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FUNERAL HYMNS.

HY MN I

I OME let us join our Friends above
"That have obtain’d the prize,
And on the eagle-wings of love
To joy celeftial rife ;
Let all the Saints terreftrial fing
With thofe to glory gone,
For all the fervants of our King
In earthand heaven are one.

2 One family we dwell in Him,
One Church above, beneath,
‘T'ho’ now divided by the ftream,
The narrow ftream of death :
One Army of the living GO D,
T'o his command we bow.:
Part of his hoit hath crofs’d the flood,
And part is crofling now,

3 T'en thoufand to theit endlefs home

This folemn moment fly,

And we are to the margin come,
And we expeét to die:

His militant, embodied hoft
With wifhful looks we ftand,

And long to fee that happy coaft,
And reach that heavenly land,
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Our old companions in diftrefs
W e hafte again 1o {ee,

And eager long for our releafe
And full felicity <

Ev’n now by faith we join our Hands
With thofe that went before,

And creet the blood -befprinkled bands
On the eternal fthore.

Our fpirits too fhall quickly join,
Like theirs, with glory crown’d,

And fhout to fee our Captain’s fign,
T'o hear his trumpet found :

O that we now might grafp our guide,
O that the word were given !

Come Lord of hofts the waves divide,
And land us all 1n heaven.

HY MN IL

OW bappy every child of grace
Who knows his fins forgiven !

"I'bis earth, he cries, is not my place,
I feek my placein heaven:

A country far from mortal fight ;
Yet, O! by faith I fece

The land of reft, the faints delight,
Tbe heaven prepar’d for me.

A ftranger in the world below,
I calmly fojourn here,

Nor can its happinefs or woe
Provoke my hope or fear :

Its evils in a mcment end,
Its joys as foon are paft ;

But, O ! the blifs to which I tend
Eternally fhall laft.

3 To



[ 5 ]

3 To that Jerufalem above

With {inging I repair,

While in the flefh, my hope and love,
My heart and foul are there :

‘T'here my exalted Saviour ftands,
My merciful High- prieft,

And fti]l extends his wounded hands
'T'o take me to his breaft.

4 Whatis there here to court my ftay,

'T'o hold me back from home,

While Angels beckon mec away,
And Jefus bids me come ?

Shall I regret my parted friends
Still in the vale confin’d ?

Nay, but whene’er my foul afcends,
‘T'hey will not ftay behind.

5 Therace we all are running now,

And if I firft attain,

‘T'hey too their willing head thall bow,
‘T'hey too the prize thall gain:

Now on the brink of death we ftand, .
And if I pafs before,

‘They all fhall {foon efcape to fand, .
And hail me on the fhore. *

6 Then let me fuddenly remove,
T'hat hidden lite to fhare ;
I fhall not lofe my friends above, .
But more enjoy them there.
There we in Jefus praife fhall join, -
His boundlefs love proclaim,
And folemnize in fongs divine
The marriage of the Lamb.
7 O what a blefled hope isours !
While here on earth we flay, .
' A .2 We -
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We more than tafte the heavenly powers,
And ante.late that day:
We fcel THE RESURRECTION near,
Qur life in Chriil conceal’d,
And with his plorious Prefence bere
Our earthen veffel’s hli’d.

8 O wou’d He more of heaven beftow,

And let the veflel break,

And let our ranfom’d f{pirits go
To grafp the GOD we feek :

In rapturous awe on Him to gaze
Who bought THE SIGHT for me,

And fhout and wonder at his grace
Thro’ all eternity.

HYMN 1L

ND let this feeble body fail,
Andlet 1t droop, or die,
My foul fhall quit the mournful vale,
And foar to worlds on high :
Shall join the difembodied Saints,,
And find its long {ought reft,
(That ounly blifs for which it pants)
In my Redeemer’s breaft.

2 In hope of that immortal crown,

I now the crofs fuftain,

And gladly wander up and down,.
And fmile at toil and pain :

I fuffer out my threefcore years,
Till mv Deliverer come,

And viipe awav bis {ervant’s tears,
And take his exile home.

3 Surely He will not long delay,.

1| hedr his Spirit cry,
€¢ Arife,
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‘“ Arnfe, my love, make hafte away,

““ Go, getthee up, and die.

““ O’er death, whonow has lof his fting,

‘“ I give the victory.
““ And with memy reward I bring,
“ 1 bring my heaven for thee.”

4 Lord, I the welcome word receive,

1'hee on the mount adore,

For thy dear fake content to live
Some painful moments more .

I live in holy grief and joy,
On Pifgal’s top I ftand,

And life’s important point employ,.
'T'o view the promis’d land,

5 O whart hath Jefus bought for -me !
Before my ravifh’d eyes
Rivers of life divine ] fee,
And trees of Paradife -
They flourifh in perpetual bloom,
Fruit every month they give ;-

And to the hea]ing leaves who come,
Eternally fhall live.

6 lfee a world:of Spirits bright,

Who reap the pleafures there ;-
They all are rob’d in.pureft white,
And conquering palms they bear:
Adorn’d by their Redeemer’s grace
They clofe purfue the L.amb,
And every fhining front difplays
T'h’ unutterable Name.

7 They drink the deifying ftream,
T'hey pluck th’ ambrofial fruit,
And each recoids the praife of Him

Who tun’d his golden lute :
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At once they ftrike th’ harmonious wire, -
And hymn the great T hree-One::

He hears; He fmiles: and all the Quire
¥zll down before his throne.

8 O what an heaven of heavens is this,

T his {fwoon of filent love !

How poor the world’s fublimeft blifs
Compar’d with joysabove !

W ith joys above may I be bleft,
And earthly blifs I {corn;

Or fing triumphantly diftreft
THll I to GOD return.

g O what are all my fufferings here,

Ify, Lord, Thou count me meet

With that inraptur’d Hoft t” appear,
Arnd worfhip at thy feet !

Givejoy or grief, give eafe or pain,
‘T'ake life or friends away,

{ come, to find them all again.
In that eternal day,

HYMN 1V
For aBackflider | Mr. J. H.] near Death.

OWELS of compaffion, found
In anfwer to our cry,
Let thy balmy grace abound,
Before our brother die!
Blecding Lamb, thy blood impart
T o fign a burthen’d foul’s releale;
Whifper love into his heart,
And bidhim die in peace.

X

2 . Sinner’s
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2 Sinner’sadvocate, appear,

In all thy wounds confeft,
Now his fainting fpirit chear,

And calm his troubled breaft :
Jefu, fhew thine healing art,

And give his tortur’d confcience eafe,

Whifper love into his heart,

And bid him diein peace.

3 Do not, Lord, forever chide
With one, who was thy fon :
Mercy cries —¢¢ be pacify’d,
For all that he hath done :”
Tho’ he did from T hee depart,
With pity fee his laft diftrefs,
Whifper love into his heart,
And bid him die in peace.

4 1f Thou all his ways haft feen,
Since firft from Thee he ran,
If thy Hand hath kept him in,
And fenc’d him round with pain ;
If thy rod hath made him {mart,
And ftill corre&s his forwardnefs ;
Whifper love into his heart,
And bid him die in peace.

5 Let the punifhment fuffice
He hath already borne,
Now to blefs his clofing eyes,
Thou lovely Lamb, return ;
Ere the foul and body part,
Again thy lawful capiive feize,
Whifper love into his heart,
And bid him die in peace.

6 Lord, we will not ceafe to pray,

We will not let Thee 00,

Tl



[ 1o ]
Till Thou take his fins away,
And wafh him white as fnow 3
Blefs him, ere he hence depart,
With pardon and falvation blefs,
W hifper love into hisheart,
And bid him die in peace.

7 In this acceptable hour
'Thy pard’ning grace reveal,
If the prayer of faith hath power
A finfick foul to heal:
If the fame Thou alwaysart,
Make all thy gracious fulnefs bis,
W hifper love into his heart,
And bid him die in peace.

8 Son of GOD, come down, come down,
And tell him all thy name,

That we all around thy throne
Thy glories may proclaim ;

T'hat we never more may part,

Partakers of thy heavenly blifs,

Whifperlove to every lreart,

And bid «s die 1n peace.

HYMN V.
On the death of Mr. John Hutchinfon,

July 23, 1754.
I LORY, and thanks, and praife,
To Him, who reigns above,

The GOD of unexampled grace,

Of unexhaufted love ;

Whofe Spirit often griev’d

Hath all long- fuffering thewn,
And now to paradife receiv’d

His poor rebellious fon.
2 His



[ 11 ]
2 His fon (and mine) is fled.
Beyond the rgach of fin,
‘T'he everlafting doors difplay’d
Admit the wanderer in :
Shout all ye heavenly quire,
‘The doubtful confliét patt,
My fon is {carcely fav’d by fire,
But hezs fav’d at laft,

3 ’Scap’d from a life of pain,
Difburthen’d of his load ;

The ftruggling foul hath burft its chain
Of peevifb flefh and blood :
Safe to the haven brought,
Where ftorms can never come,

And every folly, every fault,
Is buried in his tomb.

4 "The pain, whofe ling’ring ftrife
And frequent impulfe tore

The wafted feats of irkfome life,
Shall never vex him more :
Nor love’s fevere excefs,
Nor anger’s furious ftare,

Can his indignant {pirit opprefs,
Orrend his frantick heart.

5 The tyrannizing power
Of his own wayward will,

"The buffettings of fin are o’er,
The ftubborn pulfe is ftill ;.
Jefus hath heard our prayer,
And caught him t¢o his breaft,

And lull’d the felf-tormentor there
To everlafting reft.

© Omnipotent to fave,
‘T'hou didft thine arm reveal,

And
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And on the margin of the grave
All his back{lidings heal :
¢¢ Thou didft thy blood impart,
<¢ "T"o fign his foul’s releafe,
<¢ And whifper love into his heart,
< And bid him die in peace.”

» Our hearts with hopes and fears,
Dying, he chills, and warms,

The fad defponding {inner chears,
The confident alarms:
Left to the Tempter’s powaer,
He cries to all ¢¢ beware,’”’

But pardon’d at his lateft hour,
Prohibits our defpair.

8 Inftruéted from above,
Let us the warning take,
Nor ever, Lord, abufe thy lave,
Or Thee or thine forfake :
Ah ! rather now receive
The purchafe of thy blood,
Than let uslive to tempt or grieve
The patience of our GOD.

¢ In felf-miftrufting fear,
Thy mercy we implore,

To keep us, till out confli€ts here
T'riumphantly are o’er :
Ah! make us better, Lord,
And take us at the beft,

Meet to receive our full reward,
Inlove’s eternal fealt.

V1. Another.
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VI. Another:

I ‘ N IHY fhould my tears for ever flow,
Why fhould I wail the clofe of woe,
"T'he end of mifery ?
His real life doth ftill remain,
Nothing is dead but grief and pain,
But that which wifth’d to die.

2. My HutcriNsoN himfelf furvives ;
He lives, to GOD he greatly lives !
T'h’ imperifhable part
Is wrapt beyond our world of care ;
Yet now by faithful love [ bear
His image on my heart.

3 I fee the generous friend fincere !
His voice ftill vibrates in my ear,
T'he voice of truth and love !
It calls me to put off my clay,
It bids me foar with him away
T"o fairer worlds above.

4 Not ev’n in death his friendfhip dies ;
With grateful pity and furprize
I atk, how canit be?
Loofen’d from all he leaves behind,
Yet ftill—unutterably kind—
Yet ftill—he cleaves to me.

5 On me he refts his dying head,
And catching grafps a broken reed,
But will notlet me part,

Till Jefus vifits him again,
By nobler love diffolves the chain,
And vindicates his heart,

B 6 Soon
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6 Soon as the heavenly Gueft arrives,

Wo more he fondly pantsand ftrives
T’ intwift his {foul with mine :

Hc fhakes me off—and then his clay,

He gives me up—and dies away
Into the arms divine.

7 Departed hencein perfect peace,
He loves me now without excefs,
Or paffionate zlloy ;
Serene, he waits my fpirit’s flight,
To range with his the plains of light,
And climb the mount of joy.

8 Repos’d in thofe Elyfian feats,

Where Jonathan his David meets,
Our {ouls fhall foon embrace,

“The utmoit power of friendfhip prove,

Commenc’d on earth, matur’d above,
In extafies of praife.

9 How fhall we {ing and triumph there,
Our dangers and efcapes compare,
Qur days of flefh and woe !
How comprehend the plan divine,
And fweetly in his praifes join
Thro” whom we met below.
10 Thro’ whom in paradife we meet,
Great Author of our joy compleat,
Thee, Jefus, we proclaim,
W hile all the Saints ftand [ift’ning round,
And all the realms of blifs refound
Salvationto the Lamb.

11 The Lamb hath brought us thro’ the fire
The Lamb fhall raife our raptusres higher,
When all from earth are driven,
Our glotious Head fhall cleave the {kies,
And bid his Church triamphant 1ife
From Paradife to Heaven. HYMN
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HYMN VIL

On the death of * * ¥,

O, blefled Spirit, from earth fet free!
Thou fhalt not leave us long behind !
Who calmly haft’ning after thee,
And copying out thy taviour’s mind,
Like thee with {wift obedience move,
T'o feize the crown of perfect love.

2 Thou coud’ft not reft among the dead,
In chains of education bound,
But following TRUTH, where’er it led,
And lift’ning to the golpel-found,
Thy fimiple heart obey’d his call,
- And found the GOD who dy’d for all.

3 A witnzfs of his boundlefs love,
W hich wills that every foul fhould live,
‘Thou didft the general blefling prove,
"T'he univerfal grace receive,
The rapt’rous fenfe of fin forgiven,

The Holy Ghoft fent down from heaven.

4 By that unerring Spirit led,
Thou didft the Chriftian rite require :
The Spirit fhew’d thy firther need
Of water, tho’ baptis’d with fire,
He drew thee to the hallow’d flream,
Tho’ all thy foul was plung’d in him.

5 Who could forbid the outward fign,
When GO D had giv’n the mward grace £
Obedient to the word divine,
(lad to fulfil all righteoufnefs, .
Thou found’ft thy Lord again reveal’d,
And gloriedil inthy pardon feal’d.

B 3 6 Didit
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6 Didft thou not walk with Chrift in white ?
Didft thou not keep thy garments pure ?
"I'he virtue of that heavenly rite,
T'he Spirit, made thy goings f{ure,
And hid thee in the Saviour’s breaft,
And fitted for eternal reft.

7 Soon as the warning angel came,
Thy convoy to that world unknown,
Thy foul, a follower of the Lamb,.
Rejoic’d to lay its burthen down,
To pay Him back his dying love,
And do his will like thofe above,

8 No earthly wifh detains thee here,
Nor friends by more than fleth ally’d,
Dearer than life, yet not {o dear
As Him, who calls thee to his fide,
And claims thy fpotlefs fpirit for his,
And crowns thee with immortal blifs.

g Bleft be the love that Ied thee on,
And fav’d throughout from firft to laft!
Saviour, on thy dear love alone
In life and death our fouls we caft,
Tl ripe for heaven we take our flight,
And clafp againour Yriends in light.

HYMN VIIL

On the death of Mrs.Mercy Thornton,
March 1, 1757

H’ Almighty Will be done,
Who juftly claims his own!
Sifter, daughter, friend, farewell !
Caught up to thy great reward,
T o the blifs ineffable,
T'o the bofom of thy lL.ord. 2 De-
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2 Beyond our vale of woe,
Detatch’d from all below,
Long thy gracious foul afpir’d
After his belov’d embrace,
Refllefsly its G O D requir’d,
Gafp’d to fee his glorious face.

3 Ne new-smade Deity

He thew’d Himfelf to thee :
Jefus, Jah, Jehovah, came,

Pleas’d his nature to impart,
‘Told thee his myflerious name,

Breath’d his Spirit into thy heart.

4 'Thro’ hisown Spirit’s power,

T'hou didft thy Lord adore,
With unbnrrow’d glories bright,

Dwelling in an earthly clod.

GOD of GOD, and Light of Light,

Chrilt the one eternal GOD.,

5 GOD over all fupreme,
Almighty to redeem,
T'he firft felf-exifting Caufe,
Him thou didft divinely know,
Daily triumph in his crofs,
Humbly in his footiteps go.

6 They meat was to fulfil

‘T'hy heavenly Father’s will :
Sent to do hi+ will alone,

O ! how {wittlv didit thou move,
Eager, yet compor’d, to run

All the courle of patient love !

7 In meek and quiet peace,
T'hou didit thy foul poflefs ;.
Far from every wild extreme

‘T'hy fubftantial piety :
b3

Never
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Never could the world blafpheme,
Never {coff the truth for thee.

8 Clofe follower of the Lamb,

W haofe love the world o’ercame,
Them thou didft, like Him, oppofe,

Conquering all theirill with good,
Melting down the Saviour’s foes,

Foes that trampled on his blood,

o The men who dare difown
GQOD’s co-eternal Son,

Meet and ready to depart,
Didft thou not their burthen bear?

Griev’d for them thy bleeding heart,
Sigh’d for them thy dying prayer.

10 Thatlateft labour o’er,
"T'hy Spirit ftrives no more :
Finifh’d her great work of love,
Lo ! fhe quits the houfe of clay,
Claps her wings, and foars above,
Mingles with eternal day !

HYMN IX.

On the death of Mrs. Mary Stotefbury,
March 17, 1759.

I FRIEN DLY, faithful foul adieu,
J- in’d to thofe efcap’d before !
T'hou haft gain’d the portin view,
Thou haft reach’d the happy fhore :
Thee releas’d, we cannot mourn,
Lighten’d of thine eaithly load,
Dead or rather truly born,

Dead to man, thou liv’ft to GOD.
2 Thou
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T'hou art gone to thy reward,
Followed by thy works of Love,
By the fervants of thy Lord,
All whofe hearts are fixt above ;
Us, who faw thy walk below,
Us, who feek thy place on high,
Study in thy flteps to go
Long, like thee, to live and die.

Calmly didft thou run thy race,
Steadily thine end purfue :
All the fruits of righteoufnefs
Prov’d thy faith divinely true:
Happy thou for Chrift piepar’d,
Found, when all thy work was paft,
Watching to receive thy Lord,
Blamelefs, and in peace at laft.

Fruit of Jefus’lips and prayer,
Peace thy parting {oul attends.

All thy dying words declare
Life begun that never ends,

¢“ Bleftbe GOD, for ever bleft, -
““ GOD of my falvation ftill !
¢ I am enter’d into reft,
¢“ Pardun on my heart T feel.

““ Whata gracious GOD is ours !
““ How Almighty to redeem !
€¢ Bleflings on his own He fhowers,
¢“ (srace alone proceeds from Him ;
¢“ Hecan only good ordain :
‘“ "T'his in life and dea:h [ prove,
¢¢ Happy I, though full of pain,
‘¢ Fuller ftill of joy and love.

‘“ Him for every thing I praife,
““ Every benefit divine,
¢ Chiefly
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¢¢ Chiefly for his pard’ning grace ;
<t Life, eternallifeis mine !

¢“ Yes, I know, the heavenly Lamb,
““ Whom I gladly die to fee,

¢¢ He hath regifter’d my name,
““ Fitted up the houfe for me.

v ¢ “I'hither on that "pointed morn,
¢ By his Spirit {ignified
<¢ [ fhall to my Lord return,
¢ 1 kis pure unfpotted bride :
¢ L.o! the bridegroom from above
¢« Comesmy fpirit to receive !
¢« T.o! I die, tomeet my Love,
¢“ Die, eternally to live,”

HYMN X.
On thedeath of W.H—II, aged fourteen.

I HERI is the fair Elvfian flower,
w R’ ‘I'he blooming youth that charm’d
our eyes !
Cut down, and wither’d in an hour!

But now tranfplanted to the {kies,

He triumphs o’er the mouldring tomb,
He blofloms 1n eternal bloom.

2. Nor did he perith immature,
Who ftarting won the fhort-liv’d race :
Unfpotted from the world and pure,
And fav’d, and fanctify’d by grace,
The child fulfils his hundred years,

And ripe betore his GOD appears.

3 Witnefs his one extreme defire,

T'o live, if fpar’d, for GOD alone;
But rather with the tuneful quire,

'I"o join the fouls arpund the throne :
He
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He pralps on earth the prize above,
And all his foul is prayer and love.

4 When reafon fled the rack of pain,
Love {till defi’d the torturer’s power,
Love, deathlefs love, doth ftill remain,

And confecrates his dying hour,

And wafts him to his native place,
And crowns his brow with golden rays.

5 Afcending to that woild of light,
He quits our dreary vale of death,
But drops his mantle in his flight,
His blefling on his friends beneath ;
T hrice happy, if his virtue’s heirs,
If given to his dying prayers !

6 Happy whoe’er his wants fupplied,
Or ferv’d an heir of glory here ;
Happy the fouls to thine allied,
That faw their fthining pattern near ;
Happy the mates thou leav’{t below,
f wife, with thee, their GOD to know.

7 But chiefly bleft the womb that bare,
The paps that nurs’d a child like thee,
A child of providence and prayer,
Ordain’d his Father’s face to fee,
"L’ enjoy his lave, to chant his praife
In rapturous, everlafting lays.

8 ’Tis done, the foul is entered there,
Where kindred faints and angels join :

We caft away our mournful care,
We bow and blefs the will divine :
Let GOD refume whom GOI> had given,

And take us after him to heaven.

PART
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H YMN XI.

PART Il

EST, hipny Saint, with GOD {fecure,

A% Lodg’d in the bofom of the Lamb,

‘Thy jovis full, thy ftate is fure,
‘thro’ all eternivy the fame;

Thea Neavenly doors have fhut thee i,

The mighty gulsh is fixt between.

Thy GOD foihad the ton to bear
The father’s wickednefs below
And O! theu canft not fuffer there
His foul reproach, his gutlty woe,
His (rarful doom thou canft not feel,
Or fall, like him, from heaven to hell,

T'hat tender fenfe of infant orace,
(Extinctin him) which dweltin thee, -
Nor fin, nor Satan, can efface :
F'rom pain and grief for ever free,
Thou canft not now his fall deplore,
Or pray for One that prays no more.

4 Yet may thy laft expiring prayer

IFor a loit parent’s foul prevail,
And move the GOD of love to fpare,

‘17 arceft him at the mouth of hell :
O GOD of love, thine ear incline,

And fave a foul that once was thine.

5 Thou didt his hcaven-born fpirit draw,

T"hou didft his childlike heart infpire,
And hll withlove’s profoundeft awe ;

'T'ho” now inflam’d with hellith fire,
Hc dares thy fav’rite Son blafpheme,
And hates the GOD that died for him.

6 Com-
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€ Commiflioned by the dying GOD,
Bleft wirh a powerful miniftry,
'T'he world He pointed to thy blood,
And turn’d whole multitudes to thee ;
Others he fav’d, himfelf a prey
'T'o hell, an hopelefs caftaway.

7 Murtherer of fouls, T hou knowefl, he lives,
(Poor fouls for whom Thyfelf haft died)
His dreadful punithsment receives,
And bears the mark of fullen pride ;
And furious lufts his bofom tear,
And the dire worm of {ad delpair.

8 Condemn’d like haggard Cain torove,
By Satan and himfelf purfued,
Apoftate from redecming love,
- Abandon’d to the curfe of GOD ;
Thou hear’{t the vagabond complan,
L.oud-howling, while he bites his chain.

g But O! Thou righteous GOD how long
Shall thy vindidtive anger laft,
Canft Thou not yet forgive the wrong,
Bid all his penal woes be pait?
All power, all mercy as 'I'hou art,
) bredk his adamantine heart.

1o Beforethe yawning cavern clofe
Its mouth on its devoted prey,
Thou, who haft died to fave thy foes,
Thy death’s omnipotence difplay ;
And fnatch from that ere nal fire,
And let him in thine arms expire.

HYMN



L 26 ]
2 Yetlo! I now the blefling find,
"T'he legacy fhe left behind,
Fruit of her lateft prayer :
The anfwer in my heart 1 feel,

‘T'his frefh fupply of heavenly zeal,
T'o live, and die like her.

3 She liv’d to ferve the GOD unknown,
And following in a land not fown,
A thorny wildernefs,
Beneath the yoke of legal fear |
She labour’d hard, with heart fincere,
"T"o buy the Saviour’s peace.

4 Faithful fhe thenin little was ;
And zealous for religion’s caufe,
T'o pleafe the Lord moft high
In ferving man the humbly fought,
But blindly by her duties thought
Herfelf to juftify.

5 Yet when fhe heard. the gofpel-found,
"I'hat grace doth more than f{in abound,
‘I'hat pard’ning grace is free,
She caft her righteous rags afide,
she clofed at once with Chrift, and cry’d,
‘“ He bought the peace for me }”

© From hence the fight of faith begun,
From hence in JESUS fteps fhe run,
Nor e’erdifgrac’d the caufe,
Meek follower of the patient Lamb,
ohe priz’d his honourable thame,
And gloried in his crofs.

7 By all the race of fiends and men, ‘
{The vehement ftream, the beating rain)

Affail’d
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Affail’d on every fide ;
Nor men nor fiends her irmnefs fhock,
"T'he houfe was built upon a rock,

And every ftorm defy’d.

8 What tonguc her hidden worth can tell,
Her active faith and fervent zeal,
And works of righteoufnefs,
Her thirit and reverence for the word,
Her love to thele who lov’d her Lord,
Or but defired his grace!

o She lov’d them both in word and deed,
O’rjoy’d an hungry Chrift to feed,
"Fo vifit Him 1nn pain ;
Him in his members fhe relievd,
And freely as fhe firft receiv’d,
(save him her all again,

1o How did her generous bounty deal
T'he widow’s fcanty oil and meal,
A treafure for the poor?
A treafurc {pent without decrealc,
As miracle reviv’d to blefs
T'he confecrated flore.

11 Butwho can paint the firong defire,
The holy heav’n-inkindled fire
‘That glow’d within her breaft,
To infure the blifs of friends and fses,
To fave the precious fouls of thofe
She ever lov’d the belt !

12 Witnels ye children of her prayers,
Ye objels of her tendereft cares,
Into her bofom given,
Did not her yearning bowels move
W ith more than a maternal love

To train you up for heaven ! |
C 13 Can
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13 Can you her artlefs warmth forget,
Her eager halle to turn your feet
Into the narrow road,
Her counfels kind, her warning fears,
Her loud protefts, or filent tears,

Whene’er ye ftray’d from GOD !

14 She took your guardian angel’s part,
She watch’d the motions of your heart
T'o pride and pleafure prone ;
For you fhe {pent her lateft breath,
And urg’d you both 1n life and death
To love the Lord alone.

HYMN XIV.
P AR T I

I L.et me on the image dwell,
The {oul-tranfporting {pectacle

On which ev’n angels gazce!
An hoary Saint mature for GOD,
And fhaking off the earthy clod,

t'o fee his open face.

2 The happieft-hour is come at laft,
When, all her toils and conflicts paft,
She fhall to GO afcend,
Worn out and {pent for Jefus’ caufle,
She now takes up her lateft crofs,
And bears it to the end.

3 Summon’d before the throne t” appear,
She meets the welcome mellenger,
Array’d in mortal pain ;
Her only fearleft flefh and blood
Should 1ink beneath the facred load,
Or weakly once complain.

4 Lug
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4. But Chrift the obje& of her love,
Doth with peculiar fmiles approve,
And all her fears controul,
With glory eilds hier final fcene,
£ind not a cloud can rife between

Tohide Him from her {oul.

5 As a ripe fhock of corn brought home;.
Behold her in due {eafon come
To claim her full reward !
Smiling and pleas’d in death ﬂw hes,
With eaﬂ*]e s eyes looks thro’ the {kies,
And fees her he=avenly Lord.

6 The fight herravifh’d {pirit fires,
Her panting dying breaft infpires,

And fills her mouth with praife ;
She owns the glorious earneft given;
'I'he hidden life breaks out, and heaven

Refplendentia her face.

v FilI’d up with love and life divine,
T he houfe of clay, the earthly fhrine,
Diffolves, and finks to dufit,
Without a groan the body dies ;
[Her {pirit mounts above the {kies,
And mingles with the juft.

8 With mixt concern her flicht we view,
With joy th’ afcending pomp purfue,
Yet for our lofs diftreft :
Our bofom-friend from earth is flown,
A mother of our Ifrael gone,
T'o her eternal reft,.

9 Yetftill to us the fpeaks tho’ dead,
She bids us in her footfteps tread,
C 2 As
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As in her Saviour’s fhe ;
And O'! that welike her may prove
Qur faith unfeign’d and genuine love,
And meck humility.

10 Who live her life, and death fhall die;
Come, Lord, our heartsto certify
T'hat we the prize fhall gain ;
Sron as we lay the body down,
'I'hat we fall wear th’ immortal crown,
And in thy glory reign.

HYMN XV,

On the death of the Rev. Mr. John
Meriton, Augull 10, 1753.

I N D hath he bow’d his head,
_‘f'f’« And rendered up the ghott,
So guistly ¢icap’d, and fled
"T'o that immortal hoft ¢
With them our fongs we join,
And {clemnly proclaim
T'he victory of love divine,
The triumph of the Lamb.

2 The Lamb of GOD alone
Supplied his Spirit’s might,
‘Thro’ which our fellow-foldier won
"T'he good tho’ doubtful fight ;.

"LT'hro” which th’ afffiézed man
On fovereign mercy caft,

Rode out the ftorm of fin and pain,
And landed fafe at )aft.

Long was he toft below

On life’s tempeltuous fea,
Bern
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Born to a double fhare of woe,
And weight of mifery,
Tortur’d by cruel fears,
By flattering hopes deceiv’d,
He wandred thro’® the vale of tears,
And rather died than liv’d.

4 The foul is now at reft,
The exile roams no more,
Of his inheritance pofleft
On that celeftial {hore :
A lot that cannot fade,
A life that cannot die,
An houfe by hands immortal made,,.
A manfion in the (ky.

5  Jefus, take all the praife,
The praife is all thy due ;

And fave 25 by the word of orace,
And make us conquerors too :
T'he word thy fervant {poke,
And found its {aving power,

Let us believe, obey—and lock
For death’s triumphant hour,

6 Octhat we then like him
Might quietly refign

The fouls thou fufferdit to redeem,.
Into thofe hands of thine !
() that we then might prove
Like him, the crowning grace, .

And join our glittering friends above.
Ini cverlafting lays.

C 3 HY MN.
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HYMN XVI.
On the death of Mr. Lampe,.

1) IS done! the Sovereign will’s obey’d,
The foul by angel- guards convey’d
Has took its feat on high ;
T'he brother of my choice is gone,
‘T'o mufick fweeter than his own,
And concerts in the fky.

2. His {pirit mounting on the wing,
Rejoic’d to hear the convoy fing,
While harping at his{ide:
With eafe he caught their heavenly ftrain,
And {mil’d, and fung in mortal pain,
He fung, and fmil’d. and died.

3 Inroll’d with that harmonious throng,
He hears th’ unutterable fong,
‘I'h’ unutterable name :
He fees the malter of the quire,
He bows, and f{trikes the golden lyre,
And hymns the glorious Lamb.

4 He hymns the glorious Lamb alone 3
No more conftrain’d to make his moan
In this.fad wildernefs,
T'o toil for fublunary pay,
And caft hisfacred ftrains away,
And ftoop the world to pleafe.

5 Redeem’d from carth, the tuneful foul,
W hile everlafting ages roll,
His triumph fhall prolong ;
His nobleft faculties exert,
~And all the mufick of his heart
Shall warble on his tongue.
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5 O that my mournful days were paft,

O that I might o’ertake at laft

My happy friend above ;
With him the Church triumphant join
And celebrate in ftrains divine,

'T'he Majefty of Love !

Great GOD of love, prepare my heart,
And tuneit now to bear a part
In heavenly melody,
¢ I’'l] ftrive to fing as loud 2s they,
*“ Who fit inthron’d in brighter day,”

And nearer the Moﬁ-high.
O that the promis’d time were come,,
O that we all were taken home,

Our Mafter’s joy to thare !
Draw, Lord, theliving vocal ftones,

Jefus, recall thy banifh’d ones,
T'o chant thy praifes there.

-9 Our number and our blifs compleat,.

And fummon all the choir to mecet
‘T'hy glorious throne around,
"T'he whole mufician-band bring in,.
And give the {ignal to begin,
"And let the trumpet found.

HY MN XVII.

On the death of Mryrs. Anne Wiggin-

I

ton, April 24, 1757.

done |
Bereav’d by his revoking word,
We meekly render him his own,

J-ELA'T fhall we fay ? it is the Lord !
His name be prais’d, his will be

And
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And faultlefs mourn our partner fled,
Our friend remov’d, our Dorcas dead.

2 A Chriftian good, without pretence,
A widow by her works approv’d,
A faint indeed 1s fummon’d hence,
To triumph with her beft belov’d,
In whom fhe found acceptance here,
And /hew’d her faith by humble fear.

3 By works of richteoufnefs {he thew’d
The gracious principle within,
By reverence for the things of GOD,.
By deadnefs to the world and fin,
By laying up her wealth above,
By all the toils of patient love.

4 Memorial of her faith unfeign’d,
As incenfe {weet, before the throne,
Did not her prayers and alms afcend,
And bring the heavenly herald down?
Did fhe not for the preacher call,
With news of pard’ning grace for all?

5 What tho’ fhe in the defart pin’d,
And languifh’d for the light in vain, .
Her {oul obedient and refign’d,
Did darkly fafe with GOD remain,
Who led his trembling {ervant on,
Andblefs’d her in a path unknown.

6 Unconfcious of the grace receiv’d,
She mourn’d, as deftitute of grace,
A pattern to believers liv’d,
And labour’d on with even pace,
Pofleft of Mary’s better part,

And Martha’s hands, and Liydia’s heart.
7 No
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7 No noify felf-deceiver the;
No boafter vain of faith untry’d :
Her own good deeds fhe could not fee,
But wrought, and caft them all afide ;
- And when her glorious race was run,
Complain’d, ¢¢ {he never yet begun.”

HY MN XVIII.
1) A R T II;'_

OON as the warning angel came,
‘T'hat call’d her up to worlds on high,
Meel: as a death-devoted lamb,
Yet ftarting, as unfit to d:e,
Her nature’s frailty fhe confeft,
And funk upon her Saviour’s breaft.

2 He own’d the foul {o dearly lov’d,
And cutting fhort his work of grace,
Her fins infenfibly remov’d,
Made meet at once to fce his face,
Andlo! her lateft fears are o’er,
And pain and f{uffering is no more.

3 One only labour yet remains,
Her genuine faith to juitify,
One only care the fpirit detains,
When wing’d, and ready forthe fky
‘T hat ageny of love unknown,

Thath}’ ¥y death ¢ I\/IY fgn,} ny {fon ! {3
4 Can fhe her fucking child forget,

In travail for his foul fo long f
Difcharging nature’s double debt,

She warns him with a fault’ring tongue ;
She wins him by her lateft breath,

'T"he mother of his {foul 1n death.
5 Dy
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5 By all the powers of love purfu’d,
‘i o Chrift with holy violence driven, -
She claims him for the Saviour-GOD,
She turins, and lifts his heart to heaven :
In faith’s Almighty arms fhe bears,
And crowns her counfels with her pray’rs,

6 In vain her firength and Janguage fail,
Speechlefls the urges her requeft,
che widl with the GOIDD-Man prevail :
And now of all her wifh peileft,
Smiling, the looks him back the praife,
And heaven is open’d in her face.

7 Thofe heavenly {miles diftin&ly tell
"T'he rapt’rous blifs her {pirit feels,
The glorious joy unfpeakable,
Which Chrift to dying Saints reveals;
‘T'he {ipht, which none can here conceive,
‘T'he fight, which none can fee and live.

8 Like Mofes on the Mountain laid
Wiih longing looks, and ravifh’d eyes,
She fees the Saviour’s arms difplay’d,
ohe {ees his open face, and dies !
Drops at his kifs the mortal ¢lod,

And plunges in tire depths of GOD.
HYMN XIX.

A prayer for a dying child.

I A'THER, Lord of earth and heaven,
dpare, or take what thou haft given;
Sole difpofer of thine own,

Let thy {overeign will be done,
2 Wher
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murmur or complain,

aim thine own again.

. 4 Life and death depend on Thee,
. Juft and good js thy decree,
. dafein thy decree we reit,
' Sure whatever 1S, 1s beft.
i 5 Meck]
0\
r

If thou ¢]

Y We our vow repeat,
ature /bal/to grace [ubmit,
©t him on the altar lie,

et the vittim live, or dje.

16 Yet Thoy know'ft, what pangs of love
L In a father’s bofom move,
. What the agony to part,

“ Stfugg]ing 1n a mother’s heart,
7 Sorely tempted and diftreft,

i Can we make the fond requeft ?
i Dare we Pray for a reprieve ?

{ Need we afk that he may live ?

¥ GOD we abfolutely truft,

¥ Wife, and merciful, and juft,

; Allthy works to T hee are known,
E Al thy bleficd will be done.

- [FoE . -
L Py ARG Y e P

teal our hearrs from GOD away ;
3 tilnot let him ftay.

10 If
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1o If his life would matter raife
OOf thine everlafting praife,
More his Saviour glorify ;
Mercy will not let him die.

H Y MN XX,

On the death of a child.

) EAD ! dead?! the Child I lov’d fo well !
Tranf{ported to the world above!
I need no more my heart conceal :
I never dar’d indulee my love::
Sut may I net indulze my grief,
And {eck intears a fad relief £

2. Mine carthly happinefs is fled,
His mother’s jov, his father’s hope,
10 had I d}*‘qd i1 fyt.:'ci'ﬂ‘.‘i ficaa ‘
He frouldhave Liv'd, my ave’s prop,
Fe fhould have clos’d his father’s eyes,
Ard follow’d me to paradife.

3 Ruthath not heaven, who firft beftow’d,
A rightto take his gifts gwavy ?
I bow meto the fovereien GO D,
Vho fnatch’d him frem the evil day !
Yet nature willrepeather moan,
And fonaly cry, < My fon, my fon !”
¢ Turn frembim, turn, officious thouoht!
Oflicious thought prefents again -
‘I'he thoufand lude acéts he wrought,
W hich wound my heart with foothing pain
His looks, his winning geftures rife,
Llis waving hands, and laughing eyes !

5 Thoic
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s Thofe waving hands no more fhall move,
"Thofe laughing eyes fhall {mile no more :
He cannot now engage our loves
Wiith {weert infinuating power
Qur weak unguarded hearts infnare,

And rival his Creator there.

6 From us, as we from him, fecure,
Caught to his heavenly Father’s breaft,
He waits, till we the blifs infure,
From all thefe fltormy forrows reft,
And fee him with our Angel ftand,
To waft, and welcome us to land.

H Y MN XXI.

P AR T I
1 AREWEL, (fince Heaven ordains it fo)

Farewel, my yearning heart’s defire !
Stunn’d with the providential blow,
And fcarce beginning to refpire,
I own, and bow me in the duii,

My GOD is good, and wife, and juft,

2 He juftly claims the firft-born fon,
Accepts my coltly facrifice,
Decareft of all his gifts but one,
At his command the viétim dies !
He but refumes what he had given,
He takes my facrifice to heaven.
2 His wildom #tzn’d the ling’ring {troke,
The mother firft refolv’d to fave
T he mother left, the child He took,
Nor let them {hare a common grave ;
And ftill my better halr furvives,
Fofeph is dead, but Rachel lives.
D 4 His
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4 His goodnefs towards us all defign’d
To fave us from a world of care ;
He knew his pleading Spirit’s mind,
He heard in me his Spirit’s prayer,
And kindly haften’d to remove
The objelt of my fatal love. -

s The fearcherof my heart can tell
How oft its fondnefs I withftood,
When forc’d a father’s joy to feel,
I thrunk from the fufpeéted good,
Refus’d the perilous delight,
And hid'me from the pleafing fight.

6 The labour of my aching breaft,
"The racking fears to GOD are known ;
I could notin his danger reft,
I trembled for my helplefs {fon:
But all my fears for ever ceafe,
My fon hath gain’d the port of peace.

7 The travail of my {oul is paft,
Qeverer than the mother’s throes,
For lo! my child 1s &orn at laft,
The glorious life of angels knows,
He burfts yon ambient azure {hell,
He flies from us, with GOD to dwell

8 Look down, thou happy Spirit, look down,
An eyc of pitying love let fall

On us, who long to fhare thy crown,
Who for that fpotlefs mantle call,

In which thou fhalt for ever fhine,

That robe of righteoufnels divine.

g Great King of Saints, to Thee alone,

For mercy, and forgrace we pray -
Thy glorious grace hath {av’d the {on,
T'he parents next to heaven convey,

Thy



[ 39 1

Thy power and goodnefs to adore,
Where death and parting is no more.

H MY N XXII.

P ART III

r §ESUS, ourfure fupport Thou art,
QOur only hope in deep diftrefs ;
I'hy comforts calm the troubled heart,
And chear’d by thy victorious grace
T he mnourner gives her wailings o’er,
And Rachel weeps her lefs no more.

2 O mightthy love our lofs repair,
T"his mountain-load of grief remove :
‘T'he burthen we with patience bear,
Bur cannot reft without thy love,
But, till we hear thy pard’ning voice,
We cannot in thy will rejoice.

3 If thou haft wrought us, Lord, tothis,
If now thy chait’ning hand we fee,
Which f{trips us of our creature-blifs,
To make us feek our blifs in Thee;
On us thy pard’ning love beftow,
And blefs us with that heaven below.

4 If Thou haft torn our child away,
‘To make Thyfelf the larger room ;
No longer, gracious Lord, delay,
But to thy drooping fervants come,
Andrake up all this aching void,

And fill ourhappy fouls with GOD.

D 2 HYMN
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H Y MN XXIII.
P ART 1IV.

HY fhould our hearts for ever bleed,
Why fheuld we {till as hopelefs
mourn !
The child is fafe ! the child is dead !
And never fhall te us return :
But we to him fhall {foon arile,
And clafp the Saint in Paradife.

i

2 Who weeping build our infant’s tomb,
With joy we haften toouroun:

That happieft day will quickly come,
When we fhall lay our burthen down,
When loos’d from earth our fouls fhall {oar,

And find, whom we fhall lofe no more.

3 No human heart cane’er conceive
The tranfportes of our meceting there,
Where pure departed fpirits live,
Where One we fondly deem’d our heir,
To full angelic {taturc grown,
Inherits an immortal crown.

4 Arriv’d above, the ftranger ftands,
Incompalt with acclaiming quires:
He hears, and waves his plaufive hands,
Tranf{ported with the Harpers lyres,
Expands his tuneful foul to prove
T'h’ harmonious powers of heavenly love.

5 And can we wifh him doom’d again
To childifly ignorance and fears,
Obnoxious to difeafe and pain,
Imprifon’d in our vale of tears,

Expos’d
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Ikxpos’d to all we dread beneath,
Paflion, and {in, and {econd death ?

Ah ! no,.we would not have him back,
Butfoon ourfelves to him remove,
While meet his glory to partake,
And perfeéted in patient love,
We fee with ravifh’d hearts and eyes
The lofs which brought us to the fkies..

HYMN XXIV.
PART V.
e. NGELS rejoice, a child is born,

Into your happier world above!
Let poor fhort-fighted mortals mourn,
While ou the wings of heavenly love,,

An everlafting fpirie flies,
To claim his kindred 1n the fkies.

His few fad days of guiltlefs pain
Are all irrevocably gone,.
Efcap’d’ from earth without a ftain,
My heart’s defire, my darling fon
Hath firft attain’d his endlefs reft,
Hath reach’d his heavenly Father’s breaft,.

And fhall I for his blifs repine,
And fhall I for his abfence gricve ¢
Or rather blefs the choice divine,
With awful joy and thanks receive
The period of my countlefs cares,
The an{wer of my thoufand pray’rs !

4 My pray’rs are feal’d, my child is fled,,

Is {afe on that etemal {hore:
No longer [ hisdangers dread,

The pois’nous world’s bewitching power, .
D 3. The-
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The charms of fin, the tempter’s art,
The fondnefs of a parent’s heart.

5 No moremy eyes with tears o’erflow,
No more in deep diftrefs I pray
¢cc Ah! fave my child from endlefs woe,
¢ Ah! take him from the evi] day,
<< Norlet the man his GOD deny,
¢¢ Nor let him live to {in, and die.

6 Who fill’ld me with thofe jealous fears,
Who arm’d my heart with fad miftruft,
The GOD oflove hath feen my tears,
And never caxn the child be loft,
Whom GOD hath found, and clam’d for his,
And fnatch’d to everlafting blifs.

HYMN XXV.

« P ART VL

I > IS finifh’d ! all his courfe of pain !
! ’T'is inifh’d ! all cur tafk of care!
W e turn us to our reft again,
In folemn praife, and humble prayer:
For lo! our awful office ends,
For lo! our facred charge afcends!

2 The child, of whom we feem bereav’d,
Whom feeble flefh would {till deplore,
Our heavenly Father hath receiv’d,
And ki.:diy bids us weep no more,
But chearfully his loan refign,
And leave him in the arms divine.

g Father, we make thy deed our own,

Submiffive to thy wifeft choice,
Tho’
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'Tho’ nature give a parting groan,
Our f{pirits fhall in ‘Thee rejoice,

And thankfully at Jaft approve

'T'h’> appointment of eternal love.

4 *Twas love ordain’d fo fhort a date,
So light a load of penal pain,
And hence the favourite of fate
Put on, and burft, his flethly chain;
Receiv’d, and rend’ring up his breath,
Retir’d into the fhades of death.

g But we by faith’s illumin’d eye
Beyond the cloud of death behold
A Sunin yon cternal {ky,
Which gilds, and turns the cloud to gold ;
And in that golden light I fec
‘The child that owed his birth to me.

6 In anew world of light and blifs,
An angel now ourchiid appears,
His joy hath made our forrow ceafe,
His looks have dried our felfifh tears,
Hislooks, where heavenly glories fhine,,
And call us to the fight Divine.

7 Father of lights, and GOD of love,
Thy call we joyfully ubey,
And haften to our friends above,
Who for their old companions ftay ;
Till all before thy face fhall meet,
And find in Thee our heaven compleat.

HY MN
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HYMN XXVI.
PART VI

Lefling, and love, and thanks, and praife,
Wifdom, and majefty, and power,
And riches, more than earth can 1aife,
To GOD, who at the deftin’d hour,
Hath fingled out our only fon,
And caught aninfant to bis throne,

T'he Lord our favour’d child hath bleft
Above what we could afk, or hope,
Hath far exceeded our requeft,
And fhll’d our largeft withes up
With more than nature dar’d require,
Or a fond parent’s heart defire.
W e rafhiy for our offspring claim
The goods which foolifh mortals prize,
Beauty, and health, and power, and fame ;
We with them great, and rich, and wife,
With pleafures crown’d, and long to live
In ali the blifs which earth can give.
But fee, whom GQOYD hath made 45 hetr,
Adorn’d with each ccleftial grace !
His features how divincly fair,
How full of heaven his blooming face !

And what fhall mar that heavenly bloom,
Where pain and death cannever come ?

With glory deck’d, and cloath’d with power,
On kings the pitying faint looks down,
For who can tell his gracious ftore,
Or count the jewels of his crown -
Bright as ten thoufand flars they fhine,

And purchas’d all by blood divine.
. 6 With
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6 With pure fuperior wifdom fraught,
He fathoms the angelic minds,
Prevents the quickeft plance of thought,
And tructh by intuition huds,
He comprenends the Onein Three,
He founds the depths of deity.

7 Knowledge, and power, and glory meet
I’ inhance his happinels and joy ;
His joy unutterably grear,
His happinefs without alloy,
Fis pleaiures fpirtrual and rure,
Immortal as their fource endure.
8 Happv. and wife, and great, and good,
in fathion like his Maker found,
Wi -k heavenly faculties endu’d,
Wit all divine perfections crown’d,
And lopy 2s GOD his throne maintains,
‘The heir with Chrift triumpbant reigns.

HYMN XXVIIL
P AR T VIIL

I ATHER, in Thee our hearts confide,
And wait thine utmoft word to fee
Have we not been by trouble tricd P
Now letit anfwer all thy will,
Now letityield with vaft increafe
T'he peaceful fru't of righteoufnefs.

2 Beneath thy chaft’ning hand we ftoop,
And pour out cur fid fouls In prayer,
Proftrate, ull mercy lift us up,
T'ill Thou thy righteoufnefs declare :
To Thee by deep aflliction driven,
We cry, to know our fins forgtven.

!

3 Come,
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3 Come, to thy drooping fervants come,
‘i'bou GOD of reconciling grace,
Pierce thro’, difpel ihis guilty gloom,
Unveil the brightnels of thv face;

And whil« tiele clouds of grief remove,
Appear, the pard’ning GOD of lave.

4 We wili not let our forrow go,
Till Thee our GOD we apprehend:
Ab ! wouldit Thou now the grace beftow,
Into our hearts the comfort fend,
The peace that pain and lofs defies,
'T'he iife divipe that never dies.

5 In us thy pard’ning love reveal,
And when we feel the blefling given,
Our tongues thy pard’ning love fhall tell,
Shali fpreadthenews thro’ earth and heaven,
‘¢ The Lord hath caught away our fon,
‘¢ And giv’n usin exchange bis own.”

HYMN XXVIII.

On the death of Mrs, Le—ee—,
July 6, 1756.

1 H ! lovely Chrift-like Soul adieu,
Darling of every heart that knew,
Thy fhort-liv’d excellence !
Reft in the bofom of thy GOD,
Who juft to gazing mortals thew’d,
And fnatch’d the wonder hence.

2 Unworthy of her longer flay,
Forbid to plead, forbid to pray,
We mournfully refign.,

Our
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Our friend, fo fuddenly remov®d ;
W e render to her Beft-belov’d,
The heavenly loan divine.

3 But need we now our grief conceal,
Forc’d in the tenderefl nerve to teel
‘T'he univerfal lofs ?
We cannaot curb our {welling fighs,
Or ftop the fountains of our eyes,
Remembring what fhe was.

4 She was (letall her worth confefs,
Let all her precious memory blefs,
And after her afpire 1)
A burning, and a fhining light
she was—to gild our land of night,
And fet our world on fire.

5 She was (what words can never paint)
A fpotlefs foul, a finlefs [aint,
In perfeét love renew’d,
A mirror of the Deity,
A tranfcript of the One in T hree,
A tempie fill’d with GOD.

5 The witnefs of his hallowing grace,
Talk’d with her Maker face to face,
And mark’d with his new name
His nature vifibly exprefs’d,
W hile all her even life confefs’d
‘The meeknefs of the Lamb.

7 Bleft with his lowly loving mind,
One with the Friend of human kind,
In all his fteps fhe trod ;
In doing good, and bearing ill,
Fulfill’d her heavenly Father’s will,
And liv’d, and dy’d to GOD.

8 Eager

e
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Eager to drink his decpeft cup,

She fill’d her Lord’s afiéions up,
Together cructhed ;

T'o Nature’s will entirely dead,

She languifh’d till the bow’d her head,
And with her Saviour died.

Like Him, her thirty years and three,
She finifh’d on the facred tree,

In facrifical prayer,
Calmly without a lingring figh,
Difmifs’d ber fpirit to the {ky,

And clafps her Jefus there !

1 Y M N XXIX.
P A R T 1I.

nat the child of heavenly lighe
Migh+ drop her mantle in her flight,
Her lami-like fpirit leave |
(Cpous let 211 her graces reft,
"T"o meceken everv troubled breaft,
And teach us how to gricve,

Flappy, couid we the {ecret find,
Like herin all events relien’d
T o g:tin b}f CVery lols
Our fharpeft agonies £ improve,
Efteem our Maiter’slot, and love,
And ¢lory 1o his crofs !

Nafter, on us, ev’n us beflow

Like precious faith Thyfelf to know ;
Fuilil our heart’s defire,

Dally in alf her fteps to tread,

And let usin the garden bleed,
And on the mount expire.

8 IL.ike
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4 Like her, who now fupremely bleft,
Enjoys an everlafting reft,
. We fain on earth would be;
As harmlefs as that ge; t'ef? dove,
As fimplified by humble love,
As perfetly like Thee.

sz O were it, Lord, on us beftow’d,
The love thatin her bofom glow’d,
The love invincibie ;
The love that turns the other cheek,
T'he tove inviolably meck,
‘'T’rhat bears and conquers all !

6 Made ready here by patient love
For fwecteft fellowfhip above
With our tranflated friend;
Give us thro’ life her {pirit to breathe,
Indulge us then to die her death,
And blefs us with her end.

HYMN XXX

On the death of Mrs, Mary Naylos,
March 21, 1757.

I U'T is the hafty {pirit fled ?
But hath my friend inclin’d her head,
And laid her burden down ?
Dead, dead to man, to GOD fhe lives,
And from her Saviour’s bands receives
The never-fading crown.

2 Away my tears, and felfith fighs !
T'he happy faint in Paradife
Requiges us not to mourn;

E But
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But rather keep her life in view,
And fill her fhining fteps purfue,

T1ill allto GOL) return.

Her life from outward evil free
From every grofs enormity
Her life of nature was : :
Harmlefs the pafs’d her time to play,
Stranger to Chrift, theliving way,
Regardlefs of his crofs.

But when fhe heard the gofpel—foundg
The feed receiv’d in the good ground,
The heart-ingrafted word
Produc’d an hundred-fold increafe,
And join’d to Jefus’ witnelies,
She gloried in ber Lord.

With joy fhe flew her all to fell,

Borne on the wings of rapid zeal,
Impatient of delay ;

- Away {he caft with eager ftrife,

Kindred, and friends, and more thanlife,
She caft her fame away.

Where Satan kceps his gaudy throne,

Firm as the rightcous Lot, alone
Againft the world {he {tood,

T he crofs indur’d, the fhame defpis’d,

And only fought, and only priz’d
The praife that comes from GOD.

When men and fiends again(t her rofc,

Could all her fierce opprobious foes
Fler {tedfaft faith o’erturn ?

A follower of the patient Lamb,

'I'he hatred the with love o’ercame,
And triumph’d 1n the {corn.

8 Her
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8 Her folid piety unfeign’d
A witnels from her foes obtain’d,
And forc’d them to confeis,
““ W here faith appears with virtue crowin’d,
““ Religion pure on earth is found,
““ And ail ber paths are peace.”

HY M N XXXL

PART Il

X ONG in thofe peaceful pleafant ways
She walk’d, fhe run’d the Chriftian race,
With never-flack’ning carce ;
Studious her talents to improve,
She liv’d a life of faith and love,

Of holinefs and prayer.

2 T'he weighter matters of the law
With fingle eye fhe clearly faw,
Nor overlook’d the lefs :
Her tythe of mint fhe gladly paid,
But the main ftrefs on mercy laid,
And truth and righteoufnefs.

3 The golden rule fhe {till purfu’d,
And did to others, as fhe wou’d
Others thou’d do to her:
Juftice compos’d her upright foul,
Juftice did all her thoughts controul,
And form’d her character.

4 Her morals, O Thou bleeding Lamb,
Forth from that open fountain came,
That wounded fide of thine ;
T'hy love of equity fhe caught,
"T'hy fpirit in her {pirit wrought
‘T'he righteoufnefs divine,.
E 2 § Thence-
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5 Thenceforth an Ifraelite indeed,
By child-like innocency led,
Andignorant of art,
She her integrity approv’d,
To GOD and man: the truth fhe lov’d,
And fpoke it from her heart.

6 Tofalfhood an eternal foe,
The fair pretence, the {pecious thew,
The profs and colour’d lie
Darkne(s fhe never put for light,
Evil for good, or wrong for right,
Or fiaud for picty.

7 Thro’ o}l her words the foul within,
The haneft, artlefs foul was feen,
Ingenuous, pure, and free:
C:ndour and love were fweetly join’d
W ith caf noblenels of mind,
And truc iimplicity.

8 Tufpir’d with godlinefs fincere,
She had her conver{ation here ;
No ¢uwle in her was found :
Cheaiful and open as the llghr,
She dwelr in her own people’s finht,
And gladden’d all around.

HY MDN XXXIL
P AR T IIL

¥ E Reided in her gentle brealt,
And full pofleflion kept 3

While liftening to the orphan’s moan,

And echoing back the widow’s groan,

ohe wept with them that wept.
2 Afiittion,

I I\ ERCY that hcaven-delcending Gueft,
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> Afliftion, poverty, difeafe,
Drew out her foul in foft diftrefs
The wretched to relieve :
In all the works of love employ’d,
Her fympathizing foul enjoy’d
"T"'he bleflednefs to give.

3 Her Saviourin his members feen,
A ftranger the receiv’d him in,
An hungry Jefus fed,
Tended her {ick imprifon’d Lord,
And flew in all his waunts t” afford
Her minifterial aid.

4. A nurfing-mother to the poor,
For them fhe hufbanded her flore,
Her life, her all beftow’d :
For them fhe labour’d day and night,.
In doing good her whole delight,
In copying after GOD.

5 But did the then herfe!f conceal
From herown flefh ¢ or kindly feel
Their every want and woe !
*Tis Corban this {he never faid,
But dealt alike her facred Bread
“To feed both friend and foe.

5 Free from the bufy worldling’s cares,,
Who gathers riches—for his heirs,
Who hoards what (O[) hath given &
Faft as the Lord her bafket blefs'd,
IFaft asher well-got wealth increas’d,.
She laid 1€ up 1n heaven.

7 Witnefs ye fervants of her Lord,
Ye preachers of the joyous word,

Confirain’d with her t’ abide :
E 7 With
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With Lydia’s open houfe and heart,
(Glad of her carnal things t impart,
She all your wants fupply’d.

g Surely ye judg’d her faithful zhen
And did fhe not thro’ life remain
Invariably the fame?
Her even foul to heaven afpir’d,
‘The only mind of Chriit defir’d,
The tempers of the Lamb.

HYMN XXXIIL

P ART IV,

X HO? envy foul its poifon fhed,
To blaft the venerable dead,
Wirh bafe reproach to load,
She did not lofe her pious pains ;
Her judement with her L rd remains,

Her work is with her GOD.

o She never left her formerloves
Her zeal. or boldnefs to reprove
Triumphant wickednefs :
Since firft fhe knew the Crucified,

She never caft her fhield afide,

Or forieited her peace.

Conftant, unwarp’d from firft to laft,

She kept the faith, and held 1t faft,
From {in and error free.

Contending for the faith alone,

The ame infcrib’d in the white {tone,
T'he /ife of piety.

4 While others fpent their ftrength for nought,
For trifles fhe no longer fought,

T or
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For human rules or rites:
Her foul the Shibboleths difdain’d
By rigid novices maintain’d,

And {mooth-tongued hypocrites,

r/

5 With eafe her quick-difcerning eyes
Look’d thro® the fof% and thin difguife,.
"Uhe meek and bumble veil -
Beneath the Juperficial prace,
She knew the lurking fiend to trace,
‘T'he rage and pride of hell,

6 Yet neither earth nor hell could move
Her firm unconquerable love
To Jefusand his flock :
Her faith did all affaules indure,
And ftood likeits foundation fure-
Eftablith’d on a rock.

7 Shelov’d, but lean’d no more on marti,
A broken reed, an helper vain ;
People and minifters
Men of like paffions fhe beheld,
‘T'heir faults and weakneffes conceal’d,
And help’d them by her prayers.

8 Their Mafter fhe rever’d in them,
With grateful love, and high efteem,
Rejoic’d their work to own 3
But only Chrift }es Lord allow’d,
And with entire devotion bow’d’
T'o Jefus’ name alone.

HYMN
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HYMN XXXIV.

PART V.

X REE from that partial blind refpect,
W hich marks the favourite ofa felt,
Implicitly refign’d ; -
With others eyes fthe {corn’d to fee,
And ftretch’d her arms of charity,
Ingrafping all mankind.

2 In love, and every grace fhe grew,
As necarer her departure drew ;
The achive reftlels foul
From flrength, to greater firength went on,
Swifter and {wifter ftill fhe run,
T'o reach the heavenly goal.

3 She liv’d a burning fhining light,
With never-fading luftre bright,
W ith never-cooling love:
Meet for the inhnite reward,
Expeéling toreceive her Lord
And bridcgroom from above.

4 He came, and warn’d her to depart,
He knock’d at her attentive heart,
And fitted for the {ky ;
She open’d to her welcome guelt,
> ;
With eager inftantancous hafte
She zat her up, todie.

5 70 die, her only bulinefs then,
‘T'he mead of all her toils to gain,
Made ready long before
She flies to lay her body down,
And pain, and fin, and gricf are gone,
And {uffering is no more.

6 < No-
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& <¢ Nothing, fhecries, can fhake my peace,
“ My body, or my foul, diftrefs,
“* Or tempt me once to fear ;

‘“ My full falvation is wrought out,
‘“ I cannot mourn, I camnot doubt,
¢ For Chrift and heaven is here.

y *“ Notinmy helplefs felf I truft,
‘“ Buton my faithful Lord and juft,
‘¢ Inlife and death depend
““ Secure of everlafting blifs,
¢ Into thofe gracious hands of his
““ My Spirit I commend.”

o She [peaks, and bows her willing head
She finks among th’ immortal dead,
Without a ling’ring groan ;
Meek. asthe Lamb of GOD, departs,
And carries up our bleeding hearts
‘T"o that eternal throne.

HYMN XXXV

PART VI

I HERE with the virgin-choir fhe fits,
And Jefus her appeal admits
From Man’s unrighteous bar:
He kept her faithful unto death,
And with a never-fading wreath
Rewards his fervant there.

2 (30, envious fiend, and force her down,
Go, pluck the jewels from her crown,
And lellen her reward :
Pollute by thy opprobrious praife,
Or tear her from that blifsful place,

Or part her from her Lord.
3 The

_.SSe— . . — -
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3 The facrilegious hope is vain
Her fpotlefs purity to ftain,
Her heavenly joy ¢’ impair ;
"T'he faint, whom erring faints difown,
<hall fimile on a fuperior throne,
And brighter glories wear.

4 Yes, happy foul, fo clofely preft
On earth, in heaven, to Jefus’ breaft,
With Him Thou reign’ft above ;
Beyond our cenfure, or our praife,
Inthiron’d where pureft feraphs gaze,
In all the heights of love. '

5. How far below thy dazling fphere,
Shall all thy blufhing foes appear,
If finally forgiven ! '
O might thy cenfurers—and I—
Obtain the grace like Thee, to die,
And Kifs thy feet in-heaven. '"

6 Saviour, regard my vehement prayer,
Whoonly canft my lofs repair,
And folid comfort {end ;
Send down thy likeneis from above,
And in that Spirit of meekeft love
O give me back my friend.

7 I'lov’d her for thy {ake alone ;
For on herfoul thine image fhone;
Ah! wouldft Thou, Lord, imprefs
T'he heavenly chara&ter on mine,
And fill my heart with peace divine,
And joy and righteoufnefs.

8 O might Tof thy follower learn

"T'he calm and genuine unconcern
Y'or human praife or blame,

The
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The patient faith, the even mind,

The love unconquerably kind,
‘The meeknefs of the Lamb !

g I want~—to love my foes like her,
Nor fhrink from Satan’s meflenger,
Nor turn my face afide ;
But filently enjay the lofs,
The fhame, the wrong; and hug the crofs
With Jefus crucify’d.

1o I want (alas! Thou know’{t my heart)
As fafe, and fudden, to depart,
As meet thy face to fee;
I oroan my happier friend toertake,
And give my gafping {pirit back,
And die like her—and T'hee.

XXXV.: Another.

X HE flies ! the foul as lightning flics,
She mounts exulting to the fkies,
Bevond the reach of death and pain,
And never fhall fhe fin agam.

2 Pofleft of that for which alone
We daily toil, and fufter on;
In exile pine, in prifon {igh ,
And languifh till allow’d to diec.

3 In prayer and praife we lift our voice,
In joy lament, in grief rejoice ;
By finking rife, by lofing gain,
And endlefs life by death obtain.

4 This dying life fhall foon be palft,
(A moment cannot always laft)
And He who fet our partner free,
Shall quickly fend for you and me,

—_______’/jliﬂﬂ/—
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5 E’en now the heavenly convoy waits,

Open, ye everlafting gates,

Redeem’d from carth, c(cap’d from fin,
Receive the weary exiles in.

6 We after cur tranflated friend,
Out of the wildernefs afcend,
Enter into the heavenly relt,
And meet her—on the Saviour’s breaft.

XX XVII. Another.

1 HOUT, yeheirs of {ure fa]vatlon,
LLove’s accomphifi’d facrifice !
See our partner in temptaticn
On the wings of angels flies !
Join the convoy,
Swell the triumph of the fkies.

2 He, who fet his love upon her,
Doth for his beloved {enid,
Crowns her with immortal honour,
Glorious joys that never end :
Saints and angels
Praifc our everlafting Friend.

3 Chrift, the Friend ofﬁnnere, bought her,
Her, and all our ruin’d race:
Now He up to heaven hath caught her,
Now Hc: in her fight dlfplays
All his goodncfb,
All the beauties of his {ace.

4 Token of our own tranflation
Her tranflation we receive,
Earneft of our full falvation,
While He doth his Spirit give :
Hallelujah !

We like her with GOD fhall live.

—— . 5§ GOD



[ 61 ]
5 GOD, our foul’s eternal Lover,
Calls us to his courts above 3

Round us now our angels hover,
Us our guards fhall foon remove,
"Uhere to banquet
On his everlafling.love.

6 Hafte, ye minifterial fpirits,.
Thither bear us on your wings,
W here our friend her crown inherits,
Where our old companion {ings,
Bows to Jefus
King of all the heavenly kings.

Jefus, now aflume thy power,
Alpha and Omega be,
Now let every knee adere,
Every eyethy kingdom fee,
1WVith thine antients
Reign thro” all eternity.

HYMN XXXVIIIL

On the death of the Rev. Mr. James
Hervey, Dec. 25, 1758.

I E’s gone ! the fpotlcels foul is gone,
T'riumphant to s place. above ;
T be prifon walls are breken down,
The angels fpeed his fwiit remove,

And fhouring on their wings he flies,
And HERVLEY refts in Paradife.

2 Thro’ the laft dreadful conflict brought,
Which fhook fo fore his dying Breaﬂ'
"Far h: 1pmer for that bitter dr: lruu"ht;.
With more tranfcendent raptures bleft,
He finds for every paiient groun
A jewel added to his crown.

E 2 Sav’d
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3 Sav’d by the merit of his Lord,
Salvation, praife to Chrift he gives,
Yet i}l his merciful reward
According to bis werks receives,
And with the feed he fow’d below,
His blifs eternally fhall grow.

4 Redeem’d by righteoulnefs divine,

In GOD’s own portraiture compleat,
With brighter rays ordain’d to fhine,
He cafts his crown at Jefus’ feet,

And hails Him fitting on the throne,
For ever fav’d by grace alone.

HYMN XXXIX,
PART 1l

X Ather, to us vouchfafe the grace,
Which brought our friend vitorious
Let us his fhining footfteps trace, [thro’
Let us his ftedfaft faith purfue,
Follow this follower of the Lamb,
And conquerall thro’ Jefus’ name.

2 Thro’ Jefus’ name, and ftrength, and word,
The well-fought fight our Brother won ;
Arm’d with the Saviour’s blood and fword,
He caft thedire accufer down,
Compell’d the aliens to fubmit,
And trampled felh beneath his feet.

3 In vain the Gunoflic Tempter try’d
Wi ith guile his upright heart ¢ infnare ;
His upright heart the fiend defy’d,
. No room for {in, when Chrift was there,
No need of fancied liberty, |
When Chrift had made him truly free.
- 4 Free
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4 Free from the law of fin and death,
Free from the Antinomian leaven,
He led his Mafter’s life beneath,
And labouring for the reft of heaven,
By a&ive love, and watchful prayer,
He fhew’d his heart already there.

5 How full of heaven his lateft word,
¢ T'hou bidft me now in peace depart,
¢¢ For I have known my precious Lord,
<« Have clafp’d T'hee, Saviour, in my heart,
¢¢ My eyes thy glorious joy have {een,”
He fpake; he died ; and enter’d in.

¢ O might we all, like him, believe,
And keep the faith, and win the prize !
Father, prepare, and then receive '
Our hallow’d fpirits to the fkies,
'To chant with all our friends above
Thy glorious everlafting love.

HYMN XL:

On the death of Mr. Thomas Walfh,
-April 8, 1759. Aged 28.

X OD of unfathomable grace,
Unfearchable to mortal fig ht,
Faithful and juft are all thy ways,
Whatever is from Thee, 1s right :
In wifdomand myfterious love,
‘T'hou haft revok’d the blefling given ;
Thy will be done beneath, above,
Thy name adosr’d in earth and heaven.

2 A zealous inftrument of good,
A veflel fit for ufe divine ;
Thy mercy on thy Church beflow’d,
And gave the burning light tofhine:
EF 2 ‘ And
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Thy grace had firft prepar’d his heart;
Difpel’d the Babylonifh gloom,

And bid his early youth depart
‘The camp of Antichrifiian Rome.

3 Drawn by a fecret power he flew,

(Nor {ray’d to prop the Papal throne)
The truth determin’d to purfue,

And panting fora GOD unknown:
By works of legal righteoufne(s

He blindly fought the grace t* obtain,
But could not find the paths of peace,

But labour’d thro’ the fire in vain.

4 While thushe toil’d, a fuddencry

Proclaim’d th’ approaching multitude :
They told of Jefus pafling by,

Of free redemption in his blood :
Upftarted like the beggar blind,

He {prang the healing touch to meet,
Caft all his filthy rags behind,

And groan’d for faith at Jefus’ feet.

g Th’ incarnate GOD his fight reftor’d,
With faith the heart -felt pardon gave,
And rais’d him up to preach his Lord,
So wiiiing all mankiad to fave :
By Chrift Himfeif ordain’d, and {ent
An herald of redeeming grace,
Eager to the highways he went,
And fill’d the land with Jefus’ praife.

6 But lo! the foul infnaring fiend,
soon as the ftripling’s courfe began,
Urg'd bim for triflles to contend,

And turn’d afide to janglings vain.
| | Nor
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Not long : for foon his upright heart
Retriev’d its momentary Iofs, -
Refolv’d its utmoft powers t’ exert,

And only glory in the crofs.

7 His courfeimpetuous who can tell,
While battling with th’ infernal foe,
He puts forth all his ftrength and zeal,
He fpends his life at every blow !
Or fierce on the Philiftines flies,
Compels the captives to come in,
Spoils Satan of his lawful prize,
And tears them from the to:ls of {in.

8 Refrefhing, foft, as vernal fhowers,
His word on weary finners falls,
Or like the rapid torrent powers,
W hile fouls to Jefus blood he calls :
With ftrength and utterance from above
Drives on the faints thro’ grace forgiven,
"I'o {cale the mount of holieft love,
To feize the brighteft throne in heaven.

HYMN XLI

PART II

‘HileChrift with all his hearthe foughts,.
And all his gifts fromChrift receiv’d,,
A witnefs of the truth’s he taught,
A pattern to the flock he hiv'd ;
‘I'hem by his bright example led
T'he power of gedlinefs to prove,.
In word, in converfe, and in deed,
In faith, in purity, and love.

2 Did he not labour day and night,
In minifterial works employ’d 7

¥ 3 His.

|
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His fweet relief, his whole delight,
To {earch the oracles of GOD,
To liften at the Mafter’s feet,
To catch the whifpers of his grace,

And long for happinefs compleat,
And gafp to fee his open face !

3 Did he not triumph in thecrofs,
Its prints as on bis body fhew,
Lavith of life for Jefus caule,
W hofe blood fo free for him did flow !
He fcorn’d his feeble flefh to fparc,
Regardlefs of its {wift decline,
His fingle aim, his cealelcls prayer
T attain the righteoufnefs divine.

4 Impatient to be truly great,

Ambitious of a crown above,

He coveted the highelt {eat,
He afk’d the grace of perfect love:

He ask’d, alas ! but knew not then
The purport of his own defire,

How deep that cup of facred pain,
How fearching that bapti{mal fire !

s The Lord allow’d his bold requet ;
The fervant zs call’d forth to thare
That ancuith of a wounded breait,
Thofe pangs which only GOD cou’d bear 3
Who drank . his {fad days of flefh,
The potion by his Father given,
And bids his members feel atrella
The fiercene(s of the wrath of heaven.

6 A tafte of that myfterious cup
His faithful follower now recetv’d,
And filI’d his Lord’safflictions up, |
W hile grief beyond conception griev’dﬁ
kS
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His agonizing fou!/ fweat blood,
With Chrift he fainted onthe tree,

And cried in death, ¢« My GOD my GOD,
¢* Ah ! why haft thou forfaken me 7

7 ‘Tried to the Jaft, but not forfook,
But honour’d with diftinguifh’d grace,
Heavenward he caft adying look,
And faw once more his baviour’s face :
¢ He’s come ! my Well-belov'd, he faid,
¢ And I am his, and He is mine !’
He fpake: he gaz’d: and bow’d his head,
And funk into-the arms divine.

8 Shout all the firft-born Church above
His full triumphant entrance there,
Shout all on earth, whom Jefus’ love
Hath call’d his crofs and crown to fhare :
Our calling, Lord, we calmly fee,
Our burthen joyfully fuftain,
And die thro® one dark hour with Thee,
With Thee eternally to reign.

XLIl; Another.

LORY, and thanks, andlove,
And everlafting praife
Afcribe to GOD, who reigns above -
Supreme in power and grace ;
T'o his co-equal Son,
"The dear-bought finners friend,
Jefus, who freely loves his own,
And loves them to the end.

2 To GOD the Comforter,
T he earneft and the feal,

The witnefls of our fonthip here,
The gift unfjeakable:

X
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To the great tri-une GOD

Be ceafelefs honours given,
Till Chrift defcending on the cloud

Turns all our earth to heaven.

3 He bids us now partake
Qur fellow-fervant’s blifs,

Whofe foul returns in fafety back
Froem life’s tempeftuous feas,
Whodriven and toft no more,

No more o’er whelm’d, oppreft,

Claps his glad wings, efcap’d to fhore,
To the Redeemer’s breaft.

4  He fees the trial pa/l,
He leaves the ftorm behind,
To_his triumphant FHead at laft
" Infeparably join’d :
Shout all the hofls above,
When Jefus faith, ¢ Well done,”
And deigns his fervant’s faith ¢’ approve,
And feats him on the throne.

s Thanks be to GOD who gave
The vi€tory and the prize !

Join 2!l who own his power to fave
The triumph of the fkies !
The Church of the firft-born,
To them by faith we come,

And conquerors of the warld return
"I"0 our celeftial home.

6 We know in whom we truft,
We hafte to his embrace,

Mixt with the fpirits of the jufl,
The perfected in grace ;

Their
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T'heir ripeft joy to fhare
Exulting we afcend,

And grafp our old companions there,
And our eternal friend.

XLIII. Another,
1 9 IS finifh’d, ’tis paft,

His conflict below,
The fharpeft and laft
He ever fhal know |
‘T'he {izrv tempiarion
Hlatl (pent ail us fires,
The heir of fslvation
With triumph expires:.
2 The bufﬁzrting fiend
Who pufh’d him 5 fore,
And bruis’d to the end
Shall bruife. him no more *
He trod on his bruifer
And more than fubdu’d
Our hellith accufer
T'hro’ Jelus’s blood.

3 Depreft by the crofs
He mounted the higher,
He left all his drofs
And tin in the fire :
He brought by his mourning
"The Comforter down,
And Jefus returning
~ Prefented the crown.

_4 All praife to the Lord,
All praife is his due :
His merciful word

Is tried, and found true:
g Who
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Who his dereli&ion
On Calvary bear,
And fthare his affliction

His kingdom fhall fhare.

5 O Saviour, to Thee
QOur fouls we commend,
If nail’d to the tree
We bleed to the end ;
We bear the full anguifh,
T'he uttermoft load ;
-But give us tolanguifh,

And fuffer ike GOD.

6 Remember us then,
And anfwer our call,

When turning with pain
Our face to the wall ;

In trouble ftand by us,
T'ill all is o’erpaft,
And chaften, and try us,
But fave us at laft,
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