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THE

PREFA CE

X, H E innumerable Milchiefs which
I have arifen from Bigotry, an im-
moderate Attachment to particular
Opinions or Modes of Worfhip, have been ob-
ferved and lamented in all Ages, by Men of a
calm and loving Spirit. O when will it be ba-
nifh’d from the Face of the Earth! When will
2l who fincerely fear Gop, employ their Zeal,
not upon Ceremonies and Notions, but upon
Juftice, Mercy, and the Love of Gon!

2. The Eafe and Happinefs that attend, the
unfpeakable Advantages that flow from a truly
Catholic Spirit, a Spirit of Univerfal Love,
(which is the very reverfe of Bigotry) one would
imagine, might recommend this amiable Tem-
per, to every Perfon of cool RefleCtion. And who
that has tafted of this Happinefs, can refrain from
wifhing 1t to all Munkind ! Who that has expe-
.rienced the real Comfort, the folid Satisfaction,
of an Heart inlarged in Love toward all Me,
and in a peculiar manner to all that love Gop
and the Lord Jesus CHRrIsT In Sincerity, can
avoid carneltly defiring, that all Men may be

Partakers of the fame Comfort ?
A 2 3. It
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3. It is with unfpeakable Joy, that thele ob-
ierve, the Spirit of Bigotry-greatly declining, (at
leaft in every Proteftant Nation of Eurepe) and
the Spnit of Love proportionably increafing,
Aen of every Opinion and Denomination, now
beain to bear with each other. They feem weary
of tearing each other in pieces, on account of
fmall and unefiential Difterences ; and rather de-
fire to build up each other, in the great Point
wherein they all agree, the Faith which worketh
-by Love, and produces in them the Mind which
was 1 CHRisT JESUS.

4. It is hoped, the enfuing Colleltion of
i1y mns, may in fome meafure contribute, thro’
the -Blefing of Gop, to'advance this glorious
oud, to promote this Spirit of free Love, not
confined to any one Opinion or Party. 'There is
not an Hymn, not one Verfe inferted here, but
what relates to the Common Salvation ; and
what every ferious and unprejudiced Chriftian,
of whatever Denomination, may join in. It is
true, none but thofe who etther already expe-
rience the Kingdom of Gop within them, or at
Jeaft earncltly defire fo to do, will either relith or
underftand them. But all thefe may find herein
cither fuch Prayers, as fpeak the Lanpuage of
their Souls when they are in Heavinels : Or fuch
Thankfgivings, as exprefs, in a low degree, what
‘they feel, when rejoicing with Joy unfpeakable.
Come then, all ye Chiidren of the Moft High,
and let us magnify his Name together: And let
~us with one Mind and one Mouth glorify Gonb,
even the -Father of our Lord Jesus CHRrIsT,
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HY M N S

AND

Spiritual SON G S.

HYMN I
Isarn LV.v.1, &c.

1. O! every one that thirfts, draw nigh,
H (*'T1is Gop invites the fallen race)
Mercy, and free Salvation buy,
Buy wine, and milk, and gofpel-grace.

z. Come to the living waters, come,
Sinners, obey your Maker's call,
Return, ye weary wanderers, home,

And find my ¢race reach’d out to all.

3. See from the Rock a Fountain rife !

For you 1n healing ftreams it rolls

Morney ye need not bring, nor price,
Ye lab’ring, burthen’d, fin-fick fouls.

4. Nothing ye in exchange fhall give :
Leave all you have, and are, behipd ;
Frankly the gift of Gop receive,

Parden, and peace, in Jesus find.
| R 5. Why
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¢. Why feek ye that which is not breag,
Nor can your hungry fouls fuftain :
On afhes, hufks, and air ye feed,
Ye {pend your little all n vain,

6. In fearch of empty joys below,
Ve toil with unavailing ftrife :
Whither, ah ! whither would you go*
I have the words of endlefs life.

. Hearken to me with earnelt care,
And freely eat fubftanual food,
The {weetnefs of my mercy fhare,
and tafte that I alone am good.

e, T bid you all my goodnels prove,
My promifes for {inners free ;
Come, tafte the manna of my love,
And let your foul deiight 1 me.

g. Your willing ear, and heart 1mcline,
My words believingly receive,
Quicken'd your {oul, by faith divine,
An everlafting life fhall live.

HYMN I

A PrAYER for one convinced of Sin.

. ¥ \Ather of lights, from whom proceeds
Whate'er thy ev'ry creature needs,
Whofe goodnels providently nigh,
Feeds the young ravens when they cry ;
To Thee I look ; my heart picpare,
Suggeft, and hearken to my prayer.

». Since by thy light myfeif I {ee
Naked, and poor, and void of Thee,
Thine cyes muft all my thoughts {urvey,
Preventing what my lips would fay ;
Thou fecft my wants ; for help they cal',

And e'er I fpeak, thou know'lt them all
3. Thou
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5. Thou know’ft the baienels of mv mind,
Wayward, and impotent, and blind :
Thou know’ft how unfubdu’d my will,
Averfe to good, ard prone to 1l :

Thou know’it how wice my pafions rove,

Not check’d by fear, nor charm’d by love.

4. Fain would I know, as known by Thee,
And feel the indicence T fee:
Fain would I cll my viieneis own,
And deep bencath the Surthen groan ;
Abhor the pride that lurks within,
Deteft, and loath mylelf and im.

. Ah! give me, Lord, myieit to fees,
My total mifery reveal ;
Ah! give me, Lovd, (1 fill would fuy)
An heart to moarp, an he:ri to pray ;
My bufinefs this, my total care,

My life, my every breazh be prayer.

6. Scarce I begin my fad cemplaint,
When all my warmeft wifhes faint ;
Hardly I lift my weeping eye,

When all my kindling ardours die ;
Nor hopes, nor fears my bolom more,
For ftill I cannot, cannot love.

7. Father, I want a thankiul heart,
I want to tafte how good thou art,
To plunge me in thy Mercy's {ea,

" And comprchend thy love to me;

The length, and breadth, and depth, and height,

Of love divinely infinite.

8. Father, I long my feul to raife,
And dwell for ever on thy praife,
Thy praife with glorious joy to tell,
In extaly unfpeakabie ;
Winle the full power of faith I know,
And reign triumphant here below.

B2

HYMN
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HYMN I

Divine Love.

7. HOU hidden Love of Gop, whoie height

Whole depth unfathom’d no man knows;
I fee from far thy beauteous light,
Inly I figh for thy repofe :
My heart is pain’d, nor can it be
At reft, till 1t finds reft in Thee.

2. Thy {ecret voice invites me fhll
The fweetnefs of thy yoke to prove ;
And fain I would : bat tho’ my will
Seem fixr, yet wide my paflions rove;
Yet hinarances ftrew all the way :
i 2im at Thee, yet from Thee ftray.

2. "Tis mercy all, that thou haft brought
My mind to feek her peace in Thee
Vet while I feek, but find thee not,
No peace my wand'ring foul fhali {ee :
O when fhall all my wand’rings end,
And all my fters to Thee-waid tend |

4. Is there a thing beneath the fun,
‘That firives with Thee my heait to thare?
Ah'! tear it thence, and reign alone,
The Lord of every motion there :

Then fhall my heart from earth be free,
When it has found repofe in Thee.

5. O hide this felf from me, tnat I
No more, but Cur1sT in me may live |
My vile affe€tions crucity,
 Nor let one darhing luft furvive:
In all thicgs nothing may 1 {ee,
Nothing defire, or teck, but thec.

6. O
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6. O Love, thy fov'reign aid impart,
To fave me from low thoughted care:
Chafe this felf-will thro’ all my heart,
Thro® all its latent mazes there :
Make me thy duteous child, that 1
Ceafelels may Abba Father cry !

7, Ah no! ne’er will 1 backward turn :
Thine wholly, thine alone [ am !
Thrice happy he who views with fcorn
Earth’s toys, for Thee his conftant flame
O help. that I may never move

Fromn the bleft foouteps of thy love.

g. Fach moment draw {rom carth away
My heart, thatlowly waits thy cali :
Speak to my inmoft foul, and fay,
I amthy Love, thy Gop, thyall!
To feel thy power, to hear thy voice,
T'o tafte thy love, beallny chaice.

HY MN V.
The MEeans of GRACE.

t. O Uffice for me, that Thou, my Lord,
Haft bid me faft, and pray :
'{"'hy will be done, thy name ador’d,
'T'is only mine tobey.
». Thou bidt me fearch the facred leaves,
And tafte the hallow’d bread :
The kind commands my foul receives,
And longs on Thee to feed.

3, Still for thy loving kindnefs, Lord,
Iin thy temple wait:
I long to find 'T'hee in thy word,
Or at thy Table meet.

4. Here in thine own apfaated avays
I wait to learn thy will;

B
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Gilent T fland before thy face,
And hear thee fay, Be jind !
Be full, and know that [ am Gob !
s all I live to know,
To feel the virtue of thy blood,
And fpread 1t’s praife below.

G. T wait my vigour to rencw,
Thine nage to retrieve,
The veil of outward things pafs thro’,
And gafp in thee to live.
7. 1 work, .nd own the labour vain;
And thus from works 1 ceafe :
I frive, and fee my fruitlefs pain
Till Gop create my peace.

3 Fruitlefs, till Thou Thyf{elf impart,

Muit all my efiorts prove;
They cannot changea {inful heart,

They cannot purchafe Love.

L

g. I dothe thing thy laws enjoin,

And then the irife give o'er,

o Thee [ then the whole refign,
[ trufl in means no MOI¢.

1c. Ttruftin {{im, who ftands between

The Father’s wrath, and me:
Jecu, Thou great eternal Mean,

] ook for 111 from Thee.

HYMN V.

A PassioN-HYMN.

that pafs by, behold the Man !

3. I
The Man of griefs condemn’d for you !

1 ne Lamb of Gop for finners {lain
Weeping to Calvary purfie.

5

2. See.
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». See how his back the fcourges tear,
While to the bloody pillar bound !
The ploughers make long furrows there,

Till all his body 1s one wound.

3, Nor can he thus their hate afluage :
H;. innocence to death purfu’d,

Muft fully glut their utmolt rage ;
Hark, how they clamour for his blocd !

4. Againft his Gop the creature calls :
Accus'd, and fentenc’d by the breath

Himfelf infpir'd, their Maker falls
The Lord of life is doom™d to death.

¢. His facred limbs they ftretch, they tear,
With nails they faften to the wood

ITis facred limbs—expos’d and bare,
Or only cover'd with his blood.

6 Ses there | his temples crown’d with thorn !
His bleeding hands extended wide !
His {treaming feet, transhxt and torn !
The fountain gufhing from his fide !

7, Where is the King of glory now !
The everlalling Son of Gop ?

Th' Lmmortal hangs his languid brow,
Th' Almighty faiats beneath his load !

2. Beneath my load He faints, and dies !
I 611'd his foul with pangs unknown,

I caus'd thofe mortal groans, and cries,
I kill’d the Father’s only Son.

PART IL

. ). O Thou dear {uffering Son of Gop,
How doth thy heartto finners move !

Heip me to catch thy precious blood,
Help me to tafte thy dying love.

10, Give meto fecl thine agonies,

One drop of thy fad cup aftord :
I fain
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I fain with Thee would {;mpathize,
And fhare the {offerings of my Lord,

r1. The earth could to her centre quake,
Convuls’d, while her Creator died ;

O let mine inmoft nature fhake,
And die with Jesus crucified.

i2. Atthy laft gafp the graves difplay’d
'I'heir horrors to the upper fiies ;
O that my foul might burit the fhade,
And quicken’d by thy death arife.

17. The rocks could feel thy powerful death,
And tremble, and afunder part :

O rend with thine expiring breath
The harder marble of my heart.

i.4. My flony heart thy voice fhail rent,
Thou wilt, I traft, the veil remove,
Mine inmoft bowels {hall refent
The yearnings of thy dying love,

1¢. Thegrace I {urely fhall receive,

Thy death hath bought the grace for me -

This is my whole defire to live,
Tolive, and then to die in Thee.

HYMN VI

Leoking unto JEsus.

I. Ecardlels now of things below,
Jesus, to Thee my heart afpires,
Determin’d Thee alone to know.
Author and end of my defires 3
Fill me with rignteouinels divine ;
To end, as to begin, 15 thine.

2, What is a worthlefs worm to Thee ?
Wiaris in man thy g-ace to move ?
That flll Thou ieékeft thcle who fice
The arms of thy purfuing love,

That
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That fiill thine inmoft bowels cry,
Why, Sinner, wilt thou perith, why ?

3. Ah! fhew me, Lord, my depth of fin,
Ah! Lord, thy depth of mercy fhew 4
End, Jesus, end this war, within :
No reft my Spirit e'er fhall know,
Till Thou thy quick’ning mifluence give :
Breathe, Lord, and thefe dry bones fhall live.

1. There, there, before the throne Thou art,
The Lamb e’er earth’s foundations flain !

Take Thou, O take this guilty heart ;
Thy blood will wath out every tain :

No crofs, no fuffering I decline;

Only let all my heart be thine.

HYMN VIL

The fame.
. Y ESUS, in whor the weary find

Their late, but permanent repafe,
Piyfician of the fin-fick mind,
Relieve my wants, afluage my wocs,
And let my foul on Thee be calt,

Till life’s fierce tyranny is paft.

2, Loos'd from my Gop, and far remov’d,
L.ong have I wandred to and fro,
O’er earth in endlefs circles rov’d,
Nor found whereon to reft below:
Back to my Gonp at lalt I fly,
For O ! the waters ftill are kigh..

3. Selfith purfuits, and nature’s maze,
The things of earth for thee I lcave,
Put forth thine haud, thine hand of grace,
Into the arlc of love receive;
Take this poor i utering {oul to reft,
And lodge i, Saviour, in thy brealt.

4. Tl
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+, Till with inviolable peace,

"k

Lov’d with an everlafting love.

HY MN VIIL

Stablifh, and keep my fettled heart ;
In Thee may all my wandrings ceafe,

From Thee no more may [ depart,
Thine utmolft goodnefs call’d to prove,

Wretched, and miferable, and poor, and

blind, and naked.
1, Retched, helplefs, and diftrett,

Ah! whither fhali I fly!
Ever gafping after reft,
I cannot find it nigh:

Naked, fick, and poor,.and blind,

Falt bound in {in, and mifery,
Friend of finners, let me find
My help, my all in Thee.

». Who my mifery can relate
My depth of woe reveal ?
I have left my firft eftate,
In haplefs Adam fell :
Driven out of mine abode
T now have loft my perfect blifs,
Fallen, fallen, out of Gonp,
And banifh’d Paradife.

=, T am all unclean, unclean,
Thy purity 1 want,
My whole heart is fick of {in,
And my whole head is faint ¢
Full of putrifymg fores,
Of bruiles, and of wounds, my foul
Looks to Jesus, helps implores,
And gafps to be made whole.

1, In the wildernefs I ftray,

My foolifh heart is blind,

Nothing
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Nothing do I koow ; the way
Of peace I cannot find :
JEsu, Lord, reftore my fight,

And take, O take the Veil away,

Turn my darknefs into hight,
My midnight into day.

PART I

g Aked of thine image, Lord,
Forfaken, ard alone,
Unrenew’d, and unreftor’d,
I have not Thee put on:
Over me thy mantle {pread,
Send down thy likenefs from above,
Let thy Goodnefs be difplay’d,
And wrap me in thy love. -

6. Poor alas! Thouknow’ft, I am,

And would be poorer fill,
See my nakednefs, anfl fhame,
And all my vilenefs feel :
No good thing in me refides,
My foul is all an aching void,
Till thy {pirit here abides,
And I am fill'd with Gop.

-, Jesu, full of truth and grace,
In Thee 1s all T want ;
Be the wanderer’s refting-place,
A cordial to the faint
Make me rich, forl am poor,
In Thee may I mine Eex find ;
T'o the dying healtn reflore,
And eye-fight to the blind.

8. Cloath me with thy holinefs,
Thy mcels humility ;
Pat me on my glorious drefs,

Endue my foul with Thee

Let
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ot thine image be reftor'd,
Thy name .nd nature let me prove,
With thy fulnefs fill me, LorD,
And perfedt me 10 love.

HYMN IX.

A Prayer to CHRIST.

VB of Gop, for finners {lain,

£
L To Thee I feebly pray,
Heal me of my orief and pain,

O tke my f{ins away ;
From this bondage, LorD,

No longer let me be opprelt :
Jesus, Mafter, {eal my peacc,

And take me to thy breatt.

5. Haft Thou not invited all
Who groan beneath their {in 2

Weary 1 obey thy call,
And come 10 he made clean :

Give my burthend confcience eafe,

O grant me now the promis’d reft :
after, {eal my peace,

And take me to thy brealt.

5. Wil Thou caft a finner ouf,
Who humbly comes 10 Thee?

No, my (30D ; [ cannot doubt,

Thy mercy 18 for me ;
Let me then obtain the grace,

And be of paradife pofleft :
, Maiter, {cal my peace,

And take me to thy brealt.
4. Worldly good I do not want,

Be that to others given,

Only for thy love I pant,
My all in earth and heaven ;

releafe,

Thti
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T'his the crown I fain would feize,
'The gaod wherewith I would be bleftz
Jesus, Mafter, {eal my peace,
And take me to thy breall.

t. ‘This delight I fain would prove,
And then refign my breath,
Join the happy few, whofe love
Was mightier than death :

Let it not my Lorp difpleale,
That [ would die to be thy gueft:

Jesus, Matfter, feal my peace,
And take me to thy breaflt.

HY MN X.
Fear not ; only believe !

1. Y YRifoners.of hope, lift up your heads,

The day of liberty draws near,
Jesvs, who on the {ferpent treads,
Shall foon in your behalf appear ;
The Lorp fhall to his temple come,
Prepare your hearts to make him roem,

2. Lorp, we confefs our fins to thee,
In fin we were conceiv’'d and born ;
Plung’d in the depth of mifery,
We never can to Thee return,
Till Thou our fallen fouls convert,
And give the new believing heart.

s. Now, if thou canft, with-hold the grace
From finners hungry, mournful, poor,

Who atk thy love, who feek thy face,
Who ever knock at mercy’s door

At Jesvus’ feet who humbly lie,

Refolv'd at Jesus® feet to die.

¢ Yes, Lord, we muft believe Thee kind,

Thou never canft unfaithful prove :
Surely we fhall thy mercy find,

Who alk fhall all receive thy love ;
&

Nor
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or canft Thou it to me deny,
1 afle, the chief of finnuAs I.

z, Oye of fearful hearts, be ftrong,

wt

(3N

Matt. V. 3

v our down-caft hands and eyes lift up,

Ve fhall not be forgotten long,

Hope to the end, in JEsUS hope ;

Tell bim, Y€ wair his grace to move,

And cannot fail, if LoD 1« love.
* Prifoners of hope; be ftrong, be bold,
Caft off your doubts, difdain to fear,
Dare to believe, on CHRIST lay hold,

Wreltle with C
Tell him, WC will not let Thee go,

il we thy name, thy nature know.

qYMN XL

I[f all thy promifes are {ure,
y kingdom in my heart,
me rich, for 1 am poor:

a.jE g U, if fill the fame Thou att,

Set up th
And make

The kingdom of an inward heaven.

2. Thou halt pronouns
And, lo! for Thee I ever mourn :

. no, 1 will not relt,
Till Thou, mine only reft, return;

Tiil Thou, the Prince of peace, appeary

«. Where 15 the bleffednels beftow'd

Oq all that hunger after Thee ¢

I hunger ROW, T thirlt for Gop !
Gee the poor fainting finner, fee,

And fatisfy with endlefls peace,
And fill me with thy righteoulnefs.

4. Shine on thy

Lipht in thy light 1 chen fhall fee:

yr1sT in mighty Prayer:

'd the mourner bleft s

worlk, difperic the gloom,

3c. Bleffed are the poor in (pirit, &c.

Say
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Say to my foul, © Thy light 1s come,

«« Glory divine is ris'n on Thee

«« Thy warfare’s paft, thy mourning’s o’er,
«¢ J.ook up, for Thou fhalt weep no more.

5. Lorp, I belicve the promife fure,

And truft Thou wilt not long delay,

Hungry, and forrowful, and poor,
Upon thy word mylelf 1 ftay ;

Into thine hands mine all refign,

And wait till all Thou art 15 mine:

HYMN XIL

In TEMPTATION.

1. ¥ ES U, lover of my {foul,
Let me to thy bofom fly,

While the nearer waters roll,

While the tempeft flill is high
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,

Till the ftorm of life 15 palt ;
Safe into the haven guice,

O recetve my foul at laft.

2. Other refuge have 1 none,

Hangs my helplefs foul on Thee :
Leave, ah! leave me not alone,

Still fupport and comfort me.
All my traft on thee 1s flay'd,

All my help from Thee I bring ;
Cover my defencelels head

With the fhadow of thy wing.

3. Thou, O CurisT, art all I want,
More than all in Thee I find :
Raife the fallen, chear the faint,

Heal the fick, and lead the blind.

Juft and holy 1s thy name,
I am all uarighteoufnefs ;
Falfe, and full of fin I am,
Thou art full of truth and grace.
Cz2

4. Plenteous
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Plentenus grace with thee 1s found,

Grace to cover all my fin:
I et the healing ftreams abound,
Make, and keep me pure within :
Thou of life the fonnrain art,
Freely let me take of "I nee;

Spring thow ep within my heart,
Rife to all eierniiy.

HYMN XIIL
He fhall fave his people from their finss

Ao

. WESUS, in whom the Godhead’s rays
Beam forth with milder majcfty ;

| fce Thee full of truth and grace,
And come for all Iwant to Thee.

., Wrathful, inpure, and proud I am,
Ner conflancy, nor frength I have:
But Thon, O Lord, art fill the {ame,
And haft not loft thy power to fave.

3. Save me from pride, the plague expel,
Jesu, thine humble {elf ympart ¥
O let thy mind within me dwell,
O pive me lowlinefs of heart.

4. Enter Thyfelf, and caflt out fin,

Thy {potlefs purity beftow ;
Touch me, and make the leper clean,
Wafh me, and I am white as {now.

g, Fury is not in thee, my Gob;
O why fhould it be found in thine?
Sprinkle me, Saviour, with thy blood,

And all thy gentlenefs 1s mige.

5. Pour but thy blood upon the flame,
Meek, and difpaflionate, and mild,
The leopard finks 1nto 2 lamb,
And I become 2 httle child. )
| HYMN
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HYMN XIV.
A Prayer to CHRIST.

. Y Thirft, Thou wounded Lamb of Gouo,
To wath me in thy cleanfing blood,
To dwell within thy wounds ; then pain
Is fweet, and life or death is gain.

2. Take this poor heart, and let it be
For ever clos’d to all but Thee !
Seal Thou my breaft, and let me wear
That pledge of love for ever there.

4. How bleft are they who ftill abide
Clofe-fhelter'd in thy bleeding fide!
Who life and ftrength from thence derive,
And by Thee move, and in Thee live.

4. What are our works, but {in and death,
Till Thou thy quick’ning Spirit breathe ¥
Thou giv’it the power thy grace to move ;
O wond’rous grace ! O boundlefs love!

¢. How can it be, Thou heavenly King,
That Thou fhould’ft us to glory bring ;
Make flaves the partners of thy throoe,
Deck’d with a never-fading crown?¢

6. Hence our hearts mekt, our eyes o’erflow,
Our words are loft ; nor will we know,
Nor will we think of ought, befide
My Lorp, my Love is crucify’d !

7. Ah! Lorp, enlarge our {canty thought,
To know the wonders Thou haft wrought |
Unloofe our ftammering tongue, to tell
Thy love immenfe, unfearchable.

8. Firft-born of many brethren, Thoi !
To Thee, lo! all our {ouls we bow,
To Thee our hearts and hands we give :
Thine may we die, thine may we live!
C 3 HYMMN



Thefe things were written for our inftruction.
. W ESU, if fill Thou art to day
% As yeflerday the fame,
efent to heal, 10 me difplays
T'he virtue cf thy name.
If Al Thou ¢o’it about to do.
Ly necdy creatures good,
Gn sre, what I thy praife may fhews |
Re o1l oty wonders fhew’d.
5. Now, Lord, to whom far help I call,
Thy puracles repeat 5
Wik pitying eyes behold me fall,
A Leper, atthy feet.

4. Loathiome, and foul, and felf-abhor'd,
-1 fink, beneath my fin;:
But if Thou wilt, a gracious word
Of (hine can make me clean.

g. 1 hou (ect me deaf to thy commands;
Open, O .ord, mine €ar 3
Bid me firetch out my wither’d hands;
And lift them up in prayer:
6. Silent (alas, Thou know’t how long 1)

My voice,. 1 cannot raife 3
But O! when Thou fhall loofe my tongue,.

The dumb fhall fing thy praile.

7. Lame atthe pool, I il am found :
Give ; and my ftrength employ ;
Light as an hart [ then fhall bound,
The lame fhall leap for joy.
g. Blind from my birth to guilt, and Thee,
And dark Tam within :
The love of Gobp I cannot fee,

The finfulnefs of. fin.
c..But.

W



(19)

g. But Thou, they fay, art pafling by ;
O lct me find Thee near!
Jesus, in mercy hear my cry,

" Thou fon of David, hear !

s0. Long have I waited in the way,
For Thee, the heavenly Light ¢
Command me to be brought ; and fay,,
Sinner, receive thy Sight !

"PART IL

M. WHile dead in trefpafles I lie,.
| Thy quickning fpirit give 5
Call me, Thou Son of Gop, that L
May hear thy voice, and live.

12 While full of anguifh, and difeafe:
My weak diftemper’d {oul,
Thy love compaflionately {ees,
O let it make me whole.

13, While torn by hellith-pride I cry,.
By legion luft pofeft,
Son of the living Gop, draw nigh,
And {peak me into reft.

34. Caft out thy foes, and let them fuill
To JEsus® name fubmit ;
Cloath with thy righeoufnefs, and heal,,
- And place me at thy feet.. .

15. To Jesus’ name if all things now
A trembling homage pay,
O let my ftubborn- fpirit bow,
My ttiffineck’d will obey.

6. Impotent, dumb, and deaf, and blind,,
And fick, and poor I am ;
But fure a remedy to find
Forallin JEsus name..

17..1
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know, inThee all fulnefs dwells,
And all for wretched man ;
Fill every want my Spirit feels,
And break off every chain.
+3. If thou impart thyfelf to me,

None other good I need ;
1f Thou the Jon fhall make me free,

I fhall be free indeed.

cantot reft, till in thy blood

I full redemption have ;
But Thou, thro” whom I come to Gop,

Canft to the utmoft {ave.

,o. From fin, theguilt, the power, the pain,
Thou wilt redeem my Soul :
1.ord, I believe ; and not in vain:
My faith fhall make me whole.

»1. 1 too with Thee fhall walk in white,

With all thy Saints {hall prove,
What is the length, and breadth, and height,

And depth of Jesus” Love.
HYMN XVL

A Sinner’s Prayer.

77. 1

19.1

:. G O D of my falvation, hear,
And help me to believe ;
Simply do 1 now draw near,
Thy blefling to receive :
Full of guilt, alas ! I am,
But to thy wounds for refuge flee :
Friend of finners, {potlefs Lamb,
Thy blood was fhed for me,

». Standing now as newly {lain,
To Thee I lift mine eye,
Balm of all my grief and pam
Thy blood is always nigh
4

i

Now
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Now as yefterday the fame
Thou art, and wilt for ever be:
Fricnd of finners, {potlefs Lamb,
Thy blood was {lied for me.

4, Nothing have I, Lord, to pay,
Nor can thy grace procure,
Empty {end me not away,
For I, Thou knoweft, am poor :
Duft and allies 15 my name,
My all is fin and mifery :
Friend of finners, {potlefs Lamb,
Thy blood was fhed for me.

4 No good word, or work, or thought
Bring [, to buy thy grace,
Pardon I accept unbought,
Thy proffer I embrace ;
Coming as at firlt I came,
To take, and not beftow on Thee:
Friend of finners, fpotlefs Lamb,
Thy blood was fhed for me.

5. Saviour from thy wounded fide
[ never will depart,
Here will I my {pirit hide
When I am pure in heart,
Till my place above ¥ claim,
This only fhall be all my plea,
Friend of finners, fpotlefs Lamb,
Thy blood was fhed for me.

HY MN XVIL

Another.

1, Hen, gracious Lord, when fhall it be,
That I {hall find my all in Thee,
The fulnefs of thy promife prove,
The feal of thine eternal love !

L

2. A
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2. A poor blind child T wander here,
If Laply 1 may feel Thee near ;
O dark, dark, dark (I full muft fay)

Amidit the blaze of gofpel-day !

». Thee, only Thee I fain would find,
i caft the world, and fefh behind :

Thou, only ihouto me be given,
Of all Thou haftin earth or heavern.

4. When from the arm of flefh fet free,
Jesu, my foul fnall fly to Thee:
Iesu, when I have loft my all,

My foul fhall on thy bofom fall.

5. Whom man forfakes, Thou wilt not leave,

Ready the outcafts to recelive,
Tho' all my fimplenefs I owns
And all my faults to Theeare known.

6. Ah! wherefore did I ever doubt ?
Thou wilt in no wife caft me out,
An helplefs foul, that comes to Thee

With only fin and mifery.
-, Lord, 1am fick ; my ficknefs cure :
I want; do Thou inrich the poor:

Under thy mighty hand ¥ ftoop,
O lift the abjeét finner up.

§ Lord, Tam blind ; be Thoumy fight
Iord, I amweak; beThoumy might :

An helper of the helplefs be,
And let me find my all in "Thee.

HYMN XVIL

Another.

1. My Lord, what muft I do?
Only Thou the way canft fhew,

Thou canft fave me in this hour,
I have neither will nor power ;

iy - " - _.
DR, vkt e o -

-4 A,

Gop
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Gop if overaill Thou art,
Greater than the finful heart,
Let it now on me be fhewn,
Takeaway the heart of flone,

2. Take away my darhng {in,
Make me willing to pe clean,
Make me willing to receive
What thy goodnefs waits to give,
Force me, Lord, with all to part,
Tear thele 1dois from my heart,
All thy power on me be {hewn,
Take away the heart of ftone.

. JEsu, mighty to renew
Work in me to will, and do,
Turn my nature’s rapid tide,
Stem the torrent of my pride,
Stop the whirlwind of my will,
Speak, and bid thefun ftand fill,
Now thy love almighty thew, Iy
Make ev’n me a creature new.,

(5%

4. Arm of Gop, thy ftrength put on,
Bow the heavens, and come done ;
All mine unbelief o’erthrow,

Lay th' afpiring mountain low.
Conquer thy worft foe in me,
Get Thyfelf the vi€tory,

Save the vileft of the race,
Force me to be fav’d by grace.

HY MN XIX.
Make me a clean Heart? O GOD. Pf&].ii. s

3. For an heart to praifemy Gop!.
" An heart from fin fet free, |
An heart that always feels thy blood
So freely fpilt for me!

2, An

L
L
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... An heart refign’d, fubmiflive, meekK, :
My dear Redeemer’s throng, "
Where only CHRIST is heard to {Pfakr :
Where JEsUS reighs alone.

2 An rumble, lowly, centrite heart,
Believing, trué, and clean,
Which neither life, nor death, can par
From Him that dwells within.

4. An beart in cvery thought renew’d,
And fill'd with love divine,
Perfbt, and right, and pure, aud good,

A copy, Lord, of thiue.

5. Thy cender heart is ftill the fame;
And melts at human Woe :
Jssu, for thee diftreft 1 am,
I want thy love to know.

6. My heart, Thou knowft, cannever reft,

Tiil Thou create my peace,

Till of mine £den repoflelt
rom feif, and i, I ceafe.

7. Fruit of thy gracimis lips, on me

Beltow the peace unknown,

The hidden manna, and the tree
Of Life, and the white ften:.

Wirite thy new nam
Thy new, beft, name

HY MN XX

o Longing for CHRIST:

Whom I would oladly die to know ;

This veil of unbelief remove,
And fhew me, all thy eoodnels fhew
JESU;

I, O Thou, whom fain my fou! would love,
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Jesu, Thyleif in me reveal,
T'eil me thy name, thy nature tell.

2. Haft Thou been with me, Lorp, {o long,
Yet ‘Thee, my Lorp, have I not known ?
I claim ‘Thee with a fault’ring tongue,
I pray Thee in a feeble groan ;
Tell me, O tell me, who Thou art,
And {peak thy name into my heart,

3. If now Thou talkeft by the way,
With fuch an abjeét worm as me,
Thy mytteries of grace difplay,
Open mine eyes, that I may fee;
That [ may underftand thy word,
And now cry out, /¢ is the Lorp !

HYMN XXI.

The ResigNAaTION,

. N D wiit Thou yet be found ?
And may [ ftill draw near ?
Then liften to the plaintive found
Of a peor finner’s prayer.
Jesu, thine aid afford,
f 1f ftill the fame Thou art ;
'l'o Thee I look, to Thee, my Lorp,
Lift up an helplefs heart.

=. When thall thy love conftrain,
” And force me to thy brealt ?
!When fhall my foul return again
i To her eternal reft ? -
% Ab! what avails my ftrife,
; My wandring to and fro ?
t’'hou halt the words of endlefs life,
; Ah! whither thould I go ?

3. Thy condefcendingygrace
. To me did freely move:
21t calls me fill to feek thy face,

And ftoops to atk my love.
D Lozrp,
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T onp, at thy feet T fall,
I aroan to be fet free,

{ fain would now obey the call,
4nd give up ail to Thee.

4. To refcue me from woe,
TLou didft with all things part,
Dic lead a fufi nng lifc below,
To gain my worthlefs heart:
My worthlels heart to 2ain,
The Gop of all that breathe,
Was found in fafhion as a man,
And died a curfed death.

PART IL

;. N D can I yet delay,
My litle all to oIV e,
To tcar my foul from earth away,
For Jesus 1O receive ?
Nay, but I yicld, T yield !
T can hold out no more :
I fink, by dying love compell'd,
And own Thee conqueror.

6. Though late [ all forfake,
My friends, my all refign
Gracious Redeemer, take, O take,
And feal me cver thine:

Come, and poflels me whole,

Nor hence again remove ;

Settle, and fix my wavring {oul
With all thy weight of love.

+, My onc defire be this,
Thy only love to know ;
To fcek, and tafte no other blifs,
No other good below.
My life, my portion Thou,
Thou all-fuficient art ;

My hope, my heav'nly trealure, NOW

Enter, and keep my heart.

e
Tl

g T L T T
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Q. Rather than let 1t burn

For earth, © quench its heat,
Then, when it would to earth retura,

O let it ceale to beat:

Snatch me from 1l to come,

When I from Thee would fly,
O take my wandiing {pirit home,

And grant me then to dic!

HY MN XXII.
The {ame.

I. That my load of fin were gone!
O that I could at laft fubmut,
At Jesus® feet to lay it down,
To lay my foul at Jesus’ feet!

2. When fhall mine eyes behold the Lamb,
The Gop of my falvation {ee !
Weary, O Lord, thou know'lt I am,
Vet ftill I cannot come to Thee,

7, Reft for my foul I long to find ; -
Saviour, if mine indecd Thou art,
Give me thy meek and lowly mind,
And ftamp thine image on my heart.

4. Fain would I learn of Thee, my Gonp,
Thy light and eafy burthen prove,
The crofs all {tain’d with kallow’d blood,

The lcbour of thy dying love.

¢. This moment would I take 1t up,

And aftér my dear Malter bear,

With thee afcend to Cala’ry's top,
And bow my head, and fufier there.

6. I would; buat Thou mult give the power,
My heart from ev'ry fin releafe .
Bring near, bring near the joyful heur,
And fill me with thy perfect peace,
D a 7.. Come,
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- Come, Lord, the drooping finner chear,
Nor let thy chariot-wheels delay,

Aprpear o my poor heart, appear
1‘}' ' PP 2
Ay Gop, my Saviour, come away !

HYMN XXIIL

A PrAYEK againt the power of fin.

1. That Thou weuldft the heavens rent,
In majelty come down,
Stretch out thine arm omnipotent,
And {eize me {or thine own !

2. Defcend, and let thy lightning burn
The flukble of thy foe:
My firs o’ert irn, O’crturn, o’erturn,
And make the mountains flow.

3. Thou my impetucus pirit guide,
And curb my headftrong will ;
Thou only cauft drive back the tide,

And bid the fun ftand ftill.

4. What tho' I canvot break my chain,
Or c'er throw off my load,
The things impoflible to men,
Are poflible to Gopb.

z. Is any thing too hard for Thee,
Almighty Lord of all; *

Whofe threatning looks dry up the fea,
And make the mountains fall ?

6 Who, who fhall in thy prefence fland,
And match omnipotence !

Ungrafp the hold of thy right-hand,
Or pluck the finner thence ?

~. Sworn to deftroy, let earth affail,
Nearer to fave Thou art ;
Stronger than all the powers of hell,

And greater than my heart.

8. To!f
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g. Lo ! to the hills I lift mine eyes,
Thy promis’d help I claim ;
Father of mercies, glorify
Thy fav’rite Jesus’ name!

g. Salvation in that namec 1s found,
Balm of my ¢rief and care ;
A medicine for my cv'ry wound,
All, all I want 1s there!

PART IL

10. YESU! Redeemer, Saviour, Lord,
The weary finner’s friend,
Cceme ro my help, pronounce the word,.
And bid my troubles end.

11. Deliviiance to'my foul proclaim,
And life, and liberty,
Shed forth the virtue of thy name,
And Jesus prove to me.

12, Faith to be heal’d, Thou know’t I have,
For Thou that faith haft eiven:
Thou canft, Thou canft the finner {ave,
And make me meet for heaven.

17, Thou canit o’ercome this heart of mine ;-
Thou wilt viftorious prove,
For everlafting {trenoth is thine,
And everlatting love.

14. Thy powerful fpirit fhall fubdue

Unconquerable fin,
Cleanfe this foul heart, and make 1t new,.
And write thy law within,

15. Bound down with twice ten thoufand ticsy
Yet let me hear thy call ;
My foul in confidence fhall rife,
Shall rife, and break thro’ all.

Dy 16, Speaig
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., Gpeak, and the deaf fhall hear thy voice,

The blind his fight receive,
The dumb ia fongs of praife rejoice,
The heart of ftone believe.

The Ethiop then fhall change his fkin,
The dead fhall feel thy power,

The 1c ath{ome leper (hall be clean,

and I fhall {in no more.

17.

HYMN XXIV.
Defiring to love.

1, O Love, I1anguifn at thy ftay,

I pine for-Thee with ling'ring {mart,
\WVeary and faint, thio’ long aelay,
When wilt Thou come into my heart ;.

From fin and forrow {et me free,
And {wallow up my foul Thee ?

». Come, O thou aniverfal Good,
Pa'm of the wounded confcicnce, COmes
The hunary, dying {pirit’s foed,
The weary, wand'ring pilgsim’s home,,
Javen to-take the ﬁlipwrtck"d i,
My cveriafting reft from fin.

». Be Thou, O Lowe, whate’er T want,
Support my fecblenefs of mind,
Relieve the thirfty {ov}, the famnt
Revive, illuminate the blind ;
The monrnful chear, the drooping lead,
And heal tae fick, =nd raife the dead.

1. Come, O my comfort and dehight,
My frength and health, my fhield and fun,

My boaft, and cqufidence, and might,

My joy, my g05Ys and my crown,
My gofpel-hope, my calling’s prize,
My tee of Ble, mY paradiic,

R |
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5. The fecret of the Lord Thou art,
The myftery fo long unknown,

CurIST in a pure believing heart,
The Name infcrib’d in the white ftone,
_The life diviae, the little leaven,
My precious pearl, my prefent heaven,

PART IL

b O I.ove divine, what hatt Thou done!
Th’ immortz] Gop hath died for me ;

The Father’s co-eternal Son
Bore all my {ins upon the tree,
Tt immortal Gop for me hath died,

My Lord, my Love, 1 crucified !

-, Behold Him all ye that pafs by,
The bleeding Prince of life and peace !
Come, fee, ye worms, your Maker die,
And fay, was ever grief like His !
Come, feel with me his blood applied !
My Lord, my Love, is cracified !

8. Is crucified for me, and you,

To bring us rebels back to Gop :

Beiieve, believe the record true,
We all are bought with Jesus blood,

Pardon and life flow from his fide

My Lord, my Love, 1s crucified !

g. Then let us fit beneath his crofs,
And gladly catch the healing ftream,

All things for Him account but lafs,
And give up all our hearts to Him,

Of nothing fpeak, or think befide
My Lord, my Love, 1s crucified 1

HYMN
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HYMN XXV.

Groaning for the Spirit of adoption:

z ATHER, if Thou my Father art,
Send forth the Spirit of thy Son,

Lieathe Him into my panting heart,
And make me krow as 1 am known,

Make me thy confcious child that 1,
May Father, Abba Father, cry !

» T want the Spirit of power within,
Of love, and of an healthful mind :

Of power 10 conquer in-bred fim,

OF Jove to Thee, and all mankind,.
Of he.lth that pain and death defics,
Mott vig'rous when the body dies.

7. When (hall I hear the inward voice,
Which only faithful fouls can hear !
Pardon, and peace;, and heavenly Joys,.
Attend the promis’d Comforter 3
He comes, and righteouinels divine,
And CiRrIST, .nd all with Crr1sT is ming:.

.. O that the Comforter would come,

Nor vifitasa tranfient guell,
But fix in me his conitant home,
And keep pofleiiion of my breail,
And make my foul his lov'd abode,

The temple of indwelling Gop !

5. Come holy Ghoft, my Heart infpire,
Arteft thatl em born again,
Come, and baptife me now with fire,.
Or all thy former oifts are vain
Where is the fenfe of fip forgiven ?
Where is the earneft of my heaven ?

6. Where thy indubitable feal,
That afcertains the kingdom mine ?

Th
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The powerful famp [ long to feel,
The fignature of love divine :

O {hed jt in my heart abroad,

bulnels of love, of heaven, of Gop.

HY MN XXV
Micah vi. 6. &c.

1. Herewith, O Loyd, fhali I draw near,
"And bow myfelf before thy face:

How in thy purer eyes appear !
What thall I bring to gain thy grace !

2 Will gifts delight the Lord moft high ?
Will multiplied oblations pleafe ?
Thoufands of rams his favour buy,
COr flaughter’d hecatombs appeafe ?

3. Can thefe affuage the wrath of Gop !
Can thefe wath out my guilty fain ?
Rivers of oil, and feas of blood,
Alas, they all muft flow in vain!

4. What have I then wherein to trut ?
I nothing have, I nothingam:
Excluded'is my every boalt,
My glory fiwallow’d up in fhame

g. Guilty I ftand before thy face ;

[ feel on me thy wrath abide:
*Tis juft the fentence fhould take place :
*Tis juft==but O! thy Son hath dicd !

6. Jesus, the Lamb of Gop hathbled,

He bore our fins upon the tree,
Beneath our curfe, He bow'd his head,
Tis anifh'd | He hath dicd for me !

~ Tor me I now believe Fle died :

" He made my every crime hisown, Bl
ally
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Iully for me He fatisiied :
Father, well pleas’d beheld thy Son !

3. Sce, where before thy throne He ftands,
And pours the all-prevanmg praycr,
Points to his fide, and lifts his hands,
And fhews that T am graven there.

g. He cver lives for me to pray,
He prays that 1 with - may reign .
Amen to what my Lord doth fay !
Jesu, Thou canft not pray in vain!

HY MN XXVIL
Redemption found.

. NOW | have found the ground, wherein

Sure my foul’s anchor may remain !

The wounds of JEsus, formy {in
Before the world’s foundation flain :

Whofe mercy fhall unfhiaken ftay,
When heaven and earth are fled away.

2. Father, thine everlafting grace
Our fcanty thought furpaffes far:

Thine Heart {till melts with tendernefs,
Thine arms of love ftill openare ;

Returning finners to receive,

That mercy they may tafte, and live.

3. O Love, thou bottomlefs abyls !
My Sins are {wallow’d up in thee ¢
Cover'd is mine unrighteoufnes,
Nor {pot of guilt remains on nc,
While Jesus blood, taro’ earth and fkies,
Tercy, fice, boundlefs mercy cries !

4. With faith I plunge me in this {ea:
Here is my hope, my Joy, my reft !
Hither, when hell affails, 1 fiee,

I look inio my Saviour's breaft:
| Away
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Away fad doubt, and anxious fear !
Mercy is all that's written there,

2. Tho' waves and ftorms go o’er my "head,

Tho' ftrength, and health, and friends be gone,

Tho' joys be wither'd all, and dead,
Tho' every comfort be withdrawn,

On this my ttedfalt foul relies,

Father, thy mercy never dies!

6. Fixt on this ground will I rematn,

Tho’ my heart fail, and flefh decay :

This anchor fhall my {oul {uftain,

When earth’s foundations melt away ;

Mercy’s full power I then fhall prove,
Lov'd with an everlafting Love.

HY MN XXVIIL

The {ame..

1, Oly Lamb, who Thee recetve,
Who in Thee begin to live,
Day and night they cry to Thee,
As thou art, {olet us be !

2. Jesu, fee my panting breaft,
Sce, I pantin Thee to reft !
Gladly would I now be clean.
Cleanfe me now from every {in,

2. Fix, O fix my wavering mind,
T'o thy crofs my {pirit bind,
Earthly paflions far remove,
Swatlow up our fouls in Jove.

4. Duft and afhes tho’ we be,
Full of guilt and mifery, ,
Thine we are, Thou son of Gop ;
Take the purchafe of thy blyod.

5. Who
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5. Who in heart on Thee believes,
He th’ Atonement nOwW reCcelvess
He with joy beholds thy face,

Triumphs 10 thy pard’ping graces

Ieading to eternal day.

-, Jesu, when this light we fee,
All our foul’s on fire for Thee,
W hen thy {oft’ning power We prove,
All our heart diffolves in love.

power divine,

Praife by all to Thee be giv'n
cons of earth, and hofts of heav'n.

HY MN XXIX.

CHRIST Our Righteoufnefs.

;. §ESU, Thou art My Righteounefs,
For all my fins were thine :
'I'hy Death hath bought of Gop my peacs,
Thy life hath made Him mine.

2. Spotlefs, and juft in Thee Iam;
[ fecl my fins forgiven
I tafte falvation in thy name,
And antedate my heaven.

Forever here My reft fhall be,

Clofe to thy blzeding fide ;
This all my hope, and all my pléa,
For me the Saviour died.

4. My dying Saviour, and my God,
Fountain for guilts and {in,
Sprinkle me ever with thy blood,

" And cleanie, and keep me clean,

s. Waf
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5. Walh me, and feal me thus thine own,
Wafh me, and mine Thou art ;
Wath me, but notmy feet alone, i

My hands, my head, my heart.

6. Th’ atonement of thy blood apply,
Tl faith to fight improve,
Till hope in full fruition die,
And all my foul 15 love.

4

HY MN XXX.

CHRIST our San&@ification.

t. YESUS, my life, thyfelf apply,
J Thine hallowing Spirit breathe ;
My vile affeftions crucify,

Conform me to thy death.

2. Conqueror of hell, and earth, and fin,
Still with thy rebel firive,

Enter my foul, and work within, "

And kill, and make alive.

%3 More of thy life, and more I have,

> As the old Adam djes :

Bury me, Saviour, in thy grave,
That I with Thee may rife,

4 Reign in me, Lord ; thy foes controul,
| Who would not own thy {way :
Diftufe thine image thro’ my foul,

ohine to the perfe& day.
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. Scatter the laft remains of {in,
% And feal methine abode,
+ O make me glorious all within,

-

-y

A temple built by Gop,

%. Mine inward holinefs Thon art,

¥  For faith hath made Thee mine -
& With all thy fulnefs till my heart,
g Till all I am is thine.

E HYMN
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HYMDN XXXIL
Gratitude for our Converfion.

¥ HEE will I love, my flrength, my tower,
Thee will I love, my joy, my Crowll,
Thee will I love with all my power,
In all my works, and thee alone ;

Thee will I love, till the.pure fire
Fill my whole foul with chaft defire.

-, Ah! why did I {o late Thee know,
Thee lovelier than the fons of men J
Ah! why did I no fooner g0,
To thee the only eafe in pain !
Afham’d I figh, and inly mourn,
That I fo late to Thee did tuin.

7. In darknefs willingly I ftray’d ;

I fought Thee, yetfrom thee I rov’d :
' drine thoughts were fpread.

Thy creatures more than Thee I lovd:

ey

4. I thank Thee, uncreated Sun,

That thy bright beams on me have thin'd :

1 thank Thee, who haft overthrown
My foes, and heal'd my wounded mind:

I thank Thee, whofe enlivening voice
Bids my freed heart n Thee rejoice.

.. Uphold me in the doubtful race,
Nor fuffer me again to ftray :
Strengthen my feet with fready pace

Still to prefs forward in thy way :
My foul, and flefh, O Lord of might,

Fill, fatiate with:thy heavenly hght.

Give
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Give to my foul with filial fears
The love that all heaven’s hoft infpires,
Thatall my powers with all their might

In thy {ole glory may unite.

7. Thee will I love, my joy, my crown,
Thee will I'love, my Lorp, my Gop,
Thee will I love, beneath thy frown,
Or {mile, thy {cepter or thy rod :
What tho’ my flefh, and heart decay,

Thee fhall Ilove in endlefs day.
HY MN XXXII.

- Curist the Friend of {inners.

Here fhall my woadring foul begin :
How fhall I all to heaven afpire?
A {lave redeem’d from death, and fin,
A brand pluck’d from eternal e,
How fhall I equal triumphs raife,
And fing my great Deliverer’s praife |

2. O how fhall I the goodnefs tell,
Father, which Thou to me hatt fhew’d,
That I, achild of wrath, and hell,
I thould be call’d a child of Gop !
Should know, fhould feel my fins forgiven,
Bleft with this antepaft of heaven.

3. And fhall I flight my-Father’s love,
Or bafely fear his gifts to own ?

Unmindful of his favours prove? -
Shall T, the hallow’d crofs to fhun,

Refufe his righteoufnefs t’ impart,
By hiding 1t within my heart ?

I.

4. No : tho’ theantient dragon rage,
And call forth all his hoft to war,
Tho earth’s {elf-righteous {ons ingage,
Them, and their god alike I dares;
E 2 Jesus,
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Jesus, thefinner’s Friend, proclaim,
Jesus, to finners flill the fame.

5. Outcafts of men, to you I call,
Harlots, and publicans, and thieves,

He {preads his arms t’ embrace you all ;

Sinners alone his grace receives :
No need of Him the righteous have,
He came the loit to feek and fave,

6. Come, all ye Magdalens in luft,

Ye ruffians fell in murders old,
Repent, andlive ; defpair, and traft !
Jesus for you to death was fold

Tho® hell proteft, and earth repine,
He died for crimes like yours, and mine.

7. Come, O my guilty brethren, come,
Groaning beneath your load of fin'!

His bleeding heart fhall make you room,
His open fide {hall take you in:
He calls you now, invites you home:
Come, O my guilty brethren, come.

3. For you the purple current flow’d,
In pardons from his wounded fide :
Languift’d for you th’ eternal Gobo,
For you the Prince of glory dy'd:
Believe ; and all your fin’s forgiven,
Only believe, and yours 1s heaven.

HY MN XXXIIL
Subjection to CHRIST.

1, YESU, toThee my heart I bow;
Strange flames far from my {oul remove

Faireft among ten thoufand Thou,
Be Thon my Lord, my life, my love.

». All heaven thon fill'ft with pure defire::

O fhine upon my frozen brealt,
With
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With facred warmth my heart infpire,
May I too thy hid {weetnefs tafte.

3. I fee thy garments roll'd in blood,
Thy ftreaming head, thy hands, thy fide :
All hail, Thou fuffering conquering Gop !
Now man thall live, for Gop hath died.

4. O kill in me this rebel, ‘fm, |
And triumph o’er my willing breaft,
Reftore thine Image, Lord, therein,

And lead me to thy Father’s reft.

5. Ye earthly loves, be far away !
Saviour, be Thou my love alone;
No more may mine ufurp the {way,
But in me thy great will be dore.

6. Yea, Thou true witnefs, {potlefs Lamb,
All things for Thee I count butlofs ;

My fole defire, my conftant aim,
My only glory be thy crofs !

HY MN XXXIV.
On the Crucifixion.

1. Ehold the Saviour of mankind,
Nail’d to the thamefal tree!
How vaft the love that Him inclin’d
To bleed, and die for Thee !

2. Hark how He groans, while nature {hakes,
And earth’s ftrong Pillars bend |
The temple’s veil in {funder breaks,

The {olid marbles rend.

3. "Tisdone ! the precious ranfom’s paid :
Reccive my {oul, He cries ;
See, where He bows his facred head,

" He bows his head, and dies | |
ko2 4. But
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4. But foon He'll break death’s envious chain,
And in full glory fhine :

O Lamb of Gop, was ever pain,
Was ever Love like Thine !

HY MN XXXV.
Living by CHRIST.

1. Y E SU, thy boundlefs love to me,
No thought ean reach, no tongue declare !
O knit my thankful heart to Thee,
And reign without a Rival there :
Thine whoily, thinealone Iam ;
Be thou alone my conftant flame,

2. O grant that nothing in my foul
May dwell, but thy pure love alone :

O may thy love poflefs me whole,
My joy, my treafure, and my crown :
Strange fins far from my foul remove ;.

My every aft, word, thought, be love.

3. O love, how chearing is thy ray !
All pain before thy prefence flies
Care, anguifh, forrow, meltaway,
Where’er thy healing fireams arife.
O Jrsu, nothing may 1 fee,
Nothing hear, feel, or think, but Thee.

4. Unwearied may I this purfue,
Dauntlefs to the high prize afpire :
Hourly within my breaft renew
This holy flame, this heavenly fire ;
And day and night be all my care
To gnard this facred treafure there.

g. My Saviour, Thou thy love to me
In want, in pain, infhame, haft fhew’d :
For me on the accurfed tree

Thou pouredtt forth thy guililefs blood :
2 Thy
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Thy wounds upon my heart imprefs,
Nor ought fhall the lov’d {tamp eflace,

6. More hard than marble is my heart,
And foul with fins of deepelt flain ;
But Thou the mighty Saviour art,

Nor fiow'd thy cleanfing blood in vajp,
Ah! foften, melt this rock ; and may

Thy biood wath a]l thefe ftains away.,

7. O that my heart, which open ftands,

Might catch each drop, that torturing pain,
Arm’d by my fins, wrung from thy hands,

Thy feet, thy head, thy ev'ry vein! -
That @till my breaft may heave with fighs,
Still tears of love o’erflow my eyes.

8. O that 1, as a little child,
May foilow Thee, nor ever reft,
Tl fweetly Thou haft pour’d thy mild
And lowly mind into my breaft !
No: ever may we parted be,
Till I become one fpirit with Thee !

PART IL

9 Draw me, Saviour, after Thee,
So fhall I run, and never tire 3
With gracious words ftill comfort me,
Be Thou my hope, my fole defire :
Free me from every weight ; nor fear,
Nor fin can come, if Thou art here.

10. My health, my light, my life, my crown,
My portion, and my treafure Thoy !
O take me, feal me for thine own ;
To Thee alone my foul I bo -
Without Thee all is pain ; my mind

Repofe in nought but Thee can find.
11. Howe'er I rove, where'er I turn,

In Thee alone is all my reft :
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Be Thou my theme, within me burn,

Jesus, and I inThee am bleft

Thou art the balm of life : my foal
Is faint 3 O fave, O make it whole !

;2. What in thy love poflefs I not ¢
My ftar by night, my fun by day,
My {pring of life, when parch’d with drought;
My wine to chear, my bread to flay,
My ftrength, my thield, my fafe abode,
My robe before the throne of Gop.

13. Ah, Love! thine influence withdrawn,
What profits me that I was born ?
All my delight, my joy 1s gone,
Nor know I peace till ‘Thou return :
Thee may 1 feek, till I attam,
And never may we part again.

14. From all 'eternit%? with love
Unchangeable ‘Thou haft me view'd :

F'er knew this beating heart to move,
Thy tender mercies me purfu’d :

Ever with me may they abide,

And clofe me in on ev'ry fide.

15, Still let thy Jove point out my way,
( How wond’rous things thy love hath wrought!)

Still lead me, left 1 go altray, |
Dire& my work, infpire my thought,

And when I fall, foon may I hear
Thy voice, and know that love is near.

16. In fuff’ring be thy love my pcace,
In weaknels be thy love my power s
And when the ftorms of life fhall cealc,
Jesu, in that important hour,
In death, as life, bc Thou my guide,
And fave me, who for me haft dy’d. |

HYMN



( 45 )

HYMN XXXVI

Gop’s love to mankind.

1. G OD, of good th’unfathom’d fea,
Who would not give his heart to Thee ?
Who would not love Thee with his might ?
O Jesvu, lover of mankind,
Who would not his whole foul and mind,

With all his firength to Thee unite ?

2, Thou fhin’ft with everlafting rays ;
Before th’ infufferable blaze
Angels with both wings veil their eyes :
Yet free as air thy bounty ftreams
On all thy works ; thy mercy’s beams
Diffufive, as thy fun’s, arife.

3. Aftonifh’d at thy frowning brow,
Earth, hell, and heav'n’s ftrong pillars bow,
Terrible majefty is thine !
Who then can that vaft Iove exprefs,
Which bows Thee down to me, who lefs
T'han nothing am, till Thou art mine ?

4. High-thron’d on heav’ns eternal hill,
In number, weight, and meafure, fill
Thou fweetly order’ft all that is :
And yet Thou deign’tt to come to me,
And guide my fteps, that I with Thee

Inthron’d, may reign in endlefs blifs.

5. Fountain of good, all blefling flows
From Thee; no want thy fulnefs knows ;
What but Thyfelf cantt Thou defire ?
Yes ; {elf fofficient as Thou art,
Thou doft defire my worthlefs Leart ;
This, only this Thou doft require.

6. Primeval beauty ! in thy fight
The firft-barn faireft fons of light
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See all their brighteft glories fade

What then to me thine eyes coild turn,
1n {in conceiv’d, of woman born,
A worm, a leaf, a blaft, a fhade!

7. Hell’s armies tremble at thy nod,
And trembling own th’ Almighty Gobp,
Sov'reign of carth, air, hell, and fky.
But who js this that comes from far,
Whofe garments roll’d in blood appear ?
*Tis Gop made man, for man todie!

8. O Gobo, of good th’ unfathom’d fea,
Who would not give his heart to Thee ?
Who would not love Thee with his might 2
O Jssu, lover of mankind,
W ho would not hiz whole {fou! and mind,
With all his firength to Thee unite ?

HY MN XXXVIL

Truft in Providence.

1, £ YOmmit thou all thy griefs
.4 And ways into his hands,

T'o his {ure truth and tender care,
Who earth and heav’'n commands :
Who points the clouds their courle,
Whom winds and {eas obey,

He fhall dire& thy wand'ring feet,

He fhall prepare thy way.

2. Thou on the Lord rely,

So {afe fhalt thou go on,

Pix on his work thy ftedfaft eye,
So fhall thy work be done.
No profit canft thou gain,
By {eif-confuming care:

T'o lnm commend thy caufe, his ear
Attends the foftelt prayer.

3¢ Thine
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3. Thine everlafting truth,
Father, thy ceafelefs love

Sees all thy children’s wants, and knows
What beft for each will prove,
And whatfoc’er Thou will'ft,
Thou doft, O King of kings ;

What thine unerring wifdom chofe,
Thy power to being brings.

4. Thou every where haft way,

And all things ferve thy might ;
Thy every att pure blefling is,

Thy path unfully’d light,

When Thou arifeft, Lord,

What fhall thy work withftand ?
When all thy children want, Thou giv'ft,

Who, who fhall flay thy hand

PART IL

. 1 VE to the winds thy fears,
Hope, and be undifmay’d ;

Gob hears thy fighs, and counts thy tears,
Gop fhall lift up thy head.
‘Thro’ waves, and clouds, and ftorms,
He gently clears thy way ;

Wait thou his time, {o fhall this night

Soon end in joyous day.

0. Still heavy is thy heart ?
Sull fink thy fpirits down ?
Caft off the weight, let fear depart,
And ev'ry care be gone :
What tho’ thou ruleft not,
Yet heav'n, and earth, and hell,
Proclaim, Gon fitteth on the throne,
And ruleth alj things well,

7- Leave to his fov’reign fway,
1o choofe, and to command,
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So fhalt thou wond’ring own, his way
How wife, how ftrong his hand :
Far, far above thy thought,

His counfel fhall appear,

When fully He the work hath wrought,

That caus’d thy needlefs fear.

8. Thou feeft our weaknefs, Lord,

Our hearts are known to Thee,
O lift Thou up the finking hand,
Confirm the feeble knee !
Let us in life, in death,
Thy ftedfaft truth declare,
And publith with our lateft breath,
Thy love, and guardian care.

HYMN XXXVIIL
Ifaiah XLIII. 1, 2.

¢ YYEace, doubting heart! my Gop’s I am:
Who form’d me man, forbids my fear <

The Lord hath call’d me by my name ;
The Lord protelts, for ever near :

His blood for me did once attone,

And ftill he loves, and guards his own.

2. 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 !

a. To Him my eye of faith I turn,
And thro’ the fire purfue my way :
The fire forgets its power to burn,
The lambent flames around me play :
I own his power, accept the fign,
And fhout to prove the Saviour mine.

4. Still
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4. oull nigh me, O my Saviour, fland,
And guard in fierce temptation’s hour ;
Hide in the hollow of thy hand,
ohew forth in me thy faving power :
Still be thy arms my fure defence ;
INor earth, nor hell fhall pluck me thence.

g. Since Thou haft bid me come to Thee,
(Good as Thou art, and {trong to fave,}
I'll walk o'er life’s tempeftuous fea,
Up borne by the unyleiding wave ;
Dauntlefs, tho’ rocks of pride be near,
And yawning whirlpools of defpair,

6. When darknef(s intercepts the fkies,
And forrow’s waves around me roll,
When nigh the florms of paffion rife,
Aud half o’erwhelm my (inking {oulg
My {oul a fudden power fhall feel]
And hear a whifper, Peace, be itjl] 4

7. Tho' in afliCtion’s furnace tryd,
Unhurt, on foares and deaths '] tread ;
Tho' fin afiail, and hell thrown wide,
Pour all its flames upon my head ;
Like 4/gz5" buih, I'll mount the hioher,
Aud Hourifh unconfum’d in fire,

HYMN XXXIX,
Wreltling Jacob.

- VOMU, O Thou traveller unknown,
A Whom il 1 hold, buat cannot iec !
My company before is rone,

And L am left aloue with Thee -
With Thee all niche I mean to itay,
And wrettle ull tie break of day.

2 L nced not tell Thee who [ am,
My mifery, or fin declare

F Thyfelf
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Thyfelf halt call'd me by my name ;
Look on thy hands, and read it there !

But who, I afk Thee, who art 'Thou?

Tell me thy name, and tell me Noy.

5 In vam Thou fiuggleft to get free,
I never will unloofe my rold.
Art Thou the man that died for me ?
The fecret of thy lo:e unfold :
Wrefliing, I wiil not le: Thee go,
Till I thy name, thy nature know.

4. Wilt Thou not yet to me reveal
Thy ncw, nnutterable name ?

Tell me, [ £ill befcech Thee, tell;
To know it now, refolv’d I am:

Wreftling, I will not let T:ec ¢o,

Till I thy name, thy nature know.

g. Tis all in vain to hold thy tongue,
Or touch the hotlow of my th'gh ;
Tho' ev'ry finew were unitrung,
Out of my arms Thou fhouw’aft not fy
Wreftling, 1 will not let Thee go,
Till I thy name, thy nature know.
6. What tho” my fhrinking flefh complain,
And murmur to contend {o long ;
I rife {uperior to my pain,
When 1 am weak, then I am firong:
And when my all of firength doth fail,
1 thail with the Gop-man prevail.

n. My ftrength 1s gone, my nature dies,
I fink bencath thy welghty hand,
Fzint to revive, and fali to rife ;
[ fall, and yet by faith 1 ftand :
I ftand, and will not let Thee go,
il I thy name, thy nature know.

PART
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PART IL

g, [ELD to me now—for I am weak ;
But confident in folf-defpair !
Speak to my heart, in bleflings {peak,
Be conquer’d by my inilant pray’r :
Speak, or Theu never hence thalt move,
And tell me, 1t thy name 1s Love.

g. "T'is Love ! ’tis Love ! Thou dy’d’it for me!
I hear thy whifper m my heart ;
The morning breaks, the fiadows fiee ;
ure univerfal Love Thou art :
To me, to all thy bowels move,
Thy nature, and thy name 1s Love,

1o. My prayer hath power with Gon ; the grace
Unfpeakable | now receive ;
Thro’ faith I {ee Thee face to face,
I fee Thee face to face, and live :
In vain I have not wept, and ftrove,
Thy nature, and thy name is Love,

11. I hnow Thee, Saviour, who Thou art,
JEsus, the feeble {inner’s friend ;
Nor wilt Thou with the night depart,
But ftay, and love me to the end :
Thy mercies never fhail remove,
'Thy nature, and thy name 1s Love.

12. The Sun of righteoulnels on me
Hath rofe, with healing 1n his wings ;
Wither’d my nature’s ftrength ; from Thee
My foul its life and fuccour brings
My help is all laid up above,
Thy nature, and thy name is Love.

13. Contented now, upon my thigh
I halt, tll life’s fhort journey end ;
All helplefnefs, all weaknefs I

On Thee alone for ftrength depend ;
F 2z Nor
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Mor have 1 power from Thee to move ;
T'hy nature, and thy name 15 Love.

14. Lame as I'am, Itake the prey,
Hell, earth, and fin with eale ov’icome ;
I leap for joy, purfue my Way,
And as a bounding hart fly home,
Thro’ all eternity to prove
'Thy nature, and thy name is Love,

HY MN XL,

To CHR1sT.

I. RISE, my Soul, arife,
Thy Savioar’s facrifice !
Al the names that love could find,
Ali the forms that love could take,
Je<us in Himfelf hath join'd,
Thee, my Soul, hisown to make.

2. Equal with Gop moft high,
He laid his glory by ;
He, th’ eternal Gop, was born,
Man with men He deign’d t’'appear,
Ohje&t of his creature’s {corn,
Pieas’d a Serwant’s form to wear.

3. Hail everlaftine Lorp,
Divine, mncarpate Hord!
Thee let all my powers confels,
Thee my lateft breath preclaim ?
Help, ye angel choirs to blefs,
Shout the lov’d Zmmonuel's Name.

4. Fruit of a virgin’s womb
The promis’d Blefbrg’s come :
Curest, the father’s hope of old,
Curist, the womanr's congn'ring Seed,
‘Cuirsr, the Saviour! long foretold,

Bora to bruite the ferpent’s head.
5. Reful-
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c. Refulgent from afar
Sce the bright #lorning-flar !
See the Day-fpring from on high
Late in deepeft darknefs rife !
Night recedes, the fhiadows fly,
Flame with day the opening fkies.

6. He fhines on earth ador’d
The Prefence of the Lord :
Gop, the mighty Gop, and true,

Gop by higheft heaven confeft,
Stands difplay’d to mortal view,
Gop fupreme, forever bleft.

PART IL

7. YESU, to Thee I bow,
To’ Almighty's Felleav Thou !
Thou, the Father's only Son ;
Pleus'd He ever 1s in Thee,
Jut, and holy Thoun alone,

Full of truth, and grace, for me.

8. High above every name
JEsus, theureat I AM !
Bows to Jesus every knee,

Things in heaven, and earth, and hell,

Saints adore Him, demons flee,
Fiends, and men, and angels feel.

g. He left his throne above,
Empided of all but love :
Whom the heavens cannot contain,
Gop vouchfaf’d a worm t'appear,
Lorp of alory, Son of man,
Poor, and vile, and abjedt here.

0. His own on carth, He {ought,
His own receiv’d him not:

£l:m a Sign by all blafphem’d,
Out-caft, and defpis'd of men ;

k3

Him
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$41m they all a madman deem’d,
bold to {coff the Nazarene.

1. Hail Galilean king !
Thy humble ftate I fing ;
Never fhall my triumphs end ;
Hail derided majefty !
Jesus, hail! the finners Friend !
Friend of public.ns—and me.

1z. Hail the life-giving Lorbp,
Divine, ingrafted Word !

Thee, the Life, our Souls have found;,
Thee the Refurrection prov'd :

Dead, we heard the quick’ning found,
Own’d thy voice ; believ’d,. and lov'd:
13. With Thee gone up on high,

We live, no more to die :

firfl and Laft, we fecl Thee now,,
Witnefling thy empty tomb,

Alpho, and Omeg.s Thou
Wait, and art, and art to some:

HYMN XLI
To €HRIsT..

.

S Was ever grief like thine!
‘Thou my pain, and curfe hatt took,.
All my fins were laid on Thee :
Help me, Lorp! to Thee I look:
Draw me, Saviour, after Thee.

2 "T'1s done | my Gobp hath died;
My Love is crucify’d !
Break this ftony heart of mine,
Pour my cyes a cealelefs flood,
Fecl, my Soul, the pangs divine,

Catch, my hearst, the ifluing Llood !

Aviour, the world’s, and mire,.

3. When,
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- 3. When, O my Gop, thall 2
For Thee {ubmit to die ?
How the mighty debe repay,
Rival of thy paffion prove ?
Lead me in Thyfelf the way,
Melt my hardnefs uato love.

4. Tolove s all my with,
I only live for this :
Grant me, Lord, my heart’s defire,.
There by Faith for ever dwell -
"This I always will require,
‘Thee, and only Thee, to feel.

5. T'hy power I pant to prove,
Rooted, and fixt in love,
Strengthen’d by thy Spirit’s might,
Wife to fathom things divine,

What the length, and breadth, and heiglit,,

What the depth of love like thine.

6. Ah! give me this to know
With all thy {aints below !
Swells my foul to compafs Thee,

Gafps in Thee to live, and move,
Fill’d with all the Deity
All immerft, and loit in love.

HY MN XLII

To CHRIST..

r. Q Till, Q my foul, prolong
T'he never ceuiing {ong ¥
Curist my theme, my hope, my joy ;
His be all my happy days,
Praife my every hour employ,
Every breath be fpent in praife.

2. His would:I wholly be,
Who liv'd and died for me -
2

Grief
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Grief was all his life below,

Pain, and poverty, and lofs :
Mine the fins that bruis’d him {o,

Scourg'd, and nail'd him to the crofs.

2. He bore the curfe of all,
A fpotlefs criminal :
Burthen’d with a world of guilt,
Blacken’d with imputed fin,
Man to fave, his blood He fpilt,
Died to make the finner clean.

4. Join earth and heaven to blefs,

The Lorp our RIGHTEQUSNESS?

Myftery of redemption, this,

Thisthe Saviour’s ftrange defign ;
Man’'s offence was counted His,

Ours is rightcoufnels divine.

¢, In Him compleat we fhine,
His death, his life 1s mine :
Fully am [ jultified,

Free from fin, and more than free;

Guiltlefs, fince for me He died,
Righteous, fince He hiv’d for me.

6. Jesu, to Thee I bow,
Sav’d to the urmoft now :

O the depth of love divine !
Who thy wifdom’s flores can tell ?

Knowledge infinite 15 thine,
All thy ways unfearchable !

HYMN XLIIL

To CHrisT the King.

1. YESU, Thou art our King,
T'o me thy fuccour bring :
Cuxist the mighty Oneart Thou 3
He'p for all on Thee 15 laid -

This
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"C'his the Word ; I claim it now,
Send me now the promis'd aid.

2. Hizh on thy Father’s throne,
O look with pity down !
Help, O help! attend my cail,
Captive, lead capuvity !
King of glory, Lord of all,
Curi:T be Lord, be King to me.

3. I pant to fecl thy fway,
And only Thee t’ obey :
Thee my Spirit galps to meet :
This my one, my ceafelels prayer,
Make, O make, my heart thy feal,
O fet up thy kingdom there.

4. Triumph, and reign 1n me,
And fpread thy victory :
Hell and death, and fin controul,
Pride, fclf-love, and every foe,
All fubdue ; thro' all my foul
Conquering, and to conquer go.

HY MN XLIV.

Invitation of Sinners to CHRIST.

.. O For a thoufand tongues to fing,

My dear Redecmer’s praile !
The ¢lories of my Gop and King,

The triumphs of his grace !

2. My gracious Mafter, and my Gonp,

Aliit me to proclaim,

'T'o fpread thro’ all the earth abroad

T'lie honours of thy name,

3. JEsus the name that charms oar fears,

‘That bids our {forrows ceale ;
¥T'is mufick in the finner’s ears,

"T'is life, and health, and peace.
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4. He breaks the power of canceld fin,
He fets the prifoner free :

His blood can make the fouleft clean :
is blood avail'd for me.

§. He fpeaks ; and Liftening to his voice,
New lifethe dead receive,
The mournful broken hearts rejoice,
The hamble poor believe,

6. Hear Him ye deaf, his praife, ye dumb,
Your loofen’d tongues em pioy,
Ye blind, behold your Saviour come,
And leap, yelame, for joy.

7 Look unto Him, ye nations, own
YourGobp, ye fallen race !
Look, ard be fav’d thro’ faitl alone,
Be jufiified by grace.

8. Harlots, and publicans, and thieves,
In holy triumph join !
Sav'd is the finner that believes
From crimes as great as mine,

9. Murtherers and all ye hellifh crew,
Blacken’d with luft, and pride,
believe the Saviour died for you ;
For you the Saviour died.

10. Awale from guilty nature’s fleep,
And Chrift fhall ¢ive you light,
Catt all your fins into the deep,
And wafh the Ethiop white,

11, With me your chief ye then fhal] ko,
Shall feel your fins forgiven,
Anticipate your heaven below,
Andown that Love is heaven. |

HYMN
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HY MN XLv.

The Saviour glorified by all.

. HOU, Jesv, art our King,
Thy ceafelefs praife we fing
Praife thall our glad tongue imploy,
Praife o’erflow our grateful foul,
While we vital breath enjoy,

While eternal ages rol]

2. Thou art th’ eternal Light,
That fhin’ft in deepeft night,
Wond’ring gaz’d th* angelic train,
While Thou bowd’t the heavens heneath,
Gop with Gop wert man with man,
Manto fave from endlefs death.

3. Thou for our pain didit moury,
Thou hait our ficknefs borne ;
Alloar fins on Thee werc laid ;
Thoua with unexampled grace,
All the mighty debt haft paid,
Due from Adam’s helplefs race.

4. Thou hatt o’erthrown the foe,
Gop’'s kinzdom fix’d below.
Conqueror of ail adverie power,
T'hou heav’ns gates hait open’d wide,
Thou thine own doft jead fecure,
Inthy crofs, and by thy fide,

5. Inthron’d above yon fky

Thou reian’lt with Gop molt high.
Proftrate at thy feet we £21] :

Power fupreme ta Thee is given;;
Thez the righteous Lor p of all,
Sons of earth, and hofts of heaven,

6. Cherubs, and Seraphs join,
Aud m thy praile combine :

© All
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A their Choirs thy olories fing :
Vho (hall dare with Thee to vie ?
Mohty Lord, eternal King
P * rt
Sovereion both of carth and f«y.

PART IL

7. AIL, venerable train,
Patriarchs, firlt-born of men'!

Hail Apotles of the Lamb,

By whole ftrength ye faithful prov’d ;
Join cextol his {acred name,

Whom in life and death ye lov'd.

3. The Church, thro’ all her bounds,
With thy high praife refouncs :
Confflors undaunted here,
Unatham'd proclaim their King,
Children’s feebler voices there,
T'o thy name hofanna’s fing.

g 'Mid&t danger’s blackeft froon -

'Thee hoits of Martyrs own :
Pain and fhame alike they dare,
Firm'y, fingularly geod,
Glorying thy crofs to bear,
111l they feal their faith with biood.

10. Ev’a heathens feel thy power,
Thou fufferine Conqueror !
Thoufand virgins, chafe and clean,
From love’s pleafing witcheraft free,
Fairer than the fons of mnen,
Confecrate their hearts to Thee.,

11. Wide carth's remoteft bound
Full of thy praife is found:
And all heaven’s eternal cay,
With thy frreaming glory flames .
All thy foes fhall melt away
From th’ infufferable beams.

12,
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i2. O Lorp, O Gop of Love,
Let us thy mercy prove !
Kwing of all, with pitying eye,
Mark the toil, the pains we feel ;

'Midit the {nares of death we lie,
’Midit the banded powers of hell.

13. Arife, ftir up thy power,
‘Thou dcathlefs Conqueror !
Help us to obtain the prize,
Help us well to clofe our race,
That with ‘Thee above the fkies,

Endlefs joys we may pofiefs.

HYMN XLVL

I am determined to know nothing fave Jesus
Curist, and Him crucified.

1. AIN delufive world, adieu,
With all of creature-good !
Only Jesus I purfue,
Who bought me with his blood :
All thy pleatures I forego,
1 trample on thy wealth and pride,
Only Jesus will I know,
And Jesus crucified,

2. Other knowledge I difdain, |
"T'1s all but vanity : '
Curist the Lamb of Gop was {lain,
He tafted death for me;
Me to fave from endlefs woe,
The fin-atoning victim died :
Only Jesus will 1 know,
And Jesus crucified.

. Tufnin% 0 my reft again,
The Saviour I adore,
He refieves my grief and pain,
And bids me weep no more :

G Riverg
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Rivers of falvation flow
From out his head, his hande, his fide
Only Jesus will 1 know,

And JEsUs crucified.

4. Here will 1 {et up my reft,

My fluCtuating heart

From the haven of hic brealt,
Si:all never more depart

Whither fhould a finner go*

LTis wounds for me [tand open wide::

Only Jesus will I know,

And JEsus crucified.

PART I

5. HAT tho' all I am is fin,
Sin cannot break my peace,

Here i blood to wath me clean
From all unrighte{)umefs :

Thic fhall wafh me white as {now ;

On this for all things | confide :

Only J. sus will I know,

And JEsus ciucified.

6. What tho” carth and hell engage
To thake my foul with fear,
Calmly I defy the rage
Of perfecution near ;
Suff 'ring faith fhall brighter glow,
As gold, when in the furnace tried :
Only Jesus will 1 know,
Apd Jesus crucified.

2, Him to know, is life and peace,
And pleafure without end :
This is all my happineis,
On Jrsus to depend,
Daily in his grace to grow,
And ever in his faith abide ;

On'y
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Only Jesus will I know,
And JEsus crucihed.

8, O that I could all mmvite,
This {aving truth to prove !

Shew the length, and breadth, aud height,

And depth of Jesus’ love!
Fain I would to finners thew
The blood by faith alone applied :
Only Jesus will I know,
And JEsus crucified.

g. Him in all my works I feck,
Who hung upon the tree,
Only of his love T {peak,
Who freely died for me,
While I fojourn here below,

Of nothing will I think befide :
Only Jesus will I know,

And Jesus crucihed.

HYMN XLVII.
The fame.

3 E T the world their virtue boaft,

Their works of righteouinefs,
I a wretch undone and loft
Am freely fav’d by grace :
Other title I difclaim,
This, only this 1s all my plea ;
I the chief of finners am,
But Jesus died for me.

2. Let the fironger {ons of Gop,
Their liberty affert,
Juftly ¢lory in the blood
That made them pare in heart ;.
[ am full of guiit and thame,
My heart as black as hell I {ee s
I the chief of finners am,
But JEsus died for me.
G 2

. Happy -
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3. Happy ther, whofe jovs abound,
Like Jordan’s fwelling ftream,

Who tirerr heaven in Cun1s1 have found,

And give the praife 1o him :
Let them triumph in his name,
Enjoy thewr full felicity ;
I the chief of finners am,
But Jesus died for me.
4. Blele are they, entirels bleft,
Who can in Hiin rejoice,
Lean on his beloved breatt,

And hear the Bridcgroam’s voice *

Nicancft follower of the Lamb,
This fleps I at a diflance fee,
[ the chief of fianers am,
But Jesus died for me.

5. Surely he will lift me up,’
For I of him have need :
I cannot give up my hope,
Tho’ I am cold and dead :
To bring fire on earth He came ;

O that it now might kindled be !
I the chief of finners am,

But Jesus died for me.

6. Jesu, Thou for me haft died,
And Thou in me wilt live,
I fhall feel thy death applied,
I fhall thy life receive :
Yet when melted in the flame
Of love, this fhall be all my plea ;
I the chief of finners am,
But Jesus died for me.

HYMN
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HY MN XLVIII.
"To CHR1sT the Prophet.

v. ¥ JRophet on carth beflow'd,

A Teacher fent from Gop,
Thee we welcome fiom above,

Sent the Father to reveal,
Sent to manifeft his love,

Sent to teach his perfe will.

2. Ah! give us, Lord, to know
‘Thine office here below :
Preach deliverance to the poor ;
Sent for this, O Curist, Thouy art o
Jesu, all our ficknefs cure,
Bind Thou up the broken heart.

3. Publifh the joyful year,
Of Gon’s acceptance here,
Preach glad tidings to the meck,
Liberty to fpirits bound,
G racious free redemption fpeak,
Spread thro’ earth the gofpel-found:,

4. Humbly behold we fit,
And liften at thy feet;
Never will we hence remove ;
Lo! to Thee our fouls we bow -
Tell us of thy Father’s love ;

Speak ; for Lord, we hear Thee now, .

5. Mafter, to us reveal,
His acceptable will
Ever for thy law we wait ;.
Uniteitin our inward parts,.
Our dark minds illuminate,

Grave thy kindnefs on our hearts:.

6. Thou art the trath, the way,
O teach us how: te pray :

G 3 WGT ﬂ]i‘g’
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Worfhip {piritual and true
Siill inftruét us how to give
Let us pay the fervice due,
Let us to Gop's glory live.

PART IL :

-, Oly, and true, the key
Of David refts on Thez..
Come, Meflias, all things tell,
Make us to falvation wife,
Shut the gates of death and hell,

Ogpcn, open paradife.

3. Witnefs, within us-place.
The {pirit of his grace ;

Teach us inwardly, and guide,
By anunétion from above,

Let it in our hearts abide,
Source of light, and life, and love,.

g. Pronource our happy doom,
And fhew us things to come.:.

All the depths of love difplay,
All the myftery unfold,

Speak us feal’d to thy great day,
In thy bock cf life inroll'd !

(0. Shepherd, fecurely keep
Thy little flock of fheep a
Call’'d and cather’d 1nto one, |
Feed us, in green paftures feed,
Make us quietly lie cown,
By the {treams of comiort lead.
11. Thou, even Thou art He,.
Whoin pain and forrow flee ©.
Comforter of all that mourn,
Let us by thy guidance come,
Crown'd with endlefs joy return,
To our everlafung home,

HY MM
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HY MN XLIX.

CurisT protecting, and fanétifying,

I, Jesu, fource of calm repole,
Thy like nor man, nor angel knows,
Faireft among ten thoufand fair !
Ev'n thofe whom death’s fad fetters bound,
Whom thickeft darknefs compafs’d round,
Find light and life, if Thou appear.

z. Effulgence of the light divine,
E’er rolling planets knew to fhine,

. E’er time it’s ceafele(s courfe began ;
Thou, when th’ appointed time was come,
Didtt not abhor the Virgin’s womb,

But Gop with Gop wert manwith man,

2. The world, fin, death oppofe 1n vain,
Thou by thy dying death haft flamn,
My great Deliverer, and my Gobp !
In vain does the old Dragon rage,
In vain all hell 1ts powers ingage :
None can withftand thy conquering blood.

4. Lord over all, fent to fulfil
Thy gracicus I'ather’s {fov’reign will,
T'o thy dread icepire will I bow :
With duateous reverence at thy feet,
Like humbly Mary, lo, 1t
Speak, Lord, thy Servant heareth now.

;..Renew thine image, Lord, inme,
Lowly, and gentle may 1 be
No charms but thefe to Thee are dear :
No anger, maylt Thou ever find,
No pride in my unrufled mind,
But faith, and heaven-born peace be there,

0. A patient, aviftorious mind,

Wiich life, and all things caft behind,.

Springs
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Springs forth obedient to thy call;
An heart, which no defire can move,
But thll t'adore, belicve, and love,

Give me, my Lord, my life, my all.

HYMN L
A "Thankfgiving,

7, Heavenly King, Look down from above,
Aflift us to fing Thy mercy and love,
So {weetly o’erflowing, So plenteous the ftore,
" Thou {till art beftowing, And giving us more.

2. O Gop of our life, We hallow thy pame ;
Our bufinefs and ftrife, Is Thee to proclaim
Acceptour thankigiving For creating grace ;
The living, the living, Shall fhew forth thy praife.

7, Our Father, and Lord Almighty art Thou :
Preferv’d by thy word We worihip Thee now,
The bountiful Donor*Of all we enjoy !

Qur tongues to thine honour, And lives we employ.

4. But O ! above all Thy kindnefs we praife,
From fin and from thrall Which fave the loft race :
Thy fon Thou haft gtiven, A world to redeem,
And bring usto heaven Whofe truft is in Him.,

g. Wherefore of thy love We fing, and rejoice,
With angels above We lift up our voice,
Thy love each believer Shall gladly adore,
YTorever and ever, When time 1s no more..

HYMN LL
Anether.

1. What fhall I do My Saviour to praife,
So faithful and true, So plenteous in grace?

So ftrong to deliver, . So good to redeem,
The weakeft believer, That hangs upon Him!
2. How
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g. How happy the man, Whofe heart is fet free,
The people that can Be joyful in Thee!
Their joy is to walk in The light of thy face,
And thll they ave talking Of Jesus’s grace.

3. Their daily delight Shall be 1n thy name,
Thhey fhall, as their right, Thy richteoufnefs clasm:
Thy righteoufnefs wearing And cleans’d by thy
blood,

Bold fhall they appear in The prefence of Gop.

4. For Thou art their boalt, Their glory and pow’s.
And I alfo truft To fee the glad hour,
My {oul’s new creation, A life from the dead,

The day of {alvation Thar lifts up my head.

. For Jesus, my Lorp, Is now my defence;
I truft in his word, None plucks me from thence;
Since I have feund favour, He all things will do;
My King and my Saviour Shall make me anew.

6. Yes, Lorp, I fhall fee The blifs of thine own,
Thy fecret to me Shall foon be made known:

For forrow and fadnefs I joy fhall receive,
And fhare in the gladnefs Of all that believe,

HYMN LII
Another.,

I GOD of my {alvation, hear,
And help a finner to draw near,
With boldnefs to the throne of grace:
Help me thy benefits to fing,
And {mile to fee me feebly bring
My humble {acrifice of praile,

2. I cannot praife Thee as I wou'’d,
But Thou art merciful and good :
I know Thou never wilt defpife

The day of {mall and feeble things,
But
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But bear me "till on Eagle’s wings
To all the heights of love I rife.

$. A vile backiliding {finner 1
Ten thoufand deaths deferve to die,
Yet {ull by fovereign grace [ live:s
Saviour, to thee I fil} look up,

I fee an open door of hope,
And wait thy fulnefs to receive.

4. How fhall T thank Thee for the grace,
Thetruft T have to fee thy face,
When fin thall all be purg’d away !
The night of doubts and fears is paft,
The morning-flar appears at laft,
And I fhall fee thy perfeét day.

5. Already, Lorp, I feel thy pow',
Preferv’d from evil every hour,
My great preferver I proclaim ;
Safety and Strength in Thee I have,
I find, I find Thee ftrong to fave,

And know that Jesus is thy name:

©. By faith I every moment ftand,
Strangely upheld by thy right hand,
I my own wickednels efchew :
A finner I am kept from fin,
And thou fhalt make me pure within,
And thou fhalt form my {foul anew.

PART Il
=, 'Y Thank Thee, whofe atoning blood

Each moment intercedes with Gop,

Sprinkling my every word, and thought

Gop hears thy blood for mercy cry,
And pafles all my follies by ;
He {ces, but he imputes them not,

8. I {inin every breath I draw,
Nor do thy will, nor kecp thy law

On
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On earth, as angels do above :
But ftill the fountain open ftands,
Wathes my feet, and head, and hands,
Till I am perfelted in Love.

g. Come then, and loofe my ftamm’ring tongus,
Teach me the new, the gofpel-fong,
And perfe€t in a babe thy praife :
I want a thoufand lives t'employ,
In publithing the founds of joy,
The gofpel of thy pard’ning grace.

0. Come, Lorp, thy fpirit bids Thee come,
Give me Thyfelf, and take me home,
Be now the glorious earneft given :
The counfel of thy grace fulfi],
Thy kingdom come, thy perfect will
Be done on earth, as’tis in heaven,

HY MN LIII.
To the TRINIBY,

1. OD of unexhaufted grace,
Of cverlalling love,
Overpower’d before thy face
I fall, and dare not move: °¢
What haft Thou for finners done;
For {o poor 2 worm as me ?
"Thou haft giv’n thine only Son,
To bring us back to Thee.

2. Suffering fin atoning Gobp,

Thy hallow’d name I blefs,

Jesus, lavith of thy blood,
To buy the finner’s peace !

Gufhing from thy {acred veins,
Let it now my foul o'erflow,

Purge out all my {inful ftains,
And wafh me white as fnow.

3. Holy
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5. Holy Ghoft, fet to thy feal,
The life of JEsus breathe,
The deep things of Gop reveal,
Apply my Saviour’s death :

With the Father and the Son
Soon as one 1n Thee 1 am,
All my nature thall make known

The glories of the Lamo.

4. Father, Son, and Holy Ghott,
Thy Godhead we adore,

JOin with the triumphnnt hoft
Who praife Thee evermore :

Live by heaven and earth ador’d,
Three in One, and One in Three,
Holy, holy, holy, Lorbp,
All glory be to thee.

HY MN LIV,
‘The good Fight.

1. OMnipotent Lorp, My Saviour and King,
Thy {uccour afford, Thy righteoufnefs bring;

Thy promifes bind Thee Compaflion to have,
Now, now let me find Thee Almighty to fave,

2. Rejoicing in hope, And patient in grief,
To Thee I look up For certain relicf
I fear no denial, No danger I fear,
Nor ftart fiom the trial, While |esus Is near.

2. Ievery hour In jeopardy ftand ;
Bat thou art my pow’r, And holdeft my hand:
While yet Tam calling, Thy fuccouar 1 feel,
It faves me from falling, Or plicks me from hell.

4. O who can explain, This firuggle for life,
This travel and pain, This trembling and ftrife ?

Plague, earthquake, and famine, And tumult and
war,

'['he wonderful coming Of Jesus declare.
5. For
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¢. For every fight Isdreadful and loud,
The warrior's delight Is flaughter and blood ;
His foes overturning, Till all fhall expire:
But this is with burning, And fewel of fire.

6. Yet Gop is above Men, devils, and fin,
My Jesus’s love The battle fhall win ;
So terribly glorious His coming fhall be,
His love all vitorious Shall conquer for me,

-, He all fhall break thro®, His truth and his grace

Shall bring me into The plentiful place ;
Thro® much tribulation, Thro” water and fire,
Thro’ floods of temptation, And flames of defire.

$. On Jesus my power Till then I rely,
All evil before His prefence fhall fly,
When I have my Saviour, My fin (hall depart,
And Jesus forever Shall reign in my heart.

HYMN LV,

Recovering after a Relapfe.

I Y Gon, my Gop, on Thee I call,

"Thee only would I know :
One drop of blood on me let fall,
And wafh me white as fnow.

2. Touch me, and make the leper clean,
Purge mine 1niquity : -
Unlefs Thou wath my foul from fin,
I have no part with Thee.

;. Bebhold, for me the Vittm biecds,
His woands are open’d wide ;
For me the blood of forinluing pleads,

And {peaks me jultify’d.

4, Thy wrath is ia 2 moment o’er,
Aud pard'ning love takes place:
Afiflt me, Saviour, to adore
The riches of thy grace.

H c. O
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g. O could I lofe myfelf in Thee,
I'hy depth of mercy prove,
Thou vaft unfzthomable Sea
Of unexhaufted Love !

6. My humbled foul, when ‘Thou art near,
In duft and afhes lics -
How fhall a finful worm aprear,
Or meet thy purcr ¢ycs f

T loath myfelf, when Geo I {ec,
And into nothing fall,
Content, if Thou exalted be,
And Curist is allin all.

~3

HY MN LVL

In Doubt.

. YV Gon! T humbly call Thee mine,
And will not quit my clain,
il all I have be loft in thine,
And all renew’d 1 an.

2. 1hold thee with a trembling hand,

Buat wi | not iet Thee go,
i fiedfaftly by farth 1 dand,

And ali thy ¢0odLe(s know.

3. When fhall I fee the welcome hour
That plants my Gop n me,

Swirit of health, and bie, and power,

And perfect liberty -

4. Jesu, thine ail-viftorious love
Shed in my heart abroad ;
Then fhall my feet no longer rove,
Rooted, and fist in Gop.

g, Love only can the conquelt wi,
The firencth of {in fubdue ;

(Mine own unconquerable fin)
And form my foul anew,

3

6. Love
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4. Love can bow down the ftubborn reck,
I"he ftone to flefh convert,
Soften and melt, and picree, and break
An adamantne heart.

7. O that in me the facred five
Mizhit now begin to glow,
Burn up the drois of bale defire,

And make the mouutains flow !

3. O that it now from heaven might fall,
And ail my fins confuine !
Come, Holy Ghell, for Thee I eall,
Sgisit of burring, come!

0. Refining Fire, go thro’ my kheart,
[Huminate my foul,
Scatter thy life thro’ every pait,
And fanctify the whole.

10. Sorrow and fin fhall then expire,
While entred into reft,
I only live my Gop t"admire,
My Gop forever bleft.

11, No longer then my heart fhall mourn,
While puriiy’a by grace,

I only for lus glory Durn,

And aiways fee his {ace.
12. My &edfalt foul from fulling free,
Can now no longer move,
While Curist Is all the world to me,
And all my heart 15 love.

HY MN LVIL

A Prayer for reftoring Grace.

1. YESU, friend of finners, hear,
Yet once again 1 pray.
& ;om my debt of {m fet clear,
For I have noagnt to pay :
i 3
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Speak, O fpeak the kind releale,
A poor back{liding foul reftore ;

Love me freely, {cal my peace,
And bid me fin no more.

2. Tho' my fins as mountains rife,
And {well and rcach 10 heaven,
Mercy is above the fkies,
I may be ftill forgiven:
Infinite my fins increafe,
But greater is thy mercy’s flore ;
Love me frecly, feal my peace,
And bid me fin no more.

3. dins aeceitfulnefs hath {pread
An hardnels o'er my heart,
But if Thou thy {pirit fhed,
‘The flony fhall depart :

Shed thy love, thy tendernefs,
And let me feel the {ofining power ;
Love me fieely, {eal my peace,

~nd bid me {in no more,

4. From thopprefiive power of fin
My firuggling {pirit free,
Perfe@ righteoutnefs bring in,
Unfrotzed purity
Sseak, and all this war fhall ceafe,
Ard fin fhall give its raging o’er :
Leve me freely, feal my peace,
And bid me fin no more.

. For this only thing I pray, ,
Ard this will 1 require,
Take the power of fin away,
Iill me with chafle defire
Perfect me 1 holinefs,
Thine image to my foul reflore,
Love me frecly, feal my peace,
And bid me fin no more,

HYMN
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HY MN LVIIL
After a Recovery.

1. {NON of Gop, if thy free grace
o) Again hath rais’d me up,
Call’d me fhll to {eek thy face,
And gave me back my hope ;
Still thy timely heln afford,
And all thy loving-kindnefs thew :
Keep me, keepme, gracious Lorp,
And never let me go.

2. By me, Omy Saviour, ftand,
In fore temptation’s hour,

Save me with thine out ftreich’d hand,

And thew forth all thy pow'r:
O be mindful of thy word,
Thime all-fufhcient orace battow :
Keep me, keep me,.gracious Lorp,
And never Jet me geo.

3. Give me, Lorp, an holy fear,
And fix it 1n my heart,
That I may from evil near
With {peedy care depart :
o1 be more than hell abhor’d,
Tl Thou deftroy the tyrant-foe :
Keep me, keep me, gracious Lor p;
And never let me go.

4. Never let me leave thy breaft,
From Thee my Saviour firay ;
Thou art my {upport and reft,
My true ana bviny wav,
My cxceeding great reward,
fu heaven above, and earth below :
Keep me, keep me, gracious Lorp,
And neyer let me go.

H. 3

5. Ne-
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5. Never let me go tll 1
Upborn on wings of love,
Gain the regions of the fky,
. And take my {eat above,
See Thee by all heaven ador’d,
And all thy glorious fulnefs know :

Keep me, keep me, gracious Lorp,

And never let me go.

HY MN LIX,

In Danger.

I. O Almighty Gop of love,
Thine hely arm difplay,

Send me f{uccour from above
In this my evil day ;

Arm my weaknefs with thy pow'r,
Woman'’s feed, appear within,

Be my fafeguard, and my tow'r,
Againlt the face of fin.

2. Could I of thy firength take hold,
And always feel Thee near,

Stedfaftly, divinely bold,

My 8oul would {corn to fear:
Nothing fhould my firmnefs fhock,
Tho’ the gates of hell aflail,
Were I built upon the Rock,

They never could prevail.

3. Rock of my falvation, halte,

Extend thy ample fhade,

Let it over me be calt,
And fkreen my naked head :

Save me from the trying hour,
Thou my fure protection be;

Shelter me from Satan’s pow 'r,
Till I am fixt en thee,

4. Set
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4. et upon Thylelf my feet,
And make me {urely ftand,
From temptation’s rage and heat
Cover me with thine hand :
Let me in the clift be plac'd,
Never from my fence remove,
In thine arms of love embrac'd,

Of everlafting love.

HYMN LX.
A Prayer for confirming Grace.

. YF now I have atcceptance found
With Thee, or favour in thy fight,
With thy Omnipotence {urround,
And arm me with thy Spirit’s might,

2. O may I hear his warning voice,
And timely fly from danger near,

With reverence unto Thee rejoice,
And love Thee with a fAlial fear.

3. Still hold my foul in fecond life,
And fuffer not my feet to {lide ;

Support me in the glorious ftrife,
And comfort me on every fide.

4. O give me faith, and faith’s increafe,
Finith the work begun in me,
Preferve my foul in perfe& peace,.
That ftays, and waits, and hangs on Thee.

¢c. O let thy gracious fpirit guide,
And bring me to the promis’d land ;
Where nighteoufnefs and peace refide,
And all {fubmit to love’s command.

6. A land where milk and honey flow,
And {prings of pure delights anfe ;
Delights, which I fhall fhortly know,

I thall regain my paradife.
7. [fee
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7. 1 fee it now from Pjjga’’s top,
Pleafant, and beautiful, and good,

In all the confidence of hope
I claim the purchafe of thy blood.

8. Of righteoufnefs divine pofleft,
O let me grafp the prize fo nigh ;.
Enter into the promis’d reii,
Enjoy thy perfect love, and diex

HY MN LXI.
Watch in all things.

t. YESU, my Saviour, Brother, Friend,
On whom [ caft my every care,
On whom for all things I depend,
Infpire, and then accept my prayer.

,. If 1 have tafted of thy grace,
The grace that fure falvation brings ;

If with me now thy fpint {tays,
And hovering hides me 1n his wings:

3. Suill Jet him with my weaknefs fay,
Nor for 2 moment’s {pace depart ;

Evil and danger turn away,
And keep, till He renews, my heart.

_ When to the right or left I ftray,
His voice behind me may I hear,
¢ Retarn, and walk in CurisT thy way,
 Fly back to Cur1sT, for{in is near.”

C. His facred un&ion from above
Be {till my Comforter, and guide,

Till all the flony He remove,
And in my loving heart refide,

6. Jesu, Ifain would walk in'I'hee,
From nature’s every path retreat ;

Thouart my way, my Leader be,
And fet upon the Rosk my feet.

3 7. Ups

-~



(. 81 )

=, Uphold me, Saviour, or I fall,
O reach me out thy gracious hand,
Cnly on Thee for help I call,

Only by faith in Thee I ftand.
PART IL

§. X Blerce, fill nve with an humble fear,
My utter helplefnefs reveal ;
Satan and fin are always near,
Thee may 1 always nearer teel.

g. O that to Thee my conftant mind,
Might with an even flame afpire !
Pride 1n its earlieft motions find,
And mark the rifings of defire.

. O that my tender {oul might fly
The firft abhorr’d approach of ill ;
Quick, as the apple of an eye,
The flighteft touch of fin to feel.

11, Till Thou anew my foul create,
Still may I ftrive, and watch, and pray,
Humbly, and confidently wait,
And long to {ee thy perfe&t day.

12, My whole regard flill may I place
On the faint ray of op’ning light,
(The fure propheuc word of grace)
That glimmers thro® my nature’s night,

#3. Here let my {oul’s fure anchor be,
Here lct me fix my wifhful €yes,
And wait, till T exult to {ee

The day-ftar in my heart arife.

14. Jesu, my Saviour, Brother, Friend,
As I believe, {o let it be,
O make me patient to the end,

And then revesl Thyfelf 1n me.

HYMN
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HYMN LXIL

And 2 Man fhall be as an Hiding-place, &c,

Isa, XXXII. 2.

1, O the haven of thy breaft,
O fon of man, Iy ;
Ee my refoge, and my reft,
For Oh! the fiorm is high :
Save me from the furious blaft,
A covert from the tempeft be ;
ilide me, Jesus, till o'crpaft
The fiorm of fin I fee,

2. Welcome as the water-fpring
To a dry, Dbarren place,
O defcend on me, and bring
Thy {weet-refrefhing grace ;
O'er a parch’d and weary land,
As a great rock exiends its fhade,

Hide me, Saviour, with thy hand,

And fkreen my naked head.

3. In the time of my diftrefs,
‘I'hou haft my fuccour been,
In my utter helplefnefs,
Reftraining me from fin :
O how {wiftly did Thou move,
To fave me in the trying hour !
Still protet me with thy love,
And fhield me with thy power.

4. Firlt, and Laft, in me perform
The work Thou haft begun,
Be my fhelter from the itorm,
My fhadow from the {un,
Sprinkle flill the mercy-feat,
And bring thy Father’s anger down,
Skreen me, Jesu, from the hear
And terros of his frown.

5. Let
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-. Let thy merir, as a cloud,
Still interpofe between ;
Flead th’ atonement of thy blood,
Till I am cleans’d from fin ;
Weary, parch’d with thirft, and faint,
Till Thou th’ abiding Spirit breathe,
Every moment, Lord, I want
1'he merit of thy death.

6. Never fhall I want it lefs,
When Thou the gift halt given,
FilI'd me with thy righteoufnefs,
And feal'd the heir of heaven;
I fhall hang upon my Goo,
Till 1 thy perfe&t glory {ee,
*T1ll the {prinkling of thy blood
Hath fpoke me up to Thee.

HY MN LXIIL

A poor Sinner.

. YESU, my ftrength, my hope,
On Thee I calt my care ;
With humble confidence look up,
And know Thou hear’it my pray'r.
Give me on Thee to wait,
*T'ill I can all things do ;
On Thee, Almighty to create,
Almighty to rencw.

2. I reft upon Thy word,

"The promtfe 15 for me ;

My fuccour and falvation, Lord,
Shall furely come from Thee :
But let me fiill abide,
Nor from my hope remove,

“Till Thou my patient {pirit guide
Into thy perfelt love,
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3. I want a {ober mind,

A {elf-renouncing will,
"That tramples down, and cafls behind

The baits of pleafing 1l :

A {oul inur’d to pain,

To hardfhip, grief, and lofs,
Bold to take up, firm to fu(tain

The confecrated crofs,

4. I want a godly fear,

A, quick-difcerning eye,
That looks to Thee, when fin is nezr,

And fees the tempter fly ;

A {pirit full prepar’d,

And arm’d with jealous care,
For ever ftanding on its guard,

And watching unto pray’r.

PART Ii

¢. § Want an heart to pray,
To pray, and never ceafe;
Never to murmur at thy ftay,
Or with my fuft 'rings lefs :
This blefling above all,
Always to pray I want,
Out of the deep on Thee to call,

And never, never faint,

6. I want a true regard,
A fingle fleady aim,
(Unmov’'d by threatning or reward)
To Thee, and thy great name ;
A jealous juft concern
For thine 1mmortal praife,
A pure defire, that all may learn,
And glorify thy grace.

7. 1 want, with all my heart,
Thy pleafure to fulfil ;

To



( 85 )

To know myfelf, and what Thou art,

And what thy perfe will :
I want I know not what,

I want my wants to fee ;

1 want— alas! what want I not,
When Thou art not in me !

Thank{giving for preferving Grace,

1. ORD, and am T yet alive,
Not in torments, not jn hell !
Sthl doth thy good Spirit ftrive,
With the chief of finners dyel] !
Yes, I fill life up mine eyes,
Will not of thy love defpajr,
Still in fpite of fin I rife,
Sull to call Thee mine I dare.

2. O the length and breadth of love !

JEsu, Saviour, can it be

All thy mercy’s height I prove,
All its depth s feen in me.

O the miracle of grace |
Tell it out, to finners tel] !

Men, and fiends, and angels gaze,
Iam, I am out of hel[ 1

. Turn afide, a fight t"admire,
I the living wonder am i
See a bufh that burns with fire,
Unconfum’d amidft the flame !
See a ftone that hangs in air |
Sce a fpark in oceans dwell !
Kept alive with death {5 near,
Lam, I am out of hell !

L |

F 1

I HYMN
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HY MN LXV.

Defiring to love.

{. COme, Lord, and help me to rejoice,
In hope that [ {ha | ;iear thy voice,
$,all one day feemy Gob,

Shall ccafe from all my fin and ttrife,
Handle, and tafle the word of life,

And feel the fprinkled blood.

2. I fhall not always make my moan,
Or worfhip Thee a Gop uliknown,

But 1 fhall live to prove
Thy people’s reft, thy Saints delight,

The lengt
Of thy redeeming love.

? T {tand, and from the mountain top
See all the land below :
Rivers of millk, and honey rife,
and all the fruits of paradife,
In endlefs plenty grow.

4. A land of corn, and wine, and oil,
Favourd with Gop’s peculiar {mile,

With every blefling bleft :

And keeps his own 1n perfett peace,
And everlafting reft.

g O that I might at once g0 up,
No more ofl this fide Jordan ftop,

" But now the land poffefs,

This moment end my legal years,
Sorrows, and fins, .nd doubts, and fears,

An howling wildernefs !

6. Now, O my Jofhua, bring me 1,
Calt out thy foes, the inbred fin,

h, and breadth, and depth, and height,

The
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The carnal mind remove,
The pu-cha‘e of thy dvath divide,
And O l With ﬂ” the L:hitiﬁﬁd,
Give me a lot of fove,

HY MN LXVI
Fight the good Fight of Faith,

ES U, my Kirg, to Theel bow,
Inhited under thy command,
Captam of my favaton, Thou

Shall lead me to the promis’d land.,

2. Thou halt a great deliverance wrought,
The ftaff ficm o iy fhoulder brok: e,
Out of the houfe of Bondage brought,
And freed me from th’ hgvpmn )Okc.

1. Thine-outftretcl’d arm was bar’d for me,
For me by earth and hell purfu'd :
Thine outftretch’d arm thro’ the red fea
Brought, and ba_tis’d me 1n thy blood,

4. O’er the valt howling wildernefs,
To Canaan’s bounds Thoa hait me led,
Thou bid’ft me now the land poflefs,

And on thy miik, and honcy feed.

5. I fee an open door of hepe,
(Legions of fins in vamn oppoft )
Bold I with Thee, my Head, march up,

And triumph o’er a world of foes.

6. Gigantic lufts come forth to fight,
I mark, difdain, and all fubdue,

I tread them down in Jesus might,
Thro’ Jesus I can all things do.

7. Lo !} the tall fons of Auak nife !
Who can the {ons of A»at meet ¢
Iz Captais,
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Captain, tothee I lift mne eyes,
And lo! they fall beneath my feet!

¢, Pafiion, and appetite, and pride
(Pride, my old, dreadful tyrant-foe)
I fec cait down en every f{ide,
And congu'ring them to conquer go.

. My Lord in my behalf appears,
Captain, thy i’rength-infpiring cye
Scatters my doubts, difpelsmy feurs,
And makes the holis of aliens dly.

10. Who can before my Captam {land ?
Who 15 {o great a King as mine ¢
Hich over all 15 thy right-hand,
And might, and majcfty are thine.

PART IL

11. TESU, my foul takes hold on Thee,
[ arm me with thy Spirit’s might,
Humbly affur’d of vidtory,
I underncath thy banner fight.

12. Thy Spirit lifts the ftandard up,
When 2= 2 flood the foe comes 1n,
I {ec the crofs, hLold faft my hope,
Believe, and more than conquer fin.

13. With holy indignation fll’d,
When by the prince of hell withflood,
Firm 1 refiit, Toialp my Shield,
And quench his fiery darts with blood.

14. Single a thoufand foes I chale,
{torn, and blatt them wit my eyes:
Trembles the world before my face,
Their God with all his legions flics.

1 ;. Having done all, by faith I fland,

And give the praife, O Lord, -to Thee,
Thine
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Thine holy arm, thine own right-hand,
Hath got Thyfelf the viltory.

16, Wherefore to Thee my foul I raile,
My {oul in Thee fecurely boalts,
Exults, and glories in thy pratle,
And triumphs in the Lord ot holls.

17. Wifdom, and power, and ftrength, and migh,
Thou, Lord, art worthy to receive,
Honour, and riches are thy night,
And bleflings more than carth can give.

18. Help us to praife our glorious King,
e Church of the firit-born above,
Let angels, and archangels fing
The triumphs of all conqueringlove.

tq. Let earth, and all her fulnefs ftuil
Rejoice his greatnefs to proclaim ;
And everialting praies il
The heaven of heavens with Jesus’ name.

HYMN LXVII

Look unto me, and be faved, all ye ends of the:
Earth, Isa, xlv, 22,

1. £ Inners, your Saviour fee,
O look ye unto me!
Laft your eyes, ve fallen race,
[ the gracious (Gob and true,.
I am full of truth and grace,
Full of truth and grace for you.

2. Look, and befav'd from {in,
Believe, and beye clean

Guilty, lab’ring fouls draw nigh,
See the fountain open’d wide,

To the wounds of JEsus fly,
Bath ye in my bleeding lide.

I 3 . i AR
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3. Ah! dear redeeming Lord,
Ve take Theeat thy word ¢
Lo!' to Thee we ever look,
Ficely fav'd by grace zlone
'TLou our fins and curfe hatt toox,
T'houa for us didit once atone.

4. We now the writing fee,
Nzil’d ro thy crofs with Thee :
With thy mangled bedy torn,
Blotred out by blood divine,
Far away the bond 1s borne,
'Chou art ours, and we are thine.

. On Thee we fix ourcyes,
Ard wait for frefh tupplies
Jultifed, wealk for more,
C:ive, th’ abiding witnefs give 3
Lord, thine image here refiore,
L'ully in thy members hive.

PART I,

6. Ut:hor of fauh, appear,
Be Thou its fimiher :
Upward thil {or this we gaze,
111 we fee! the flamp divine;
Tlee behold with epen face,
Biichtin all thy giery fhire.

7. Leave not thy work undore,
Put ever love thine own ¢
] et usail thy ¢ooutel: prove,
I,-t us to the end believe,
Qi w thive everiafling love,
S.ve us, to the utmolt fave.

2 O that our life might be
Onc loor:ng up to Thee !
I ver hatlning to the day,

Wien our cyes fhall fee thee near
Come,
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Come, Redeemer, come away,
Glorious in thy Saints appear !

9- Jesu, the heavens bow,
We long to meet Thee now !
Now in majelty come down,
Pity thine Ele®, and come ;1
Hear in us thy fpirt groan,
Take the weary exiles home.

10, Now let thy face be feen
Without a veil between -

Come, and change our faith to fight,
Swallow up mortality,

Plange us in a fea of light -
Curist, be all in all to me !

HYMN LXvIL
The Believer’s Triumph,

1. TESU, thy blood and rightcoufnefs,

My beauty are, my glorious drefs
M.dft flaming worlds in 1jiefe array’d
With joy thall I lift up my head,

. Bold fhall ftand in thy great day,

For who ought to my charge fhall lay ?
Fully abfolv’d thro’ thefe ] alf,

From fin, and fear, from oullt, and fhanse,

| g

3. The deadly writing now [ fee,
Nail'd with thy body to the tree s

Torn with the nails that pierc’d thy hands
Th’ old covenant no longer (tands.

4. Tho fign’d, and writter, with my b]
As heil’s foundations fyre it fteod,
Thine hath wath’d out the crimfon ftains,
And white as fnow my {oul remains,

ood,

5. Satan,
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5. Satan, thy due reward {urvey,

The Lord of life, why didft Thou flay ?

Totear the prey out of thy teeth,
To {pcil the realms of hell, and death.

6. The holy, meek, unfpotted Lamb,
Who from the Father’s bofom came,
Who died for me, ev'n me t’ atone,
Now for my Lord, and Gop I own.

7. Lord, I believe, thy precious blood,
Which at the mercy-feat of Gob,
Forever doth for finners plead,

For me, ev'n for my foul, was fhed,

8. Yet nought whereof to boaft I have,
All, all thy mercy freely gave:

No works, no righteouinefs, are mine,

All is thy work, and only thine,

PART IL

0. HEN, from the duft, of death Iife,

To claim my manfion in the fkies,
Ev'n then this fhall be all my plea,
Jesws hath liv’d, hath died for me.

10, Thus Abraham, the friend of Gop,
Thus all heaven’s armies bought with blood,
Saviour of finners, Thee proclaim,
Sinners, of whom the chief [ am.

i 1. Naked from Satan did [ flee,
To Thee, my Lord, and put on Thee:
And thus adorn’d I wait the word,
« He comes! arife, and meet thy Lord [

12. Then fhall heaven's hofts with loud acclaim,,
Give praife, and glory to the Lamb,
Who bore our fins, and by his blood
Hath made us kings and priefis to Gon.

13. Jesv,
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13. Jesv, beendlefs praife to Thee,
Whofe boundlefs mercy hath for me,
For me a full atonement made,

An everlafting ranfom paid,

14 Ah! give toall thy fervants, Lord,
V/ith power to fpeak thy quick’ning word,
That all, who to thy wounds will flee,
May find eternal life in Thee.

15. 'Thou Gop of might, Thou Gop of love,
Let the whole world thy mercy prove,
Now =t thy word o’er all prevail,

Now take the fpoils of death and hell.

16. O let the dead now hear thy voice,
Now bid thy banith’d ones rejoice,
Their beauty this, their glorious drefs,
Jesu, thy blood, and righteoufnefs |

HY MN LXIX
A Dialogue of Angels and Men,

A. 1. E worms of earth, our Gop admire,
TheGop of angels praife :
M.  Preile Him for us, ye heavenly choir,
His earth-born jons of grace.
A. z. His image view in us diiplay’d,
His nobler creatures view -

M. Lower than you our fouls He made,
But He redeem’d us too.

A. 3. As Gods we did in glory fhine,
Before your world began -
M. OQur Nature too becomes divine,

And Gop Himielf is Man.

A. 4. He cloath’d us in thefc robes of light,
The fhadow of his Son :

M. We
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M. We with tranfcendant glory bright,
Have Curist Himielf put on.

A. 5. Spi its like Him He made us be,
A pure cthercal flame :

M. Join’d to the Lord, oneSpirit, we
Wih Jesus are the {ame.

A. 6. We fee Him on his dazling throne,

Crowns He to us mmparts :
M. To usthe King of kings comes down,
And reigns within our hearts.

A. 7. Pure as He did at firft creatc,
We Angels never fell :

M. He faves us 1n our loft eftate,
He refcues Man from hell.

A. 8 When others fcll, we faithful prov’d,

His love preferv’d us true :

M. Yetown, that Manismore belov'd,
He never died for you.

A.9. Worms of the earth, to you, we ows,
The nobler grace 15 given:

M. ‘'Then praife withus, the great Three-one,
Till we all meet in heaven.

HY MN LXX.
Rejoicing in Hope.

5 YE happy finners, hear
The Prifoner of the Lord,

Aud wait, tll Chrift appear,
According to his word ;
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We fhll from all our fins be free.

2, The Lord our Righteoufnefs,

We have long fince receiv’d,
Salvation
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Salvation nearer i,
‘Than when we firit believ’d -
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We thall from all our fins be free.

3. In Gop we put our truft ;
If we our fins confefs,
Faichful He is, and juft

From all uarighteoufnefs

To cleanfe us all, both you, and me -

We thall froin all our fins be free.

4. Surely in us the Hope
Of glory fhall appear ;
Sinrers, your heads lift up,
And {ee redemption near :
Again, I fay, rejoice with me,
We fhall from all our fins be free.

5. Who Jesus fufferings fhare,
My tellow-prifone:s now,
Ye {oon the wrea'h thall wear,
On your triumphal brow :
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We fhall from all our fins be free.

6. Then let us gladly bring
Our facrifice of praife,

Let us give thanks, and fing,
And glory in his grace ;
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We fhall from all our fins be free.

HY MN LXXI.
The twelfth Chapter of Isazan,

1. Appy foul, who fees the day,

The glad day of gofpel-grace !
Thee, my Lord, (Thou then fhalt fay,)

Thee will I for ever praife.

2. The
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M. We with tranfcendant glory bright,
Have Cnr1st Himfelf put on.

A. 5, Spiits like Him He made us be,
A pare cthercal flome ¢

M, Joind to the Lord, one Spirit, we
Wih Jesus are the fame.

A. 6. We lee Him on hi: dazling throne,
Crowis He to us imparts :

M. To usthe King of kings comes down,
And 1eigns within our hearts.

A. 7. Pure as He did at firft create,
We Angels never fell :

M. FHe faves us 1in our loft eftate,
He refcues Man from hell.

A. 8. When others fell, we faithful prov’d,

His love preferv’d us true :
M. Yetown, that Man ismore belov'd,
He never died for you.

A. 9. Worms of the earth, to you, we own,

The nobler grace 1s given

M. 'Then praife withrus, the great Three-one,

Till we all meetin heaven.

HY MN LXX,
Rejoicing in Hope.

YE happy funners, hear
T'he Prifoner of the Lord,

3
Aud wait, till Chnilt appear,
According to his word ;
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We fhall from all our fins be free.

2. The Lord our Righteoufnefs,
We have long fince receav'd,

Salvation
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Salvation nearer is,

‘Than when we firft believ'd -
Rejnice in hope, rejoice with me,
We thall from all our fins be free.

3. In Gop we put our truft ;
If we our fins confefs,
Faithtul He is, and juft

From all unrightevufnefs

To cleanfe s al], both you, and me -

We fhall froin all our fins be free.

4. Surely in us the Hope
Of glory thall appear;
Sinrers, your heads lift up,
And fee redemption near
Aga, I fay, rcjoice with me,
We fhall from all our fins be free.

5. Who Jesus fufferings fhare,
My fellow prifone:s now,
Ye foon the wrea'h fhal] wear,
On your triumphal brow :
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,

We fhall from all our fins be free.
0. Then let us gladly bring

Our facrifice of praife,

Let us give thanks, and fing,
And glory in his grace ;
Rejoice in hope, rejoice with me,
We fhall from all our fins be free.

HY M N LXXI.
‘The twelfth Chapter of Isagan,

1. Appy foul, who fees the day,

The glad day of gofpel-grace !
Thee, my Lord, (Thou then fhalt fay,)

Thee will I for ever praife.

2. The
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2. Tho' thy wrath againft me burn’d, -
Thou doft comfort me again ;
All thy wrath afide 1s turn’d,
Thou haft blotted out my fin !

3. Me behold ! thy mercy {pares!
Jesus my falvation 1s :
Hence my doubts, away my fears !
JEsus 1s become my peace.

4. Jah, Jehovah is my Lord,
Ever mercifol and juft
I will lean upon his word,
I will on his promife truft, ~

s. Strong I am, for he is ftrong,
Juit in righteoufne{s divine :

He is my triumphal fong,
All he has, and 1s, 1s mine.

6. Therefore fhall ye draw with joy,
Water from falvation’s well,

Praife fhall your glad tongues employ,
While his fireaming grace ye feel.

-, Each to each, ye then fhall fay,
Sinners, call upon his name,
O rejoice to fee his day,
See it, and his praife proclaim.

¢. Glory to his name belongs,
Great, and wonderful, and high;

Sing unto the Lord your {ongs,
Cry, to every nation Cry.

9. Wondrous things the Lord hath done,
Lxcellent his name we find ;
This to all mankind 1s known :
Be it known to all mankind.

10. Ston, fhout thy Lord and King,
Ifrael’s holy one is He!
Give Him thanks, rejoice, and fing,
Great He is, and dwells in thee.

£

11, O
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i, O the grace unfearchable !
Winle eternal ages roll,
Gop delights in man to dwell,

Soul of each believing foul !

HY MN LXXIIL

He that believeth fhall not make hafte.

. Itnefs divine, the juit and true,
Jesus, to us this promife feal,

Our hafte of anbelief fubdue,
And bid our flutt’ring heart be full.

z. That power which ftopp’d the mid-day fun,
Tarn'd back the tide, and chain’d the fea,
Be in our rapid {pirits fhewn,
And make us truly wait on Thee.

3. Arreft our nature’s headlong courle,
We would be poar, defpis’d, forlorn)
Ratlie our full, unanerve our force,
Our carnal confidence o'erturn.

¢ Great helper of the friendlels Thou,
Thou flrengeh’ner of the fecble knees,
O let our fonls before Thee bow,
And fink into a {weet difirefs,

«. We cannat {ee without thy light,
Witnout tiiy bohr we svondd not fee
. T g - L
We have no wifdow, help, or might,
But, Lord, oir eyes are unto Thee.

6. O let us not prefume to take
The matter out of thy great hand
Who can the rock of ages fhake ?
T he {urc foundation thil fhail ftand.

7. Let others rafh with trembling hafte,
With eager wrath thy caufe defend,

K Our
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Our foul is on thy promife calt,
And lo! we calmly wait the end.

8 Tho' wé our hands do not lift up,
The tott’ring ark fhall never fail,

Tt never fhal! to Dagon ftoop :
Thy kingdom ruleth over all.

g. Stedfalt our anchor is, and f{ure,
It enters now within the vell;

Thy church, immoveably {ecure,

Defies the powers of earth and hell.

PART IL

OME, O Thou greater than our heart,
And make thy faithful mercies known ;

The mind which was in Thee, 1mpart,

Thy conftant mind 1n us be thown.

11. From anger fet our fpirits free;
It worketh nct thy righteoufnefs :
In patience let us wait on Thee,
And quietly our fouls pofics.

12. JESU, tO whofe {upream command,
All things in heaven, earth, hell, {fubmit ;
Upon us lay thy mighty hand,
And felf fhall fink beneath thy feet.

14O let us by thy crofs abide,
Thee, orlv Thec, refolve to know,

The Lamb for finners crucified,
A world to fave from endlefs woe.

4. Take us into thy people’s reft,
And we from our own works fhall eeaie ;

With thy meek fpirit arm our breat,
And keep our minds In perfet peace.

Lift un, and fix our ftedfaft eyc
On Thee the Father’s fav’rite oon,

10.

| N

T hee



( 99 )

Thee our great King, gone up on high,
Firm on thine everlatting throne.

1¢¢ Tho’ earth and hell thy rule oppofe,
The Lord is King, Mefhah reigns !

T1ll fatan, fin, and all thy foes,
And death, the laft of all, be {lain,

17. Jesu, for this we calmly wait,
O let our eyes behold Thee near ;
taften to make our heaven compleat,
Appear, our glonous Gop, appear !

PART IIL

: 8, Nchangeable, Almighty Lord,
Ouar fouls upon thy trath we flay,
Accomplith now thy faithful word,
And give, O give us all one way.

19. O let us all join hand 4n band,
Who {eck redemption in thy blood,
Falt in one miad, and fpirit ftand,
And build the temple of our Gonp.

20. Thou only canft our wills controul,
Our wild unruly paflions bind,
Tame the old Adux in our {oul,

And make us of one heart and mind.

21. Speak but the reconciling word,
The winds fhall ceafe, the waves {ubfide,
We all {hall praife our commoin Lord,
Our Jrsus, and Him crucified.

22, Giver of -pcace and unity,
Send down thy mild pacific Dove ;
We all fhall then 1n one agree,

And breathe the Spirit of thy love.

23. We all fhall think, and {peak the fame

Delightful leffon of thy grace;
K 2 One
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One wvndivided CurrsT proclaim,
And jontly elory 1n thy prafe.

24. O let us'take a fofter mould,
Elended and gathes’d 1nto Thee,
Under one Shepherd make cone fold,
When all 1s love and harmony.

»=. Regard thine own eternal pray’r,
And fend a peaceful anfwer down ;
To us thy Father’s name declare,
Unite, and perfect us in one.

~3. So fhali the world believe, and know
I'ha Gop hath {ent Thee fiom above,
Vhen T'ou art {feen 1n us below,

Aad ev’ry foul difpiays thy love.

*"""I"

PART IV,

27. T H E Lord is King, and earth fubmats,
Howe’er impatient, to his fway ;
Between the Cherubim He fits,
And makes his reft.efs {oes obey.

z3. All power 1s to our JEsus given,
O’er earth’s rebeliious fons He reigns ;

Iie mildly rules the hofts of heaven,
And 10155 the powers of hell chalas.

2g. In vain doth §atsx rage his hour,
Bevond Lis ch+n be canrot 2o ;
Our Jk:..us {hall flir up his power,

And foon avenge us of our toe,

T

20. fesus fhall his great arm reveal,
JEHUS the woman's conquering {Ef'd

Tho’ ncw the fcrfcnt broife his ht&'el
Jesus fhall breal: the {erpent’s head.

The eremy his tares hath fown,

But Cuprsv thail thordy root them ap,
Shall
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Shall caft the dire accufer down,
And difappoint bis children’s hope ;

32, Shall ftill the proud Philiftine’s noifa,
Battle the fons of unbelief,
Nor long permit them to rejoice,
But turn their triumph into grief.

33. Come, glorious Lord, the rebels fpurn,

Scatter thy foes, vi€torious King,
And Gatp and 4/kelon thall mourn,

And all the {ons of Gop fhall fing,

34 Shall magnify the fovereign grace
Of Him that {its upon the throne,
And earth and beaven confpire to praifc
Jehovah, and his conguering Son.

HY MN LXXIIL

Rev. IL 1, &c. Unto the Angel of the Church
of Epbefus.

1. Thou wpno doft the Churches bear,
The ftars 1n thy richt hand uphold,
Who walkeft now with jealous care
Amidlt the capdlefiicks of gold:

2. Poor guilty abjet worms, to Thee
In our declining flate we call,
See thy degenesate people, {ce,
Nor let our tott’ning Sion fall.

. Our works of faith Thou once didft know,
Our patient hope, and lab’ring love ;
We would not bear thy Romifb toe,
We dar’d that Antichnit seprove,
4. We tried him by the writsca word,
Thro” all ks fnares and fciters broke,
As Satcn’s jucceffar abhorr'd,
And cait away his iron yoke,
K 3 5. Hium,

L
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¢. Him, 2nd his God, and fin, and death,
Ve more than conquer’d thro’ thy name :

The witnefles refign’d their breath,
And clapt their hands amidit the flame.

6. For their dear fuffering Saviour’s fake,
Immoveable the champions flood,

Ner finted at the rack, or flake,
But water'd all the church with blood.

~, Yet, Ol how quickly, Lord, haft Thou,
W hereof thy people to reprove! |
Tallen, alas! Thou feclt us now,
We now have left our former Love.

S Oy wine with water mixt, our gold
Is dim, our fhipwreck’d faith 1s dead ;

No more our tokcns we behold,
QOur martyrs all to heaven are. fled.

g. O could we call to mind the grace,
The glorious grace from which we fell 3
Uive o'er again the andent ays,
And do the works Thou lov'ft fo well!
.. O that we might thro” Thee repent,
And timely tarn to Thee, and live !
o fhould thy grace our doom prevent,
Thou wouldft abundantly forgive,

Before Thou doft in vengeance come,
Our candleftick far off remove,

And fix th’ unalterable doom,
O let us weep, beicve, and love.

1o, Call on us, by thy Spirit call,
Yet once again our Church reflore,
<hew us thy grace is over all,
And lift us vp to fall no more.

1T

- HYMN
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- HY MN LXXIV.
Rev. IIL. 1, 2, &,
To the Angel of the Church in Sardis.

1. Thou whofe eyes run to and fro,
Thro’ earth, and cvery creature fee,
What is 1t which Thou doft not know ?
All things are manifeft to Thee.

2. Thou haft the Spirits, feven and one,
Thou haft the itars in thy right hand,
And all our wo.ks to Thee are known :
How fhali we in thy judgment fland ?

3. Thou knowefl we take in vamn thy name,
While dead 1n trefpaffes we hive,
Thee fo: our Lor p we falfely claim,
While to the world our hearts we give,

4. A powerlels form, a lifelefs found,
Our works as vanity are light ;
Wanting alas! they all are found,
And worfe than nothing in thy {isht,

g. O that we now might turn again,
And cherifh the lalt fpark of grace,
Strengthen the things that yet remain,
And call to mimd the antient days,

6. Surely we did thy faith receive,
We heard with joy the gotpel-word :
Q et us now repent, and live,
And waich to apprehend our Lok p :

7. Stir ourlelves up, renounce our eafe,
Before thy fudden judgments come,
And watch, and pray, and never ceafe,
Till Thou repeal our threatning doom,

HYMN
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HY MN LXXV,
Rev. lIL. 14, &,

Unto the Angel of the Church of the Lavdiceans.

MEN toall that Gop hath faid,
Witnefs divine, the juft and true,
Who wa't before the worlds were made,
Whole being no beginning krew ;

-, With guilty {elf- condemning fear,
With humble {elf-abafing thame,
Thy {pint’s dreadful charge we hesr,

Nor date throw off th’ imputed blame

. Gop of unfpotted punity,

Us, and our works canft Thou behold ?
Jullly we are abhorr'd by "Thee,

For we are neither hot, nor cold

4. We call Thee Loro, thy faith profefs,
But do not from our Learts obey,
In foft Lesdicean reft,
We fleep our ufelefs lives away,

. We live in pleafures, and arc dead,

In fearch of fame and wealth welive,
Commanded in thy fteps to tread,

We {ometimes feek, but never firive.

e %

& A lifelefs form we itill retain,
Of this we make our empty boaft,
Nor know the name we take in vain ;
The power of godlinefs is loit.

The power we daringly deny,
A fanc:ed cood, a madman’s dream,
The truth 1tfelf we deem a lie,

The promis'd Holy Ghoft blafpheme.

g, How long, great Gop, have we appear’d
Abominable inthy fight !

7

Better,
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Better, that we had never heard
Lhy word, or feen the pof pel-lioht,

9. Detter, that we had never krown
The way to heaven, thro’ faving graee,
‘Than bafely in our lives difown,
And flight, and mock Thee to thy face,

10. Thou rather wouldit that we were cold, .
Than feem to ferve Thee without zeal,
Lefs guilty, if with thole of old
We worthipp’d Thor and 1#sd.5 Bill.

t1. Lels grievousyyill the judyment-day
T0 Sodown aexGomsrrba prove,
Than us, who caft our fhield away,
And trample on thy richer love.

PART IIL

12, ET (il we glory in thy name,
Y O Cueisr, a: the' we knew thy grace,
Thee with unhallow'd lips we claim,
A lukewarm, worfe than heathen race.

13. We fay, that we with goods abound,

Are rich, and full, and nced no more,
Nor know, that we are wretched found,

With Thee, and bare, and blind, and poor,

4. O let us our own works forfake,
Ourielves, and all we have deny,
T'hy condefcending counfel take,
Aud come to Thee pure gold to buy.

t5. Gold, that can bear the fiery teft,
- And mle the buver rich indced :
Adorn us in the milk-whire velt
And over us thy mantlc {pread.

16. Wien this unfpotted robe we wear,
Qur fins are cover’d al] by Thee,

No
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No longer doth our fhame appear:
Salvation tn thy light we {ec.

t=. 'Touch'd by an unéion from above,
Our eyes are open’d to perceive
The myftery of redeeming love,

The death by which alone we live.

12, O might we thro’ thy grace attain
The faith Thou never wilt reprove,
The faith that purges every ftain,
The faith that always works by love.

13. O might we fee in this our da

T'he things belonging to our | "ce,
And timely meet Thee in thy way

Of judgments, and our {ins.confefs:

20. Thy fatherly chaftifements own,
With filial awe revere the rod,
And tern with zealous hafte, and ron

Iato the outftretch'd arms of Gop!

PART I

21, q.%v’;our of all, to Thee we bow,
) And own Thee faithful to thy word

W e hear thy voice, and open now
Our hearts to entertain our Lor D.

A

»2. Come in, come in, thou heavenly guelt,
Delight in what Thyfelf haft given,
On thy own gifts and graces feaft,
And make the contrite heart thy heaven.

2. Smell the ficet odour of our prayers,
Our fac “ce of praile approve,
And treafu, : up our gracious tears,
And reft in thy redeeming love.

21. Peneath thy fhacow let us fit,
Call ue thy friend, and love, and bride,
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And bid us freely drink, and eat
T'hy dawnties, and be fausfy'd,

23. O let us on thy fulnels feed,
And cat thy flefh, and drink thy blood :
Jesu, thy blood 1s drink mdeed,
Jesu, thy fleth 15 angels food.

206, The heavenly manna faith imparts,
Faith makes thy fuloefs all our own,
We feed upon Thee in our hearts,
And find that heaven and Thou art one.

27. An heaven begun on earth we feel,
Who conquer 1n the glorious {lrife,

And pafs o’er {in, and earth, and hell,
Triumphant, to cternal Iife.

2S. The fulnefs of eternal blifs
We fhall from Thee receive above,
This the reward of conqueft, this
The crown of all-vi€torious love.

2g. Conqueror of fin, and hell, and death,
As I'hou the dreadful fight haft won,
And weareft now th’ immortal wreath,
And fitteft on thy Father's throne ;

30. So fhalt Thou grant to all that fight,

And conquer in thy mighty name,

To claim the kingdom as their right,
Their fufferings, and their crown the fame.

31. Who bore thy crofs fhalt wear thy crown,
Shall triumph 1n thy viltory,
And in thy glorious throne fit down,
And seign 1n endlefs blifs with Thee.

HYMDN
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HY MN LXXVL
'1'he Spirity, and the Bride fay, Come!

I. O Joyful found of gofpel grace!

Crriet fhall in me appear,
I, even 1, thall {ee his face,
I {kall be holy here.
1 his heart thall be his conftant home,
I hear his Spirw’s cry,
Surely, He faith, I quickly come,
He {aith, who cannot lic.

+,» The Gop of Truth Himfclf hath fwern,

On Him my foul relies,

My {oul on wings of Eagles borne
shall Ay, acd take the prize.

The glorious crown of righteoufnefs
To me reach’d out [ view,

Conqueror thro’ iiim I foon fhall {cize,
And wear 1t as my due.

2. The promis’d land from Pjfzab’s top

I now exult to fee,

My hope is full (O blefled hope!)
Cf mmmortality :

My finttermng Spirit fatigues my breaft,
And fwells, and {preads abroad,

And panis for everiatting reft,
Arndftruggles mto Goop.

4. I fecl; and know Him now in part;

His love my heart conftrains,

Its near approach expands my heart,
And fills with pleafing pains.

He vifits now the houfe of day,
Fle fhakes his future Home :

O would’ft Thou, Lorp, on this glad day
Into thy temple come !

2 ¢. With
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5. With me, I know, I feel Thou art,
But this cannot fuffice,
Unlefs Thou plantet in my heart
A conftant paradife,

My earth Thou wat'rel from on high,
Bat make it all ; pool ;

Spring up, O Well, I ever cry,
Spring up within my fou].

©. Come, O my Gop Thyfelf reveal,

i1l all this mighty void,

Thou only cantt my {pirit fil}
Come, O my Goup, my Gop !

Fulfil, fulfil my large defires,
Large as infinity ;

Give, give me all my foul requires,
Ally all that is in Thee !

HYMN LXXVIL
A Prayer for perfons joined in fellowthip,

. RY us, O Gop, and {earch the ground
Of every finful heart,
Whate'er of finin us i found,
O bid it all depar:.

2. When to the right or left we ftray,
Leave us not comfortlefs,

But guide our feet into the way
Of everlatting peace,

3. Help us to help each other, Lorbp,
| Each others crofs to bear ;

Let each his friendly help afford,
And feel his brother’s care,

4+ Help us to bujld each other up,
Our little ftock improve,

Increale our faith, confirm our hope,
And perfect us in love,

L
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¢, Up into Thee our living heéad
[ et usin all thing: grow,
i1l Thou haft made us free indeed,

And fpotlefs here below.

6 Then whea the mighty work is wrought,

Receive thy ready bride,
Give us in heaven an happy lot
ivich all the fanéiuy’d.

7Y MN LXXVIIL
The {ame.

, Y¥LSU, united by thy grace,
And each to each endear’d,
With confidence we feek thy face,

And know our prayer is heard.

5. Still let us own our common Lowrp,
And bear thine ealy yoze,
A band of love, a threefold cord
W hich never can be broke.

3. Make us 1nto onc Spirit drink,
Duptife into thy name,

And let us always kindly think,

And fweetly {peak the fame.

4. Touxch'd by the loadftone of thy love
Letall our hearts agree,
And ever toward each other move,
Mnd ever move toward Thee.

¢. To Thee infeparably join'd,
- Let all our Spirits cleave,
O mav we all the loving mind
VW hich was in Thee recelve.

6. This is the bond of perfectnels,
Thy {potleis charity :
Olet us, fill we pray, poflels
7' he mind that was in Thee

y. (rant
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7. Grant this, and then from all below
Infenfibly remove ;

Our fouls their change fhall fcarcely know,
Made perfect firft in love.

8. With eale our fouls thro” death inall glide
Into their paradife,
And thence on wings of angels ride
‘Triumphant thro’ the fkies.

9. Yet when the fulleft joy is given,
'The fame delight we prove,
In earth, in paradife, in heaven,
Our all in all is Love.

HY MN LXXIX.
Entring into the Congregation,

¥. ¥,'Ountain of life to all below,
F Let thy falvation roll,
Water, replenith, and o’erflow
Every believing foul.

2. Into that happy number, Lorp,
Us weary finners take ;-
Jesu, fulfil thy gracious word
For thy own mercy’s fake.

3. Turn back our nature’s rapid tide,
And we fhall flow to Thee,
While down the ftream of time we glide
To our eternity.

4. The well of life to us Thou art,
Of joy the fivelling flood :
Wafted by Thee with willing heart:
We {wift return to Gop.

5. Wefoon fhall reach the boundiefs fea,
Into thy fulnefs fall,
Be loft, and fwallow'd up in Thee,
Qur Gop, our all in all.

L 2 | HYMN
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HYMN LXXX.

Waiting for the Promife.

t Ather of our dying Lorp,

Remember us for good,
O fuifil his faichful woro,

And hear his {peaking blood :
Give us that for which He prays :
Father, glorify thy Son,
Shew his truth, and power,and prace,
And fend THE PROMISE down !

2z, True, and faithful Witnefs Thou,
O CurisT, thy Spirit give :
Hait Thou not receiv’d Him now,
‘That we might now receive ?
Art ‘Thou not our living Head ?
Lite to all thy Iimbs impart,
Shed thy love, thy Spirit thed
In every waiting heart,

4. Holy Ghoft, the Comforter,
The Gift of Jesus, come!
Glows our heart to find Thee near,
And {wells to make T hee room:
Prefent awizh us Thee we feel :
Come, O come, and 77 us be,
With vy, n us live, and dwell
'To all eternity !

HY MN LXXXI.

Little children, love one another.

X, IVER of concord, Prince of peace,
= Meek, lamb-like Son of Gop,

Bid our unruly paffions ceafe,
Extinguifh'd with thy blood.

2. Ke-
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2. Rebuke the feas, the tempefl chide,
QOur ftubborn will controul,

Beat down our wrath, root out our pride,
And calm our troubled f{oul.

3. Subdue in us the carnal mind,
Its enmity deftroy, .

With cords of love th’ old 4dam bind,
And melt him into joy.
4. Us into clofeft union draw,
And in our inward parts
Let kindnefs fweetly write her law,.
Let love command our hearts.

5. O let thy love our hearts conftrain !
JEsus the crucify'd,

What haft thou done our hearts to gain ?
Languifh'd, and groan’d, and dy’d,.

6. Who would not now purfue the way,
Where Jesus footfteps thine ?

Who would not own the pleafing {wav
"Of charity divine ?

7. Saviour, look down with pitying eyes, .
Our jarring wills controul,
Let cordial kind affeétions rife,
And harmonize the foul.

8. Thee let us feel benignly near
In all thy foftning powers,
The founding of thy bowels hear,
And anfwer Thee with ours.

9. O let us find the antient way
Our wondring foes to move, .
And force the heathen world to fay,

* See how thefe Chriftians love 1*?

L3 HYMN:
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HYMN LXXXII.
At the parting of Chriftian Friends.

T LEST be the dear uniting love,
Which would not let us part :
Qur bodies may far off remove,
We {till are join’d in heart.

2, Join’d in one Spirit to our Head,
Where He appoints we go,
And fill in Jesus footfteps tread,
And do his werk below.

3. O let us ever walk in Him,
And nothing know befide,
Nothing defire, nothine efteem,
~ But JEsus crucify’d.

4. Clofer, and clofer let us cleave
T'o his belov’d embrace.
Expeé his fulnefs to receive,

And grace to anfwer grace.

5. While thus we walk with Cur1sT in light,
Who fhall our fouls disjotn ?
Souls which Himfelf vouchfafe t'unite

In fellowfhip divine.

%, Weall are one who Him receive,
And each with each agree,
In Him, the One, the Truth we live,

Bleft Point of unity !

7. Partakers of the Saviour’s grace
The fame in mind and heart,
Nor joy, nor grief, nortime, nor place;
Nor life, nor death can part!

8. But let us haften to the day
Which fhall our flefh reftore,
When death fhall all be done away,

And bodies part no more.
n '4P HYMN
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HY MN LXXXIII.
The Love-Feaft.

1. £ ¥YOme, and letus {weetly join,
CurisT to praife in hymns divine,

Give we all with one accord,
Glory to our common Lorp,
Hands, and hearts, and voices raife,
Sing asin the antient days,
Antedate the joys above,
Celebrate the feaft of love.

2, Strive, we in aftettion ftrive,
Let the purer flame revive,
Such as in the Martyrs glow'd,
Dying champions for their Gob.
We like them may live and love,
Call'd we are their joys to prove,
Sav'd with them, from future wrath,
Partners of like precious faith.

. Sing we then in JEsus’ name,
Now, as yefterday the fame,
One in every age and place,
Full for all of truth and grace.
We for Curist our mafter ftand,
Lights in a benighted land,
Weour dying hord confefs,
We are Jesu’s witnefles.

4. Witneffes that Cur1sT hath died ;
We with Him are crucified
Cur1st hath burft the bands of death,
We his quickning Spirit breathe .
CHR1sT is now gone up on high ;
{Thither all our withes fly :)
Sits at Gop’s right-hand above,

- 'There with Him we reign in love,

e

PART
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PART IL

5. COme, ‘Thou high and lofty Lord,
Lowly, meek incarnate Word,

Humbly ftoop to earth again,
Come, and vifit abjet man.
Jesu, dear expetted gueft,
Thou art bidden to the feaft,
¥or Thyfelf our hearts prepare,
Come, and f{it, and banguet there,

6. Jesu, we the promife claim,
Ve are met 1n thy great name :
In the midft do Thou appear,
Manifeft thy prefence here :
Santify us, Lorp, and blefs
Breathe thy Spirit, give thy peace,
'Thou thyfelf within us move ;
Make our fealt a feaft of love.

7, Let the fruits of grace abound,
Let usin thy bowelsfound ;
Faith, and love, and joy mcreafe,
Temperance, and gentlenefs .
Plant in us thine humble mind ;
Patient, pitiful, and kind,
Meck, and lowly let us be,
Full of goodnefs, full of Thee.

8, Make us all in Thee compleat,
Make us all for glory meet,
Meet t* appear before thy fight,
Partners with the Saints 1n light :
Call, O call useach by name,
To the marrage of the Lamb,
Let us lean upon thy breatft,

Love be there our endlefs fealt,
PART
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PART I

0. ET us join: (tis Gop commands,)
Let us join our hearts, and hands,
Help to gain our calling’s hope,
Build we cach the other up.
Gop his blefling fhall difpene,
Gop fhall crown his ordinance,
Meet in his appointed ways,
Nourith us with focial grace.

10. Let us then as bgethren love,
Faithfully his gifts improve,
Carry on the earnelt firife,
Walk in holinefs of Iife,
Stll forger the things behind,
Follow CurisT in heart, and mind,
Toward the mark unwearied prefs,
Seize the Crown of righteoufnefs.

11. Plead we thus for faith alone,
Faith which by our works is fhewn,
Gop itis who juftifies,

Only faith his blood applies ;
Altive faith, that lives within,
Conquers hell, and death, and-fin,
Sanltifies, and makes us whole,
Forms the Saviour in the foul,

y2. Let us for this faith contend,
Sure {alvation is its end,
Heaven already is begun,
Everlafting life 15 won :
Only let us perfevere,
Till we fee our Lord appear,
Never from the Rock remove,
Sav'd by faith which works by love.

PART



( 118 )

PART IV.

13. ¥ DArtners of a glorious hope,
Lift your hearts, and voices up,

Jointly let usrife, and fing,
Chrilt our Prophet, Prieft, and King.
Menuments of Jesus’ giace,
Speak we by our lives his praife,
Walk in Him we have receiv’d,
Shew we not i vain believ’d.

14. While we walk with Gop in light,
Gop our hearts doth flill unite,
Deareft fellowfhip we prove,
Fellowfhip of Jgsus’ love ;
Sweetly each with each combin’d,
In the bonds of duty join’d,

Feels the cleanfing blood apphed,
Daily feels that. Curi1st hath died.

15, Still, O Lord, our faith ingresfe,
Cleanfe from all unrighteoufnets :
"Fhee th’ unholy cannot {ee ;
Make, O make us meet for Thee:
Every vile affettion kill,

Root out every feed of ill,
Utterly abolith fin,

Write thy law of love within.

16. Hence may all our ations flow,
Love the proof that CurisT we know,
Mautual Jove the token be,
Lor p, that we belong to Thee :
Love, thine image love, impart,
Stamp 1t on our face and heart ;
Only love to us be given,
Lorp, weafk no other heaven,

HYMN
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HYMN LXXXIV.

The Communion of Saints.

i. |, AT HER, Sonand Spirit, hear
Faith’s effettual fervent prayer,

Hear, andour petitions feal,

Let us now the anfwer feel.
Mpyftically one with Thee ;
‘Tranfcript of the Trinity,

Thee letall our nature own,

One 1n three, and three in one,

2. If we now begin to be
Partners with thy Saints, and Thee,
If we have our fins forgiven,
Fellow-citizens of heaven ;
Still the fellowfhip increafe,
Knit us in the bond of peace,
Join our new born fpirits, join,
Each to each, and all to thine.

3. Build usin one body up,
Call’d in one high calling’s hope ;
One the Spirit whom we claim,
One the pure bapti{fmal flame,
One the faith and common Lorp,
One the Father lives, ador’d
Over, thro’, and 1n us all,
Gobp incomprehenfible,

4. One with Gop, the fource of blifs,
Ground of our communion this,
Life of all that live below,

Let thine Emanations flow,

Rife eternal in our heart :

‘Thou our long-fought Edex art ;
Father, Son, and holy Ghotft,
Be to us what Adam loft,

PART
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PART IL

3. OTHE R ground can no man lay,
JEsus takesour fins away !
Jesus the Foundation is,
This fhall ftand, and orly this :
Fuly framed Him we are,
All the building rifes fair
Let it to a templerife,
Worthy Him who fills the fkies.

6. Hufband of thy Church below,

Curist, if Thee our Loap we know,
Unto Thee betroth’d in love,
Always let us faithful prove,
Never rob Thee of our heart,
Never give the creature part,
Only Thou poffefs the whole,
'Take our body, {pirit, foul.

7. Stedfaft let us cleave to Thee,
Love the myftic union be,
Union to the world unknown !
Join’d to Gop, in Spint one,
Wait we, till the Spoufe {hall come
Till the Lamb fhall take us home,
For his heaven the Bride prepare,

Solemnize our nuptials there.

PART IL

John xvii. 20. &c.

3. Hr1sT our Head, gone up on high,
Be Thou in thy Spirit mgh,

Advocate wirh Gop, give ear
To thine own effe&tual prayer :

Hear the founds Thou once didft breaths,
In thy days of flefh beneath,



( 121 )

Now, O Jesu, let them be
Strongly eccho'd back to Thee.

9. We, O Carisr, have Thee receiv'd,
Have the gofpel-word believ’d,
Juftly then we claim a fhare
In thine everlafting pray'r.
One the Father is with Thee,
Knit us in like unity ;
Make us, O uniting Son,
One, as Thou and He are one.

10. Thee He lov'd €’er time begun,.
Thee the co-eternal Son :
He hath to thy merit given
Us, th’ adopted heirs of heaven.
Thou haft will'd that we fhould rife,
See thy glory in the fkies,
See Thee by all heaven ador’d,
Be for ever with our Lord.

11. Thou the Father {eeft alone,
Thou to us haft made Him known :
Sent from Him we know [hou art,
We have found Thee in our heart :
Thou the Father haft declar'd ;

He is here our great reward,
Ours his nature, and his name ;
Thou art ours,. with Him the fame.

12, Still, O Lord, {for thine we are)
Still- to-us his name declare ;
Thy revealing Spirit give,
Whom the world cannot receive :
Fill us with the Father’s love,.
Never from our {ouls remove,
Dwell in us, and we fhall be

Thine to all etermty.

PART IV,
13, CH RIST, from whom all blefings flow,
PerfeCting the faints below,
Hear us, who thy nature fhare,
Who thy myftic body are ¢+
M. Jon.
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Join us, in one {pirit join,
et us {ll receive of thine,
S 1ll for mere on Thee we call,
"I'hee, who filleft all in all.

14. Clofer knit to Thee our head,
Nourtfh us, O CurisT, and feed ;
Let us dally growth receive,

More and more 1n JEsus live :
Jesus, we thy members are,
Cherifh us with kindeflt care ;
Ct thy flefh, and of thy bone ;
Love for ever, love thine own.

15. Move, and adtuate, and guide,
Diverie gifts to cach divide ;
Flac'd according to thy will,

Let us all our work fulfil ;
Never from our office movel
Needful to the others prove ;
Ule the grace on each belflow’d,
Temper'd by the art of Gobp.

10. Sweetly now we all agree,
Touch’d with fofteft fympathy,
Kindly for each other care:
Every member feels its fhare :
Wounded by the grief of one,
All the {uft ring members groan ;
Honour’d if one member is,
All partake the common blifs.

~. Many are we now, and one,
Ve who JE<us have put on:
There is neither bend, nor free,
Vlale, nor female, Lord, in Thee.
Love, hke death, hath all deftroy’d,
Reunder’d all diftinétions void :
Names, and fects, and parties fall ;
‘Thou, O CrRrisT, artallinall!

PART
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PART V,
18. OME, ye kindred fouls above,
Man provokes you unto love ;
Saints and Angels hear the call,
Praife the common Lord of all -
Him let earth and heaven ‘proclaim,
Earth and heaven record his nanie ;
Let us both in this agree,
Both his one great family.

19. Holls of heaven, begin the fong,
Praife him with a tuneful tongue ;
(Sounds like yours we cannot raife,
We can only lifp his praife)

Us repenting finners fee,

Jesus died to fet us free ;
Sing ye over us forgiven,
Shout for joy, ye hofts of heaven.

20. Be it unto Angels known,

By the Church what Gop hath done -
Depths of love and wifdom fee

In a dying Deity ! |

Gaze, ye firft-born Seraphs, paze,
Never can ye founid his grace :

Loft in wonder, look no more ;
Fall, and filently adore.

21. Minifterial Spirits, know,
Execute your charge below :
You our Father hath ‘prepard,
Fenc'd us with a flaming guard .
Bid you all our ways attend,

Safe convoy us to the end ;
On your wings eur fouls remove,
Waft us to the reilsis of love.

PART Vi
22, Appy fouls, whofe, courfe i§ run,
Who the fight of faith have won,

Parted by an.earlier death,
Think ye of your frienids berfeath ;

Have
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Have ye your own flefh forgot,
By a common ranfom bought ¢

Can death’s interpofing tide,
Spirits one in CHRIST divide ?

23. No: for us you ever wait,
Till we make your blifs compleat,
Till your fellow-fervatts come,
Tl your brethren haften home «
You in Paradife remain,

For your teftimony flain ;
Nobly who for JEsus ftoad,
Bold to feal the truth with blood.

24. Ever now your {peaking cries,

From beneath the altar rife,
Loudly call for vengeance due:
« Come, Thou holy Gonp, and true !
« Lord, how long doft Thou delay ?
« Come t0 judgment, come away !

« Haften, Lord, the general doom,
« Come away, to judgment come !
z¢. Wait, ye righteous fpirits, walt,
Soon arrives your glorious ftate ;
Robd in white, a feafon reft,
Bleft, if not fupremely bleit.

When the number 1s fulfill’d,
When the witnefies aré kill’d,

When we all from earth are driven,
T'hen with us ye mount t0 heaven.

26. JEsu hear, and bow the fkies,
Hark, we all anite our cries |
Take us to our heavenly home,
Quickly let thy kingdom come |

vy come, the Spirit cries !
Jesy come, the Bride replies !
One triumphant Chusch above
Join us all in perfet love.
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