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H Y M N I

1 ET every prophet cry aloud
L Lift up the voice, the trurilpet blow,

Shew their tranfgreflion to the crowd,
The nation’s in to Britons {how,
That {in which marks the worlt of times,
Which Heaven with moit difpleafure {ces,
Which fills the meafure of our crimes,

Profane, extreme UNGODLINESS!

2 Thro’ every rank and order {pread:
The poor and rich, the low and high,
Alike difdain their God to dread,
And Him throughout their lives deny :
His laws, thro’ 1gnorance of Him,
His Providence they dare difown,
Negleft, defpife, infult, blaipheme,
And all defy the God unknown.
Az 3 Thetr
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Their Oaths have caus'd the land to mourn,
The land to its foundations fhook,
And {till the profligates forefworn
Are blind to the impending {troke:
ilis outftretch’d Avin they will not {ce,
His thunder’s vorce they will not hear,
Buat mock at their calamity,
And triumph 1n deftrudtion near.

God 1s not in thetr thoughts, or ways

As Atheilts mn the world they live,
A curfing, curft, abandon’d race,

To Satan’s will themielves they give,
Daily devote themfelves to hell;

And when they 1n their fins expire,
Convinc’d, alas, too late, they fecl

‘The real, truc, eternal hre,

The pit of bottomlefls delpair
Huth cped 1ts mouth to take them 1n:
Y et {Hil]l our nation doth not bear
The utmoll penalty of in:
Some unknown Friend before the throne
To God the juft for mercy prays,
And will not let his wrath alone,
To fwallow up our improus race.

A few at this tremendowus hour,

Whole faithful prayer doth heaven aflail,
One with their Head, exert their power,

And wreftling on with God prevail:
Their prayer a longer {pace {fupplies,

Their prayer hath power with God, we know,
Who are not lifting up our cyes

With fiends and infidels below.

God of all grace and patience, hiear.
The prayer prefented thro’ thy Son,

Who doth our Advocate appear,
Who made our every fin his own:

Juftice



L 5 ]

Jultice and us He ftands between;

His blood hath quench’d the wrath of Heaven,

His blood—which cleanfes from all {in,
And fpeaks a guilty world forgiven.

H Y M N IL

O of tremendous power,
Our evils we confefs,
And proftrate in the duft, adore
Thy fov’reign Righteoufnefs,
Which cuts our Ifrael fhort,
Which lays our Nation low,
And gives us up the {corn and {port
Of every taunting foe,

Stricken {o oft, we mourn,
But fear to afk thy aid,

By vile, inteftine viners torn,
By faithlels friends betray’d,
By tattions fierce and bold,
Rebellion’s {fworn allies,

Traitors, who have their Country fold,
And on its ruins rife,

’Gainft our Anointed Lord
The Parricides conf{pire,

W th lies and calumnies abhorr’d
Th’ unthinking people fire,
From all reftraint fet {rec,
Fit inftruments of ill,

And mad with rage of liberty
To do whate’er they will,

Of fenfe Thou doft bereave
The flaves of every vice,
And to our own confufions leave,
And {in by fin chaftife;

A3

While
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VWhile from one wickednefs
We to another fall,

Till the dark, bottomlels abyls
Yawns, and recelves us all.

Alas, what fhall we do,
T’ efcapc our inftant doom ?
1f Thou art juft, if Thou art true,
The threcat’ned curle mufl come 3
On {uch a land as this
Thy {oul muit vengeance take,
Nor can thy plagues and judgments ceale,
Ti1ll we our fins forfake,

O were the work begun,

O were cur hearts inclin’d
The dire Deftroycr’s paths to {hun,
The way of peace to find !
Cafting our {ins away,

Migchtall our nation grieve,
To-day, while it is call’d to-day,
R cturn, repent, and livel

7 Father, if {till we have
An Advocate with thee,
Who can ev’n to the utmoft fave
From fin and midery,
Let Juftice firike, or {pare,
We leave it to thy Son,
And only offer up Azs prayer,
Father, thy will be done!

H Y M N 1L

1 TI—IOU awful God of righteoufnefs,
Whofc heavy chaftifements we bear,
We mournfully our fins confefs,
W hich would not {fuffer thee to {pare,
But urg’d the lingring ruin on,
And forc’d thy heavieft judgments down.
2 Ycar
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Vear after year, thy patient grace
ITath waited our return to Thee,

WA/ ith mercics blefs’d a thanklels race,
With wide-extended vittory,

And forc’d the nations to {ubmit,

And bruis’d our foes beneath our fect,

v

g But drunk with infolence of power,
And furfeited with every good,
We thought not in our pro{perous hour,
How foon thou couldit abale the proud,
The vicors crufh, the vanquifh’d raile,
And crown our en’mies with fuccels,

4 Thercfore a fad reverle we find,
So fuddenly of late brought low,
" Scourg’d by the baleft of mank ind,
Who aim’d by one deftruttive blow
QOur plunder’d Cities to confume,
And feal a {inful nationt’s doom.

5 Therefore the fword abroad bercaves,
And thoulands and ten thoufands fails
America the yoke reccives
Of Rebels, and peradious Gaul;
We weep our friends 1n picges torm,
And the difmember’d Empire mourn.

6 ‘Thou haft an evil {pirit ient,
Brethren from brethren to divide,
Our land 1s 1into partics rent,

And difcord ftorms on every fide,
And Britain’s fons, her curfe and {hame,

Throw oil on the outragcous flame.

7 Britain Thou haft to Traitors fold,
To Faftion’s and Rebellion’s friends,

Who having q.uench’d their thirft ~i gold,

A nd ferv’d their own flagitious ends,

For {helter tqQ a Party fly,
And laws, and King, and God defy.

8 Wild,
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8 Wild, independent anarchy,
Sad prefage of a nation’s fall,
And every order and degree
Corrupt, profane, for vengeance call,
The noble and ignoble crowd,

W hofe lives declare There is no God.,

g Yet haft thou, Lord, a remnant f{till,
Who for their guilty brethren plead,
And wait the counfels of thy will,
Th’ event by fov’reign love decreed,
Whether thou wilt no longer ipare,
Or give us to thy people’s prayer.

10 Father of everlafting love,
In Jefu’s Name and Spirit we cry,
Thy judgments with their caufe remove,
Who would{t not have one finner die,
Millions in Chrift accepted fee,
And bid us live, reftor’d, to Thee.

H Y M N 1V,
Habbakuk 1,

1 HO\’V long, to Thee, O God, fhall 1
Of violence and oppreiflion cry,
And Thou rcfufe to hear?
Frefh {cenes of wickednels I {ee,
Of bloody ftrife and cruelty,
But no deliverance near.

2 Why doft thou to thy {ervants {how
Spoiling, and wallc, and grievous woe,
W hich force me to complain :
Tyrants and demagogues arifc,
Where’er I turn my blaited cyes,

And fill my heart with pain,

g The
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g The {ilent laws have loft their force,
Where Rebels arm’d obf{trutt their courle,
And gralp at {ov'reign power,
Their law their own defpoiic wall,
Their whole delight 1o flay and kill,
T'o murther and devour.

4 Suffcr’d by Thee, their {wift allies,
Whom treach’rous Babylon {upplics,
To their ailiftance hatte,
March thro’ a land that 1s not theirs,
Impaticnt to demand their fharcs,
And {e1ze the whole at laft,

As hungry wolves, they come from far,

With violent rage to rend, and tear
America opprelft,

As cagles to the carvcafe {ly,

And enemies and friends muft die,

To furnifh out the feaft,

o

6 O Lord, my God, my holy One,
Il1gh on thine everlalling Throne,
Whom Britain’s crimes cflend,
Thou wilt not give our nation up
To the Deftroyer’s will, but hope
And peace 1s in our end,

7 More righteous than ourfelves are they
Who fcourge us in our evil day P
Or doft thou chufe the worlil,
Thy wrath vindiftive to reveal,
Thy lighter chaitifethents to deal,
And punifh us the firft?

Thy purer eyes abhor to {ce,
Or look upon imquity,
Nor wilt Thou always bear
With trcach’rous and blood thirfty men,
Who have their juiter brethren {lain,
And all thy judgments dare,
Y 9 Fifhers.

c2
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g Filhers of men, by Satan fent,
They hunt them thro’ the continent,
And catch them 1n their toils,
As reptiles vile they tread them down,

And then proclaim their own renown,
And glory in their wilcs,

10 But foon their evil day {hall come,
And Thou, the righteous God, confume
The weapons of thine ire:
Yet merciful when onee fevere,
O let them have their chaft'ning here,
And ’fcape th’ eternal firc!

3T Y M N V.

1 APPY, forever happy they,
Taken from the evil day,
Who will not live to fee
Their Country wafted and o’erthrown,
Or {well the {ympathizing groan
At Britain’s mifery.

2 The great vindiétive Dav’s begun,
God’s defiruétive work we own,
Which genera. horror fpreads;
His thunders roar, his lightnings {hine,
And vials big with wrath divine
Avre burlting on our heads.

g But while the fhowers of vengeance come,
May not prayer prevent our doom,
And {ave us from the fire?
Havc we no partin Abraham’s God?
Or is it not in Jefu’s blood

To quench thy flaming ire ¢

4 With the flagitious multitude
Wilt Thou flay the jufl and good,
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In whom Thou doft delight,
The men who tremble at thy word ?
Oy fhall not the great Judge and Lord
Of all the earth do right?

5 Wouldft Thou for Fifty righteous men,
Wouldft Thou for the {ake of Ten
Have {par’d the wicked place?
And wilt Thou not Ten thouiand hear,

- 'Who ceafclefs advocates appear
For our abandon’d Race ?

13

6 Ten thoufand now unite their cries
Mingled with that Sacrifice
W hich did for all atone;

Thy church, in one requeft agreed,
For mercy afk, and only plead

The Decath of Abraham’s Son.

» The Son of Abraham, and thine,
Juft with righteoufnefs divine,
Doth in his members pray:
Our powerful Advocate and Head,
He ever lives to intercede,
And turn thy wrath away.

8 Thoualways heai’ft thy favourite Son:
Make in Him thy mercy known,
That all again may {ece
Britannia pluck’d out of the flame,
And glorify our Savicur’s Name,
For ever One with Thee,

H Y M N Vi.
Mal, 1v. t.

1 Lord of hofts, to whom are known
Thy works of judgment and of grace,
If thy grecat day 1s now begun,
And doth as a ferce furnace blazc,
The fons of pride fhall be caft in,

And all the harden’d {laves of fin,
2 Expos’d
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Fxpos’d to thy vinditive ire

The workers of iniquity,
As fewecel for the qucnch]c{'s fire,

As {tubble, all burnt up {hall be,
(So doth thy rightcous wiil ordain)
And neither root nor branch yemain.

t3

2 Butwe who truly fear thy name,
And languifh to atiain thy love,
M.y we not now thy promifc claim,
The Light to blefs ns from above,
The Sun of Rightcoudnefs to rile,
The Glory both of earth and fkies.

4 O Sun of Righteoulneis, appear,
Appear with healing in thy wings,
With grace which doth the mourners cliear,
Which pardon and falvation brings ;
\WVhich {fireng immortal health imparts,
And flls with love the fcarful hearts.

& Then f{ball we all go forth in peace,
And up to full pericétion grow,
And ftrong in fini{k’d holinels
Trample on our infernal foc,
Till call’d the Saviour’s throne to fhare,
‘We mount, and reign for ever therc !

H Y M N VIL

1 RICHTEO’US, O Lord, thy judgments are,
Yet let us plead with Lhee,

Thy mercies manifold dcclare,
To {top thy ftern decree ;

Iiefore the word bring forth the woe,
And thy uplified hand

By {word and peltilence o'erthrow
Our cxecrated land,

If fully purpos’d to deftroy
Thou art 1n vengeance come,
Why doft Thou infiruments employ
To bring thy wand’rers home ¢

v

Why
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Why doth thy grace its work revive,
Converting us from {in?

And {lill we ind thy Spirit {trive
Our worthlels hearts to win,

Thy meflengers run to and fro,
Belicvers are increas’d,

And thoufands their Redecmer know,
\Vith life cternal blefs’d ;

Loft {hcep for half a century
Have flock’d into thy fold;

And more are daily call’d by Thece,
And in thy book enroll’d.

\H
w

« But didft Thou, Lord, thy kingdom fend,

Thy kingdom to remove,

To maike of finners a {ull end
Excluded {rom thy love?

Corrcfted, and chaftis’d, we truft,
Thou wilt not give us o’cr,

But {puare the wicked for the Juft,
And curle our land no more.

5 Out of the deep thy call we wait
T bid our Nation rife,
Afpiring to our {ivft eftate,
And by afiliflion wife;
That following after righteouinels,
We may thy grace rctrieve,
Rcpent, believe, and go in peace,
And for thy glery live,

6 For this ten thoufand faithful fouls

Are weeping round thy throne,

And while thy angry thunder rolls,
They in thy Spirit groan:

We join the hcaven-invading cry,
And mercy, mercy claun,

O let thy bowels, Lord, reply:
We afk in Jelu’s Name!

B | HYMN
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11 Y M N VIIL

OW happy, Lord, are we
Who have a part in Thee !
Tollowing alter 1'ightf30ufncf5,
Hidden in thine anger’s day,
We enjoy an heart-ielt peace,
Peace which none can take away.

2  When plagues the land o’erflow,
We fhare the common woc @

But our patriﬂtic love
Is not felfifh, or confin’d,

But our ycarning bowels move
Tow’'rd the wholc affliéted kind.

2 With cvery fuflerer
We drop the genervous tear,
(Whom thy tendering Spirit lcads)
Pity no diftinttion knows,
I.ove for all the wounded blecds,
Love cmbraces fiicnds and foes.

4  Yet tho’ for all we feel,
Our fouls are happy {till:
Soft, compaflionate diftrels
On a wreiched world beftow’d,
Cannot violate our peace,
Cannot fhake our truft in God.

5 With decpelt {ympathy,
Saviour, we cry to Thce:
Liftening to thy cholen Race,
Come, thou univerfal Friend,
Shorten thefe vindiétive days,
Bring the joy which ne’er {hall end.

6 Ev’n now with eagle’s eye
We {cec thee in the {ky;
Soon
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Joon with cagles’ wings we foar,
Our defcending Lord to mect &

Then the cup ol blifs runs o'er,
‘Then the rapture is compleat !

II1 ¥ M N IX.

1 'V HO on the Lord moit high
With humbly [crvent zcal,
With loving faith rely,
And in his prefence dwell,
In dangers lafe and undifmay’d,
We reft beneath th’ Almighty {hads.

»  The i}l we cannot fear,
Which worldly fouls alarms,
Or {hrink appal’d to hear
Of nations up in arms,
AfTur’d, if empires are o’crthrown,
The Lord is King, and rcigns alone.

g  His wile, permiffive will
In all events we {ee,
Who orders good and 1ll
T’ accomplifh his decree;
Who kindly for his people cares,
And counts, and keeps their precious hairs.

4 O that the world might feel
What none can comprchend,
The joy unfpeakable,
The peace which ne’er fhall end,

The happinels his people prove,
Who truflt in their Redeemer’s lovel

& Then would their vain concern
IFor earthly toys be o’cr,
The nations then would learn
Pernicious war no more,

B 2 But
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But blefs the mild Immanuel’s {way,
And count it heav’non earth t’ obey,

6 Come, O thou common Lord,
Thou univerfal King,
In every {foul reftor’d
Thy pcaceful kingdom bring,
‘The forces of the {ca receive,
And bid the heathen world believe.

7 IHaften the promis’d hour
Ot Monarchy divine,
And exercife thy power
Thro’ endlels ages thine,
Again thine ancient Irael call,
And change their hearts, and {ave them all,

8 Notone of Adam’s race
Shall then unfav’d be found,
But peace and righteoulnels
Thioughout the carth abound,
The thrones fhall to thy {aints be given,
And the New Earth be turn’d to heaven,

H Y M N X,

1 AN the difciples of our Lord
With unconcern their Country fee

Deftroy’d by Parricides abhorr’d,

And not complain, O God, to Thece ?
The little flock, the pious few,

Whofe number we alpire t’ increafe,
When finners reign, what can we do,

But pray againft their wickednefs?

2 Snatch’d from the flames by grace divine,
We {ee the dire aflaflin-band
Purfuing {t1ll their curlt defign,
To {pread confufion through the land,
| In
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In league with our inveterate foe,
Indignant Britons to inthrall,

And gainers by the public woe
To triumph 1n their Country’s fall,

8 The fa&tious encmics to peace,

The friends of Gaul, and tools of hell,
They know, if wars and tumults ceaft,
They mult their due demerits feel ;
Their darkeft works fhall then appear,

If laws revive and order rcign
And rulers, frecd from fervile fear,
No longer bear the {fword 1n vain,

4 O might they, Lord, this moment rife,
With courage firm infpir'd by Thec,
Nor {uffer Rebels to defpife
Thetr mild, 1rrefolute lenity !
Too mild, alas, for times like thefe,
\Which {terner difcipline require,
To {tem the tide of wickednefs,
And pluck us from th’ inlernal fire,

5 oStrengthcn their hands, Almighty Lord,

Incline their hearts to {eck thy face,

That truth and righteoufne{s reftor’d
May flouri{h as in ancient days,

That all the pardoning God may know,
Thy kingdom 1n their hearts reccive,

And {erve thy bleffed will below, |
And fav’d by gracc for cver live!

H Y M N XL
Part the Ilurfl.
1 LORD of hofts, and God moft high,

Canit Thou a nation blefs,
W ho thy Providence dcny,

And rob thee of thy praile,
b3 Of
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Of their fleets and armies boalt,
For {ure {uccels and vittory

in themfelves entirely truft,
And never look to Thec?

o Thee the Chriftian-Infdcls
¥From thy own world cxclude,
¢« Skill and ftratagem prevails
¢« And ftrength, and multitude:”
‘They on thele alone depend;
And if Thou make thy mercy known,
If thine Arm deliverance {end,
They cry, ¢ ’Tis all their own!’’

q Fifty thou{ind Britons brave
To the New World pafs o’cr,
Never yet th’ Atlantic wave
So huge a burthen borc:
“Who the prowels can with{tand
Of fleets and hofts invincible ?
I.o! they fly, they reach the land,
They fee, and conquer all!

4 But if Thou in anger frown,
No longer on their fide,
O how fuddenly caft down,
They f{uffer for their pride!
L.et but One® his truft betray,
A fad reverfe their Legions know,
Yield—and wafte—and fink away
Before a conquer’d Foe'!

5 Yet th’ infatuated crowd
Will not thy hand confefs,
W hen Thou doit abafe the proud,
And when the abjett raile;
When they pafs beneath the yoke,
Thy f{courge the chance of war they call;
Tn the in{truments o’erlook

The fovereign Caule of all,

* Sir W, H,
O Bt
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6 But the men who fear thy Name,
Thy power and wifdom own;
Now as yefterday the {ame,
Thou fittelt on the throne:
Good, the creature of thy will,
Thou only doft to mortals {end,
Only Thou permitteft 1li,
W hich all in good fhall end.

5 In this laft tremendous blow T
Thy righteoulnels we lee,
Thoulands taken by the foe,
Tho’ flufli’d with vittory <

Scandal of the Briuifh name,

Their brethren they no more Opprcfs:

ILct their glory end in fhame,
And let their Rapines ceale,

8 Such their Country’s Caule to fight,
Thou wilt not, Lord, employ,
Without human power or might
Who canlt our {foes deltroy 3
When the conquerors cowmnc, prepar'd
To execute their furious boalts,
Then thy mighty arm 1s bar’d,
And fcatters all their hofls,

9 Vapours, fire, and hail, and {now
Are fervants of our Lord,
Winds by thy direétion blow,
And ftorms fulfil thy word ;
Storms go forth at thy command,

And with refiftlels fury {weep,
Dafh our foesagainft the {firand,
Or plunge them in the deep.

10 This the Lord himfelf hath done,

W hich, wondrous 1n our eyes,

Fills us, who thy love have known,
With rapturous furprife:

Jefus, at whofe throne we bow,
In thee we full afhance have:

Surely Thou halit {av’d us now,
And fhalt for ever fave !

+ Lord C.

HYMN
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T Y M N XI1I.

Part the Second.
1 FOOLISH world, thy vain reply

Is to the Faithtul known,
¢: If we muft on God rely,
<« And God doth all alone,
¢¢ Ruft our arms, our ulelels bands
¢ And naviecs be difpers’d abroad,
¢¢ Let us idly fold our hands,
¢ And leave it all 1o God.”’

2 God who doth appoint the end
The proper mecans beltows,
Willsus bravely to defend
Our country from her foes:
¢¢ Fight with Amalek,” He cries,
While Moies on the mountain prays,
Brings affiftance {rom the {kies,
And afcertains {uccelfs,

g Still the battle 1s the Lord’s,

Who doth the viét’ry {fend:

Bring forth all your {jpcars and {words,
Y et {Lill on God depend:

Courage, ftrength, and {kill exert,
Every nerve and finew {train,

Yet unlels he takes your part
Your utmoft eflort’s vain,

4 Did we in our evil day
Low at thy [ocottool mourn,
Caft cur daring fins away,
And to our Smuiter turn,
T hen Thou wouldlt for us appear,
As a wall of brals furround,
Put our vaunting focs in fcar,

And all their force confound,

5 Did we, Lord, in every ftep
Look up to Thee for aid,
Us thou wouldit in fafety keep
Beneath th” almighty fhades
‘While
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While our weapons we cmploy,
And in thine only Name confide,

Mone cou’d hurt us, or annoy,
With Jefus on our hde.

6 DBritain Thou again would{t chulc,
And call our nation thine,
Teach us means, as mcans to ulc,
And anf{wer thy Delhgn,
Would{l our {ins, not us, deftroy,
Us out of the dunghill raife,
Turn our {orrow into joy,
And nature into grace,

7 Rife, the Lord of armics, rife

In thy appointed hour,

Scattering cvil with thine eyes,
And cvery adverie power:

Then let earth and hell engage,

. Lodg’d in thine arms to pluck us thence,

Raging againlt us, they rage

Againft Omnipotence.

8 Crufh’d by thine almighty hand,
Do Thou our foes fupprefs,
Then throughout the carth command
Infernal wars to ceale,
Bid the ranfom’d World be {1ll
And know that Thou art God alone,
Seated on thy holy hill,
On thy millennial Throne!

H Y M N XIL

1 JESUS, thy flaming eyes
Full on the wicked dart,
Who in Retellion’s Caufe arile,
And takc the murtherer’s part,
Their bloody path purfue,
A Congrels from beneath,
A daring, dark, and defperate Crew,

In league with Hell and Death, |
o Poffeft
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2  Pollelt of lawlefs power,
Of abfolute command,
The beafls with iron teeth devoir
A fad diftrated land:

Traitors with Gaul combin’d
Their crucl {fway maintain,
The {cum and rcfufe of mankind

As {overcign lords they relgn.

s Their heart, O Lord, thou know’il

Elated with {uccels,

Who triumph now, and make their boalk
Of profperous wickednelis,
Who blafphemoully clain
Divine authority,

As atting trealons in thy name,
And countenanc’d by LThee.

4 Howlong, O God, how long

Wilt Thou their crimes pals by,

And {uffer their oppreilive wrong
Who all thy plagues defy?
Blaft the afpiring Fiend,
Avenge us of the foe,

Confound his {worn Allies, and end
Their Empire at a blow,

5  So fhall thy pcople fing
The Power that fets us frce,
The Arm that doth deliverance bring
From hellifh tyranny;
The {ame in heart and mind
- With loyal Britons prove,
In ftri&eft bonds fraternal join'd,

In everlafting lcve.

6 Then, when the work 1s done
Which fiends in vain withftand,
Americaand Britain, One
In thy all-healing Hand,
The Lord’s Redeem’d {hall come,
And crown’d with joy arifc
To Sion’s heights, their long-fought home,

Theig Country in the {kies! HYMN
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I Y M N X1V,

FUT' PGQCC&

OME, thou choiceft gift of heaven,

Far from carth by finncrs driven,
‘While we for thy abfence mourn,
Lovely, lafting Peace return,

Forfeited by Britain’s fin,

Loft to us thou long hait been,
Us for our 1niquity,

Punifh’d with the want of Thee.

Never can we know thy way,
While we from our Maker {tray:
But we now our {in deplore;
Come, and ncver leave us more.

Prince of Peace, and Ifrael’s King,
With Thyfelf the bleiling bring:
Pecace divine thy Spirit 1mparts;
Plant thy kingdom in our hearts.

Every ftubborn {pirit bow,

T'urn us, Lord, and turn us now,
Thou who hear’ft thy people’s prayer,
End this dire inteftine war.

6 Sprinkling us with thy own blood,

Reconcile us firlt to God,
Then let all the Britifh race
Kindly, cordially embrace.

» Concord, on a diftant fhorc, *

To our Countrymen reitore,
LEvery obftacle remove
Melt our hatred into love.

8 Gofpel-grace to cach extend,

Every foe, and every friend,
Then in Thec we {weetly find
Peace with God, and all mankind,

HYMN
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t WITH tender affe&ion infpir'd,
With pity for mountains of flain, -
My foul is of murtherers tir’d,
‘And bitterly forc’d to complain ;
Hecavy-laden, and weary of life,
Whofe forrows and troubles increale,
I pine for an end of the {trife,

I figh for the blefling of Peace.

n O Peacec, thou art banifh’d and fled !

The caulc of ourcvils I fec:

By iin fiich a havock 1s made ;
By fin we have forfeited Thee:

No peace tor the wicked there 18,
Unlels we our wickednels mourn,

No good for a Nation like this,
Unlefls to our God we return.

5 O God, who art always the {ame,
W holc nature is {till to forgive,
Permit us in. Jelus’s name
T'o cry for a-farther reprieve :
Our fins let us fully contels,
Our fins let us deeply deplore;

And when from offending we ceale,
Tlhou wilt to thy favor rceftore.

4 \ 'hen once reconcil’d to our God,
We {hall with each other agree,

Poilelt of the blefling beftow’d,

And one with our Lord on the trec:
Iis blood the alliance hath feal’d,
‘T'he blefling his Spirit imparts,
And peace with its Author revecal’d
Eternally rc%gns in our hearts!
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