our ravifh’d Bofoms {well
With Extacy too ftrong to bear,
With Joy unfpeakable.

3 Thro’ Perfecution bold,
To Thee our Songs we raife;
‘Thee in the Furnace we behold,
Thee in the Fires we praife:
We now the Promife know,
Sufficient is thy Love

To bear us thro’ thefe Storms below,
And Jand us {afe above.

To fufter now is {weet,

For Thou the Strength haft given:
And O! how infinitely great

Is our Reward in Heaven!

We fhall be {urely there,

The Fight will {oon be won ;
The Crofs we now with Jesus bear

Shall lift us to the Throne.

"Twas
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5  "T'was thus the Saints of Gop,
His Meflengers and Seers
"The narrow Path of Sufferings trod,

And paft the Vale of Tears,
Thro’ {fore Affictions paft
To better Worlds above,

And more than conquer’d all at laft
In our Redeemer’s Love.

6  Sufferers like Them beneath,

Thro’ much Diftrefs and Pain,

Thro’ all the Toils of Hell and Death
We come with Them to reign ;
With Curist the glorious King,
Who wipes our Tears away,

And calls us up his Praife to fing
In Everlafting Day,

XII.

; SHEI‘HERD of Souls, thy Sheep behold
In the dark cloudy Day,

The Wolf is come into thy Fold,
To fcatter, tear, and flay,

2 His bloody Hand th® Opprefior fhakes
Againit the Faithfu] Seed,
And Havock of thy Chuarch he makes --.-
He makes us as our Head.

3 Thy Marks we in our Bodies bear,
But arm us with thy Power,
The Rage of Fiends and Men we dare,
And meet the Evil Hour.

4 They only can our Bodies kill,

Our Souls'can never die;

Our Sculs exift in Jesus fhill,
And reign above the Sky.

‘Where-
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§ Wherefore the utmoft Sufferings here
Of thofe who JEsus love,
We count not worthy to compare
With our Reward above,

6 Light are the Pains we now endure,
And quickly over-paft,
But O! the Pleafures they fecure,
Eternally fhall laft.

7 Onall th’ Afiliction we look down,
The Joy fo far exceeds,

So bright, fo weighty is the Crown
It fets upon your Heads.

8 O what a glorious Life fhall be
In us, ev'n Us reveal’d,

While Face to Face our Lorp we ice,
With all his Fulnefs fillI’d !

9 Who would not then, for fuch an Hope,
‘The Path of Sorrow tread,

And take his Mafter’s Burthen up,
And fuffer with his Head ?

10 Who would not chearfully fuflain
A Crofs {o light as this,
And bear a momentary Pain
For an Eternal Blifs ?

XIII,

X A N D fhall we now turn back,

To Satan’s Conqueft yield,
The holy Fellowthip forfake,

And quit the well-fonght Field ;
No more with Accord fweet
Our Saviour’s Love adore,

And fee each other’s F ace, and meet

In Jesus’ Name no more

D We
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We who have counted Lofs
For CurisT our greateft Gain,
Shall we refufe the Crown and Crofs,
And fufter all in vain ?
Caught in the Tempter’s Snare,
ohall we like Demas ftop,
Th’ affembling of ourfelves forbear,
And give our Brethren up ?

No, never will we part,
Or place to Satan give,

But cleave to Gop with ftedfaft Heart,
And to each other cleave.
Strengthen’d by His Command,
We for the Faith contend,

In JEsus’ Name together ftand,

And {uffer to the End.

In vain the {ubtle Foe
Allures with proffer'd Eafe,
We now his falfe Devices know,
And {corn his hellifh Peace:
"Thy faithful Servants, Lorbp,
We never will refign,
Or buy the World’s Good-will and Word
By Forfeiture of Thine.

No, in thy Strength we fay
"T'o Sinners and their God,
Ye cannot tear our Shield away,

Who truft in JeEsus® Blood,
Who to each other cleave,
Your Malice we defy ;

We quvi// in CurisT together live,
We will together die.

X1V,

ET thee behind us, Fiend,

With all thy baffled Art |
The Sheep we know Thou canft not rend,

Unlefs Thou firft canft part:
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JEsus his ten-fold Power

His Saints affembled claim -
Tremble, thou Fiend, and fly before

Our mighty Captain’s Name.

2 - Thy Wifdom from below
Full well we underftand ;
Difperfe, and then our Souls o’erthrow,
Divide us, and command :
But Jesus il fhall hold
And keep us fafe from Harms,
Together lodg’d within his Fold
tis everlafting Arms.

b

While in our Shepherd’s Breatt
Ovur helplefs Souls we hide,
Nor Devils can difturb our Rett,
- Nor can the World divide -
To build each other np
We now in Jesys join,
And who fhall burft the Bond, or ftop
'The Intercourfe Divine ?

This Gop hath bid ug do,
And Man forbids in vain ;

Ye never, never can break thro’
Love’s Adamantine Chain :
Join’d by the Saviour’s Will,
The fame in Mind and Heart,

Ye may afflict us here, and kill,
But ye can never part.

Refolv’d our Lorp ¢’ obey,
In {pite of Man’s Command )
Together in the antient Way

Thro’ his Support we ftand s
Nor will we hence remove,
Tl all triumphant rife

And meet the Firft-born Church above,
Affembled in the Skies,

Do XV, A
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A PRAYER for the Firft Martyr.,

HE A D of thy fuffering Church below,
We afk in Faith the Paflive Power, -

L hy perfedt Strength in Weaknefs fliew,
And arm us for the dreadful Hour.

2 Prepare the Soul Thou f# fhalt call

To own in Death the Pard'ning Gop,
To die for Him who died for all,
And feal the Record with his Bloed,

3 Thy hardy Soldier, Lorp, enure,
The daily Crofs with Joy to prove;
Give him an Heart refolv’d, and pure,
And meek, and full of patient Love.

.

1

4 Give him, when now the Day draws near,
His atter Helplefnefs to fec ;
Give him the Self-miftrufiing Fear,
‘The humble Awe that cleaves to Thee.

5 To Thee let him in Faith look up,
And claim the Succours from Above,
And rife to all the Strength of Hope,
Toall th® Omnipotence of Love.

6 O’erwhelm him with th® amazing Grace,
That He, {o poor, {o felf-abhor’d,
Leaft of the Blood-befprinkled Race,
‘T'hat he f{hould {ufter for his Lorp!

7 Give him th’ indubitable Sign,
That all his Sofferings are for Thee;
Affure his Heart the Caufe 15 thine,
And Thou wilt get the Vi&ory.

8 Give him, before he bows his Head,
The Sight to fervent Stzphen given,
"The everlafting Doors difplay’d,

The Glories of a wide-fpread Heaven.
| Shew
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9 Shew him Thyfelf at Gop’s Right-Hand ;
Thou on the faithful Soul look down,
Thou by thy dying Champion ftand,
And reach him out the Starry Crown,

10 Infpire him with thy tender Care
For thofe who nail’d Thee to the Wood,
And give to his expiring Prayer
The Men that drive his Sou] to Gop,

XVI,

I ORD; we have All forfook
Thy Dying Love to know,
To bear thy light and caly Yoke,
And in thy Foot-ﬂeps 00;
Pleafure, and Goods, and Fame,
We gladly have reftor'd,
In Pain, and Poverty, and Shame,

Partakers with our LoRrbp.

2 Arm’d with thy Strength alone,
We ftill our All refign;

Our Lives which once we call'd our own,
Are rot our own, but Thine:
Ready we always ftand
In thine Almighty Power,

To yield them up at thy Command,
And meet the F iery Hour.

3 Where is the Promife then,
The Blifs Thou hat prepar’d
For us before the Sons of Men,

Where is our great Reward ?
The Hundred-fold Increafe

Of Goods, and Lands, and F riends,
The {weet unutterable Peace,

The Joy that never ends !
4 Surely we gre pofleft
Of Thee our Recompence,

Extacy fills our panting Breaft,
And pains our achmg Senfe:

D 1 What
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What hath the World like This!
'The Joy which now we know----

>’I'1s more than Joy, or Life, or Blifs,
"'T1s Heaven begun below.

Yct O! we look for more
- And mightier Joys above,
The Fulnefs of thy Heavenly Store,
Of thine Eternal Love :
Glory fhall end the Strife,
And in thefe Bodies thine ;
Jesvu, our Everlafting Life,.

QOur Flefh fhall be like Thine..

Chang’d by his mighty Love,

We fhall be as our Lorp,
And fit upon our Thrones above,

And blefs his juft Award:

While trembling at the Bar,
Devils and Tyrants ftand,

We fhall with Him their Doom declare,_
And fhout at his Right-hand.

Then every Saint of His
Shall lean upon his Breaft;,
'The Wicked there from troubling ceafe,.
And there the Weary relt:
Qur Sufferings all are o’er,.
Our Tears are wip'd away,.
We only love, rejoice,. adore,
Thro’ one Eternal Day.

The Rivers of Delight

That there our Souls embrace,.
The Glorious Beatific Sight

That veils the Angels Face,,

The Joys ineffable

That from thy Prefence flow,.
‘The Fulnefs here we cannot tell,

But, Lorp, we die to know.

HYMNS
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T U M U L T
1
I E Servants of Gop, Your Mafter proclaim,

And publifh abroad His wonderful Name,,
The Name all-viftorious Of Jssus extoll ;
His Kingdom is glorious, And rules over All,

o> The Waves of the Sea Have hft up their Voice,
Sore troubled that we In JEsus rejoice;
The Floods they are roaring, But Jesus is here,
While we are adoring, He always is near.

~ Men, Devils engage, The Billaws arife,

And horribly rage, And threaten the Skies:
Their Fury fhall never Our Stedfafinefs fhock,,
'The Weakeft Believer Is built on a Rock.

4 Gop ruleth on High, Almighty to fave,
And ill He is nigh, His Prefence we have;:
The Great Congregation His Triumph fhall fing,
Afcribing Salvation To Jesus our King.

g Salvation to Gop Who-fits on the Throne!
Let all cry aloud,. And honour the Son'!
Our Jesus’s Praifes The Angels proclaim,
Fall down on their Faces, And worfhip the Lamb,

6 Then let us adore,. And give Him His Right,
All Glory, and Power, And Wifdom, and Might,
All Honour and Blefling, With Angels above,

And Thaoks never ceafing, And infinite Love.M
O V-
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I,

Mnipotent King, Who reigneft on high,
Thy Mercy we fing, Thy Haters defy,

We give Thee thy Glory, Tho’ Satan oppofe,
And gladly adore 1 hee, In Sight of thy Foes,

2 The Reprobates dare Their Mafter proclaim,
And loudly declare Their Sin and their Shame ;

Preflumptuous in Evil, Their God they avow,
'Their Father the Devil; And worfhip him Now-.

3 And fhall we not fing Our Malfter and Lorbp,
Our Maker and King, By Angels ador’d,
Our meraiful Saviour, Who brought us to Gob,
And purchas’d us Favour By fhedding His Blood.

4 Yes, Lorp, we adore, Tho’ all Men deny,
And tell of thy Power, T'riumphantly nigh:
O Jesu, we blefs Thee, Our [esus proclaim,
And gladly confefs Thee, For ever the fame.

§ In Tumult and Noife, We fing of thy Grace,
More mighty our Joys, More hearty our Praife,
Qur Triumphs are higher, And warmer our Zeal,
And Thee ever nigher Than Satan we feel.

6 The Sinners we fee, Who Satan obey,
Much happier we, Much wifer than they,
Our Mafter 1s greater, He makes us His Heirs,
And O! how much better Our Wages than theirs!

7 Our JEsus is near, Whenever we fing,
Among us we hear The Shout of a King; [pheme,
Our Voices are ftronger Than theirs who blaf-
And furely we longer Shall triumph than Them.

I,

AL L conquering Lorp, Whom Sinners adore,
Remember thy Word, And ftir up thy Power,
Drive Satan before Thee His Advocates chafe:
Or let them adore Thee, or yield to thy Grace.

O pity,
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2 O pity, and fpare, And fave them from Death,
Pluck’d out of his Snare, Snatch’d out of hisTeeth;
Almighty Redeemer, To whom all Things bow,
Caft down the Blafphemer, And refcue them now.

3 O why fhould he take Thy Purchafe away ?
Thy Fury awake, And fly on the Prey;
Thy Purchafe recover, That Satan may feel,
‘Thy Kingdom 1s over Earth, Heaven, and Hell

»

4 O anfwer the Prayer Of prevalent Faith,
In Mercy forbear Thefe Children of Wrath,
And give them Repentance, Let Mercy take place,
Reverle the fad Sentence, And {ave them by Grace.

The Fourteenth Chapter of HosEA.

1 CInNERs, obey the gracious Call,
Unto the Lorp your Gop return,

The dire Occafion of your Fall
Your Foolithnefs of Folly mourn.

2 Sin only hath your Ruin been;
In humble Words your Grief exprefs,
T'urn to the Lorp, your Shameful Sin
The Burden of your Soul confefs.

3 Gob of all Power, and Truth, and Grace,
All our Iniquity remove,
Spare, and accept a fallen Race,
Gob of all Power, and Truth, and Love.

4 Take all, take all our Sins away,
Nor Gult, nor Power, nor Being have,
Forgive us now, thine Arm difplay,
Thine own for JEsus Sake receive.

§ So will we render Thee the Praife,

With joyful Lips and Hearts renew’d,
Prefent Thee all our finlefs Days,

A living Sacrifice to Gob,
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& So will we truft in Man no more,
No more to Man for Succour fly,
The Works of our own Hands adore,
Or feek ourfelves to juftify.

7 Not by an Arm of Flefh, but Thine,
We look from Sin to be fet free;
O Love, O Righteoufnefs Divine,
The Helplefs all find Help in Thee.

8 Surely in me (your Gob replies)
The Fatherlefs fhall Mercy find,
Whoe'er on me for Help relies,

Shall know the Saviour of Mankind.

9 I (for my Son hath died to feal

Their Peace, and all my Wrath remove)
I will their fin-fick Spirits heal,
And freely the Backiliders love.

to I will my fovereign Art difplay,
To perfect Health their Soul reftore,
And take their Bent to Sin away,
And lift them up to fall no more.

tT In Blefiings will I then come down,

And water them with gracious Dew,
And all my former Mercies crown,

And every pardon'd Soul renew.

‘2 frael fhall as the Lilly grow,
As chafl, as beautiful, and white,
Yet firking deep his Roots below,
£nd tow’ring as the Cedar’s Height.

33 His branching Arms He wide fhall {pread,
Ard flourith in eternal Bloom,
Fair as the Olive’s verdant Shade,
Fragrant as Lebanon’s Perfume,

34 Whoe'er beneath his Shadow dwell,

Shall as the putrid Corn revive,
A mortal quickning Vertue feel,

And fink to rife, and die to live.
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15 Their Boughs with Fruit ambrofial crown’d,
As Lebanon’s thick-cluftring Vine,
Shall fpread their Odours all around,
Grateful to Human Tafte, and Mine,

16 Ephraim, my pleafant Child, fhall fay,
“ With Idols what have I to do?
“ I cannot fin: get hence away,
““ Vain World! I cannot ftoop to you.

17 ¢ Gop, only Gop hath all my Heart,
“ My vile Idolatries are o’er,
‘“ I cannot now from Gob depart,
“ For, born of Goo, I fin no more,”

18 Whoe’er to This High Prize afpire,
And long my ntmoft Grace to prove,
I heard, and mark’d their Heart’s Defire,
And I will perfe&t them in Love.

19 Beneath my Love’s Almighty Shade,
O Ijrael, fit, and reft fecure,
On me thy quiet Soul be ftay’d,
"Il pure as I thy Gop am pure,

29 Surely I will my People fave;
Who on my faithful Word depend

Their Fruit to Holinefs fhall have,
And glorious all to Heaven afcend.
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L.

{euTEOUS Sin-avenging Gob,
To Thee what fhall we fay?
Dare we deprecate the Rod,
Or fhll for Refpite pray ?
‘Thou haft given our finful Land
A longer, and a longer Space,
But we flill thy Love withftand,
And mock Thes to thy Face.

2  Thou in Danger's Darkeflt Hour

Didft on our Side appear,

Snatch us from the Wafting Power
Of Rome and Satan near

Whom the Winds and Seas obey,

'Thou, Lorp, thy mighty Arm didft fhew,

Chace the Ahen Hofts away,

And ftop th’ Invading Fee.

E Nat
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3 Not our Providence or Sword

Did us from Rum fave,

Our Deliverer 1s the Lorp,
Let Him the Glory have:

But alas, we have not fear’d

Thy Power, or render’d Thee thy Due,

Have not honour’d, or rever’d

A Gopo we never knew.

4 Viler fill, if that can be,
We have been in thy Sight,
Scorn’d to give the Praife to Thee,
And robb’d Thee of thy Right,
Wrong’d thine Interpofing Grace,
Denied th: Providential Care,
Harden'd as th’ Egyprian Race
Thine utmoft Plague to dare.

5>  What can our Deftruction ftop,
Or now reverfe our Doom ?
Gob the Juft muft give us up,
And let the Ruin come:
Lo! He whets his glittering Sword,
His Hand doth hold of Judgment take,
Rifes the Almighty Lorp
A guilty Land to fhake!

6 O Almighty Lorp, we own

Thine awful Righteoufnefs,

Make in us thy Goodnefs known,
Who all our Sins confefs,

Us who tremble at the Rod,

And meekly to the Judgment bow,

O remember us for Good

Who fue for Mercy Now!

11.

i AMB of Gop, who bear’ft away
All the Sins of all Mankind,

Bow a Nation to thy Sway
While we may Acceptance find,
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Let us thankfully embrace
The laft Offers of thy Grace.

* 'Thou thy Meffengers haft fent
Joyful Tidings to proclaim,
Willing we fhould all repent,
Know Salvation in thy Name,
Feel our Sins by Grace forgiven,
Find in Thee the Way to Heaven.

3 JEsu, roll away the Stone,
Good Fhyfician thew thine Art,
Make thine Healing Virtue known.
Break the Unbelieving Heart,
Soften the Obdurate Crowd,
Melt the Rebels by thy’Blood,

4 Let thy Dying Love conftrain
Thofe that difregard thy Frown,
Sink the Mountain to a Plain,
Bring the Pride of Sinners down,
By thy Bloody Crofs fubdue, .
Tell them, I have died for You!

5 Or if yet they will not turn
In their Acceptable Day,
Will not look on Thee and mourn,
Will not cat their Sins away,
Them at Jaft by Judgments fhake,
By thy Thunder’s Voice awake.

6 Force our hardned Souls to fear,
Vifit with Afliction’s Rod,
Let us have our Chaftening here,
Fall into the Hands of Gon ;

Scourge, but make not a full End,
Punifth us, but, Lorp, amend,

/ Let th’ Effe& of Facod’s Pain

Be to purge his Sin away,
Let the Stock take root again,

Klourifh in a Gofpel-Day,

Forth
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Forth in gracious Blofioms fhoot,
Fill the Earth with Golden Fruit,

8 If the Ruin be decreed,
Turn 1t to thy People’s Good,
Still preferve the Holy Seed,
Arm us with thy fprinkled Blood,
Till the Utmoft Grace we prove,
Perfelt in all-patient Love,

Iil.

Zeph. Chap. 1. 12. 8¢, 1. 1, 2.

1 HE Day,the dreadful Day draws nigh,
When Gob in Judgment fhall appear,
Shall by his Laws his People try,
And prove with Scrutiny fevere
‘The Sinners {ettled on their Lées,

And punifh All that dwell at eafe.

2 The Men whofe Hearts deny his Love,
His guardian Love and righteous Sway,
Who fay ¢ Secure He fits above,
And lets us each purfue our Way,
Nor will He e’er ouir Deeds regard,
Or punith Mortals, or reward.

2 On Thefe the Lorp his Wrath fhall (hew,
And give them to the Wafter’s Power
Stir up the fierce Invading Foe,
Their Goods and Houfes to'devour :
Houfes they fhall for Others build,
And fow, but never reap the Field.

4 Forlo! the Lorp's great Day is near,
| Is near and {wiftly haftens on,
The mighty Men fhall cry for Fear |
And Anguith while His Wrath comes down,
While Gob the Sacred Panick darts

And fpeaks in Thunder to their Hearts.
Who
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5 Who can that Awful Day declare ?
A Day of Trouble and Diftrefs,
A _Day of Raging Waftful War,
Of Darknefs, Clouds and Gloominefs,
A Day to join th’ Embattled Powers,
And florm the Forts, and thake the Towers.

f The Lorp fhall bring a Sudden Snare,
The Wicked by his Judgments blind,
Becaufe his utmoft Plagues they dare
They here their Punifhment thall find,
Their Blood fhall be as Duft pour’d forth,
Their Carcaffes fhall dung the Earth,

7 Not all their Treafures thall redeem
. Their Lives in that tremendous Day,
When Gob’s great Jealoufy fhall lame
Vindiftive, and devour its Prey,
The Land where in their Sins they dwell
Burn up, ---burn after them to Hell.

* Tum then to Gop, ye Sinners turn,
Let every Heart at once relent,
The whole devoted Nation mourn,

By general Grief the Curfe prevent,
In Penitential Sorrow join,
And deprecate the Wrath Divine,

9 Repent before the dire Decree
Bring forth the irrevocable Doom;
Betore the Day as Chaff ye fee
Pafs by ; before the Vengeance come ;
Before the Lorp let loofg his Ire,

And make you Fewel to the Fire.

1o Or if the Wicked will not hear,
Ye humble Souls that keep his Word,
Ye meek ones of the Earth, revere,
And feek with deuble Zeal your Lorp,
Walk on in all his righteous Ways,
And labour for the Pgerfe& ‘Grace.

E 3 It
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11 It may be Gop, the Gop ye love
Will hide you in his Anger’s Day,
Far off from you the Sword remove —
Or if it fweeps your Lives away,
Your Souls with {wifter Motion driven
ohall in a Whirlwind fly to Heaven.

IV,

, Gop, thy Righteoufnefs we own,

Laid by thy threatning Judgments low
beneath a Nation’s Load we groan,

And more than fhare the Common Woe,
The Common Woe, {o long delay’d
Which burfts in Thunder on our Head.

2 Warn'd by thy Spinit’s Gractous Call
We look’d for this Vindiftive Day ;
And ftill we at thy Footftool fall,
And ftill we weep, and watch, and pray:
Hear, Jzsu, hear our mournful Prayer,

And fpare, the finful Nation ipare.

3 Why fhould they ftill be firicken, Lorp,
When all thy Strokes are fpent in vain
They wi/ not {ee the Invading Sword,
But dare thy lifted Arm again,
And deep-revolting more and more,
Defy thine Anger's Utmolt Power.

¢ Still they provoke thy glorious Eyes,
And fcorn thy outftretch’d Arm to fear,
'Thy Gracious Calls they fill defpife,
And vex thy faithful Servants here,
And hunt to Death the righteous Soul,
And make their guilty Meafure full.

5 Though tavice ten thoufard Souls are fled
With Pain to their eternal Home,
The reft difdain thy Wrath to dread,

And eager for their infiant Doom,

»

With
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With Pharaoh’s Rage purfue thy Sheep,
And rufh into the Hellifh Deep.

& Yet for the Honour of thy Love
The People of thy Wrath forbear,
Their Sin and Punifhment remove,
‘The Fury and the Wafte of War
Pluck from the Fire, Almighty Gono,
And quench the Brands in Jesus’ Blood!

V, |
For bis Majefly King GEORGE.

E OR D of Hofts we look to Thee,
'T'o Thee in Faith we call
Terrible in Majefty
Thou reignett over all,
Thy great Arm Salvation brings,
Thou o’er-rul'ft th® Imbattled Powers,
Giv'ft the Victory to Kings ——
- O give it now o Ours !

J

2 Sovereign Arbiter arife,
His lawful Right maintain,,
Blaft ard featter with thine Eyes
Whoe’er oppofe his Reign:
All their Strength o’erturn, o’erthrow,
Krap their Spears, and break their dwords,
Make the Daring Rcbels know
The Battle is the Lorp’s,

4 Not by Many or by Few
Art Thou reftrain’d to fave
They fhall all their Foes fubdue

"Who Thee their Helper have;
Let the World their Powers engage,

Rome’s and Hell's whole Conclave join,
Calm we meet their utmoft Rage,
If arm’d with Strength Divine.

O AL+
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10 O Almighty Gob of Love,

Appear on Ifrael’s Side,.

Send us Succour from above,
Who in thine Aid confide:

Lo! we truft in Thee alone,
On thy fingle Arm depend,

Jesus help, and fave ‘Thine own,
And fave us to the End,

Vi
Jfaiab xxvi, 20, 21.

3 OME, O my cholen People come,
Far from the Evil World retire,
Wife to efcape th’ impending Doom,
The Weight of Heaven’s VindiQtive Ire.

2 Enter into thy Secret Place,
With Silent Awe thy Gob adore,
Hide thee for one thort Moment’s Space,
And reft till all theWrath be o’er.

3 Forlo! the Lorp from Heaven comes down;
Vengeance on finful Man to take,

'The World fhall tremble at his Frown,
Tlhe Earth fhall to her Centre quake.

4 The Earth fhall at his Word her Biood
Difclofe, nor longer hide her Slam,
The Dead fhall rife to meet their Gob,
And fink into Eternal Pain.

VIL
A PRAYER for a Mimfier.

Isnor of Seuls, regard our Cry
Our faithful Guide with Strength fupply,
And hide his Life above,
The Teacher teach, the Leader lead,
The Pattor every Moment feed

With thy {ufticient Love,
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¢ His Hands confirm, his Breaft infpire,

And touch his Lips with hallowd Fire,

That Zeal of Charity

That Apoftolic Spi'rit Impart,

And make him after thy own Heart,
And count him worthy Thee,

3 Harden to Adamant his Brow,
His Wifdom and his Mouth be Thou,
His Might invincible -
Arm him in all the Arms Divine,
Send forth this Meflenger of Thine
To fhake the Gates of Hell.

4 Thy Power be in his Weaknefs {een,
A Spectacle to Fiends and Men,

Support him with thy Mind:
Nor let the Paftor die for Want,
Nor let the Standard-bearer faint,

Affail’d by all Mankind.

5 Be with him in that Darkeft Hour,
When Hell exerts its utmoft Power
Thy Minifter ¢’ opprefs ;
Revil'd, forfaken and betray'd,
In all Things like his Mafter made,
Yet kept in perfe@t Peace.

6 When every buman Friend is fled,
Stand by him at his greateft Need,
Nor fuffer him to fear,
Strongly upheld by Thee alone,
To make the Preaching fully known
That all the World may hear,

7 Unto thy Heavenly Kingdom keep,
And grant him there in Joy to reap
What He in Tears did {ow,
Late to thy Paradice remove,
And let him to his Throne above
- 1In gloriovs Triumph go.

537

Wher
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8 When ready to be ofter’d up,
Give him to {peak th’ Immortal Hope
That fills his {welling Heart,
¢ Now letteft Thou thy Servant, Lorbp,
““ According to thy faithful Word
‘ In perfett Peace depart.

9 ¢ I the good Fight have fought and won,
“* T all my Courfe on Earth have run,
‘ And pafs’d my mourning Days,
‘“ Have kept the Faith by Jesus given,
“ And hafte to my Reward in Heaven,
““ A Crown of Righteoufnefs.

10 ¢ That glorious Wreath which now I {ce,
““ The Lorp, the Righteous Judge on me
““ Shall at that Day beftow,
¢ On me, and all my Brethren here,

““ Who long to {ee my Lorp appear,
‘ And love his Work below.

11 So be it, Lorp, for whom we flay,
Haften the long-expeted Day,
And call our Friend to fhare,
The Heavenly joy of Saints Deceas’d,

And let us all with Him be blefs'd,
And die to meet him tpere!

VIILL

I Reaprur Sin-chaftifing Gob,
If the Decree 15 paft,
If the long-impending Rod
Muft {courge our Land at laft,
When Thou doft in Wrath reprove
‘The Sinners who thy Judgments dare,
Spare the Remnant, Lorp, in Love
Thy Praying People {pare.

If
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2 If on fuch a Land as this
Thou muft avenged be,
Yet preferve in perfelt Peace
‘The Souls that truft on Thee,
Hide their precious Lives above,
And make them thy peculiar Care,
Spare the Remnant, Logrn, in Love

Thy Praying People fpare.

3 Mark the Men, who deeply figh

Our loathfom Crimes to view,

Hear their deprecating Cry,
And fave the mournful Few,

Far from Them the Plague remove,

The Famine, and the Wafle of War;

Spare the Remnant, Lorn, in Love

Thy Praying People fpare.

4 To thy little Flock of Sheep,
O that thy Grace misht join
Us, ev’n us who fain would weep

Beneath the Wrath Divine :
Help us, O Thou Holy Dove,
To breathe the much-availing Prayer,
opare the Remnant, Lorp, in Love
Thy Praying People fpare.

§  Surely now in Part we feel
The Anfwer to our Cry,
Thou thine Anger doft reveal,
And bring the Judgment nigh,
Now the coming Woes we prove,
And groan the common Ills to bear ;
Spare the Remnant, Lorp, in Love
Thy Praying People fpare.

6 Grant us ill to pray and grieve
Till all the Wrath is palt;
This the Sign Thou wilt forgive
And heal our Land at laft:

Heavily
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Heavily till then we move,
And figh our fympathizing Care,

Spare the Remnant, Lorp, in Love
Thy Praying People fpare.

IX.
1 HOU awful Gop, whofe righteous Ire

In Sion as a Furnace burns,

Fit Fewel of Eteinal Fire,

A Race that all thy Mercy {corns;
Behold us where in Death we lie,
Nor let our Souls for ever die.

2 All we like Sheep have gone aftray,
Have turn’d to our own Wickednefs,
Rufh’d headlong down the fpatious Way ;
But O! how few their Sins confefs,
Their foul Apoftacy bemoan,
Or tremble as the Wrath comes down.

3 Yet halt Thou left Thyfelf a Seed,
A Remnant of peculiar Grace,
A little Flock who mourn and plead,
And wreftle for the faithlefs Race
That will not hear thy threatning Rod,
Or turn, and find a Pard’ning Gob.

4 Touch’d from above with Fear Divine,
’ We would the weeping Few increafe,
Our broken Hearts and Voices join,
And wail our Nation’s Wickednefs,
In deepeft Groans our Crimes declare,
In all the Agony of Prayer.

s Alas for us, to Ewil fold,
A Seed of Lips and Hearts unclean,
In Vice beyond Example bold,
Sunk in the Dregs of Time and Sin,
Laden with all Iniquity,
As Satan contrary to Thee!

Yet
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Before their Face an Edex blooms,

But where the grounded Staff hath paft,
Their Breath the Paradife confumes,

And lays the pleafant Landfcape watfte,
No more the Scat of Joy and Peace,
But one great dreary Wildernels.

6 As Horfemen harnefs’d for the Fight,

10

They ruth impetuous from afar,
Borne headlong with refitle(s Might,
Loud-rattling as the rolling Car,
Light o’er the Mountain-Tops they bound,
T'he Vales with clanging Arms refound.

As Fire on crackling Stubble feeds,
And wins its defolated Way,
The mighty Hoft Deftruction {preads,
Wide-wafting, and devours 1ts Prey,
With Noife confus'd, and Shoutings loud,
And Groans, and Garments roll’d in Blood.

Where'er they turn, the People fail,
Pain’d and aftonied at the Sight,
Their Face o’erfpread with deadly Pale,
Their Heart o’erwhelm’d with huge Afinight,
Hopelefs to ftand the Invader’s Force,
Or ftop their All-vittorious Courfe.

Nothing againft their Might fhall ftand,
While firmly rank’d in clofe Array
And marfhal'd by Divine Command,
Secure they urge their rapid Way,
Or rife when fallen on the Sword,
Unwounded Champions of the Lorbp.

Swift to the Slaughter and the Spoil
The ficrce invulnerable Powers
Shall run, fhall fly ; their Foemen foil,
And {cale the Walls, and mount the Towers :
The Earth beneath their Rage fhall quake,
'I'he Battlements of Heaven fhall {hake.

‘The



i1 The Sun no more fhall rule the Day,

But fet eclips'd in fudden Night,
The Moon fhall lofe her paler Ray,
The Stars withdraw their ol;

The Higher Powers fhall difappear,
When Gop, the Glorious King, is near.

12 Before his dreadful Camp the Lorp
Shall utter his Majeftic Voice,
For He is {trong, and keeps his Word,

And all his Vengeful Power employs
Againft the World in that great Day,

When Heaven and Earth fhall flee away,

XI,
Part II.

X Hererore Henow in Mercy cries
With all your Heart ye Sinners turn,

0 e, before my Wrath arife,

O me confefs your Sins and mourn,
Chaften your Souls with Fat fevere,
And tremble at my Judgments near,

2 Your Hearts, and not your Garments rent,
And turn unto the Lorp your Gop,

For He is kind, on Mercy bent,
Gracious to Thofe that hear his Rod

To Anger flow, and loath to chide,
But fwift to lay his Bolt afide.

3 Who knows but He may now return,
Repent and from his Wrath forbear,
Griev’d at the Heart for ‘Them that mourn,

And vanquith’d by their humble Prayer,
May for a Curfe a Blefling leave,

And every Weeping Soul forgive ?

Fl2 Blow
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4 Blow ye the Trumpet’s loudeft Blaft,
A thnll Alana in Sion found,
Proclaim a Soul-affi&ing Falt,
"Toall the guilty Nation round :
A {olemn fad Affembly call,
And let the Summons reach to All.

5 Gather and fan&ify the Crowd,
To deprecate the Wrath Divine,
Bring all into the Houfe of Gob,
The Elders, and tne Infants join,
‘The Sucklings place beneath his Eye,
And let your Babes for Mercy cry.

6 His Chamber let the Bridegroom leave,
The Bride out of her Clofet go,
The Priefts of Gop lament and grieve,
And proftrate at his Altar fhew
By Tears and Cries the Load they bear,
And pray thewr angry Gob to fpare.

7 With Pity, O Thou gracious Lorp,
Thy poor aflicted People fee,
Nor give us to th’ Invader’s Sword,
"The little Flock redeem’d by Thee,
Nor leave us to their fcomnful Rage,
But fpare thy drooping Heritage.

8§ Why fhould the Heathen Aliens fay,
Where 1s He now, their boafted Gop ?
Why thould they bear the cruel Sway,
And wath theyr Footfteps in our Blood?

Wilt Thou not, Lorp, at Jalt awake,
And {ave us for thy Jesus’ Sake?

9 He will, JEnovan furely will
Be jealous for his fav’rite Land,
His Pitying Love at laft reveal,
Redeem us by his Out-ftretch’d Hand,
Anfwer our Prayer in Power and Peace,

And fill us with his Righteoufnefs,

The
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10 The Lorp fhall to his People fay,
Lo! I again Mine Own wil] feed,
With Corn and Wine and O] convey
Into your Souls the Livin Bread,
Send down my Spirit from ove,
The Oil of Joy, the Wine of Love,

11 Sion, I will no more expofe

To Heathens a Reproach and Prey,
But turn mine Hand againft your Foes,

And drive the Alien Hopt away,
Satan, and all his Powers fubdue,

And flay the Sins that wafled You.

Shall in the folemn Worfhip join,
Or fervent in the Spirit pray,

Or utter Words of Praife Divine,
The Old fhal] Dream, i

3 D'will to the whole Ranfom’d Race
My glorious Deity reveal,
Pour out the Spirit of my Grace,
My Servants and my Handmaids f]]

With Love, fhed iy their Hearts abroad,
With all the Plenjtude of GOD,

F 3 Whe
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4 Who flight my Miracles of Love
On them I will my Judgments fhew,

Portentous Signs in Heaven above,
And Prodigies in Earth below;

The Earth fhall be burnt up with Fire,
And all its Works in Smoak expire.

§ 'The Sun fhall black as Sackcloth turn,
The Moon fhall redden into Blood,
- The El’ments melt, the Heav’ns fhall burn,
At that great awful Day of GOD,
The Stars {hall from their Orbits fall,
And Flames and Darknefs cover all,

6 Then fhall the Lorp his Truth difplay,
(The Merciful Almighty Lorp)
To thofe that did his Call obey,
The Refidue that kept his Word ;
He fhall the Full Salvation give,
And bid his Saints in Glory live.

7 'Then all that on the Lorbp rely,
And call in Faith on Jesu’s Name,
Caught up to meet Him in the Skies,
Their Mafter’s glorious Joy fhall claim,
Joy to his Faithful Servants given,
Joy in a New Eternal Heaven.

XI1I1.
For bis Majefly King GEORGE.

i Gop, who hear'ft the Prayer
For Jesus fake alone
Receive thy Darling Care,’
'Thy own Anointed One,
Our King into thine Arms receive,
And let him to thy Glory hive.

Thy
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2 "Thy Minifter for Good
To Us He long hath been,
And in the Gap hath ftood ;
And ftill he ftands between
Thy little Flock and Papal Power,
Nor lets the Romifsb Wolf devour.

3 His mild and gentle Sway ~
Hath check’d our Brethren's Rage,
And fpoil’d them of their Prey,
And {av’d thine Heritage,
Who ftill with his Protettion bleft,
Beneath his Sacred Shadow reft.

4 O for thy Jesus fake,
Thy Sion's Debt reftore,
And pay the Blefling back,
In thy Proteéting Power;
Ten thoufand thoufand Bleflings fhed
In Showers on our Defender’s Head.

5 Prolong his Glorious Race,
And let Him late remove
To fee thy Blifsful Face,
And take his Seat above ;
Keep, till his full Reward is given,
And guard Him to a Throne in Heaven.

XIV,

! HE Loro is King, ye Saints rejoice,
And ceafelefs Hallelujahs fing !
The angry Floods lift up their Voice
In vain, forlo! the Lornp is King.

2 All Ocean’s Waves may fiell and roar,

They cannot break their Sandy Chain
Supream in Majefty and Power
JEHOvaH fhall for ever reign,

Though.
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3 Though War’s devouring Surges rife,
Beyond their Bounds they cannot g0,
JEHOVAH fits above the Skies,

And rules th’ Embattled Hofts below.

4 The Counfels vain of Earthly Kings
He blafts and .bafles at his Will,
All their Defigns to nought He brings,
And bids the Madding World be fHl],

5 "Tis Gop who bids Cantention ceafe,

And makes the Flames of War expire,
Deftroys the cruel Foes of Peace,

And burns the Weapons of his Ire,

6 Wherefore to Him our Souls we raife,

Our Souls are in his Mighty Hand,
We dwell within his Secret Place,

We on the Rock of Ages ftand,

7 Thou, Lorp, fhalt take thy People’s Part,
Our Lives beneath thy Shadow hide:
Head over all to Us Thouy art,

To Us who in thy Name confide.

8 JEsus, we traft in Thee alone -

The Strength that in thy Name we have,
The Love that ftill preferves Thine Own,
Thro’ all Eternity fhall fave

XV,

I E AD of thy Chuarch Triumphant,
We joyfully adore Thee
Till Thou appear,

Thy Members here
Shall fing like Thofe in Glory.

We Iift our Hearts and Voices
With bleft Anticipation,

And cry aloud,
And oive to Gop
The Praife of our Salvation.
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2 While in Afliction’s P urnace,
And pafling thro’ the Fire,
Thy Love we praife
Which knows oyr Days,
And ever brings us nigher,

We clap our Hands exulting
In Thine Almighty Favour ;
The Love Divine

Which made ys Thine
Shall keep us Thine for ever,

3 Thou doft condu& thy People
Thro’ Torrents of Temptation,
Nor will we fear,
While Thou ar¢ near,
The Fire of Tribulatiop.

The World with Sin and Satan
In vain our March oppofes,

In Thee we thall,

Break thro’ them al]

And fing the Song of Mofes.

4 By Faith we fee the Glory
To which Thou fhalt reftore us,
The Crofs defpife
For that high Prize
Which Thou hatt {et before us.

And if Thou count us worthy,
We each, as Dying Stephen,
Shall fee Thee ftand
At Gop’s Right-Hand
To take us up to Heaven.

F'lI N TG
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