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H Y MN L

To———Father, our Hearts ave /™

X ESUS, my Lornp, attend
"Thy fallen Creature’s Cry,

And thew "Thyf{elf the Smner’s Friend,
And {et me up on high;
From Xlell's oppreflive Power,
From Earth and Sin releafe,

Ana to Thy Fatner’s Grace reftore,
And to Thy perfe&t Peace.

2 For this, alas! I mourn,
In helplefs Unbelief,

But Thou my wretched Heart canit turn,.
And heal my Sin and Grief';
Salvation in Thy Name
'T'o dying Sculs 15 given,

And all may, through Thy Merit, claim
A Right to Life and Heaven.

2  Thy Blood and Rightcoufnefs
I mal:e my only PFlea,
My w»rerent and eternal Peace
Are boih deriv’d from Thee s
Rivers of Life Divine
From Thee thewr Fountain flow,
And all who know that Love of Thine,
The Joy of Angels know.

4 O then impute, impart
T'o me thy Righteoufnefs,

And let me taile how good Thou art,
How full of Truth and Grace:

¥ The firlt of Hymns on the great Feftivals,
A 2 That
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T'hat Thou canft bere forgive
! long to teflify,

And juftified by Faith to live,
And in that Faith to die.

HY M N IL

T'o Angels, fpeak, let Mexn Fgive car,

i How fweet it is to languiih
For our GOD,
T'111 his Blood
Eafes all our Anguifh!
Bleft we are in Expe@ation
Of the Blifs,
Power and Peace,
Pardon and Salvation.

2 We fhall foon enjoy the Favouy

(Now the Hope
Lifts us up)

Of our lovine Saviour.
Confident, for Gop hath {poken,
‘Tl the Grace
We embrace

flold we faft The Token.

3 Though the World will not beljeve it,,
sure the Word
Of our Lonp ;
All that ask, receive it.

We fhall live the Life of ficaven,
While below,
We fhall know

Yere our Sins forsiven.

4. Though they call our Hope Declufion,

JEsus here
Shall appear,
To our-Sin’s Confufion.

All
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All the Virtues of his Paflion
We {hall {hare
And declare

In the new Creation,

¢ Jesus fhall impute his Merit
Unto all
Thofe that call

For his promis’d Spirit;

Pour into our Hearts the Pardon,
iake us bud
By his Blood

As a watred Garden.

6 O the Soul-tranfporting Pleature
W hich we fecl,
Waiting {tall

For the Heavenly Treafure!

O the Joy of Expettation!
Happy we
Soon fhall {ee

All the Lorp's Salvation!

H Y M N Il
Thankfgiving for the Succefs of the Gofpel.

T'o avay awith our Fears.

1 L L Thanks be to Gobp,
VW ho {catters abroad
'I'hroughout every Place,
By the leaft of his Servants his Savour of Grace?
Who the Viflory gave,
‘The Praife ict Him have,
For the Work Ide hath done,

All Honour and Glory to Jesus alone,

2  Our Conguering Lorp
Hath profper’d the Word,
Fath made it prevail,
And mightily fhaken the Kingdom of Iell
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His Arm He hath bar’d,
And a People prepar’d,
His Glory to fhew,
And witnefs the Power of his Paflion below.

3  He hath open’d a Door
T'o the Penitent Poor,

And reicu’d from Sin,

And admitted the Harlots and Publicans in:
‘T'hey have heard the glad Sound,
T'hey have Liberty found
"Thro’ the Blood of the Lamb,

And plentiful Pardon in Jesus’s Name.

4 The Oppofers admire
"T"he Hammeryr and Fire,

Which all Things o’ercomes,

And breaks the hard Rocks, and the Mountains
With quict Amaze, [confumes.
"They liften and gaze,

And their Weapons refign,
Conftrain’d to acknowledge---The Work is Di-
{vine !

§ And fhall WE not fing
Our Saviour and King F
'Thy Witnefles, we

With Rapture afcribe our Salvation to Thee.
Thou Jesus haft plefs’d,

And Believers encreas’d,
‘Who thankfully own
We are freely forgiven thro’ Mercy alone.

6  Thy Spirit revives
His Work in our Lives,
His Wonders of Grace
So mightily wrought in the Primitive Days.
O that all Men might know
Thy Tokens below,
Our Saviour confefs,
And embrace the glad Tidings of Pardon & Peace!
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7 'Thou Saviour of All,
EffeCtually call
The Sinners that {tray;
And oh! let a Nation be born in a Day 1
T'hy Sign let them {ee,
And flow unto Thee
For the O1il and the Wine,
For the blifsful Affurance of Favour Divine.

8  Our Heathenifh Land
Beneath thy Command
In Mercy receive,
And make us a Pattern to all that Believe:
"Then, then let 1t {fpread
'Thy Knowledge and Dread,
T1ll the Earth 1s o’erflow’d,
And the Univerfe fili’d with the Glory of Gonb.

HY M KN 1IV.

"The INVITATION.

‘T'o

Hearts of Stone, relent, relent.

1 ‘ ILARY Souls, who wander wide
% %/ From the Central Point of Blifs,
Turn to JEswus crucificd,
Fly to thoi€ dear Wounds of {is,
Sink into the Purple Flood,.
Rafe into. the Lifte of Gop!

2 I'ind 1n CHrisT the Way of Peace,
Peace unfpeakable, unknown,
By his Pain he gives you Bafe,
Life by his expiring Groan,
Rife exalted by his Fall :
Find in Curist your All in AlL.

& be-
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3 O believe the Record true,
Gop to you his Son hath given,

Ye may now be happy too,
Live on Earth the Life of Heaven;

Live the Life of Heaven above,
All the Life of glorious Love.

4 This The Univerfal Blifs,
Blifs tor every Soul defign’d,
Gop’s Orig’nal Promile This,
Gob’s great Gift to all Mankind ;
Bleft in Curist this Moment be,

Bleft to all Eternity !

HY MN V,

To Al yo that pafs &y,

i OME, Lorp, from above,
The Mountains remove,
Overturn all that hinders the Courfe of thy Love;
My Bofoem inipire,
Inkindle the Fire,
And wrap my whole Soul 1n the Flames of Defire:

2 1 languifh and pine
For the Comfort Divine :
© when fhall I fay, My Beloved is mine !
I have choie the good Part,
My Portion Thnou art,
Q Love, I have found Thee, O Gop, in my Heart!

3-  For This my IHeart fighs,
Nothing elie can fuftice:

How, Lorp, fhall I purchafe the Pear] of great
It cannot be bought : [Price?
And Thou know'tt I have Nought,

Not an A&ion, a Word, or a truly good Thouglht.

.But
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But I hear a Voice fay,
Without Money ye may
Receive 1t, whoever have Nothing to pay :
Who on Jesus relies,
Without Money or Price

‘T'he Pearl of Forgivene(s and Holinefs buys.

'T'he Blefling is free:
So, Lorp, let it be;
1 yield that thy Love fhould be given to me.
I {rcely receive
What 'T'hou freely doft give,
And confent in thy Love, in thy Eden, to live.

6 The Gift I embrace,
The Giver 1 praife,

And afcribe my Salvation to Jesus’s Grace :
It comes from Above,
The Foretafte I prove,

And 1 foon fhall reccive all thy Fulnefs of Love.
H Y M N VL
For a Believer, m worldly Bufinefs.

Lo ——Lamt of GOD, avhofc Blecding Love,

1 O! I come with Joy to do
‘The Mafter’s blefled Will,

Him in Outward Works purfue,
And ferve his Pleafure f1ll;

Faithful to my Lorp’s Commands,
I {till would chufe the better Part,

oerve with careful Murtha’s Hands,
And humble Mary’s Heart.

o Careful, without Care, I am,
Nor feel my happy Toil,.
Kept in Peace by Jesus® Name,
Supported by his Smile :
Joyfu:
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Joyful thus my [Faith to fhew,

I find his Sevvice my Reward ;
Every Work 1 do below,

I do it to the Lorbp.

3 Thou, O Lonp, in tender Love

Doft all my Burthens bear,

Lift my Heart to Thmgs above,.
And fix 1t ever there :

Calm on Tumult’s Wheel I fie, .
Midft bufy Mulutades alone,

Sweetly waiting at thy Ieet,
"Till all thy W:ll be done.

4 To the Defart, or the Celi,

Let others blindly fy,

In this evil World [ dwell,
Unhurt, unfpotted, I:

Heve 1 find an idoufe of Prayer,
"To wiich I inwasdly renire,

Walking unconcern’d in Care,
And uncontumi’d 1a Fire.

5 Thou, & Lorp, my Porticn art,
Before 1 hence remove,
Now iy Treafure and my Ideart
Is all :aid up above;
Far above thele BEarthly Things
(While yet my Hands are here employ'd)
Sees my Soul the King of Kings,
And freely talks with Gop.

6 O that all the Art might know,
Of Living thus to ‘'hee!

Find their Heaven begun below,
And lere thy Goodnefs fec.
Walk wn all the Works prepar’d

By Thee ta exerci{e thesr Grace,
T'ill they gain their full Reward,
And f{ce thy glorious Face.
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H Y M N VIIL
To-= With Pity, LORD, a Sinner fev.

i HaTt wou’d 1 have on Earth beneath?
Pardon and an early Death :
Out of the Vale of Tears
¥ long on Mercy's Wings to fly,
'T'o leave my Sins, and Griefs, and Fears,
'T'o love my Gop, and die.

2 Jesu, I cry for Help to Thee;
Thou haft, Lorp, the Double Key:
Open the Gracious Door,
And let me live with Pardon bleft,
And then obtain one Blefling morve,
And lay me down to reft.

3 In Love forbid my longer Stay,
Beclkon me fiom Earth away s
Fultl my Heart’s Defire,

And fign my pardon’d So.l’s Releafe s
Now, nocw my Pardon’d Soul require,
And let me die in Peace,

H Y M I VIIL

To

{ E tempted Souls, that feel
E 'T'lie great and fore Diftrefs,
Waiting tili CiirisT reveal
His Joy, and Love, and Peace;
Lift up your Heads, the Signs appear,
LLock up, and {ee your Saviour near!

Rejoice, the Lordis King.

ok

2 Long have ye heard and known
"The Wars that rage within,
And Nature ftill fights on,

And Grace oppofes Sin:
Lift
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Lift up your rleads, the Signs appear,
Look up, and {ee your Saviour near !

35 Thofe {trong convulfive ‘Throes,
That fhake your inmof Frame,
Thofe Fears, and Griefs, and Woes,
His fare Approach proclaim 3
Lift up your Heads, &,

4 Who pine for Heavenly Fooq,
As at the Point to die

Your aching Want of Gop,
Himfelf thall foon fupply:

Lift up your Heads, &,

5 That Plague of your own Heayt,
Which poifons all the Race,
Shall fuddenly depart,
Expell’d by Sovereign Grace -
Lift up your Heads, €.

6 Ye now agli&ed are,
And hated for his Name,
And in your Bodies bear
T'he Tokens of the I,

Lift up your Heads, €v.

AMB ¢

o

7 Who ftumble at the Crofs,
And vilely fall away,
Deferters of the Caufe,
Your Brethren you betray :
Lift up your Heads, €.

8 Lo! the Falfe Prophets rifs
To vilify the True,
T'he Truth to {candalize,

And make g Prey of you :
Lift up your Heads, ¢oy.

Iniquities
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o Iniquities increafe,
And many are grown cold,
And forfeiting their Peace
I{ave wandred from the Fold:

Lift up your Hecads, 'c.

1o Who patiently endure,
Tl all thefe Trials end,

Avre of Salvation fure,
And fhall to Heaven afcend :

Lift up your Heads, the Signs appear,
T ook up, and {ece your Saviour bere.

HYMN IX.

To

OV E Divine, all Loves cxcelling,
Joy of Heaven to Farth come down,
Yix in us thy humble Dwelling,
All thy faithful Mercies cyrown ;
Thou art all Compaflion,
Pure unbounded Love Thou art,

Vifit us with thy Salvation,
Enter every trembling Heart.

, Breathe, O breathe thy loving Spirit

Into every troubled Breaft,

T.et us all in Thee inherit,
T.et us find that Second Reft:

Take away our Power of {inning,
Alpha and Omega be,

Fnd of Faith as its Beginning,
Set our Hearts at Liberty.

5 Come, Almighty to deliver,
Let us all thy Life receive,
Suddenly return, and never,

Never more thy Temples leave.
B

JEsus, fhew us thy Salvation.
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“Fhee we would be always blefling,
Serve "Ihee as thy Hofts above,

Pray, and praife Thee without ceafing,
Glory in thy perfeé Love.

& Finifh then thy New Creation,

Pure and f{inlefs let us be,

Let us fee thy great Salvation,
Perfettly reftor’d in Thee ;

Chang’d from Glory into Glory,
Tl in Heaven we take our Place,

'T'ill we calt our Crowns before Thee,
Leit in Wonder, Love, and Praife!

HYMN X.
To———Happy Magdalene.

S OME, ye weary Sinners, come,
All who groan to bear your Load,

JEsus calls his Wanderers home ;
Haften to your-Pard’ning Gob :

Come, ye guilty Spirits oppreft,
Aniwer to the Saviour’s Call,

-¢¢ Come, and I will give you Reft,
¢ Come, and I will fave you all.”

2 Jesvus, full of Truth and Love,

We thy kindeft Word obey,

Faithful let thy Mercies prove,
'i'ake our Load of Guilt away :

Now the promis’d Reft beftow,
Reft from Servitude {evere,

Reft from all our Toil and Woe,
Reft from all our Grief and Fear.

3z Weary of this War within,
Weary of this endlefs Strife,
Weary of Qurfelves and Sin,
Weary of a wretched Life;
Famn
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Fain we would on Thee rely,
Caft on Thee our Sin and Care,
To thy Arms of Mercy fly,
find our lafting Quiet there.

4 PBurthen’d with <
i this Unbelief,
h the Wrath of Gop,

T.0! we come to ~Thee for Yale,
ey ] - . -
'rue and gracious as Thou art,

Now our greaning Soul releale,
VWrte Fo:rgivcncfs on our Hcart.

(1Y M N AL

A FUNERAL v MN.

Burthen’d wit
Burthen’d AL

T omm—Hail the Day that fees Him 17 cf

g GLOR‘Y he to Gobp on high,

Gop, in whom We live and die;
:des us by his Love,

Angels, .that {furroun
Sing the Wwonders He hath done,

Shout, while we on Earth reply,
Glory be to Gop on high !

» Gobp of everlafing Grace;
Wworthy Thou of endlefs Praile,
Thou haft all thy Bleflings {(hed
On the Living and the Dead:
L ou waft here their fure Defence,
Thou haft borne their Spirits hence,
Worthy Thou of endlefs Praife,

Gop of everlafting Grace !

3 Thanks be all afcrib’d to Thee,

plefiing, Power, and Majelty,

B 2 ‘T'hes
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‘Thee, by whofe Almighty Name
T'hey their lateft Foe o’ercame;
'Thou the Viftory haft won,
ocav’'d them by thy Grace alone,
Caught them up thy Face to fee,
"‘I'hanks be all afcrib’d to Thee!

Happy in thy glorious Love,

We fhall from the Vale remove,
Glad Partakers of our Hope,
We fhall foon be taken up,

Meet again our heav’'nly Friends,
Bleft with Blifs that never ends,
Join’d to all thy Hofts above,
Happy in thy glorious Love!

HYMN XIL

To—Hail, JEsus, bail, our Great High Pric/??

R M of the Lorp, awake for me!
Art Thou not It that {mote the Sea,
And all its mighty Waters dry’d !
Art Thou not It that quell’d the Boalt
Of haughty Pharaoch, and his Hofl,
And bafiled all their furious Pride!

Thou didit th’Outrageous Dragon wound,
Thou haft the Horfe and Rider drown’d,

Glorious and excellent in Power ;
While Zfi-we/ march’d in firm Array,
Triumphant thro’ the wondrous Way,

Nor ftumbled till they reach’d the Shore.

Awake, as in the antient Days:
See in our Focs th’ Egyprian Race,
With Hell’s grim Tyrant at their Head,
Inrag’d at our Licape he roars,
And follows us with all his Powers,

Out of his Iron Furnace freed.
« I will
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4 « T will purfue, I will o’ertake,
s« T will my Fugitives bring back.
¢« And fausfy my Luft of Blood,
«« Draw out my Sword of keeneft Laes,
¢¢« Pour a whole Flood of Perjuries,

<« And make the Rebels know their Gop.”

5 Angel Divine, who {till art near,
Remove, and guard thy People’s Rear,

This Day for thy own lirael fight;
O let the Pillar interpofe,

A Cloud and Darkne{s to our Foes,
T'o us a Flame of Chearing Light.

6 Hecar us to Thee for Succour cry,
Nor let the hoitile Powers come nigh,
In all our Night of Doubts and Fears:
"They cammot force their Way thro’ Thee,
And Thou fhalt our Proteltion be,

T1ll the glad Morning Laght appears,

» I.ock thro’ the Tutelary Cloud,
In which Thou doft our Souls inthroud,
And blaft the Alliens with thine Eye,
Trouble the proud Egyprian Hoft,
Confound their vain prefumptuous Boaft
- Who ffiracl’s Gop m Us defy.

8 Arrelt our fierce Purfuers Speed,

‘Take off their Chariot-wheels, with Dread .
And heavy Wrath their Spirits pain,
Extort the Cry from ev'ry Heart,

« Jeunovasn takes his People’s Part,
e« We fight againil the Lorp in vain. .

|

Td
Ay
o
podeed

t
H’i
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HYMN XIIIL
T E DE v M.

T OwerSinners, rejoice, your Peace is made..

¥ NriniTeE Gop, to Thee we raife
Our Hearts in {folemn Songs of Praife;
By all thy Works on Earth ador’d
We worfhip Thee, the common Lorp,
‘T'he Everlalting Father own,
And bow our Souls before thy Throne.

2 Thee all the Quire of Angels {ings,
'T'he Lorp of Hofts, the King of Kings!
Cherubs proclaim thy Praife aloud,
And Seraphs fhout the Tri-une Gob,
And Holy, Holy, Holy, cry,
Thy Glory fills both Earth and Sky !

Gop of the Partriarchal Race

The antient Seers record thy Praife,
The goodly Apoflolic Band

In higheft Joy, and Glory ftand,
And all the Saints and Prophets join
T extol the Majefty Divine.

U

4. Head of the Martyr’s Noble Hoft
Of Thee they juftly make their Boaft ;
"The Church to Earth’s remoteit Bounds
Her Heav’'nly Founder’s Praife refounds,
And ftrive with Thofe around thy Throne
"o hymn the Myftic Three in One.

& Father cf endlefs Majelty,
All Might and Love they render Thee,
‘Thy true and only Son adore
'The {ame in Dignity and Power,
And Gop the HoLy Grost declare

"The Saints Eternal Comforter.
Messian?
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6 Mzssian! Joy of eviry Heart,
Thou, Thou the King of Glory art!?
The Father’s Everlafting Son !

Thee, Thee we moft Delight to oWn,..

For all our Fopes on Thec depend,
‘W hofe glorious Mercies never end:

~ Bant to redeem 2 {inful Race
Thou, Lorp, with unexampled Grace
Into our lower World didit come,.
And ftoop to a pooy Virgin's Womb,
Whom all thofe Heav’ns cannot contain,

Our GoDn appear’d A Child of Man!

8 When Thou hadft render’a up thy Breatls,
And dying drawn the Sting of Death,
Thou didft from Earth erijumphant rile,
And ope the Portal of the Skies,

"That all who truft in Thee alone
Might {ollow, and partake thy Throne.

g Seated at Gop’s Richt Hand again
Thou doft in all his Glory reign,
Thou doft, thy Father's Image, fhine
In all the Attributes Divine,
And Thou in Vengeance clad {hall comg

'T'o ieal our Everlafting Doom.

16 Wherefore we now for Mercy pray,
O Saviour, take our Sins away !
Before 'Thou as our Judge appear
In dreaful Majelty {evere,

Appear our Advocate with Gop,
And fave the Purchafe of thy Blood..

.1 Hallow, and make thy Servants meert,
And with thy Saints 1n Glory ieat,
Suftain, and blefs us by thy Sway,

And keep to that tremendous Day.
When
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When all thy Church fhall chant above
T'he new Eternal Song of Love.

2 Rejoicing now in glorious Hope

13

14

W

That Thou at laft will take us up,

With daily ‘[riumph we proclaim,

And blefs, and magnify thy Name,

And wait thy Greatnefs to adore

When Time and Death fhall be no more.

‘Till then with us vouchfafe to flay,
And keep us pure from Sm to day,
Thy great Confirming Grace beftow,
And guard us all our Days beloy,
And ever mighuly defend,

And fave, O {ave us to the End!

Still let us, Lorp, with Love be bleft,
Who 1n thy Guardian Mercy reft,
The weakelt Soul that truils in Thee
Extend thy Mercy’s Arms to me,
And never let me lofe thy Love,

Till I, e’enn I am crown’d above.

H Y M N XIV.
To Jefies, e bang upon the I ord.

ATHER of Jesus CHrisT the Juft,
My Friend and Advocate with Thee,

Pity a Soul, who fain would truft

In Him, who lov’d, and dy’d for me;
But only Thou canft make Him Lknown,
And in my IHeart reveal thy Son.

If drawn by thine Alluring Grace,
My Wanrt of Living Faith 1 feel,
Shew me in CurisT thy Smiling Face ;
What Flefh and Blood can ne’er reveal,
‘Thy Co-eternal Son difplay,
And call my Darknefs into Day.
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3 The Giit un{'peakable impart,
Comimand the Light of Faith to fhine,

T'o {hine in My darls drooping Feart,
And fill me with the Life Divine ;

Now bid the New Creation be,
O Gop, let there be Faith in mnc!

nout Faith 1 cannot Pleafe:
¢ Thee I cannot have:
the Prince of Peace

d’ring Soul, and {ave:

r Son,
galre alone !

4 Thee wit

Faith withou
But Thou halt {ent
To {eek my wan
O Tather! glorify thy
And {ave me for EHis

rsus’ Blood,

5 Save me thro’ Faith i ]
for All did fhed:

T'hat Blood whica He
For me, for me, Thou know’{t, it flow’d,
For me, for me Thou hear’ft it plead 5

Aflure me INow my Soul is Thine,
And All Thou art in CHRIST 18 Mine !

HYMN XV.

To Jesus, dear departed JLorD.

OD of Love, that hear'ft the Praycy,

Kindly for thy People care,

W ho on Thee alone depend,
Save us, lave us to the End !

Save us in the Prolperous Hour

From the Flatt’ring Tempter’s Fower,
t'rom his unfufpecied Wiles,

From the World's pernicious Smiles.

2 Cut off our Dependance vain
On the Help of feeble Man,
Ev'ry Arm of Flefh remove,

Stay us on thy only L.ove.

=
D
¢t
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et us #till affiGed be,
Shelter’d in thy POV&I‘[}:-’

Cover’d with thy facred Shame,
Kept by thine Almighty Name.

3 Men of W orldly low Defign
Let not Thefe thy People join,
Dare thy hallow’d Ak {uflain,

Touch it with their IHands prophane..

Saviour, compafs us about

Keep the Rich and Noble out,
Till their All in Heart they fell,.
Till the Worms their Bafenefs feel,

4. Men of Dignity and Powes
Let not Them thy Flock devour,
Poifon our Simplicity,
Drag us from our. Truft in Thee.. .

Save us from the Great and Wife
Till they fink in their own Eyes,
Till they to.thy Yoke {fubmit,
Lay their Honour at thy Feet,

5 -Never let the World break in,
Fix a mighty Gulph between,
Keep us humble and unknown,
Priz’d and lov’d by Gop alone.

Let us ftill to Thee loolk upn,

T'hee thy Zfac/’s Strength and Hope,
Nothing known, or feek befide
JEsus, and Him Crucify’d,

6 Dignify’d with Warth Divine
Let us in thine Image ihine,
High in Heav’nly Places fit,
aee the Moon beneath our Yeet,

Far
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- war above Created Things

1.00k we down on Eathly Kings,
Tafte our glorious Liberty,

Find our happy All in Thee.

Y M N XVL
To ———-——-Spf:-*.ft r:?f Truth, fﬂ;ﬁeﬂd.

; . fimple Souls, that firav
Far from the Path of Peace
(That unfrequented Way
To Life and Happinels)
How long will ye your Folly love,
And throng the Downward Road,
And hate the Witdom froim above,
And mock the Sons ot Gop?

2 Madnels and Mifery
Ye count our life beneath,

And Nothing Great can {ce
Or ¢lorious 1 OUr Death:
As born to {uffer and to grieve
Beneath your Fecet we lie,
And utterly contemn’d wWe live,
And unlamented die.

s Poor penfive Sojourners,
O’erwhelm’d with Griefs and Woes;

Perplex’d with needlefs Fears,
And Pleafure’s Mortal Foes;
More irkfome than a G aping Tomb
Our Sight ye cannot bear,
‘Wyapt m the melancholy Gloom
OF Fanciful Defpair.

qo wretched, and obicure,
The Men whom ye defpife,

g foolifh, weak, and poor
Above your Scom we rife :

4

" Our
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Our Confcience in the Holy Ghoft
Can witnefs Better ‘Things,

For He whofe Blood is all our Boafit:
Hath made us Priefts and Kings.

§  Riches unfearchable
In Jesus’ Love we know,
And Pleafures from the Well
Of Life our Souls o’erflow:
From Him the Spirit we receive
Of Wifdom, Grace, and Pow’r,
And alway forrowful we live
Rejoicing evermore.

6  Angels our Servants are,
And keep in all our Ways,
And in their Hands they bear
T'he facred Sons of Grace :
Our Guardians to that Heav'nly Blifs
They all our Steps attend,

And Gop Himfelf our Father 15,
And JEsus is our Friend.

7  With Him we walk in White,
We in his lmage fhine,
Our Robes are Robes of Light,
Our Righteoufnefs Divine -
On all the grov’ling Kings of Earth
With Pity we look down,
And-claim, in Virtue of our Birth,
A never-fading Crown.

HYMN XVII.

For a Minifter of CurisT.

To Hail, boly, boly, poly Lorp |

X £SUS, my Strength and Righteoufnefs,
j My Savieur and my King,
‘Urtumphantly thy Name I blefs,

Ty Conquering Name I fing,
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Thou, Lozrp, haft magnificd thy Name.

Thon baft mantain’d thy Caufe,
And 1 enjoy the glorious Shame,
The Scandal of thy Crofs.

$d

‘Thou gavelt me to {peak thy Word
In the Appointed Hour,
1 have proclaimed my Dyine Lorp,
And teit thy Spivic’s Power:
superior (o iy Locs I ttood,
Above their Smile or ©rovn,
On all the Sunngers to thy Blood
Wi pity ing Love look’d down.
5 O let me have thy Prefence (ifl,
Set as a Vlint my {face,
"T'o thew the Counfel of thy Will,
Which {aves a World by Gruce.
O lct me never blet 20 aan
The gloriory Gofpel W ord,
Which faves a Would thro’ Faith alone,
anth ina Buetoing Lown!

¢ 'T'hiz 1s the Saving Power of Gob -
Whod¢'er this Word recei ¢,
Feel all th'laffeéts of Jesus’ Llood,
And feafibly believe.
Sav'd from the Guile and Pover of S
By miftantancous Grace
‘They wrult to have thy Lis: brought ix,
And lvays (e Ly {uce.
¢ T'he Pure in Fleart thy I'nce thall {we
Hefare dicy fieace venwove,
Redeenmy’d from 1)) Bigmty,
And perfedted in 1ove.
This is T'he Great Salvadon! This
T'he Prize ot which we M,
Lhe Fand of Fauh, the idden iy,
e New My(lerious Nane!
C

" he



[ 26 ]

"'T’he NawmeE infcrib’d in the White Stone,
The Unbeginning Wonrb,

The Myftery {o long unknowun,
‘The Secrct of the LorD:

“'The Living Bread fent down from Heav'n,
The Saints and Angels Food,

Th’ Immortal Seed, the Little Leaven,
The Effuence of Gop!

T'he Tree of Life that blooms and grows,
I’ th’ Midft of .Paradife, |

The Pure and Living Stream that dows
Back to its native Skies:

The Spirit’s Law, the Cov’nant’s Seal,
T'h’ Eternal Righteoufnefs,

The ¢lorious Joy unfpeakable,
Th’ unutterable Peace!

The Treafure in the Gofpel-Field,
The Wildom frem Above,

"Hid from the Wife, to Babes reveal’d,
The precious Pearl of Love;

The myftic Power of Godlinefs,
The End of Death and Sin,

‘The Antepaft of Heavenly Blils,

The Kingdom fixt within. -

The Morning Star, that glittering bright,
Shines to the perfect Day,

The Sun of Righteoufnefs.—The Light,
The Life, the Truth, the Way:

The Image of the Living Gobp,
His Nature, and his Mind,

J¥mielf he hath on Us beftow’d,

"And All in CurisT we find.

-HYMN
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H VY M N XVIIL
Prov. iii. 13, {'c.
obey the Golpel-P2 vid.

APPY the qu, who finds the Grace,
IT'“h(i Jlﬂfﬁl‘l“ O1 { Gov’s Chofen "{s»ch
"The. Wifdom coming from \bove,
The Faith that ﬁvectly worlss by Love

= Happy beyond Defeription He,
‘11‘3110 1\1“033?5, T){Jf S.r? -.‘:f ¢/t iff T f"f e,
The Gift unipeakable obtauas,
And Heav’aly Underftanding gains.

s Wifdom Divine! Wheo tells the Price
Of Wifdom’s Coflly Merchandize!
Wifdom to Silver we prefer,

And Gold is Drofs, .compar’d to EHer,

4 Better the is than richeft Mines,
All earthly Treafures the o..lt{hmes,
Fler Value above Rubies 1s,

And precious Pearls are vile to "[auis.

g Whatc’er thy Heart can wifh, is poor
To Wi{dom’s all-{ufficient Store :

Pleafure, and Fame, and Health, and Friends,
She all created Good tranicends.

6 Her Hands are fill’d with Length of Days, -
True Riches, and Immortal Prae,
Riches of Curist on All beftow’d,
And Honour, that defcends from Gonp.

- Lo pureft Joys She All invites,
Chafte,. holy, {piritual Delights:
Her Ways are Ways of Pleafantnefs,
And all her fowery Paths are Peace,

C : He
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38 He finds, who Wifdom apprehends,.
A Life begun that never ends,
"I"he T'ree of Life Divine She is,
Set in the Midit of Paradife.

g Happy the Man who Wifdom gains,
‘Thrice happy who his GGueit retains,
He owns, and fhall for ever own
Wifdom, and Curist, and Heaven are One.

H Y M N XIX.
T0—0 Love Divire, howw feveet, thou art?

1 'H ou great myiterious Gop unknown,
Whofe Love haih gently led me on
E’en from my Infant Days,
Mine inmoit Soul expofe to View,
And tell me 1f I never knew
'T'hy Juftifying Grace.

2 If I have only known thy Fear,
And follow’d with an Heart fincere
"I"hy Drawings from above,
INow, now the Farther Grace beftow,
And let my fprinkled Conf{cience know.

‘I"hy fweet Forgiving L.ove.

g Short of thy Love I would not ftop,
A Stranger to the Goipel-Hope,
The Senfe of Sin forgiven,
I would not, Lorp, my Soul deccive,
‘Without thy Inward Witnefs live,
That Antepaft of Heaven.

4. If now the W itnefs were in me,
Would he not tefltify of T"hee
In Jesus reconcil’d ?
And fhou’d I not with Faith draw nigh,
And boldly Abba Father cry,

I know Mylelf thy Child,
Al
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g Ah never let thy Serwant reft,
Till of my Part In Curist poileft
I on thy Mercy feed,

Vet rais’d by Him who dy’d for All
To eat the Children’s Bread.

6 O may I cali'my Rags afide,
My Filthy Rags of Virtuous Pride,
And for Acceptance groan;

My Works and Righteoufnels di{claim,
vith all I have, or can, Ob a1M,

And truft in Grace alene.

» Whate'er obfirudts thy pard'ning Love,
Or Sin, or Rightcouinels remove,
Thy Glory to difplay,
Mine Heart of Unbelief convince,
And now abfolve me {irom my Sins,
And take them all away.

8 Father, in me reveal thy Son,

And to my inmolft Soul malie Know
{ow merciful Thou art,
The Sccret of thy Love reveal,

And by thine hallowing Spirit dwell
Forever in my ezt

ITY M N X X.
VWritten after a Deliverance 1n a T amult.

To Head of iy Church Trinmphant.
' ﬁ }% 7 ORSHIT, and Thanls, and Bleling

And Strength aferibe to Jesus!
frsus alone
Defends His own,
when Earth and Hell opprefs as.

+~

C 3 :[-]?.:‘.‘.'EJ':
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Jesus with Joy we witnefs
~ Almighty to deliver,.
Our Seal fet to
"That Gobp is true,
And reigns a King for ever.

Z Omnipotent Rédeemer,
Our ranfom’d Souls adore Thee,
Our Saviour Thou,.
We fina it now,
And give Thee all the Glory.
We fing thine Arm unfhort’ned,
Brought thro’ our fore T'emptation,.
With Heart and Voice,
In Thee rejoice,
The Gobp of our Salvation.

5. Thine Arm hath fafely brought us.
A Way no more expeéted,
‘I'han when thy Sheep
Pafs’d thro’ the Deer,
By Chrifial Walls proteéted.
‘Thy Glory was our Reerward,
T'hine Hand our Lives did. cover,
And we, een We
Have walk’d the Sea,
And march'd triumphant over.

4. Thy Work we now acknowledge,
‘I'hy wondrous Loving-kindnefs,
Which help’d Thine Own
By Means unknown,
And {mote our Foes with Blindnefs.
By Satan’s Hoft {urrounded.
"Thou didft with Patience arm us, .
But wou’dft not give
The Syrians Leave,
Or Sedoz2’s Sons to. harm. us.

Safc
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. Qafe as Jevoted Peter
Betwixt the Soldiers fleeping:

Like Sheep W€ lay-

o Wolves a Preys.
Vet fiill 1n JESUS Keeping-.

Thou from th’ Infernal Herod!

And Fewi/p Expeftation.

Flafk {et us free:

All Praije to Thee, .
O Gop of ou¥ Salvation!.

6 The World and Satan’s Malice
Thou, JESUS> hatt confoundeds,

And by thy Grace
Wwith Songs of Praife
Our happy Souls refounded. .
Accepting our Deliverance

We triumph 0 thy Favour, .
And for the Love

W hich now we proves
Shall praife thy Name for evers

HYMN KX
To v Sercwants of G 0 L.

1. YE Feavens, rejoice

- In Jesus’s Grace,

I et Earth make 2 Noife,.
And eccho his Praife!

Our All-loving Saviour
Hath pacified GoD;

And paid for His Favour
The Price of his Blood.

» Ve Mountains and Vales
In Praifes abound,
Ve Hills and ye Dales
Continue. the Sound,

Break:
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An End of their Sorrows they
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Break forth into Singing
Ye Trees of the Wood,;

For Jesus's bringing
Loft Sinners to Gop.,

3 Atonement He made
For Every Chne,
The Debt He hath paid,

The Work He hath done,
Shout all the Creation

Below and ab ove,
Afcribing Salvation

To Jesus his Love.

4 His Mercy hath brought
Salvation to All,
Who take it unbought,
He frees them from Thrall,
Throughout the Believer
His Glory difplays,
And perfeéts for ever

‘The Veflels of Grace.

HY MN XXIT
At Lying down.

LY JR—/ : lowely Abpecrance of Death.

q- ND canT in Sorrow lie down

My weary and languifhing I ead,
Nor think on the Souls that are gone,

Nor envy the Peaceable Dead ! .
"T'he Peaceable Dead are fet free,

'T'he Good which I covet £

1ey have,
{ee,

And bury their Cares in the Grave,.

Thels
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> Pheir Souls are impailive above,.
And Nothing of Moawtals they know,.
Unlefs on an Errand of Love
They vifit a Mourner below,,
With ity Angelical view
A Spirit imyprifon’d in Pain,
And long for His Happinels woe,
And wait tor s buwifling the Chain.

3 Ye Souls of the Righteous, appear,
[f any are waiting around,
To look on a Speliacle here,
in avon and Mifery bound ;
Survey the fad Children of Mcen,
Phe Purchiafe of Merey Divine,
And fay, it ve ever have {een
A Soul fo ashisted as mine,

+ When will the AfRiftion be o’er,
Wiaen will the fevce Agony ceafe!
With Thoie thar are gather'd before
I prefs to the Haven of Peace s
I would as a Shadow remove,
And {fuddenly vanmifh away,
Efcape to the Spirits above,
Alcend o the Reglons of Day !

H Y MN XXIIL
To AT j?;:fﬂfrf L5 done ¥

{ Iyoice evermove
\WWaith r\ugrlh :.tL‘O*x‘L!_,,
Fu fusu s’y Pawer,
In }J o swess love,
With olad ouliation
Your viemiph peackum,
Aleribang Salvation
o Gob and tne Lamb.

"V how
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% Thou, Lorp, cur Relief
In Trouble haft been,
Faft fav’d us from Grief,

Hait fav’d us fiom Sin;
'The Power of thy Spiric

Hath fet our Hearts free,

£nd now we inherit
All Fulnefs in Thee.

3 All Fulnefs of Peace,
All Fulnefs of Joy,
And Spiritual Blifs
L'hat never fhall cloy
To Us it is viven
In Jesus to know
A Kingdom of Heaven, .
An Heaven below.

4 No longer we join
While Sinners mvite,
Or envy the Swine
Their brutifh Delight:
Their Joy is all Sadnefs,
T'heir Mirth is a]] vain,
Their Lau ghter is Madnefs,
‘Lheir Pleafure is Pajn.

5- O might they at laft
With Sorrow return,
The Pleafures to tafte

For which they were born,.

Our Jesus receiving
Our Happinefs prove,

T'he Joy of Believing,
The Heaven of Love. .

HYMN
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HYMIX NX1IV.
Thanls be 1o GOD alone.

To

£ T amb of Gep, to Thee
O in deep Diilrels i {lee,
Thou didit purge my ouilty Stain,
Didft for All Atoncment malie:
Take away my Sin and Tain,
S.ve me for thy Mercy’s Sale.

,  Thy Mecrcy is my Prop;
And bears my Weaknels up;
Full of Evil as 1 am,
taller Thou of Pard’'ning Grace,
Jrsus is thy Healing Name,
Saviour of the finful Race.

For thine own Sake, 1 pray,
Take all my Sins away:
Other Refuge have 1 none,

None do 1 delire befide 3
Thou haft died for All t'atone,
Thou for me, for me hait dy’d.

U

4. Flaft died that I might live,
Might all thy Life receive 3
tJaften, LorD, my Ieart prepare,
Bring thy Death and Sufferings in,

Tear away my ldols, tear,
Save me, {ave me from my Sin.

3 O bid it all depart
T'his Unbelief of Heart,
All my Mountain-Sins remove,
Wrath, Concupiicence, and Pride,

Caft them out by perfett Love,
Save.me, who for me halt dy’d.

This
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‘6  This, this 1s all my Plea,
T'hy Blood was fhed for me,
Shed, to wath my Conf{cience clean,
Shed to purify my Hearrt,
‘Shed to purge me from all Sin,
Shed to make me as Thou art.

7 O that the cleaniing Tide
Were now, e’en now apply’d s
Plunge me in the Crim{on Flood,
Drown my Sins in the Red .Sea,
Bring me now, e'en now to (50D,
Swallow up my Seul in Thee !

HYMN XXV.
"The Musicran’s.,

g HOU Gop of Harmony and l.ove,
E Whofe Name tran{ports the Saints above,
And lulls the Ravifh’d Spheres,
On Thee in feeble Strains 1 call,
And mix my hunible Voice with all

Thy Heavénly Chorifters.

2 If well 1 know the Tuneful Art
To captivate an Human Heart,
'T'he Glory, Lorp, be Thine:
A Servant of thy blefied Will

I here devote my utmoft Skill,
'T'o found the Praife Divine.

s With Zzba/’s wretched Sons no more
I proftitute my Sacred Power
To pleafe the Fiends beneath,
Or modulate the wanton Lay,
Or {mooth with Mufick’s Hand the Way
‘T'o everlafting Death.

Sufnce



4 Suflice for This the Sealon paft:
I come, great Gop, tO leara at laft

The Leflons of thy G
Teach me the New, the Gofpel Song;
And let my Hand, my Fleart, my longue

Move only to thy Praile.

5 Thine own NMufician, Lorp, infpire
And let my Confecrated L.yre
Repeat the Pfalmift’s Part:
His Son and Thine reveal 1 Me,
And fill with facred Melody
The Fibres of my Heart.

6 So fhall I charm the lift’ning T hrongz,

And draw the Living Stones along
By Jesus’ Tuneful Name:
The Living Stones fhall dance, fhall rife,

And form a City m the Skies,
The New Ferufalem !

» O might 1 with thy Saints afpire,
The meaneit of that dazl'ing Quire
Who chant thy Praile above,
Mixt with the bright Mulicidn-Band,

May I an Heavenly Harper ftand,
And fing the Song of Love.

8 What Extafy of Blifs is there,
While all th’ Angelic Concert ihare,
And drink the floating Joys!
W hat more than Extaly, when all
Struck to the golden Pavement fall
At Jesus’ glorious 'V oice.

o JE sus! the Heaven of Heavens He 1s,

The Soul of Harmony and Blifs!

And while on Him we gaz&,

And while his glorious Voice ,we hear,

" Qur Spirits are all Eye, all Ear,

And Silence fpeaks his Praife.

D O might
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1o O might I die that Awe to prove,
That proltrate Awe which dares not move
Before the Great T hree-One,
T'o thout by turns the Burfting Joy,
And all Eternity employ
In Songs around the Throne.

H Y MN XXVI
Oun the Death of a Child.

T N D is the Lovely Shadow fled,
A The Blooming Wonder of her Years,

~o ioon infhrin’d among the Dead

She juftly claims our pious Tears,
Who to thofe Heavenly Spirits join’d
Hath lefc our wretched World -behind.

2 Her early fhortliv’d Excellence
With meek Submiflion we bemoan,
Snatch’d in a Fatal Moment hence,
Gone from our Arms, to JEsUus’ gones
T'o heighten by her {wift Remove
The Grief below, and Joy above.

3 In vain the dear departing Saint
Forbids our guthing T'ears to flow,
<« Forbear, my Friends, your fond Complaint
From Earth to Heaven I gladly go
To glorious Company above,
Bright Angels, and the Gop of Love.

4 O praife Him, and rejoice for me -
So happy, happy, in my Gon !
So foon from all my Pain fet free,
And haften to that bleit Abode,

‘With {wift Defire my Steps puriue,
And take the Prize prepar’d for you.

Meet
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Meet am I for the great Reward,

'The grear Reward, 1 know, is mine :
Come, O my {weet Redeeming Lorup,
Open thofe loving Arms of Thine,

And take me up thy Face to fec,
And let me die to live with Thee. ™’

The Prayer is {feal'd, the Soul is fled,
And {ees her Saviour Face to YFace:
But {t:1l {he {peaks to us, tho’ dead,
She calls us to that Heavenly Place,
Where all the Storms of Life are o’er,
And Pain and Parting 1s no maore.

HYMN XXVIL

Ah, auoe 1s me, conftrain’d to dwill.

HOU Hidden Gop, for whom 1 groan,
Till Thou Thyf{elf declare,

G op Inacceflible, Unknown,

Regard a Sinner’s Prayer;
A Sinner welt'ring in his Blood,

Unpurg'd and unforgiven,
Far daitant from the Living Gob,

As far as Hell from Heaven.

To

An unregenerate Child of Man
On Thee for Faith I call,

Pity thy Fallen Creature’s Pain,
And raife me from my Fall.

The Darknefls which thro’ 'Thee T fee]
T hou only canft remove,

Thine own BEternal Power reveal,

Thy Deity of Love !

3 'Thou haft in Unbelief fhut up,

‘T'hat Grace may let me go:
In Hope believing againit Hope,
X wait the Truth to know.

D 2 Thou
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Thon wilt in me reveal thy Name,
Thou wilt thy Light afford:

Bound, and oppreft, yet Thine 1 am,
T'he Prifoner of the LorD.

4 1 would not to thy Foe {ubmit,

But hate the "[yrant’s Chamn :

Send forth thy Prifoner from the Pit,

" Nor let me cry in vain:

Shew me the Blood that bought my Peace,
T'he Cov’nant-Blood apply,

And all my Griefs at once fhall ceale,
And all my Sins fhall die.

¢ Now, Lorp, if Thou art Power, defcend,

The Mountain-Sin remove,

My Unbelief and Troubles end,
If Thou art T'ruth and Love:

Speak, Jesu, fpeak into my IHcart
What Thou for me haft done,

One Grain of Living Ifaith impart,
And Gop 1s all my own.

H Y MN XMXVIIL
To Faint is my Head, and fick: my Heart.

I jE SU, as taught by Thee, 1 pray,

Preferve me till I {fee thy Light,
11 let me for thy Coming {lay,
Stop a poor wavering Sinner’s I light,
Till Thou my Full Redeemer art,
O keep, in Mercy keep my Heart.

Stl

2 Keep, till this Fezuvi/b State is paft,
This wintry State of Doubts and Fears,

Expos’d to Paflion’s fierceft Blaft,
With Horrors chill’d, and drown’d in T'ears,

Bound up in Sin and Grief 1 mourn,

And languifh for the Spring’s Return.
O might



[ 4% ]

< Arife, and come away my LOVE
«« The Storm is gone, the Winter’s 0°€r»
« Arife, for thou (halt feep no MOre. 722D
[ o

this Shadowy Sabbath end,
This tedious Length of Legal Woe!
O would my LORD 1 e Subftance fend!

O might 1 now His Rifing know!
4 chafe the Clouds aways

fpicious Day.

me to bow with Thee my Head,
lent Grave,

iet Dead,
hy Power to {ave,

er exert,
HHeart.

;s Give
And fink into thy {1
To reft among thy qu

Till Thou difplay t
Thy Re{urrction’s PoOwW
And rife Triumphant in my

Y MN X XIX.
s he World' s and Mine,

To SaTionr,

OUT of the Deep 1 cry
Juft at the Point to die,

{aft'ning to 1 nfernal Pain,

Jesus, LORD, I cry to Thee,
Help a fecble Child of Man,

Shew forth all thy Power in me.

1

On Thee 1 cver call,
Qaviour and Friend of All:
Well ‘Thou know'it mY defp'vate Cale,
Thou my Curie of Sin remove,
Save me by thy richiett Grace,
~ Save me by thy pard mng ILove.

Z

Ilow

D

(2
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3  How fhall a Sinner find
‘The Saviour of Mankind!
Canft Thou not accept my Prayer,
Not beftow the Grace 1 claim?
Where are thy old Mercies, where
All the Powers of Jesu’s Name

4  What fhall I {fay to move
'‘'he Bowels of thy Love?
Are they not already ftirr’d?
Have I in thy Death no Part?
Afk thy own Compaflions, Lorp,
Afk the Yearnings of thy Heart!

5 1 will not let Thee go,
T1ll I thy Mercy know:
Let me hear the welcome Sound,
Speak, If fill Thou canft forgive,
Speak, and let the Loft be found,
Speak, and let the Dying live.

6 Thy Love is all my Plea,
"Thy Paffion {peaks for me:
By thy Pangs and Bloody Sweat,
By thy Depth of Grief unknown,
Save me gafping at thy Feet,
Save, O {ave thy Ranfom’d One !

What haft 'Thou done for me,
O think on Calvary !
Ey thy mortal Groans, and Sighs,
By thy precious Death I pray,
IHear my dying Spirit’s Cries,
- Take, O take my Sins away!

HYMN
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HY M N NXX.

Qe Mini flerial Spirits, €omes
Eary World, when will it end,
Deltin’d to the Purging Fire!
Fain I would to Heaven afcend ;
Thitherward I ftill afpire :
Saviour, this is not my Place,
I.et me die to {ee thy Face.

, O cut fhort thy Work in me,
Malke a fpeedy End of Sin,

Set my Heart at Liberty,
Bring the tjeavenly Nature in,

Seal me to Redemption’s Day,
Bear my new-porn Soul away.

3 Yor this only Thing 1 wait,
This for which 1 here was born,

Raife me to my Firft Eltate,
Rid me to thy Arms returi,

et me to thine lmage rife,

Give me back my Paradile.

4 For thine only Love 1 pant,
Gop of Love Thyfelf reveal,

1,ove, ‘T hou tnow'{t, is all 1 want,
Now my only Want fulhl,

Anfwer now thy Spirit’s Cry,

Let me love my Gob, and die€.

HYMN WX XL
Tor the Qutcalts of IsrRAEL.

1 SI-IE sueep of Souls, with pitving Eye
The Thoufands of our I{rael {ee:
To Thee in their Behalf we fly,

Ourfelves but newly found in Thee.
See
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2 See, where o’er defart Walftes they err,
And neither Food nor Feeder have,

Nor Fold, nor Place of Refuge near,
For no Man cares their Souls to {ave.

3 Wild as the untaught fizdian’s Brood
The Chriftiar Savages remain,
Strangers and Enemies to Gop,
They make Thee ipend thy Blood in vain.

4 Thy People, Lonrp, are fold for INought,
Nor know they their Redeemer nigh :
They perith whom Thyf{elf haft bought,
Their Souls for Lack of Knowledge die.

5 The Pit its Mouth hath open’d wide,
To {fwallow up its carelels Prey:
Why fhould they die, when "1'hou haft dy’d,

Haft dy’d to bear their Sins away ¢

6 Why fhould the Foe thy Purchafe feize ?
Remember, Lorp, thy dying Groans:
The Mead of all thy Sufferings thefe,
O claim them for thy Raniom’d Ones.

~» Extend to Thefe thy Pard’ning Grace,
To Thefe be thy Salvation fhew’d,

O add them to thy Chofen Race,
O fprinkle all their Hearts with Blood.

g Still let the Publicans draw near,
Open the Door of Faith and Hcaven,

And grant their Hearts thy Word to hear,
And whifper all their Sins forgiven.

HYMN
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H Y M N XXXIL

At Meeting of Friends.

T'o—— When all thy WMercies, O my Gop.
| 1.1, Praife to our Redeeming LORD,
W ko joins us by his Grace,
And bids us, Bach to Fach reftor’d,

Together feek his IFace.

He bids us build each ozher up,
And gather’'d Into Ones;

To our high Calling’s glorious Hope
We Hand in Hand go on.

2 The Gift which He on One beftows

We All delight to prove,
o every Vefiel flows

In purefl Sireams of Love.
T en now we {peak, and think the {fame,

And cordially agree,
Concentred all thro’ Jesus’ Name
In perfeGt Harmony.

3 We all partake the Joy of One,
The Common Peace W€ teel,
A Peace to {enfual Minds unknown,

A Joy unfpeakable.
And if our Fellowihip below

In Jesus be {0 {weet,
VW hat Height of Rapture (hall we know,
When round his Throne we meet!

HYMN K XIIL
'[hank{giving.
To-—DPraife the LLORD, avho reigns above.

1 'PRAISE the LorD, ye Blefled Ones,
Your glorious LiORD and Ours,

Principalities, and Thrones,
And all the Heavenly Powers s
Angels,
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Angels, that in Strength excel,

Here your utmoft Strength employ,
Let your ravifn’d Spirits fwell

With endlefs Praife and Joy.

2 Worms of Earth, on Gopswe call,

And challenge You to fing,

Sing the Sovereign Caufe of all,
The Univerfal King ;

While Eternal Ages laft
'T'he tranfporting "I'heme repeat,

Shout, and gsze, and {all, and caft
Your Crowns bcfore Flis Seat.

3 There with you we truil to lic,

With you to rife again,

Neareft Him that rules the Sky,
And {foremoft of his T'rain:

We fhall lead the Heavenly Quire,
We fhall give the Key to You,

Singing to our Golden Lyre
The Song forever New.

HYMN XXXIV.
To the Trinity.

To Soldiers of Curist, arifs.
ATHER, In whom we live,
In whom we are, and move,
The Glory, Power, and Praife receive
Of thy Creating Love:
Let all the Angel-Throng
Give Thanks to Gop on high,
While Earth repeats the Joyful Song,
And ecchoes to the Sky.

I

Incar-
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2z  Incarnate Deity,

Let all the Ranfom’d Race
Render in Thanks their Lives to Thee
¥or thy Redeeming Grace ;

"I'he Grace to Sinners fhew’d,

Ye Heovenly Qutres, proclaim,
And cry Salvation to ocur Gonp,

Salvation to the Lamb ! p

3 Spirit of Holine(s,
Let all thy Saints adore

Thy {acred Energy, and blefs
Thine Heart-renewirg Power
Not Angel-tongues can tell
Thy Love’s exzatic Height,

The Glorious Joy un{peakable,
"The Beautic Sight!

4.  Eternal T'ri-une Lorp,
Let all the Flofts above,

Lt all the Sons ol Mien record,
And dwell upon thy Love;
When Heaven and Earth are fled
Before thy ¢lorious Face,

Sing all the Saints thy Love hath made,
Thine Everlafting Praife!

HYMN HAXXV.
To Father of Ewerlafiiing Lowe.

1 Lessing, and Praife, and Thanks, and Love
To Gop, who draws us from above,
And ftirs us up to {eek his Face!
For what Thou halt already done,
Father, we blefs thy Name alone,
And look to tafte thy Pard’ning Grace,
We, who among the Flefh-pots lay,
"The Dawning of a Gofpel-Day

Have
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Have {een, and rife to meet our Gobp;
Our Gop hath heard his People’s Groans,
Hath out of Zgyps call’d his Sons,

And lo! we wait to pafs the Flood.

2 Prifoners of Hope we meekly ftand,
To {ee the Wonders of thy Hand,
The Saving Power Divine to {ee:
Father, till Thou our Pardon {eal,
Till Thou in Us thy Son.reveal,
Our Eyes, our Hearts are all to T hee.
O that the Bloed were now apply’d !
O that into the Crimfon Tide
Our Sins might {ink, and rife no more!
Now Lorp, thy Pard’ning Mercy {hew,
And bring thy Ranfom’d People thro’,
And land us on the Heavenly Shore.

HYMN XXXVIL
To All Thanks z‘a: the Lamb,

g Y Jesvus, my Hope,
When will He appear

A Soul to Lift up

That waits for Him here,
In much Tribulation,

. In Trouble’s Excels,

In Height of Temptation,

And Depth of Diflrefs!

2 O when fhall I {ee
An End of my Pa,
And triumph in Thee
My Saviour again?
Lorp, haften the Hour,
Thy Kingdom bring in,
And give me the Power
To live without dSin,

O Jesvus
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3 O Jesus, Thou know’it
My forrowtul I.oad,
And feeft that my Truft
Is all in thy Blood:
Thou wilt have Compafiion,
My Burthen remove,
Thy Name 1s Salvation,
Thy Nature 1s Love.

4 Thy Nature anﬂ Name
My Portion {hhall be

W ho humbly lay claim
To all Things in Thee:

The Days of my Mourning
And painful Diftrefs

‘Shall at thy Returning
Eternally ceale.

HY MN YXXVIL

T oI /o1t Maiz cyrG}‘Z'Lf}, [ fuin cvonld be.

L ELP, Jesus, help againft my Foe,
Pity on thy Captive thew,
Intangled the Snare,

The hellifth Snare of Sin 1 lie ;
O calt not out my plainrive Prayers
Rut {ave wne, or 1 die.

2 wWith all my Soul I {eek thy Face, N
Give me thy reftoring Grace: B
Mine Agony of Fear,
And Guilt, and Shame, and SOITOW end ;

Appear, my Advyocate appears
And fheww Thyfelt my Friend.

5 O might I feel thy Blood apply’d,
Nothing would I a{k befide:
Thine only Love be given,
I every other Good refign,
Of all Thou halt in Earth or Heaven,

Let Love alone be mine !
| HYMN




[ 5o ]
HYMN XXXVIIL
Thank{giving.

To Toin all the Foyfil Nations.

t FE SUS, take all the Glory!
, 'T'hy Meritorious Paflion
'The Pardon bought,
‘Thy Mercy brovght
To Us the great Salvation.
'Thee gladly we acknowledge
Cur only Lorp and Saviour,
'T'hy Name confefs,
‘Thy Goodnefs blefs,

And triumph in thy Favour,

i

With Angels and Archangels
We profirate fall before Thee -
Again we raife
Cur Souls in Praife,
And thankfully adore Thee.
‘Honour, and Fower, and Bleifing
'I'o 'T'hee be ever given,
By All who know
T'hy L.ove below,
And all our Friends in Heaven.

HYMN XXXIX.

Pefore Private Prayer.

To Why foonld the Children of a King.

3 ATHeEr of Jesus CurisT, my Lorp,
- I humbly {feek thy Face,
incourag’d by the Saviour’s Word
‘T'o afk thy Pard'ning Grace.

,Entring
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2 Entring into my Clofet, 1
The bufy World exclude,
In fecret Praver for Mercy crys,.
And groan to be renew’d.

‘22

Far from the Paths of Men, to Thee
I {olemnly retire ;

See T'hou, who doft in Secret {ee,
And grant my Heart’s Delire,

4 Thy Grace I langui{h-to receive,
The Sp'rit of Love and Power,
Blameless before thy Mace to live,
To live, and {in no more.

¢ Tain would I 211 thy (Goodnels fecl;
And know my Sins forgiven,
And do on Earth thy perfef&t Will;
As Angels do.1mn Fleaven.

& O Father, g¢lorify thy Son,
And grant what 1 require,
For ]rsu s Sake the Gift {fend down,
And anfwer me by Fire.

< Kindle the Flame of Love within,
Which may to Heaven afcend,
And now the Work in Grace begin,
Which fhall in Glory end.

HYMN XL

The Lorp »#y Pafture fhall preparey

Wondrous Power of faithful Prayer,
What Tongue can tell th’ Almighty Grace,
Gon's Hands or bound or open are,
As Mofes or Elias prays :
Let Mofcs 1n the Spirit groan,
And Gobp cries out, ¢ Let wms alone!
E =z Lot

To
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2 ¢« Let me alone, that all my Wrath
¢« May rife, the Wicked to confume :
<« While Juftice hears thy Praying Faith,
¢¢ Tt cannot {eal the Rebel’s Doom,
<« My Son is in my Servant’s Prayer,
«« And Jesus forces me to {pare.

3 O blefled Word of Gofpel-Grace
W hich now we for our Jfrac/ plead!
A faithlefs and baclzfliding Race,
Whom Thou hait out of Egyps freed :
O do not then in Wrath chalftife,
Nor let thy whole Difpleafure rife.

: 4
4 TFather, we afk in JEsu’s Name,

In Jesu’s Power and Spirit pray.
Divert thy vengeful Thunder’s Amm,

O turn thy threat’ning Wrath away,
Our Guilt and Punifhment remove,
And magnify thy Pard’ning Love.

§ Or if thy Hand be lifted up,
Now let it on thy Rebcls fall,
Unlefs thy yearning Bowels flop
The Stroke, and Jesus prays for All,
Unlefs Thou hear’ft his Spirit groan
Who will not let thy Wrath alone.

& Doft Thou not {ce our lab’ring Heart
Big with unutterable Prayer ¢
Thou fhalt, Thou mauft thy Wrath avert,
And fpare whom Jesus bids Thee {pare.
His Death demands that we fhould live,
And ftill the Vi&im gafps, Forgive!

» He cries, and weeps, and groans, and bleeds,
As for our Sins zhis Moment ﬂain,
The Blood of Sprinkling fpeals, and pleads,
And 16! we fhare-his mortal Pam!
Our Cries are mingled with His Cries,

Our Tears gufh out at Tesu’s Eyes.

Father,
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8 Father, regard thy Pleading Son,
Accept his All-availing Prayer,
And fend the peaceful Anfwer down
In Honour of our Spokefman there,
Wwhofe Blood proclaims ouf Sins forgivein,

And fpeaks thy Rebels up to Heaven.
HYMN XLL
The Traveller.

' QO f £ hacve e paﬁ’d 4

Eaper of faichful Souls, and Guide

Of all that travel to the Sky,
o’cn Us abide,

b |

Come, and with us,
W ho would on Thec alone rely,

On Thee alone our Spirits {tay,
While held in Lifc’s uneven Way.

ilgrims here below,

T his Earth, we know, 15 not our Place,
And haften thro’ the Vale of Wo¢,

And reftleld to behold thy Face,
Swift to our Heavenly Country move,

Our Everlaiting Home above.

- Strangers and P

7 We have no 'biding City here,
But {eek a City out of Sight;
Thither our fteady Courfe we fteer,
Afpiring to the Plains of Light,
Ferufalent, ‘he Saints Abede,
W hofe Founder 1s the Living Gon.

4 Patient th’ appointed Race to Tull,
Wworld we caft behind,

'This weary
From Strength to Strength we travel o,
The New Jerufalen tO find,
Our Laboitr This, our only Aim,
To find the Ivew Ferufulem.
A
J

P |

he gz:f[fy Night.

T hithe U
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‘Thither in all our Thoughts we tend,
And ftill with longing Eyes look up,
Our Hearts and Prayers before us fend,
Our ready Scouts of Faith and Hope,

Who bring us News of Szo7 near,
We {oon fhall {fee the T'owers appear.

'Thro® Thee, who all our Sins hath bore,
Freely and graciouily forgiven,

With Songs to Siozz we return,
Contending for our Native Heaven,

That Palace of our Glorious King,

Wa find it nearer while we fing.

I'’en now we taite the Pleafures there,
A Cloud of Spicy Odours comes,
Soft wafted by the balmy Air,
Sweeter than Araby’s Perfumes;
¥rom Sion’s Top the Breezes blow,
And chear us in the Vale below.

Rais’d by the Breath of Love Divine,
We urge our Way with Strength renew’d,
"‘The Church of the Firft-born to join,
We travel to the Mount of Gop,
With Joy upon our Heads arife,
And meet our Captain in the Skies.

HYMDN XLIIL

To O Lowve Divire, what haft Thau done.

‘T'nou, whofe Spirit hath made known
O My Want of Living Faith Divine,
Hear thy poor mournful Captive groan,

Now in my Nature’s Darknefs {hine,
Now in mine inmoft Soul difplay
"T'he glorious Blaze of Gofpel-Day.

A Siranger
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I never heard thy Pard'ning V oice,
I never faw thy Smiling I'ace,

I never felt thy Blood applicd,
Or knew for me the Saviour died.

3 Or if I did begin to taite
The Sweetnefs of Redeeming Love,
The Momentary Blifs is pait,
The tender Jcy no more L prove,
My Faith is loft, my Power 1is gone,
i {in, and have not JESUS known.

4 But wilt Thou not at laft appear,
Objctt of all my withful Hope,
The Confcious Unbeliever chear,
And raife the fallen Sinner up,
The (GGop-revealing Spirit g1ve,
And kindly help me to believe ¢

¢ Thou only Joft the GopHEAD know,
Thou only canft to Man reveal,
To me, to me the Father {hew,
To mec, to me the Secret tell:
Now, Saviour, now the Veil remove,
And tell my Heart, that Gop 1s Love.

6 O never {ufter me 10 reft,
Till I the Reilt of Love cbtain:

With Trouble fill my lab'ring Brealt,

My aching Heart with Grief and Pain,
And give me ftill to weep and grieve,
T'ill thou haft forc’d me to Believe.

= This, only This do I require,
Always to fcel the Load I bear;

In Veh’mence of extreme Defire,
To groan the Spirit’s {peechlefs Prayer,

And cry, I will not, will not reft,
Till Jesus hath pronounc’d me Bleit.

i wi]l
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g I will not let my Sorrow go,

N

T1ll Jesus wipes away my Tears,
Kindly extorts the ftubborn Woe,

And laftingly his Mourner chears;
Conliirain’d to ¢ry by Leve Divine,
My Gop, Thou art forever Mine!

HYMN XLIIL

O Thou, to awbhom in Fle/h reveal’d.

HA'T fhall I do my Gozo to love,
My Gop, who lov'd, and died for me?

Obdurate Heart, will Nothing move,
Will Nothing melt or {often Thee?

To

Jesvus, Thou lovely Bleeding Lamb,
To Thee 1 pour cut my Complaint :
I cannot hide from Thee my Shame,
I own, and blufh to own my Want.

I want an Heart to love my Gono,

I cannot bear this Heart of Stone:
Soften it, Saviour, by thy Blood,

And melt the nether Militone down.

Thou know’ft (but muft I tell Thee {o,

A Wretch condemn’d, and {elf-abhorr’d,
Accurft, and worthy endlefs Woe !

Thou know’ft I do not love Thee, Lorp.

'This 1s my Shame, my Curfe, my Hell,
I do not love the bleeding Lamb,

The Lamb, who lov’d my Soul fo well:
This 1s my Hell, my Curfe, my Shame.

The Stone cries out, I do not love,
And breaks my Heart its Want to own,

The Mountain now begins to move,
And half relents my Heart of Stone.

T'he
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» "T'he Word hath pafs’d thy gracious Lips,
I feel, I feel the Waters flow,
The Rock is cleft, the Marble weeps,
And lo! I mournthy Love to know.

3 For Thee, not without IHope, I mourn,
I know, I feel thy Love to me,
Thy Love my flinty Heart {hall turn,

And get itfelf the Viltory.

9 Thou lov'dft, before the World began,
This poor unloving Soul of mine :
JEsus came down, my Gop was Man,.

That I might 211 become Divine.

10 My Anchor This, which cannot move,
The Servant as his Lorp fhall be,

And I fhall live my Gop to love,
And die for Hun whq died. for me.

HY MN XLIV,

To

O m E, our Redeeming LORD,
Come quickly from above,
Haften, according to thy Word,

The Kingdom of thy Love:

By all the Signs foretold,

We know that Thou art near,.
And lift our Heads, divinely bold,
And long to grafp Thee here.

2 Sorrows and Sins increafe,
And wide-deftroying War,

Forerunners of the Prince of Peace,
Thy {fure Approach declare:
In Threatned Famine We
Thy Promis’d Fulneis find,

And clofe behind the Plague we fee
The Healer of Mankind.

) |

Captain, ave Jook to T ree.

Belet



[ 58]

Befet on every Side

With Terror and Diftrefs,.
Untroubled and unterrified

We ftill our Souls pofiefs;

The Coming of our LorDb

In patient ope attend,
And fee fulfill'd thy faithful Word,

And calinly wait the End.

Difturb’d the Nations are
With {ad Perplexaty,

Toft to and {ro by {tormy Care,.
And all a T'roubled Sea;
They famnt thro’ {fore Difmay
At Defolation near,

While we exult to {ee thy: Day,
'T'o {ee thy Face appear.

5  The Waves lift up their Voice,
And. horribly they roar,

'T'he more they rage we fhout our Joys,.
And praife our Gop the morc:
otill in the general Wreck
Immoveable we ftand ;

He comes, He comes, the L.orp we {eek,

His Kingdom 1s at Hand !

&  Jesus fhall foon defcend,
Our Saviour and our King,

And bring the Joys that never end,
And full Redemption bring:
Redemption from the Grave,
We know, and feel it nigh,

Jesvus fhall foon defcend, and fave
Us up above the Sky.

7 Earth to her Center quakes,.
And owns her Judge 1s near;
Bowing the Heavens, their Powers He fhakes,

And He fhall {foon appear:
Him
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‘Him we fhall all {urvey

High on a Glorious Cloud,
“Whofe Tokens cry, Prepare his Way !

Prepare to meet your Gob !

8 Jesus, thy Word we own,
And wait th’ appointed Four,
Come in thy Glorious Kingdom dowit
With Majefty and Power :
Thy Heavenly Blifs reveal,
And bid us take our Flight,
Caught up to mcet Thee on the Hill
With .all thy.Saints in Light.

HYMN XLV.

Te Al that pafs by, bebold the DMean.

I ¥ Ternal Power of JEsu’s Name,
i For Thee with broken Feart { cry,
Saviour from Sin, from Fear, fiom Shame,
Come down, or I for ever die!

2 Thy only Name can be my Dalm,
My Spirit’s defp’rate Sicknei: lieal,
‘Thy only Voice the Storm can calm,
And bid my troubled Heart be ftill. .

L)

If yet Thou canft Compaflion have,
1f Grace doth more than Sin abound,
Exert thine utmoft Power to {ave,

And let me in thy Reft be found.

4 TR’ Irreparable Lofs reparr,
Bind up the Wound Incurable,
Snatch from the Jaws of deep Defpair,
And pluck the Firebrand out of Hell.
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B

Lay to thy Hand, Almighty Love,
The Work, O Gop, is worthy T'hee,
Such huge Deftruétion to remove,

" And {ave a Soul {o loit as Me!

Th’ Intolerable Load fuftain,
Th’ Inextricable Knot untie,
Loofe the indifloluble Chain,
And thew Thyfelf the Lorp Moft High.

No opening Door, no Way to {hun
T mevitable Death 1 {ee,

Out of the Deep L cry Undone!
Undone to all Htermity !

No Pofiibility of Hope

Angcls or Saints an ever fhew,
Unlefe th’ Almiglity Lift ra< up,

I fink inro Iniernal Woe.

Nor can my deip'rate Heart conceive
Heav Gop Himielf fhould iave {o far:
But humbiy All to Him I lcave,
1f yet He will his Power declare.

Dying in Sin, condemn’d. and loft,
I caft me on a Gep unknown,

And cry, while rend'ring up the Ghoft,
'Thy Will, thy only Will be done !

HYMN XLVI.

To Ab! Sifter in JEsUs, adicu.
TILL out of the deepeft Abyfs
Of Trouble I mournfully cry,
And pine to recover my Peace,
To fee my Redeeiner, and die :

I cannot
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X cannot, I cannot forbear

T'hefe paflionate Longings for Home:
O when will my Spirit be there?

O when will the Meflenger come?

2 Thy Nature I long to put on,
‘T'hine Image on Earth to regain,
And then in the Grave to lay down
My Burthen of Body and Pain:
O Jesus, in Pity draw near,
And lull me to {leep on thy Breaft,
Appear, to my Refcue appear,
And gather me into thy Reft,

3 To take a poor Fugitive in,
The Arms of thy Mercy difplay,
And give me to reft from all Sin,
And bear me triummphant away ;
Away from a World of Diftrefs,
Away to the Manfions above,
The Heaven of {eeing thy FFace,
"T'he Heaven of feeling thy Love.

HYMN XLVIL

At the Bour of Retirement.

To O for an Heart to praife my (GoD.

I ATuEeR, behold with gracious Eyes
F The Souls before thy T'hrone,
Who now prefent their Sacrifice,

And {eeck Thee in thy Son.

i

Well-pleas’d in Him Thylelf declare,
Thy pard’ning Love reveal,

The peaceful Anfwer of our Prayer
T'o every Conicience {eal.

F Meaneft
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3 Meaneft of all thy Servants, I
T'hofe:happier Spirits meet,
And mix with theirs my feeble Cry,
And worfhip.at thy Feet.

.4 On me, on All fome Gift beflow,
Some Blefling now impart,
‘The Seed of Life Eternal fow

In every mournful Hoart.

5 'T'he loving powerful Spirit fhed,
And {peak our Sins forgiven,
-Or hafte throughout the Lump to {pread
T'he Sanctifying Leaven.

-6 Refrefh us with a ceafelefs Shower
Of Graces from above,

“Till all receive the perfeét Power
. Of everlalting Love.

H Y M N XLVIIL
At the Parting of Friends.

"T'o————The LORD JEHOVAH »cigus.

3 ESUS, accept the Praife
.# T'nat to thy Name belongs,
Matter of all our Lays,
Subjelt of all our Songs,
‘Through 'Thee we now together came,
-And part exulting i thy Name.

-2 In Flefh we part a-while
(But ftill in Spirit join’d)
'T” embrace the happy Toil
Thou haft for each aflign’d:
‘And while we do thy bleffed Will,
‘We bear our Heaven about us itiil.

QO let
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3 O let us thus go on, .
in all thy pleafant Ways,
And, arm’d with Patience, run
With Joy th’ appointed Race:
Keep us, and every fecking Soul,
Till all attain the Heavenly Goal,

4. There we {liall meet again,
W hen all our Toils are o’cr,
And Death, and Grief, and Pam, .
And Parting is no more::
We fhall wich all our Brethren rife,
And erafp Thee in the Flaming Skies,

3 O happy, happy Day,
"T'hat calls thy Iisiles home!
The ITeavens {hall pals avway,
T'lic Farth rcceive its oo,
itarth we fhall view, and Heaven dettroy’d,.
And fhoat above the Fiery Void.

6  Thefe Eyes thall {ce them fall,
Mountains, and Stars, and Skies,
Thefe Eyes fhall fee them all
Out of their Afhes rife ;
Thefe Lips His Praifes {hall rehearfe,
W hofe Nod reftores the Univerfe.

7 Accoraing to his Word,
Flis Oath to Sinners given,
We look to {ee reftor’d
The ruin’d Earth and Heaven,
In a new World his T'ruth to prove,
A World of Righteoufnefs and Love.

&  Then let us wait the Sound
That fhall our Souls releafe,
And labour to be found
Of Him in {potlefs Pcace,
In perfeft Holinels renew’d,
Adom’d with CurisTt, and meet for Gop.

F 2 HYMN
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HYMN XLIX.
To~—~—0 Jesus, my Reft !

I All-loving Lamb,
A Sinner I am,
And come as a Sinner thy Mercy to claim.

2  With Joy I embrace
'The Pardon and Grace
Thy Paflion hath purchas’d for all the Loft Race.

3  For Sinners like me
Thy Mercy is free:
O who would not love fuch a Saviour as Thee?

4  Yet long I withftood,
And fled from my Gop,
But Mercy purfu’d with the Cry of thy Blood ;

It challeng’d its Stray,
And forc’d me to ftay,
And wafli’d all my Sins in a Moment away.

6 I felt it applied,

And joyfully cried,
Me, me Thou haft lov’d, and for me T'hou haft
[died!

How mighty Thou art,
O Love to convert!
Love only could conquer {o ftubborn an Heart.

S The Love of Gop-Man
Alone could confirain
So fturdy a Rebel to love Thee again.

g  But {furely at laft
Thy Goodnefs [ tafte;

My Soul on thy Goodnefs delighted T caft.
‘Thy
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10 'Thy Goodnefs I praife,
I fing of thy Grace,
And joyfully live out my few happy Days.

11 And when thy dear Love
From BEarth fhall remove,
O then 1 fhall fing like the Angels above.

12 Yet there when I am,
My Work 1s the {ame,
T'o afcribe my Salvation to Gop, and the Lamb.

13 Salvation to Gop
Will 1 publifh abroad,
And make Heaven ring with the Cry of thy Blood.

14 'The Lamb that was {lain,
Lo! He liveth again,
And I with my Jesws eternally reign,

HYMXN L.
The great Supper, Leke xiv, 16~--21,
T0 —e—=davalke, Jerufalem, awwvate.

3 OM E, Sinners, to the Golpel-Feaft, ..
Let every Soul be Jesu’s Guelt,.
Y ou need not One be left behind,
For Gop hath bLidden all Mankind,

2. Sent by my Lorp, on You 1 call,
T'he Invitation 1s to All.
Come all the World: Come, Sinner, Thou,.
Aill Things 11 CHRrIsT are ready now.

+ JEsus to you his Falnefs brings,
A Feafll of Marrow, and fat T hings :
All, all in CruxsT is {reely given,
Pardon, and Holinefs, and IHeaven. .

™

F. 3

E
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4. Do not begin to make Excule,
Ah! do not you his Grace refufe ;
Your worldly Cares and Pleafures leave,
And take what Jesus hath to give.

5 Your Grounds forfake, your Oxen quit,
Your every Earthly Thought forget,
Seek not the Comforts of this Life,
Nor fell your Saviour for a Wite.

6 ¢« Have me excus’d”” why will ye fay
Why will ye for Damnation pray

Have you excus’d—from Joy and Peace!

Have you excus’d—from Happinefs !

7 Excus’d from Coming to a Feaft!
Excus'd from being Jesu’s Gueft!
From knowing Nezv your Sins forgiven,
From tafling Here the Joys of Heaven!

8 Excus’d, alas! why would ye be
From Health, and Life, and Liberty,
From entring into Glorious Rett,

From lcaning on your Saviour’s Brealt.

9 Yet muft], Lorp, to Thee complain,
The World have made thy Offers vain,
‘T'oo Bufy, or too Happy They,

They will not, Lorp, thy Call obey.

1o Go then, my angry Mafter {aid,
Since Thefe on all my Mercies tread,
Tnvite the Rich and Great no more,
But preach my Goipel to the Poor.

§1 Confer not Thou with Flefh and Blood,

Go quickly forth, invite the Croud,
Search ~very Lane, and every Street,
And bring in all the Souls you meet.

Come
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Come then ye Souls, by Sin oppreff,
Ye reftlefs Wanderers after Relft,

Ye Poor, and Maim’d, and Halt, and Blind,

In CurisT an hearty Welcome find.

Sinners my gracious LoRrD receives,
Harlots, and Publicans, and Thieves,

Drunkards, and all the hellith Crew,
I have a Meflage now to You.

Come, and partake the Gofpel-Feaft,
Be fav’d from Sin, in Jesus veil:

O tafte the Goodnefs of our Gonb,

And eat his Flefh, and Drink his Blood.

'T'is done; my All-redeeming Lorb,

I have gone forth, and preach’d thy Word,

T'he Sinners to thy Fealt are come,
And yet, O Savicur, there 1s Room.

Go then, my Lorp, again injoin’d,
And other wand’ring Sinners find,
Go to the Hedges, and Highways,,
And offer All my pard’ning Grace.

The Worft unto my Supper prefs,
Monfters of daring W ickednefs,

Tell them, My Grace for All is free,
They cannot be too bad for Me.

Tell them, their Sins are all forgiven,
Tell every Creature under Heaven,

I died to {fave them from All Sin,
And force the Vagrants to come in.

Ye vagrant Souls, on You I call,

(O that my Voice could reach you All)
Ye all are freely Juftified,

Yec All may live, for Gov hath died.
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My Meflage as from Gop receives
Ye all may come to CurisT, and live :
QO let his Love your Hearts conftrain,
Nor {uffer Him to die in vamn.

His Love is mighty to compell,

His conqu’ring Love confent to feel,
Yield to his Love’s refiitlefs Power,
And fight againft your.Gob no more.

Sce Him fet forth before your Eyes,
Belkold the Dlecding Sacriice !

His ofier’d Love make hafte t* embrace,
And freely now be fav’d by Grace.

Ye who believe his Record true,
Shall fup with him, and FHe with you:
Come to thie Feaft: be {fav’d from Sin,.
For JEsus waits to take you in.

This is the Time, no more delay,
‘This is the Acceptable Day,

Come in, this Moment, at his Call,
And live for Him who died for AlL

H Y M XN. LL

The- Pilgrim

To——Thee, JEsUS, Thee the Sinncr’s Fricnd.

OW happy is the Pilgrim’s Lot,

How free from every anxious Thought..

From Worldly Hope and Fear!
Confin’d to neither Court nor Cell,
His Soul difdains on Earth to dwell,.

He only fojourns here.

His Happinefs in Part 15 mine,
Already fav'd from Seif-ceiign,

Erom..
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From every Creature-Love;
Bleft with the Scorn of Finite Good)
My Soul is lighten’d of its Load,
And feels the Things above.

2 The Things Eternal I purfue,
An Happinefs beyond the View
Of Thole that bafely pant
For Things by Nature felc and {ecen;
"Their Honours, Wealth, and Plealures mean,.
I neither have nor want.

4 I have no Sharer of my Heart,
T'o rob my Saviour of a Part,
And defecratc the whole:
Only betroth’d to CurisT am 1,
And wait his Coming from the Sky,
T'o wed my happy Soul.

5 I have no Babes to hold me here,
But Children more {ecurely dear
For mine I humbly claim-
Better than Daughters, or than Sons,
"T'emples Divine of Living Stones
Inicrib’d with Jesus’s Name.

6 No oot of Land do 1 pofiefs,
No Cottage in this Wildernefs;
A poor wayfaring Man,
I lodge a while in T'ents below,
Or gladly wander to and fro ,
Tl I my Canaan gain.

~ Nothing on Earth I call my own,
A Stranger, to the World unknown,.
I all their Goods defpife,.
I trample on their whole Delight,
And {eek a Country out of Sight,
A Country in the Skies.

T here



h

[ 70 |

There is my Houfe and Portion fair, .
My Treafure and my Heart 1s there, .
And my abiding Home;
For me my elder Brethren ftay,
And Angels beckon me away,
And JEsus bids me come.

[ come, thy Servant,. Lorp, replies,.
I comne to mect 'T"hee in the Skies,
And claim my Heavenly Reit:
Now let the Pilgrim’s Journey end,
Now, O my Saviour, Brother, Friend...
Receive e to thy DBreaft.

H Y M N 1L
At Parting of Friends.
1o ——Clrinze, let ws jois ouir chearful Songs.

N O D of all Confolation, take
'The Glory of thy Grace,

Thy Gifts to 'Thee we render back
In ceafelefs Songs of Praiie.

Not unto Us, but Thee, O Lorn,
Glory to Thee be given,

For every gracious Thought and Word
That brought us nearer Heaven.

Further'd in Faith, or Idope, or Love,
T he Praife to "Thee we give,

Thy Gifts defcending from above
We only can receive,

The Gift, the Grace, the Work 1s thine,
If Ours the Minitry,

We bow, and blefs the Hand Divine,
All, all defcends from 'T'hee.

Thro*
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-»n Thro’ Thee we now together came,

In Singlenefs of Heart,

We met, O Jesus, in thy Name,
And in thy Name we part:

We part in Body, not in Mind,
Our Minds continue One,

And Each to Each in Jesus join'd,
We Hand in Hand go on.

4 Subfifts as in Us all One Soul,
No Power can malke us twain,
And Mountains rife, and Oceans roll
T'o {ever us in vain.
Prefent we {till in Spiritare,
And intimately nigh,
While on the Wings of Faith and Prayer;
We Each to Other fly.

5 With Jesus CHRIST together We

In Heavenly Places {it,
Cloath’d with tie Son, we finile to {ee

T he Moon beneath our Feet.

Our Life is hid with Cinrist in Gop,
QOur Life {hall {foon apvear,

And fpread his Glory all abroad
In all his Miembers here.

6 The Heavenly Treafure now we have
In a mean Houle of Clay,
W hich He fhall to the utmoft {ave
And guard againit that Day.
Our Souls are in his mighty Hand,
And He will keep them {till,
And you and 1 fhall {urely ftand

With Him on Szen’s Hill.

- Him Eye to Eye we there fhall fee,
Our Face like his fhall fhine:

O what a glorious Campany,

When Saints and Angelsjomn !
O what
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O what a joyfal Mecting there!
In Robes of White array d,

Palms in our Hands we all Mhall bear,
And Crowns upon our Head.

& Then let us lawfully contend,

And ficht our Pailage through,
Pear in our faithful Mind the End,
And keep the Prize in view;

Then let us haflen to the Day
W hen all thall be brought Home::
Come, O Redeemer, come away !
O Jesus, quickly come!




