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SACRED POEMS

PSALM CXXIL

L.

How overjoy’d was I
O When the folemn Hour drew nigh,
Summon'd to the Houfe of Pray'r,

Flew my Soul to worthip there:
Come, my chearful Brethren faid,
Let us go with.holy Speed ;

Let us hafte with one Accord,

To the 1 ‘emple of our Lord,

11,

'Running at his kind Command,
 There our ready Feet thall ftand,

Still within the {acred Gate
Will we for his Mercy wait :
Love the Channels of his Grace,

Reverence the hallow’d Place
Where our Lord records his Name,

Stay we in ferufaiem,
Az - IT1. God

D wmT b A e T



4 Hymns avd Sacrep PoEMs.

I11.
God hath built his Church below,
Labour'd al} his Art to fhew,
Each with each the Parts agree,
Fram’d in perfe& Symmetry :
i'here the chofen Tribes go up,
Teltify their Gofpel. Hope,

Praife and blefs th® incarnate Word,

Shout the Name of Ch»iff their Loxd,

Iv.

There are Aaren’s mitred Sons,
There the apoftolic Thrones ;
Mofes’ Legiflative Chair ;

God’s great Hierarchy is there.
Fray. my Friends. and never ceafe,
Wreltle on for Sivn’s Peace ;

Make her fi1l] your pious Care,
On your Heart for ever bear.

V.
Hail the venerable Name,
Yovely dear Ferufalem
Thee who blefs fhall blefled be,
Prolper for their Love to thee.
Dwell within thy Ramparts Peace,
Plenty deck thy Palaces,
Fefus {end thee from above,
All the Treafures of his Love,

VI

For my Friends and Brethren’s fake,
‘Thee v deareft Charge I make ;
Englana®s des'late Church be mine 3
Sion, all my Soul be thine !

O thou Temple of my God,

For thy fake I fpend my Blood,
Longing here thy Rife to fee,

Glad to live and die for thee,
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Hymns and SacreED PoE s,

Joun xv. 18, 10.

L.

HERE has my flumb’ring Spirit been,
-‘/ So late emerging into Light!
So tmperceptible, within,

The Weight of this Egyptian Night !

I

Where have they hid the #ORLD fo long,

So late prefented to my View ?
Wretch! tho' myfelf increas’d the Throng,

Myfelf a Part I never knew.

111.
Secure beneath its Shade [ fat,

To me were ail its Favours fhewn :
I could not tafte its Scorn or Hate;
Alas, 1t ever lov'd its own!

IV.
Jesus, if half difcerning now,
From Thee I gain this glimm’ring Light,
Retouch my Eyes, anoint them Thou,
And grant me to receive iy Sight.

V.

O may [ of thy Grace obtain
The World with other Eyes to fee :
Its Judgments falfe, its Fleafures vain,

Its Friendfhip Enmity with thee,

VI

Delufive World, thy Hour is paft,
The Folly of thy Wifdom fhew !
It cannot now retard my Hatfte,

I leave thee for the Holy Few.

A3

Vil



6 Hywmns andSacrep Poewms.

VIIL
No! Thou blind Leader of the Blind,

I bow my Neck to Thee no more !
I caft thy Glories all behind,

And flight thy Smiles, and dare thy Pow'r.

VIII.

Lxcluded from my Saviour’s Pray's,
Stain'd, yet not hallow’d with his Blood,
Shalt thou my fond Affe&ion fhare,
Shalt thou divide my Heart with Gop ?

IX.

No! tho’ it rouze thy utmoft Rage,
Eternal Enmity 1 vow;

Tho’ Hell with thine its Pow'rs engage,
Prepar’d I meet your Onfet now.

-
- Load me with Scorn, Reproach and Shame ;

My patient Mafter’s Portion give ; -
As Evil ftill caft out my Name,
Nor fuffer fuch a Wretch to live.

XI.

Set to thy Seal that I am His;
Vile as my Lord I long to be:

My Hope, my Crown, my Glery this,
Dying to conquer Sin and Thee.

Farewer 2 the WorwLp.

I.
ORLD adien, thou réal Cheat !

Oft have thy deceitful Charms
Fil'd my Heart with fond Conceit,
Foalifh Hopes and falfe Alarms

Now



HymNs and SacaiD PoEMs, 7

Now I {ee as clear as Day,
How thy Follies pafs away.

11,

Vain thy entertaining Sights,
Falfe thy Promifes renew’d,
All the Pomp of thy Delights
Does but flatter and delude :
Thee 1 quit for Heav’n above,
Objeét of the nobleft Love.

I1L

Farewel Honour’s empty Pride ;
Thy own nice, uncertain Guft,
If the leaft Mifchance betide,
Lays thee lower than the Duit;
Worldly Honours end in Gall,

Rife To day, To-morrow fall.

V.
Foolifh Vanity, farewel,

More inconftant than the Wave !
Where thy foothing Fancies dwell,
Pureft Tempers they deprave :
He, to whom I fly from Thee, -

Jusus Curist fhall fet me free.

V.
Never fhall my wand'ring Mind
Follow after fleeting Tays,
Stnce in God alone I find
Solid and {ubftantia] Joys ;
Joys that never over-paft,
Thro’ Eternity fhall laft.

VI
Lorp, how happy is a Heart,
After thee while it afpires !
True and faithful as Thou art,
Thou fhalt anfwer. its Defires ;
It fhall fee the glorious Scene

Q- thy Everlatting Reign,

Discipring



8 Hymns avd Sacrep Por Ms.

Discirrine

L.

Throw away thy Rod,
O throw away thy Wrath !

M y acious Saviour and my Gonp,
take the gentle Path.

1L

Thou feeft my Hearts Defire
Still unto Thee is bent:

Sull does my longing Soul afpire
To an entire Conient,

I1L.

Not ev’n a Word or Look
Do I approve or own,

But by the Model of thy Book,
Thy facred Book alonc

IV.

Altho’ 1 fail, T weep ;
Altho’ I halt in Pace,

Yet full with crembling Steps I creep
Unto the Throne of Grace. .

V.

O then let Wrath remove:
For Love will do the Deed !

Love will the Conqueft gain; with Love
Ev’n ftony Hearts will bleed,

VI

For Love 1s fwift of Foot,
Love 1s 2 Man of War ;
Love can refiftlefs Arrows fhoot,

And hit the Mark from’ far,

Who
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VIL.
Who can efcape his Bow ?
That which hath wrought on Thee,
Which brought the King of Glory low,
Mutft {urely work on me.

V]I

O throw away thy Rod ;

What tho' Man Frailies hath !
Thou art my Saviour and my Gop !

O throw away thy Wrath!

APrAYER under Convifions.

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 ;
To Thee I look ; my Heart prepare,

SuggeR, and hearken to my Pray’r.

IL.

Since by thy Light Myfelf I fee
Naked, and poor, and void of Thee,
Thine Eyes muft all my Thoughts furvey,
Preventing what my Lips would fay :
Thou feeft my Wants! for Help they call,
And €’er I {peak, Thou know’ft them all.

I1L.

Thou know'ft the Bafenefs of my Mind,
Wayward, and impotent and blind :
Thou know'ft how unfubdu’d my Will,
Averfe to Good,. and prone to Ill:

Thou know’ft how wide my Paffions rove,

Nor check’d by Fear, nor charm’d by Love. |
Fan
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IV.

Fain would I know, as known by Thee,
And feel the Indigence | fee ;

Fam would I all my Viienefs own,
And decp beneath the Burden groan ;
Abhor th: Pride that lurks within,
Detelt and loath myfelf and Sin.

V.

Ah give me, Lorp, myfelf to feel,
My total Mifery reveal :
Ah give me, Lorp, (I fill would fay)
A Heart to mourn, -a Heart to pray ;
My Bus'nefs this, my only Care,
My Life, my ev'ry Breath be pray’r.

VI
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 ttill I cannot, cannot love.

VIL

Father, I want a thankful Heart |

I want to tafte how good thou art.

To plunge me in thy Mercy’s Sea,

And comprehend thy Love to me;

"The Breadth, and Length, and Depth, and Height
Of Lve divinely infinite.

VIIIL

Iather, I long my Soul to raife.
And dwell for ever on thy Praile;
Thy Praife with glorious Joy totell,
In Extafy unfpeakable;
While the full Pow’r of FarTa I know,

And reign triumphant here below,
Hes,
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Looking unto FESUS, the Author and
Finifber of our Laith.

L.

WEARY of ftrug ghngNwth my- Pam»
Hopelefs to buritmy Nature’s Chains

Hardly I give the Conteft o'er,
[ feek to free myfelt no more.

IT.

From my own Worksat laft I ceafe,
God that creates muft feal my Peace;
Fruitlefs my Toil, and vain my Care,
And all my Fitnefs is Delpair.

L
Lorp, I defpair myfelf to heal,

I fee my Sin, but cannot feel : E
{ cannot, till thy Spirit blow.

And bid th’ obedient Waters flow.
| IV.
*Tis Thine a Heart of Flefh ta give,
Thy Gifts I only can receive :

Here then to Thee I all refign,
To draw, redeem, and feal is Thine,

V:
With fimple Faith, to thee I all,
My Light, my Life, my Loz, my All;

1 wait the moving of the Pool,
I wait the Word that i) peaka me Whole.
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V]

Speak, gracious Lord, my Sicknefs cure,

Make my infeCted Nature pure ;

Peace, Righteoufnels and Joy impart,

And pour Thy{elf into my Heart.

Hym~ of Tuankscivine to the

FATHER.

I.

HEE, O my Gop and King,

My Father, Thee | fing!
Hear well pleas’d the joyous Sound,

Praife from Earth and Heav’'n receive ;

Loft, I now in Cur1sT am found,
Dead, by Faith in Curist 1 live.

1L
Father, behold thy Son,

In Curist I am thy own,
Stranger long to Thee and Reft,
See the Prodigal is come
Open wide thine Arms and Brealt,
Take the weary Wand'rer home,

1.

Thine Eye obferv'd from far,
Thy Pity look’d me near :
Me thyv Bowels yearn'd to {ee,
Me tny Mercy ran to find,
Empty, poor, and void of Thee.

Hungry, fick, and faint, and blind.

Iv.

Thou on my Neck did# fall,
Thy Kifs forgave me all ;

- —

Sull
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otill the gracions Words 1 hear,
Waords that made the Saviour mine,
Iafte, for him the Robe prepare,
His be Righteoufnels Divine.

V.
Thee then, my Gon, and King,
My Father, Thee I fing!
Hear well pleas’d the joyous : ound
Praile from Earth and Heav'n receive ;
Loft, I now in CerIsT am found,

Dead, by Faith in Curist 1 live.

The INviTATION. FromFerbert.

. | I.
OME hither All, whofe grov'ling Tafte
Enflaves your Souls, and lay them wafte ;
Save your Expence, and mend your Cheer ;
Here Gop himfelf’s prepar'd and drett,
Himfelf vouchfafes to be your Featt,
In whom Alone all Dainties are,

IL.

Come hither all, whom tempting Wine
Bows to your Kather. Béual's Shrine,

S ail your Boaft, and Senfe your God :
Weep now for what you've drank amifs,
And lefe your Tatte for {enfual Blifs,

By drinking here your Saviour’s Blood.

I11.

Come hither all, whom iearching Pain,
Whom Confcience’s loud Cries arraiga,
Producing all your Sins to view :
Tafte ; and difmifs your Guilty Fear,
O tafte and fee that Gop is here
Tohzal your Souls and Sin fubdue.

B Come
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Iv.

Come hither all, whom carelefs Joy
Does with al]urlng Force dcfiroy,
While loofe ye range beyond your Bounds :
True Joy 1s here, that pafles quite,
And all your tranfient mean Delight
Drowns, as a I'lood, the lower Grounds.

V.
Ccme hither all, whofe Idol-Love,
While fond the pleafing Pain ye prove,
Raifes your foolifh Raptures high :
Frue Love is here ; whofe dying Breath
Gave Life to Us; who tafted Death,
And taflipg once no more can die,

VL

Lorp, I have now invited All,
And inftant &ill the Guefts ﬂla]l call ;

Stifl thall I' All invite to Thee
For, O'my Gob, it {feems but right
In mine, thy meaneft Servant’s fight,

That where All 15, there All fhould be!

On the CRUCIFIXION.

1.
BHOLD the Saviour of Mankind
Na:l’d to the fhameful Tree !

How vaft the Love that him inclin’d
To bleed and die for Thee !

1.

Hark how he groans ! while Nature fhakes,
And Earth’s ﬁrong Pillars bend !
The Temple’s Veil in {under breaks,

The {olid Marbles rend.
"Ts
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Tis done! the precious Ranfom’s paid ;
Receive my Soul, he cries ;

See where he bows his facred tead!
He bows his FHead and dies!

IV.
But {oon he'll break Death's envious Chain,
And in full Glory fhine!

O Lamb of Gop, was ever Pain,
Was ever Love like Thine?

Part of the lxiii Chapter of Tsaran,
alter’d from Mr, Norris.,

I.

'O commion Vifion this I fee -

~ In more than human Majeity !
Who is this mighty Hero, who,
With glorious 'l error on his Brow ?
His deep-dy’d Crimfon Robesoutvie
The Blufhes of the Morning Sky :
Lo, how triumphant he appears,
And Vi&'ry in his Vifage bears |

1L,
How ftrong, how ftately does he go ?

Pompous and folema 1s hlS Pace,
And full of Majefty his Face. -

W ho is this mighty Hero, who?
'Tis I, who to my Promife ftand :
I, who Sin, Death, Hell, and the Grave
Have foil’d with this all-conqu rmg Hand:
*Tis I, the Lorp, mighty to fave.

B 2 Why
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I,
Why wear'ft Thou then this Crimfen Dye;

Say, thou all-conquering Hero, why ?

Why do thy Garments look all red.

Like them that in the Wine fat treaq ?

The Wine~prefs [ alere have trc d,

That pond’rous Mafs ] ply’d alone,

And with me to 2flit was none:

A Tafk, worthy the Son of Gop !

1.

Angels ftood tremblirg at the Sight,
Enrag’d, I put forth 21 my Mighe,
Ard down the Engine prels’d; the Eorce
Put frighted Nature cut of Courfe ;
The Blocd gufb’] out, and chequer'd o’er
My Guarments with its deepeft Gore ;
With glorious Stains bedeck’d | ftood,
And writ my Vittory in Blood.

V.

The Day, the fignal Day 15 come
Vengeance of all my Foes to take ;
The Day, when Death fhall have its Doom,
And the dark Kingdom’s Pow'rs fhall fhake.
I look’d, who 10 affift food by ;
Trembied Heav'n’s Hofts ner ventur'd nigh 3
Ev’n o my Father did I look
InPain: My Father me forfaok !

. VL

A While amaz'd I was to fee
None to uphold ‘or comfort me -
Then [ arofe in Might array’d,
And call’d my Fury to my Aid ;
My fingle Arm the Battle won,
And itrait th'acclaiming Hofts above
Hymn'd. in new Songs of Joy and Love,
Jehrvab and his conqu'ring Son.

The
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‘The MAGNIFICAT.

I

Y Soul extols the mighty Lord,
In Gop the Saviour joys my Heart ;
1 hou haft not my low State abhori’d ;
Now know I, Thou my Saviour art.

11.

Corrows and Sighs are fled away,
Peace now I feel, and Joy, and Reft;

Renew'd [ bail the Feftal Day,
Henceforth by endlefs Ages blelft.

I11.

Great are the Things which Theu haft done,
How holy is thy Name, O Logrp!

How wona'rous is thy Mercy fhewn
To all that tremble at thy Word! -

V.
Thy conqu’ring Arm with Terror crown’d
Appear'd, the Humble to (uftain .
And all the Sons of Pride have found
Their boafted Wildom void and vain.

V.
The Mighty, from their native Sky
Caft down, Thou haft in Darknefs bound 3
And rais’d the Worms of Earth on high,
With Mujefty and Glory crown'd.

Vi

The Rich have pin'd amidft their Store,
Nor e'er the Way of Peace have trod 5

Mean while the hungty Souls thy Pow’r
Fill'd with the Fulnefs of their Ged,

B3 Conw
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V1L

Come, Saviour, come, of old decreed F

 Faithful and true be Thou confeft ;

By all Earth's Tribes in ' Abrabam’s Seed:
Henceforth thro’ endlefs Ages bleft.

Tve BELIEVER’s Support-

I.
Thou, to whofe all-fearching Signt
The Darknefs fhineth as the Light,

Search, prove my Heart; it pants for Thee::
O burft thefe Bands, and fet it free.

I

Wafh out its Stains, refine the Drofs,.
Nail my Afteétions to the Crofs!.
Hallow each Thought; let all within

Be clean, as Thou, my Lorp, art cleam,

II.
It in this datkfome Wild I ftray,
Be Thou my Light, be Thou my Way :-
- No.Foes, no Viclence I fear,
No Fraud, while Thou,. my Gop, art neér,

IV.
When rifing Floods my Head o’erflow,
When finks my Heart in Waves of Woe,.
Jesu, thy timely Aid impart,
And raife my Head, and chear my Heart..

V.

faviour, where'er thy Steps I fee,
Dauntlels, untir'd I follow thee:
O let thy Hand fupport me ftill,
And. lead me to thy holy Hill.

I
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VI.

I rough and thorny be my Way,

My Strength proportion to my Day
Till Toil, and Grief, and Pan fhall ceafe,
Where all is Calm, and Joy, and Peace.

Living by CHRIS'T.

1§

ESU, thy boundlefs Love to me
] No Thought can reach, no T'ongue declare :
O knit my thankful Heart to Thee,
And reign withouta Rival there.
Thine wholly, Thine alone [ am:.
Be Thou alone my conftant Flame.

R §
O grant, that nothing in my Soul
May dwell, but thy pure Love alone :
© may thy Love poflefs me whole,
My Joy, myTreafure, and my Crown..
Strange Fires far from my Soul remove,
My ev'ry A&, Ward, Thought, be Love.

I1L

© Love, how chearing is thy Ray ¥
All Pain before thy Prefence flies!

Care, Anguifh, Sorrow melt away
Where'er thy healing Beams arife :

© JEsu, nothing may I fee,

Nothing hear, feel, or think but Thee I

Iv.
Unweary’d may I this purfue,
Dauntlefs to the high Prize afpire;
Hourly within my Breaft renew
This only Flame, this.heav'nly Fire;-
R And
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And Day and Night be all my Care
To guard this facred Treafure there,

V.

My Saviour, Thou thy Love to me

In Want, in Shame, in Pain hatt fhew’d,
For me on the accurfed T'ree
'Thou pouredit forth thy guiltlefs Blood :
Thy Wounds upon my Heart imprefs,
Nor ought fhall the lov'd Stamp efface.

Vi.

More hard than Marble is my Heart,
And foul with Sins of deepeft frain ;
Dut Thou the mighty Saviour-art,
Nor flow’d thy cleanfing Blood in vain,
Ah! {often, melt this Reck, and may
Thy Blood wath all thefe Srains away,

VIIL

O that' my Heart, which open ftands,
May catch each Drop, that tort’ring Pain
Arm'd by ty Sins, wrung from thy Hands,
Thy f"cet, thy Head, thy ev'ry Vein:
That ftill iny Breaft may heave with Sighs,
Still Tears of Love o'erflow my Eyes,

VIIL

O that I, as a little Child,

May follow Thee, nor ever reft,
Till fweetly Thouhaft pour’d thy mild
And lowly Mind into my Breaft :

Nor may we ever parted be
Till 1 become cne Sp'rit with Thee,

IX.

O draw me, Saviour, after Thee,
So fhall I run, and never tire :
With gracious Words ftill comfort me ;

Be Thou my Hope, amy fole Defire,

Free



Hynmns avd Sacrep PoEns. 21

Free me from ev'ry Weight ; nor Fear, -
Nor Sin can conie, 11 Thou art here.

X.
My Health, my Light, my Life, mv Crown,
My Portion and my Treafure Thou !
O take me, feal me for thine own ;
To thee alone my Soul I bow.
Without Thee all is Pain ; my Mind
Repofe in nought-but Thee can find.

XI.
Howe’er I rove, where'er I turn,
In Thee alone 1s all my Rett :
Be thou my Flame, within me burn,
Jesu, and I in Thee am bleit.
Thou art the Balm of Life: My Soul
Is faint ; O fave, ‘O make it whole!

/ X1l

What in thy Love poffefs 1 not ¢
My Star by Night, my Sun by Day ;

My {pring of Life, when panch’d with Drought;
My Wine to chear, my Bread to flay,

My Strength, my Shield, my fafe Abode,

My Robe before the Throne of Goo !

o X111
Ah Love ! Thy Influence withdrawn,
What profits me that I am born ?
All my Delight;-my Joy is gone,
Nor know I Peace, till Thou return.
Thee may I feek till I attain;
And never may we part again.

XIV.

From all Eternity with Love
Unchangeable Thou halt me view'd ;

E’er knew this beating Heart to move,
Thy tender Mercies me purivd :

" Ever
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Ever with me may they abide,
And clofe me in on ev'ry Side. i

XV.

Still let thy Love point out my Way,
(How wond’rous Things thy Love hath wrought)
Still lead me, lett [ go aftray,
Dire€t my Work, infpire my Thought:
And when I fall, foon may | hear
Thy Voice, and know that Love is near.

XVI,
In Suff’ring be thy Love my Peace,
In Weaknefs be thy Love my Pow'r ;
And when the Storms of Life fhall ceale,
Jesu, in that important Hour,
In Death as Li‘e be Thou my Guide,
And fave me, whe for me haft dyd!

Hymn 0 CHRIST,

I.
AVIOUR, the World's and Mine,
L ) Was ever Grief like Thine?
Theu my Pain, my Curfe haft took,
All my Sins were laid on Thee :
Help me, Lorp, to thee I look;

Draw me, Saviour, after Thee,

.
'Tis done! my Gop hath dy'd,
My Love is crucify’d !
Break, this ftony Heart of mine,
Pour, my Lyes, a cealelels Flood,
Feel, my Soul, the Pangs divine,
Catch, my Heart, th’ ifluing Blood |
When,
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IL

When, O my God, f{hall |
For Thee {fubmit to die?
How the mighty Liebt repay,
Rival of thy Paflion prove ?
L:ad me in Thyfelf, the Way,
Melt my Hardnels into Love.

Iv.

To Love is all my Wifh,
I only live for This :
Grant me, Lord, my Heari’s Defire,
~ There by Faith for ever dwell ;
This { always will requue,
Thee, and only Thee to fecl,

\/

Thy Pow’r 1 pant to prove,
Rooted and fix’d in Love,
Strengthen'd by thy Spint's Might,
Wife to fathom T'hings Divine,
What the Length, and Breadth, and Height,
What the Depth of Love like Thine.

VI.

Ah! give me this to know,
With all thy Saints below.
Swells my Soul to compafs-Thee,
Gafps in Thee to live and move,
Fill'd with All the Deity,
- All immers'd apd loft in Love!

Hymn
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Hynw~ 10 CHRIST the King.

]

ESU, Thou art our King,
'To Me thy Succour bring.
Curist, the Mighty Oneart Thou,
Help for All on Thee 15 laid ;
This the Word ; 1 claim 1t now,
send me now the promis’d Aid.

- IL.
High on thy Father’s Throne,
O look with Pity down:!
Help, Ohelp! atiend my: Call,
Captive lead Capuivity,
King of Glory, Lord of All,
Curist, be Lord, beking toMe!

) *III-‘

I pant to feel thy Sway,
And only. Thee t'obey :
Thee my Spirit gaips to meet,
This my one, my cealelefs Pray’r,
Make, O make my Heart thy Seat,
O fet up thy Kingdom: there!

1v.
Triumph, and reign in Me,
And {pread thy Victory ;
Hell, and Death, and %in controyl,.
Pride, and Seli, end ev’ry Fce,
All {ubdue; thro’ all my roul,
Conqu'ring, and to conquer go.

Prayer
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Prayer to Curist before the Sacrament,

I.

Thou, whom Sinners love, whofe Care
Does all our Sicknefs heal,
Thee we approach with Hearts fincere,
Thy Pow'r we joy to feel.
To thee our humblett Thanks we pay,
To thee our Souls we bow ;

Of Hell ere while the helplefs Prey,
Heirs of thy Glory now,

IL.

As Incenfe to thy Throne above
O let our Pray’rs arife!
O wing with Flames of holy Love
Our living Sacrifice.
Stir up thy Strength, O Lorp of Might,
. Our willing Breafts infpire ;
Fill our whole Souls with Heav’nly Light,
Melt with feraphlc Fire.

I1L.

From thy bleft Wounds our Life we draw ;
Thy all attoning Blood
Daily we drink with trembling Awe,

Thy Fleth our daily Foed.
(.ome, Lowrp, thy fov'reign Aid impart,

. Here make thy Likenefs fhine!
Stamp thy whole Image on our Heart,

Aud all our Souls-be Thine!

C - Hrumy
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Hymx a/}er the Sacranment,

L.

ONS of Gon, triampbant rife,
Shont th’ cccemplith’d Saerifice !
dhout your Sins in Crr st forgiv'n,
Sons of Gop, and Heirs of Heav'n!

.
Ye that round cur Altars throng,
Liuf’ning Angels join the Song !
Sing with Us, ye Heav'nly Pow'rs,

Pardon, Grace, and Glory Ours !

I11.
Tove’s M)y fterious Work isidone |
Greet we now th’ accepted Scn,
Heal'd and quicken'd by his Bleod,
Joi’d to Cxr 157, and one with-Gop,

IV
Curist, ofallourddopes-theSeal ;
Peace Divine in CurisT we fetl;
Pardon to our Souls apply'd

Deid for All, for Me he dy:d?:
' V.

Sin fhall tyrarnize no more,
Purg'd its Guilt, diffolv’d-its-Pow’r ;
Jesus mekes cur Hearts his ‘Ithrone,
‘There he Lives, anid reigns alone,

N 2 ¢
Grace our ev’ry Thonght:controuls;
" Heav’n 1s open’d in our Souls,
Everlafting Life is won,
Glory s on Earth begun.

Cuzsist
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CurisT in Us: 1 Him we fee
Fulnefs of the Deity.

Beam of the eternal Beam ;
Life divire we tafte in-him !

VIt

Him we only tafte below ;
Mightier Joys erdain’d to know :
Hin when fully Ours we prove,

Ours the Heav'n of perfett Love

Curisr proteding anid fanSifyirg.

i

Jesu, fource'of calm Repofe,
Thy ‘Likenor Man, .nor Angel knows:y
Faireft among ten thouiand fair!
Ev'n thofe whom .Death's fad:Fesars:bound,
Whom thickeft BParknefs compafs'd round,

Find Light. and Life, ifthou-appear.

. I1.
“FHulgence of the Light divine,
E'er rolling Plancts kr}_gw to fhire,
CErer ime its cealeléls Courfe begens
Tlton, when th’ appointed Hour was come,

Didit not abhor the Virgin’s Womb,
But Gop with Gop, wert Manwith Maa.

. ' A1l
The Woild, Sin, . Death, ‘oppole m Wain,
Thou by thy dying Death hait {latn,
My ‘great Deliv’rer’and my/Gep |
In vaitiidees the old Dragon 1ege,
In vain all Hell its Pow’rs engage ;5
. ~Noné can withftand thy conqu'ring Biocd.

C:2 Lor»
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Iv.

Lorp over all, fent to fuifil

Thy gracious father's {ov'reign Will,
To thy dread Sceptre will [ bow :

With dut’ous Rev'rence at thy Feet,

L-ke humble Mary, lo, 1 fit:

opeak, Lowrp, thy Servant heareth now.

V.
Renew thy Image, Lorp, in mo,
Lowly and gentle may 1 be ;
~ No Charms but thefe to Thee are dear
No Anger may’ft thou ever find,
INo Pride in my unruffied Mind,
But Faith and Heav'n born Peace be there.

VI!‘
A patient, a vi@orious Mind
1 hat, Life and all Things calt behind,

Springs forth, obesient to thy Call,
A Heart, that no Defire can move,

But ftill t'adore, believe and love,
Give me, my Lorp, my Life," my Al

w__

PUBLICK WORSHIP.

I

O, Gob is here ! let us adore,

And own, how dreadful is this Place !
Let all within us feel his Pow’r,

And filent bow Lefore his Face.
Who know his Pow’r, his Grace who prove,
cerve Him with Awe, with Rev'rence love.

s ‘ Lo’
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1.

Lo, Gop is here! Fim Day and Nigat
Th* united Choirs of Angels fing :

To Him enthron’d above ali Height
Heav'n's Hofts their nobleft Praifes bring:

Difdain not, Lorp, our me:ner Song,

Who praife thee with a ftamm'ring "L ongue.

111

Gladly the Toys of Earth we leave,
Wealth, Pleafure, Fame, for Thee alone:
To thee our Will, Soul, Flcfh we givej
O take, O frz] them for thy own.
Thou art the Gop s Thou art the L.orDp:
Be Thou by all thy Works ador’a !

. ]V
Being of Beings, may ocur Praife
ThyCourts with grateful Fragrance fill,
Stll may we ftard belore thy Face,
StiH] hear:and do thy fov'reign Will,
To thee may all our Thoughts ariie,
Ceaiclefs, accepted Sacrifice! -

In thezwe move. All Things of thee
Are full, thou fource and Life of al] !

Thou vaft, unfithomab!e Sea !

Fall proftrate, loft in Wonder, fall
Ye Sons of Men ; for Gop is Man!
All we may lofe, fo thee we gain!

VLI
As Fiow’rs their op’ning Leaves difplay,
Ard glad drink in the folar Fire,
50 may we catch thy ev'ry Ray,
So may thy Influence us infpire
Thou Beam of the Eternal Beam,
Thou purging Fire, thou quick’ping Flame I

C3 | ACTS
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AcTts it 41, 80,

- I.
HE Word proncunc’d, the Gofpelword,
T'he.Croud wwith various Henrts .receiv’d »
In many a Soul the Saviour {tirr'd,

Three thoufand yielded, and belicv'd.

| [L
Thefe by th* Apoftle’s Counfels led, -
With them -in:mighty :Pray’rs combin’d,
Broke the commemosative Pread,

Nor from the Fellowthip deciin'd.
HI.

Gob from zbove, with ready Grace,

And Deeds of Wonder, guards his Fleck,
Trembles the Wor'd belore thair Face,

By Jesus cralh’d, their Congu'ring Rock.

. Iv.
The happy Band whom Cur1sTt refleems,

One only Will. our Judgment know :
None this contentious Earth efteems,

Diftinitions, or. Delights below.

- V.

The Men of worldly Wealth poffest,

Their felfilh Nappinefs-remove,
Sell, and divide'it to theret,’ . *

And buy the blefledrefs of Love.

S \AF

Thus in the Prefence of cheir (Gop,

JEsus their Life, and Hesv'n their Care,
With fingle Heart they tock their Fooil

Heghten'd by Eucharift end Prey’r

Cop
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VIL
Gob in their ev’ry Work was prais'd:
The People blefs'd the Law benign!
Daily the Church his Arm had rajs’d,
Receiv'd the Sons of Mercy.in.

e e — T —y
GRATITUDE for our CONVERSION,

1.

HEE will I'love, my Strength, ‘my Tow’r,
‘Thee-will 1 love, my Joy, :my Crown,
Thee will 1 love withall my Pow’r,
In:dll my Works, and -thee alnne !
Thee will I love til} the pure Fire
Fill my whole Soul with chafte Defire,

_ 11, .
Ah! why did T To late thee know,
Thee, Tlovelierthan the Sons:of Men!
Aht why did I .no fooner go
To thee, the only Eale in Pain!
Aflham’d 1 figh; and inly mourn
That I fo late to thee did turn,

S £ 5 &
In Darknefs willingly I ftray'd,
I fought Thee, yet\from J:hee T rov'd:
For wide my wand'ring Thoughts were {7 read,
Thy Creatures more than Thee I lov'd.
And now, if more at length I fee,

'T'is thro’ thy ‘Light, and -comes from Thee.

V.

I thank Thee, ‘Unm:eat'e& Sun,
.~ Thac thy bright Beams on me have fhin'd :
o I thanle
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I thank Thee, who halt overthrown
My Foes, and heal’d my wounded Mind :

I thank [hes, whofe euliv’ning Voice -
Bids my free Heart in 1'hee rejoice.

V.
Uphoid me in the doubtful Race,

Nor fuffer me again to ftray:
Strengthen my Feet with fteady Pace

Sull to prefs forward in thy Way.
My Soul and Flefh, O Lorp of Might,
Fill, fatiate with thy heav’nly Light.

V1.

Give to my Eyes refrefhing Tears,

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.
VIL

Thee will I love, my Jay, my Crown!
Thee will 1love, my Lorp, my Gop¥f
Thee will I love, beneath thy Frown
Or Smile, thy Sceptre, or thy Rod.
What tho' my Flefh and Heart decay !
Thee fhall I love in endlels Day !

Boldnefs in the Gofpel.

L.
HALL I, for fear of feeble Man,
Thy Spirit’s Courfe in me reftrain ?
Or undifmay'd, in Deed and Word
Be a true Witnefs tomy Lorp ¢

Aw'd
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I1.

Aw'd by a Mortal’s Frown, fhall I
Conceal the Word of Gop moeft high ?
How then before thee fhall I dare
To ftand, or-how thy Anger bear ?

I1I.

Shall I, to footh th' unholy Throng,
Soften thyTruths, and fmooth my Tongue?

To gain Earth’s gilded Toys, or flee
The Crofs endur’d, my Gop by Thee ?

Iv

What then is he, whofe Scorn I dread?
Whofe Wrath or Hate makes me afraid ?
A Man! an Heir of Death, a Slave
To Sin ! a Bubble on the Wave !

V.

Yea, let Man rage ! fince Thou wilt fpread,

Thy thadowing Wing around my Head :
Since in all Pain thy tender Love
Will ftill my {weet Refrefhment prove.,

VI,

Saviour of Men! thy {earching Eye
Does all my inmoft Thoughts defcry :
Doth ought on Earth my Wilhes raife ;
Or the World's Favour, or its Praife ?

VIL
The Love of Cur1sT does me conftrain
To feek the-wand’ring Souls of Men:

With Cries, Intreaties, Tears, to fave,
To fna.ch them from the gaping Grave.

n A
29

For
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VIIIL

For this let Men revile:my Name,
No Crofs I thun, I fear no Shame:
All hail, Reproach, and welcome Pain |
Only thy Tertors, Lorbp,.-seltran.

IX.
My Life, my Blood, I bere prefent ;
If for thy Truth they may he {pent,

Fulfil thy fov’reign Counfel, Lorp!
Thy Will be-done! thy Name ador'd !

X.

Give me thyStrength,’Q Gop of Pow’r!
Then let Winds blow, -or Thunders rozt,
Thy faithfal Witnefs will T be—

'I'is fix'd! ['can,do all'thiro’ Thee!

~Hymn for Chriftmas-day,

L
HARK how all the Welkin rings
‘“ Glory to the King of Kings,
““ Peace on'Earth, and’Mercy mild,
¢ Gop and Sinnersreconetl’d

, 11.
Joyful all ye Nations rifc,.
Join the Trinmph of the Skies,
Univerfdl Nature fay
“* Cuwist, the'Lorp, jsborn Today!
‘I'IL 1aein
Curist, by higheft Heav’n ador'd,
Curist, theeverlafting Lorp,
- JL;ate 1n Time behold Him come,
Offspring of a Virgin’s Womb,
Veil'd
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- Iv.
Veil'd in Tlefh, the Godhead fee,
[Hail th® incarnate Deity !
Pleas'd as Man with Men t’ af pear,
Jesus, our Immnauel here |

V.
Hail the Heav’n born Prince-of Peace !
Hail the Sun of Righteoufnefs !
Light, and Life, and All he brings,
Ris'n with Healing in his Wings: -

VL.

Mild he lays his Glory by, |
Borre=that Man no more may die,
Born—to raife the Sons of Earth,
Born—to give them fecond Birth.

VIT.

Come, Defire of Nations, come,
Fix in Us thy humble Home,

Rife, the Woman’s Conqu’ring Seed,

Bruife in Us the Serpent’s Head

. ViHl..
Now difplay thy faving Pow'r;
Ruin’d Nature row reftore;
Now in myfic Union join
Thine to Ours, and Qurs to Thine.

‘ ,-"I,X;
Adam’s Likenefs, Lowrp, effice,
Stamp thy Image in its Place,
Second Adam from above,

Reinftate us in thy Love. . °

X.
_Letus Thee, tho' Io8, regain,
Thee, the Life, the Inner Man -
O! to allthyfelf impare,
Form'd in each Believing Heart.

Hy s
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HymMn for the Lr1PuANY,

I

ONS of Men, behold him far
Hail the long expeéted Star !

Facob’s Star that gilds the Night,
Guides bewilder’d Nature right.

I1.

Fear not hence that 111 fhould flow,

Wars or Peftilence below,
Wars it bids, and Tumaults ceafe,
Uth’ring in the Prince of Peace.

11

Mild He fhines on all beneath,
Piercing thro’ the Shade of Death,
Scatt’ring Error's wide-pread Night,
Kindling Darknefs into Light.

Iv.

Nations all, far off and near,
Hafte to fee your Gop appear!
Hafte, for Him your Hearts prepare,
Meet Him manifefted there!

V

There behold the Day-fpring rife,
Pouring Eye-fight on your Eyes,
Gop in his own Light furvey,
Shining to the perfect Day.

VI

Sing, ye Morning ftars again,
Gop defcends on Earth to reign,.
Deigns for Man his Life £’ employ,
Shout, ye Sons of Gop, for Joy !

i} Hyux
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Hym~ for EastgreDavy.

I.
{( HRIST, the Lorp, is ris’n To day,”
Sons of Mcn and Angels fay,
Raife your Joys and Triumphs high,
Sing ye Heav’ns, and Earth reply.

" 11,

Jove’s Redeeming Work is dene,
Fought cthe Fight, the Battle won
Lo! our Sun’s Eclipfe is o’cr,

Lo ! he fets in Blood no more,

111

Vain the Stone, the Watch, the Seals
Curi1st has burft the Gates of Hell ;
Death 1n vain forbids his Rife:

Cur1st has open'd Paradife !

Iv.
Lives again our glorious King,

Where, O Death, is now thy Sting 2
Dying once he All doth fave,

Where thy Victory, O Grave:?

V.

Soar we now, where Crr1st has led ¢
Following our exalted Head,

Made like Him, like Him we rife,
Qurs the Crofs—the Grave——the Skies!

VI
What tho’ once we perifh'd All,
Partners in our Parent’s Fall ?
Second Life we All receive,

Inour Heav'nly Adam live,
-D Ris'n
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Vil

Ris'n with Him, we upward move,
Stil] we feek the ‘Things above,
Still purfue and kifs the Son,
Seated on his Father’s I hrone,

VIlI.

Ccarce on Farth a Thought beltow,

DNead to all we leave below,
Heav'n our Aim, and lov’d Aboce,
Hid our Life with Cuarist 1n Gob.

IX.

Hid ; till CurisT our Life appear,
Glorious in his Members here :
~ Join'd to Him, we then fhall fhine

All Immmortal, all Divine !

L

X

Hail the Lorp of Earth and Ifeav’n ;
Praife to Thee by both be giv'n :
T hee we greet, triumphant now ;

Hail the Refurre&ion ' hou!
Xl
King of Glory, Soul of Blils,
Fverlalting Life 1s this,

Thee to know, thy {'ow’r to prove,
Thus to fing, ard thus to love!

HYMN for Ascension-Day.

I.

A TL the Day that fees him rife,
}__ - Ravifl’d from our withful Eyes ;

CurisT a while to Mortals giv'n,
Re.alcer.cs his native Heav'n!

There
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I1.

There the pompous Triumph waits,
‘ Lift your Heads eternal Gates,
¢« Wide mfold the radiant scene,
“« Take the King of Glory in'!

1L

Circled round with Angel Pow'rs;
Théir triamphant Lorp and ours,
Congu’ror over Dzath and Sin,

Take the King of Glory in|

Iv.

Tho' returning to his Throne,
Still he calls Mankind his own.
Hun tho’ higheft Heav'n receives,
Still he loves the Earth he leaves.

\Y

See! he hifts his Hands above !
See! he fhews the Prints of [.ove |
Hark ! his gracious Lips beftow
Bleflings on his Church below |

Vi
Still for us his Death he pleads

Prevaleat, He intercedes ;
Near himfelf prepares our Place,
Harbinger of human Race,

VIL

Matter, (will we ever fay)
Taken from our Head To-day j
See thy faithful Servants, fec.
Ever gazing up to Thee.

VIII.

Gtant, tho' parted from our Sight,
High above yon azure Height,

D: Gmnt
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(Grant our Hearts may thither rife,
Following ‘T'hee beyend the Skics,

_ IX.

_Ever upward let us move,
Vi atted on the Wings of Love,
Looking w hen our Lord fhall come,
Longing, gafpmg after Home.

. X.

There we thall with T hee remaix,
Partners of 1hy endlefls Reign ;
‘I'he;e thy Face unclouded fce,

Find our Eleav'n of Heav’ns in Thee!

HYMN for Warrsunpay.

I

RANTED is the Savicur’s Pray'r,
J Sent the gracious Comforter ;
}romife of our parting Lorp,

Jesus to his Heav’n reftor’d =

1L,

CirrisT ; who now goneup on high,
Captive ieads Captivity,
While his Foes from Him receive
Grace, that Gop with Man may live.

I11.

Gop, the everlafting Gop,
Makes with Morizls his Abode,
Whom the Heav’ns cannot contain,.
He vouchfates to dwell in Man.

Never
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IV.

Never will he thence depart,
Inmate of an humble Heart
Carrying on his Work within,

Striving tlll he caft out Sin.

V.
There he helps our feeble Moans,

Deepens our impesfe&t Groane;
Intercedes in Silence there,
Sighs th’ Unutterable Pray'r.

VL

Come, divine and peaceful Gueft,

Enter our devoted Brea[t,
Hory Grost, our Hearts mfp:re,
Rlnd'e there the Gofpel fire.

ViI.

Crown the agonizing Strife,
Principal, and Lorp of Life;
Life divine in us renew,

Thou the Gift and Giver téo :

VI

Now defcend and thake the Earth,

Wake us into fecond Birth; .
Now thy quick’ning Influence give,
Blow.——and thefe dry Bones fhail hve.

IX.

Brood Thou o'er our Nature's Night,.

Darknefs kindles into Light ;
Spread thy over thadowing Wings,
Order from Canluﬁon {prings.

X.
Pain, and Sin, and Sorrow ceafe,
Thee we tafte, and all 1s Peace ;

Joy divine in Thee we prove,
Lizht of Truth, and Fire of Love:

D3

Yo
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Joun xvi. 24,

Asky and ye [ball receive, that your Yoy
may be full.

I,

ISE, my Soul, with Ardor rife,
Breath thy Wifhes to the Skiess
Frecly pour out all thy Mind,
Seck, and thou art {ure to find 3
Ready art thou to receive ?

Readter 1s thy Gob to give.

IL.

Heav'nly Father, Gob of all,
Hear, and thew Thou hear’ft my Call';
Let my Cries thy Throne affail
Ent’ring now within the Veil :
Give the Benefits I claime.——-o
Lorp, Iatk m JEsu’s Name!

I11,
Friend of Smners, King of Saints,
Anfwer my minuteft Wants,
All my largeft Thoughts require,
Grant me all my Hearts Defire,
Give me, till my Cup run o'r,
All, and infinitely more.-

1v.

Meck and lowly be my Mind,
Pure my Heart, my Will refign’d !
Keep me dead to all below,

Only Carist refolvd to know, -
Firm, and difengag’d, and free,
Secking all my Blifs in Thee..

Suffer
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V.

Sufter me no more to grieve,
Wanting what Thou long’tt to give,
Shew me all thy Goodnefs, Lorbp,
Beaming from th’ incarnate Word,

Curist, in whom thy Glories thine,
Efflux of the Light divine.

V],

Since the Son hath made me free,
Let me tafte my Liberty,
Thee behold with open Face,
Triumph in thy faving Grace,
Thy great Will delight to prove,
Glory in thy perfec Love.

VIL

Since the Son hath boaght my Peace,

Mine thou art, as I am his -
Mine the Comforter I fee,
CHRr1sT is full of Grace for me -

Mine (the Parchafe of his Blood}
All the Plenitude of Gob.

VIII.
Abba Father I hear thy Child
Late in Jesus reconcil'd !
Hear, and all the Graces {how'r,
All the Joy, and Peace, and Pow’r,
All my Saviour afks above,
All the Life and Heav’n of Love.

IX.
Lorp, I will not let thee g0,
~ Till THE BLessing thou befiow -
Hear my Advocate divine
Lo; to His my Suit I join:
Join’d to His it cannot fail ——

Blefs me, for [ aw;/f prevail,

43

Stoop
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X
Stoop from thy eternal Throne,
See, thy Promile calls Thee down [
High and lofty as Thou art,
Dwell within my worthlefs Heart !
Hear, a faincng Soul revive ;
Here for ever walk and live,

XI.
Heav'nly 4dam, Life divine,
Change my Nature into Thine
Move, and fpread throughout my Soul,

A&uate and fill che whole :
Be 1t I no longer now,

Living in the Flefh, but Thou.
X1I.

Hory GHosT, no more delav,
Come, and in thv Temple flay ;
Now thy inward Witnefs bear,
Strong, and permanent, and clear ;.
Spring of Life, Thyfelf impart,
Rife eternal in my Heart!

LONGING.

§

ITH bending Knees, and aking Eyes,
Weary and faint, to Thee my Cries,

To Thee my Tears, my Groans I fend :
O when fhall ' my Complainings end ?

11

Wither’d my Heart, like barren Ground
Accurs’d of Gop ; my Head turns round,.
My Throat is hoarle: 1 faint, I fall,

Yt llg, (il for Py cl
Eternal
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fL

Eternal Streams of Pity flow,
From Thee their fource to Earth below -
Mothers are kind, becaufe thou art,
Thy Tendernefs o’erflows their Heart.

VL

Lorp of my Soul, bow down thine Ear,
Hear, Bowels of Compaffion, hear!
O give not to the Winds my Pray’r:
Thy Name, thy hallow’d Name is there!

V.

Look on my Sorrows, mark them wel,
he Shame, the Pangs, the Fires I feel ;
Confider, Lorp, thine Ear ineline!

Thy Son hath made my Suff 'rings thine.

- VL
Thou, Jesu, on th® accurfed Tree
Didft bow thy dying Head for me;
Incline it. now! Who made the Ear,

ohall he, fhall he forget to hear !

VIL

See thy poor Duft, in Pity fee,
It ftirs, 1t creeps,” it aims at Thee!
Hafte, fave it from the greedy Tomb !
Come! ———~Ev’ry Atom bids "Thee come !

VIII.

"Tis thine to help! Forget me not !
O be thy Mercy ne'er forgot !

Iock’d is thy Earl Yet fill my Plez
May fpeed ; for Mercy keeps the Key.

[X.

Thou tarry’t, while I fink, I dle,
And fall to nothing ! Thou on high

Seeft me undone. Yet am | ftil'd

By thee (loft as [ am).‘thy Child !

res
1

45
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X.
Didft Thou for this forfake thy Throne ?
Where are thy ancient Mercies gone !
Why fhould my Pain, mv Guilt rurvive,
And Sm be dead, yet Sorrow live?  *

XI.
Yet Sin is dead ; and yet abide
Thy Promifes; they {peak, they chide:
They in thy Bofom pour my Tears,
And my Complaints prefent as theirs,

X1l
Hear, Jesu! hear my broken Heart!
Broken f{o long, that ev’ry Part .
Hath got a Tongue that ne’er fhall ceafe,
Till thou pronounce, ¢¢ Depart in Peace.”

XIIL |
My Love, my Saviour, hear my Cry;

By thefe thy Feet at which I lie!

Pluck out thy Dart! Regard my Sighs ;

Now heal my Soul, or now it dies.

- GOD’s Love to Manking,

L

Gop, of Geod th' unfathom’d Sea,
Who would not give his Heart to Thee?
Who would not love Thee with his Might
O Jssu, Lover of Mankind,
Who would not his whole Soul and Mind
With all his Strength to thee unite ?

| 11.
Thou fhin'{t with everlafting Rays ;
Betore th’ unfufferable Blaze
Angels
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Angels with both Wirgs veil their Eyes:
Yet free as Air thy Bounty fhreams
On all thy Works, thy Me_rt:)’s Beams,
Diftufive as thy Sun’s, arife.

111,
Aftonifh’d at thy frowning Bro,
Earth, Hell and Heav'ns fireng Pillars bow,
- Terrible Majefty is Thine !
Who then can that vaft Love exprefs
Which bows Thee down to me, who lefs
‘Than nothing ani, till Thou art mine ;

Iv.
High-thron’d on Heav’n’s eterpal Hill,

In Number, Weight, and Meafure fiil]
Thou {weetly order’ft all that js .

And yet Thou deign’#t to come to me,
And guide my Steps, that I with Thee
Enthron'd, may reign in endiefs Blif;.

V. .
Fountain of Good, all Blefling flows
From Thee; no Want thy Fulnefs knows:

What but Thyfelf canft Thou defire ;
Yes; felf-fufficient as Thouy art,

Thou doft defire my worthlefs Heart,
* 'This, only This Thoun doit require.

Vi
- Primzval Beauty ! in thy Sight
The firfl-born, faireft Sons of Light

See all their brighteft Glories fade :
What then to me thy Eyes could turn,
In Sin conceiv’d, of Woman born,

A Worm, a Leaf, a Rlaft, a Shade ?

VII.

Hell’s Armies tremble at thy Nod,
And trembling own th’Almighty Gop

Sov'reign
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Sov’reign of Earth, Air, Hell and Sky.

But who is this that comes from far,
Whofe Garments rolt'd in Blood appear ?
*'1s Gop made Man, for Man to die !

VIII.

O Gop, of Good th’ unfathom’d Sea,

Who would not give his Heart to Thee ?
Who would not love Thee with his Might p

O Jesu, Lover of Mankind,

Who would not his whole Soul, and Mind,
With all his Strength, to 1 hee unite ?

HYMN ow the Titles of CHRIST,

I

RIS E my Soul, arife
Thy Saviour’s Sacrifice !

All the Names that Love could find,
All the Forms that Love could take,
Jesus in himfelf has join’d,
Thee, my Soul, his own to make.

1L
Equal with Gop moft high,
He laid his Glory by :
He, th’ eternal Gop, was born,
Man with Men he deign'd t' appear,
Objeét of his Creature’s Scorn,
Pleas’d a Servant’s Form to wear.

I11.

IHail everlafting Lorp,
Divine, incarnate Word!
Thee let all my Pow’rs confefs,
Thee my lateft Breath proclaim ;
Help, ye Angel Choirs to blefs,
Shout the lov'd Jmmanuel's Name,
Fruit
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IV.
Fruit of a Virgin’s Womb
The premis’d Blefling’s come :
Carist, the Father’s Hope of old,
Curist, the Woman's conqu’ring Seed,

Curist, the Saviour, long foretold,
Born to bruile the Serpent’s Head.

V.
Refulgent from afar,
See the bright Morning-flar !
8ee the Day-fpring from on high,
Late in deepet Darknefs, rife,
Night recedes, the Shadows fly,
Flame with Day the op’ning Skies !

VI.

Our-Eyes on Earth furvey
The dazzling Shechinah !

Bright in endlefs Glory bright ;
Now in Flefh he ftoops to dwell,

Gob of Gop, and Light of Light,
Image of th’ Invifible,

‘ VIL.
He fhines on Earth ador'd,
The Prefence of 1he LORD -
Gop, the mighty Gop and true,
Gob by higheft Heav'n confeft,
dtands difplay’d to mortal View,
Gop fupreme, for ever blett.

VIIL

Jesu! to Thee I bow,
1h Almighty’s Fellow Thou!
Thou the Father’s only Son ;

Pleas’d He ever is in Thee,
Jult, and holy, Thou alone,
- Full of Grace and Truth—for me.

Jn
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IX.
High above ev'ry Name,
- Jesus, the great I AM!
Bows to FESUS ev’'ry Knee,
Things in Heav'n, and Earth, and Hell,
Saints adore him, Demons flee, |

Fiends, and Men, and Angels feel.

. X'
He left his Throne above,
Empty’d of all, but Love:

Whom the Heav’ns cannot contain

Gop vouchfaf’d a Worm t’ appeat,

Lorv of Gloyry, Son of Man,
~ Poor, and vile, and abject here.

XI.
His own on Earth he fought,

His own receiv'd him not:
Him, a Sign by All blafphem’d,
Out caft and defpis’d of Men,
Him they all a Madman deem’d,
~ Bold to fcoff the Nazarene,

XII.
Hail Galilean King !
- Thy humble State | fing ;
Never fhall my Triumphs end, -
Hail derided Majetty. |
Jesus, hail! the Sinner’s Friend,

Fritnd of Publicans—and Me !’

XL
Thine Eye obferv’d my Pain,
Thou good -Samaritan /
Spoil’d I lay, and bruis'd by Sin,
Gafp'd my faint, expiring Soul,
Wine and Ol thy Loye pour’d i,
Clos'd my Wounds, and made me whole,

Huil
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X1V,
Hail the Life giving Lornp,
Divine, engratted Word !

Thee the Lifz my Soul has found,
Thee the Refurreftion prov’d :

Dead [ heard the quick'ning Sound,
Own'd thy Voice ; believ’d and lov'd |

XV.

With Thee gone up on high
~1live, no more to die:
Firft and Laf, I feel Thee now,
Witnefs of thy empty Tomb,
Alpha and Omega Thou

Waft, and art, and drt to come !

5t

Hymx o CHRIST.

1.

TILL, O my Soul prolong
‘The never ceafing Song !

HR!ST my Theme; my Hope, my Joy;
His be all my happy Days,

Praife my ev'ry Hour employ,
Ev'ry Breath be fpent in Praife,

I1.
His would I wholly be
Who liv'd and dy'd for me :
Grief was all his Life below,
Pain, and Poverty, -and Lofs :

Mine the $ins that bruis’d him fo,
Seourg’d and nail’d him to the Crofs.

E 2

Hé
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[

He bore the Curfe of All,
A {potlefs Criminal
Burden’d with a World of Guilt,
Blacken'd with Impured Sin,
Man eo fave his Blood he fpilt,

Dy'd, to make the Sinner clean.

1V.
Join Earth and Heav’n to blefs
The LORD our Righteouinsfs !
Myf’ry of Redemption | his,
'Uhis the Saviour’s firange Defign,
Man’s Oftence was counted his,
Ours is Righteoufnefs divine.

V. l
Far as our Parent’s Fall
The ‘Gift is come to All - -
Sinn'd we all, and dy’d in One 2
Juft 1n One we all are made,

CurisT the Law fulfill'd alone,
Dy'd for All, for All obey'd.

VI.

In him compleat we fhine,
His Death, his Life is mine.
Fully am 1 juftify'd, .
Free from Sin, and more than free 3
Guiltlefs, fince for me he dy'd,
Righteous, fince he liv'd for mé!

VII.

Jesu ! to Thee I bow,
Sav'd to the utmoft now.

O the Depth of Love divine!
Who thy Wifdom’s Stores can tell 2

Knowledge infinite is Thing,
All thy Ways unfearchable !
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L.

ORD, not unto Me
(The Whole I difclaim}
All Glory to Thee
Thro' Jesus’s Name!
Thy Gifts and thy Graces
Pour’d down from above,
Demand all our Praifes,

Our Thanks, and our Love.

11,
Thy Faithfulnefs, Lorp,

Each Moment we find,
Se true to thy Word,
So loving and kind ;
Thy Mercy fo tender
To all the loft Race,
The fouleft Offender
May turn, and find Grage.

I1L

The Mercy I feel.
To others 1 fhew,
I fet to my Seal
'That Jesus 1s true ;
Ye all may find Favour
Who come at his Call ;
O! come to my Saviour,
His Grace 1s for all.

V.

To f{ave what was loft
From: Heaven he came':
Come, Sinners, and truft
In Jesus’s Name;
He offers you Pardon,
He bids you ¢* Be free,™
¢ If Sm is your Burden,
Q! come unto Me!
! E 3

33
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V.

O let me commend
My Saviour to you,
'The Publican's Friend
And Advocate too :
For you he is pleading
His Merits and Death
With Gop interceding
For Sinners hencath.
V.
"Then let us {fubmit -
t11s Grace to receive,
Eall down at his Feet,
And gladly believe ;
We all are forgiven
ror JEsus’s fake,

QOur Title to Heaven
His Ments we take.

1
M Y Gop (if I may call Thee mine

from Heav'n and Thee remov'd fo far)
Draw nigh ; thy pitying Ear incline,
And caft not out my languid Pray’r.
Gently the Weak Thou lov'ft to lead,
Thou lov’ft to prop the feeble Knee ;.
O break not then a bruifed Reed,

Nor quench the {moaking Flax in me.

I1.

Buried in Smn, thy Voice | hear,

And burft the Barriers of my Tomb,
In all the Marks of Death appear,

Forth at thy Call, tho® bound, ! come;
Give me, O give me fully, Lorp,

Thy Refurrgétion’s Pow’r to know :
' Free
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Free me indeed, pronounce the Word,
And loofe my Bands, and let me go.

II.

Fain would I go to Thee, my Gop,
Thy Mercies and my Wants to tell :
I feel my Pardon feal'd in Blood's
Saviour thy Love 1 wait to feel.
Freed from the Pow’r of cancel’d Sin:
When fhall'my Soul triumphant prove?
Why breaks not out the Fire within
In Flames of Joy and Praife and Love ¢

Iv.

When fhall my Eye affe® my Heart,
Sweetly diffolv’d in gracious Tears ?
Ah, Lorp, the Stone to Fleth convert !

And till thy lovely Face appears,
Still may I at thy Footftool keep,
And watch the Smile of op'ningHeav’n :
Much would I pray, and love. and weep;
I would, for 1 have much forgiv'n,

V.

Yet, O! ten thoufand Lufts remain,

And vex my Soul ablolv'd from Sin,
Still rebel Nature ftrives to reign,

Still am [ all unclean, unclean !
Affail’d by Pride, allur’d by Sentfe,

On Earth the Creatures court my ftay ;
Falfe flatt’ring Idols, get ye hence,
Created Good be far away !

VI
“ Jesu, to Thee my Soul afpires,
. Jesv, to Thee I plight my Vows,
Keep me from earthly bafe Defires,
My Gop, my Saviour, and my Spoule.
Fountain of all-fufficient Blifs,
Thou art the Good I feek below 3

RN

| Fulnefs
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Fulnefs of Joy in Thee there is,
Without *tis Mis'ry all and Woe,

VII.

Take this poor wand’ring, worthlefs Heart,

Its Wand'rings all to [hee are known,
May no falfe Rival claim 2 Part,

Nor Sin difleize Thee of thine own.
Stir up thy interpofing Pow'r,

Save me from Sin. from Idols {ave,

Snatch me from fierce Temptation's Hour,
And hide, O hide me in the Grave !

VIIL

¥ £now Thou wilt accept me Now,
1 Anow my Sins are now forgivnf

My Head to Death O let me bow, °
Nor keep my Life, to lofe my Heav'n.

Far from this Snare my Soul remove,
This only Cup 1 would decline,

I deprecate a Creature-Love,
O take me, to fecure me Thine.

IX.
Or it thy wifer Will ordain
The Trial I would die to fhun,
Welcome the Strife, the Griéf, the Pain,
Thy Name be prais’d, thyWill bedone "
I from thy Hand the Cup receive,
Meekly fubmit to thy Decree,

‘ Gladly for Thee confent to live!
Thou, Lorp, haft livid, haft dy’d for me!

Isatan xllm. I, 2, 3.

EACE, doubting Heart—my Gon’s I am !’
Who form'd me Man forbids my Fear :

L'he LorD hath call'd me by my Name,
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The Lorp protetts for ever near :
His Blood for me did once attone,

And ftill he loves, and guards his own.

I1.

When paffing thro’ the watry Deep,

I afk in Faith his promis’d Aid,
The Waves an awful Diftance keep,

And fhrink from my devoted Head :
Fearlefs their Violence I dare,

They cannot harm, for Gop is there!

I1L

To Him my Eye of Faith I 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 mige.

Iv.
Still nigh me, O my Saviour, fland,

57

And guard in fierce Temptation’s Hour ;

Hide in the Hollow of thy Hand,
Shew forth i me thy favmg Pow'’r :
Still be thy Arm my fure Defence,

Nor Earth nor Hell fhall pluck me thence.

V.

Since Thou haft bid me come to thee,
(Good as thou art, and ftrong to fave)

I'll walk o'er Life’s tempeft'ous Sea,
Up-born by the unyielding Wave ;
Dauntlefs, tho' Rocks of Pride be near,

And yawning Whirlpools of Defpair.

VI

When Darknefs intercepts the Skies,
And Sorrow’s Waves around me roll ;

When
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When high the Storms of Paffion rife,

And half o’erwhelin my finking Soul ;
My Soul a fudden Calm fhall feel,
And hear a Whifper, ¢ Peace, be ftill.”

Vil

Tho' in Affi&ion’s Furnace try'd,
Unhurt, on Snares and Deaths I'll tread ;
Tho’ Sin aﬁ'all and Hell thrown wide
Pour all its Flames upon my Head,
Like Mofes' Buth I'll mount the higher,
And flourith unconfum’d in Fire,

Dialogue of ANGELs and MEN.

Axgelr E Worms oi Earth our Gop admire,
The Gop of Angels praife ;

Men. Praife him for us ye Angels Choir,
The Earth born Sons of Grace.

1L
Ang.  His Image view, in Us dlfplay'd

His nobler Creatures view.
Men, Lower than you our Souls he made 3
But he redeem’d thgm {00,

1.

Ang,  As Gods we did in Glory fhine,
Before the World began :
Men. Our Nature too becomes divine,

And Gop himfelt is Man.

Iv.

He cloath‘d us in thefe Robes of nght,«

Ang.
The Shadow of his Son :
Mﬂﬁr |
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Mer. We with tranfcendent Gilory bright

Have Curist himfelf put on,
\Y

Ang, Spirits like him he made us be,

A pure Athereal Flane:

Men. Join'd to the Loz p,one Spirit we

With Jesus are the {ame.
V.

Ang. We fee him on his dazzling Throne,

Crowns he to us 1mparts :

Men. To us the King of Kings comes dowa

And reigns within our Hearts.

VI,

Ang. Pureas he did at firft Create,

We Angels never fell :

Men. He {aves us n our loft Eftate,

And refcues Man from Hell.

VIIL

Ang.  When others finn’d, we faithful provid,
His Love preferv'd us true;

Mex. Yet own that we are more belov'd,
He''never dy’d for you.

IX
Ang. - Worms of the Barth, to you we own
' The nobler Grace 1s giv'n::
Then praife with us the great Three One
Till we all meet in Heav'n.

FREE GRACE.

1.
A ND can it be, that I thould gain
ﬁ An Int'reft in the Saviour’s Blood!
Dy'd he for me ?—who caus’d his Pan !
For me?—who him to Death purfu'd.
Amazing
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Amazing [ove! how can it be
'I'hat Thou, my Gop, thould'it die for me?

' ]I;
'Tis Myft'ry all! th’ Immortal dies!
Who can explore his ftrange Defign ?
In vain the firft born Seraph tries
To found the Depths of Love Divine:
*Tis Mercy all! let Earth adore ;
Let Angel Minds enquire no more,

I11.
He left his Father’s Throne above,
(So free, fo infinite bis Grace!)
Empty'd himfelf of All, but Love,
And bled for Adam's helplels Race :
'Tis Mercy all, immenfe and free !
For, O my Gop, it found out me!

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

V.
Still the fmall inward Voice I hear,
That whiflpers all my Sins forgiv’n:
Still th® attoning Blood 1s near,
That quench’d the Wrath of hoftile Heav'n:
I feel the Life his Wounds impart,
I feel my Saviour in my Heart.

VI.
No Condemnation now I dread,
Jesus, and all in him, 1s mine:
Alive in him, my living Head,
And cloath'd in Righteoufnels divine,
Bold I approach th’ eternal Throne,
And claim the Crown, thro' CHRIsT, my Own.

F I N I J.



