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-thing but the Heart of David. -Fhus durewn
‘Hearts are as it were forbid the.Pbdnit efithe
"Song, and then the Harmany amd:the M orfbip
‘grow dull of mere Neceflity, - -+ - .«.- . |
-~ Many Minifters, and mahy private Chriftians,
have long groaned under ihis Inconvenience,
‘and havé withed, rather.than.attempted a Re-
formation ;- At their importunate. and repeater
-Requefts, ' I have for fome Yeari- pafh devoted
-snany Hours of Leifure tothis Sexvice. - Far.be
it from my Thou\gus:m lay: afide .the ‘Book. of
Pfalms in publicWorthlp.; few can pretend So
- great a Value for them as myfelf ;. {t is the moft
noble, moft devotional and divine Colletion af
Poefy ; and nothipg.can beduppofed more r;“n’o—
gcr to raife a pious foul to Heaven, than:{amec
‘Parts of that ‘Book'; never was.a .Piecé.of Ex-!
erimental Divinity fo nobly written, and fo
-4uftly -reverented 'and admised: Bat itonuft be:
ackrowledged fill, that there ire a thoufand
Linesin it which were not made for 2 Church
in our Days 10 ‘affume as its "own : “There are
alfo many Deficiencies. of Light and : Glory,
‘which our Lord Jisus and his: eshave
fapplied in the Writings ofithe New Teftathent:
Aad with this' Advantage 1 kave compofed thefe
Seinituar Songs, which are now prefented to
the wotld. & or is the Artempt vainglorious. or
‘prefasning ; for in refpedt of clear Evangelical
Knowledge, The leaft i» the Kingdom of Heavew i
greabsr than afbhe Fawife-prephets; Miagtixi. 3§
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tament, that contsin Ay Thing-in them pecur
liarly Evangelical ;. and:many Parts of the Did
Teftamént ‘alo, that hive.a- Reference to the
[Ximes of the Mabdian. In thefe Texpeft to be
-often:cenfured for a oo religious Obdervance of
the Werds.of Scripture, whereby the Verfe is
weakened and dehafed, according to the Judg-
ment of the Critics; But as my whale Defign

‘was to aid the Devotion of Chriftians, fo moze -

efpecially in this Part: And I am.fatisfied I {hall
Rereby attain tivd Ends, namely,: affift ‘the
Worthip of all feriaus Minds, to whom thy Ex-
ypreffians of Scripture are ever dear and delight-
dul, and gratify the Tafte and Inclination of
thofe who think nething muft be fung unta Gop
“but the Tranflations of his .own Waord, L ¥et
you will always find_in “thi§ Pavaphrale, dirk
Exprefions enlightned, and the Leviticat. Gere-
anonies and Hebrew Foims of Spegch éhm
* imto the Waorthip of the Gdfpel, and explaimne
in the Langu of our Time and Nationj
‘and what woul& oot bear fuch, an Alteration is
omitted and laid afide. After this. Manner
fhould I rejoixe g0 fee a %3: Fart gfithe Book
of Psazars fited. for. the Ufe of oor: Churehus,
and David converted into a Chriftian.¢ Byt bes

“caufe I catinot perfuade othevs o ateanpt this

glorious Work, 1 have fuffered t:\gcfc o be
periuaded to beginit, 'and have lmgh D
vine Goodoels y gréoeeded: half Way
thtough: SRR CUERRRCIN FXR LI

|
|
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The Second Parf conlifts of Hynns whafe
orm is of mere Human Compolure; .but 1 hops
the Scnfe and Materials.will always appear
vine. Imight havcbrougl;t fome Text ar otlmr,
and 4 plxedg it to the Margin, of gvc,ry Vcrfe, i
this Me% od had been as ufeful as it was eafy.
If there be any Poems in the Book that are ca-
ablc of giving Delight to Perfons af a morg 1¢:
ned éc ﬁ polite Educatian, perhaps they
J bé fou.n;l m,th;s %a;t t cxcq)t they: Jay
afide th¢ Humouy of Criticifm, and gater, into
adevout Frame, every Ode here already defpairs
of pleafing. - 1 epnfefs mylclf to have been too
often tempged away from the more I'Emmal Dee
figns 1 propofed, i fome, gay and Ex,
Ytemons that,gr K 9d, the qucy & the’ brighy
xww OV° b ‘. e&q‘ff
sk

dlvlnc ‘Y d
pat £t }P y o & Rea
w‘llﬁna vono‘g :i?&at.c Song atﬁi
the Head and Hand wefg no mg b &}ntcrpr
ters an Scci'cta ta.the or 15 thg

Magnifigenge or ldneﬁ of the ‘F fﬁqm cqqz

.parable to ving Li
g R ) ﬁ“ e mﬁ% e
veral Chagters.of Jol Pc,uc.a
of Scripture ; &1 in xsr f
efcape the reproof of thofe wha pay a facrg
vercncg to the holy, Bibfa.
. { 4ve. pre.?ared the: T?gr;l ,Pm on{y @r t‘.i'le
Celebration of the hony's Suppet, that, i

m&tr
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tation of our bleffed Saviour, we may. fing- &n
-Hymm. after we have pattakén of the Bréad arfd
Wine ; here you will‘find fome Pardphrafés df
Scripture, and fome other Compofitions:~"Fheré
are abvue an. Hundred Hymns in’ the two fo¥iner
Parts, that may very ptoperly be ufed in this
“Ordinance, ‘and fometimes perhaps ippesrhiore
Juitghle: tham any of thefe-laft: ‘But there ‘are
Exprefiond generatly ufed in' thefe, ‘whick ¢on-
fing them:only o the: Table of the Lono'; and
thetefore 1 bave diftinguifhed and- fet thern b¥
themielves!. - - -8 s oseeee 0 o B
+.df the Loxp, Who inhabits the Praiks of. Isc
rack, finatl tefule o fmile-upon this Anempt Tot
Bt At e
Yohes; et Phope “travHis'blé
13738 ‘w‘iﬁake thefe Co% ohtedl - hietul fd
&mzwﬂhwi@d:i{% ‘oagyBas ‘atfein
.| Hongat of being” efleonoll pions Médivit
tione, to-affifbithe devoutiand-the retided Seifl
ap,the, Exercifes.oft Lode, ‘Faith;agd- Joy; i
will hie awalodble Compentdrion of 2
My, Hosntfhall sttt Nodearaf % tisd
rayiGon faiifective tve ouaaesum :
Hape and ¥iew: inibe 1@ Publicitiony Jind
i, NOW, ﬁynwm%wmm
Fhapkfulpefip: auffol He 18 iriale ‘helé
Gompefjtiohs alreatdy, to:the Oonfort &l Bd
fication of Sodictiesiarid of private Perfdnss *And
upon the fame:Qroudds FHave:d Betedr Pofea”
and a bigger Fiope of much toore. Service

C eoms o
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ithe Church by the large Impotements of this
Edition, it the L.oan - who dwells in Zxon: ﬁhll
~favﬂn‘)t§ lmtonﬁﬂned auliy

$ Unm -lnallalhc k’ﬁu’ H?’m md nbum‘of
thg ihomr. there aredeveral Stanzas mcluded-in
; {hng [-]; whick-6tanzas may bé'left

oMt i ngmg ‘without! diflurbing: the Sehfe;
"Rhofe Rauts ato i ipdluded imfuch Crotchers,
which:-confain: Worﬂﬁ.loo pooticdl for medner
Undexfrandings, 1ox: Bpmlaﬂa: for :wholé
Congreghuons to fm ut aftey all; it is-belt
gﬂ tho‘Minifer 20 vhbofe

at Emcnd.,\%éanfﬁd:?mm\or

;—ﬁym;; mtq‘bgm ther shan s 18ave it
th s edgm «Wummm

) Ste iy add it w ||ﬂ)‘—‘
in Nagea: aw@%mm&maﬁmmmk;
thei Authos, ket fmifeed nrhet bo mmmogs

nmubch -mclyt %%mymhvm{m

» the, #f The- W U‘lnch ‘thb
$ale ﬁ wmm 1188 .mm R“
m ﬂ!ﬂm ol Gonpon Bl

*t f\lﬁmcmi’{obnﬁohm

‘wLifes. mamw u’?
njeny. m:bmkm«hozman ,uwgm.m
Werk thmhu%p:thpm Isujses’
ndap fpn«bc«ufc-nﬂ -Chwscligs). .0 1311

13’ 1PN reREs JMOLTIIORY A LA
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To ﬁnd any Hywmy by the ﬁtﬁ Lme

Mte, The. Lcttcrq, a, b, ¢ de,notc the 1, Td;’ o:
~dld 509#- 1 bﬁ FJsure; #m‘,t to thc Hqup v

)‘ . : nt RPNy 4 1 ot
e ol pcgm& Hri
DQ&E qnd tmmlble: for aur G <(9
+ Alas and $aviour bleed ~ 6.

All Glpry tmbz wmondrops . Name, .~ .»..¢ aa
All moptal Vanities he gong .+ --.- ¢ ag

wis: YW retshes ‘
AndRrs e aabes pwlivor .. ) 13
Amdpowtha Mtwq.ke& mm,r,yes 6
Ari Seuly myjeyiuliPowers i 3. b 8a

At thy omaapngd, our deareft Lard. 1, ¢ 19
Attend while God'sexalted on - . '~ 5 130
Awake, my Heart, asil, my Tongue - ‘a ao
A\qak?wmﬁﬂds, ORF anrs, 5 ‘3
Avn Gt sy o

TORES R I BRI lnd» sd 01 g \{:ru

- M\té,af::u:a& nlyfﬂxl 31 6
Begin, & eme:
Bcﬁ‘i@hdw&muu difagree : 0 o0 332
Bntnldthaﬂmdthen -Sight seceive : - # 13§
Behold the Glovies 00tha:Lamb. .0 w. gu. =
Behold the Grace appears o7, o0 4,41, 3

ey
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Behold the Potger. Qﬂdihﬂﬁlay veros 'gtad
Behald the Rofp of $hiran,hewei_ -, = 'a: 6
Behald the Woman's prawi€'dGeed . >4 & 13 5
Behald the Wreich whofe Luft and Wine 4 123
Behgld whatwond'rous Grace - -+ 4 64
Blefs'd are the humble. Squis.that fec. - . a"102
Blefs’d be the everlafiingGad - .-. a 26
Blefs’d be the Fatherand his Laoste . ¢ 06
Blefs'd is the Man whole camtious .Ftnt u ‘i
Blefsid Morning} whole:young; &cion 4/ 75a
Blefs'd with the Jova of Innatence.is,.«.d .428
good has 8 Moice that-moves the Skies 3 1 r8
right King of Glery, dreadful God - 4
Broad is:the Road that leads taDegth - # 158
7d'in Shadows oftha Night, o -~ 4 -7
i fpw agongthe caroal Wil -2 »- 96

<
AN Cragturestopierfa@ionfirtl " A x;&;
Chrig and his Crofy s all ous Theme - v at 119
Comg, all barmoniows Tongues - + & 84
Copmg, deareft Lorg, dekend and dwell 2 135
Comg, happy Soulsy appseadh your Gedud. 103
Comg; hithex, all yio wsary, Sow,. ¢ 4 i 12
Come, boly Spirig;- heaw'nhy’ Btwa o ] bmgd
Come, les ugijoin 3.jpyful Thowo v = soodiau- -18
Come let us join our chqr ul Songs - arbg
Comg letus Lift ew d Sliszdwod
t €, letus lift gu ucqs ? §riy ey RY
‘pmg, we_that l@vc tk;e ;: 1w 8 016-\\8:
a2 RALE aiiT odi bod @8 yro'c

1

4



xu éA L& 'Aﬂ'ﬁ“‘i. ”E.

Dear. Lord, -behold our fore Di g
Deané&of all tha’Namcs above .-
Deatli cabpot make éur Souls afra\d - }
Death may diffolve my Bod} now, ..-. Jg N 27,
Death! 2us: amelanch ‘.
Qecexv’d byﬁ:bhl Sn :es of &dl 'S *‘8})
in the Dult be e thy Tbrone - ,a‘l
end!fmm Heav 0, :mmomlDo +" 23,
Do we not kpow that folemn Word = a''i23
Dowt headlong from their Native Skies & 96
Dread Sovertlgn, let my Ev’'ning Seng &, z

' B,
Retheblucl-iqv nswere Rmtch’d,&e.a m

Eternal Soverexgn of the' ‘
Etermal Spirit, we: conféﬁ “ b Eg
£

F AITH mthebngllteﬁ: Evideqqe a uo
Far from my Thoughtsvain, Worldbe gote & g
Fnher,llon,lfamt,mfcc Y

D.Au ‘hters of‘ S;on. come, &‘EJ b g x.

Father, we f ol MGrm A ¥
anamlnnmov 8 L i
Firmras the Earth th ofg ﬁmds - a 133
From: Heav nxheﬁnmag ngelslﬁ:ll 97,.
From thee; my God,’ gv Jw b 751
oo

GEnqles Nature, we bet g ~ .8 ux;&l
Give me the mgsof?uthtpn -k 1491
Givete the FatherPraife’, ° "3 ¢ Vo« po 37
Glory to Godthe Trinity =« « ¢ 39
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Gloty'té Eod that walk¥ theSky ‘1. é
G’lotyto odt)ie Falhér‘sNﬁey NER
God Sirit Jult and’ wife & a. 336
God of tho orfming 4t whide Voide - 'a . 79
G&d of the S¢as, thy thyddring Vaice - 5., 70
God, the cterﬁzla fiY Ngme™ - - "5, .27,
G&d, ‘who ih varidiy Mcthéds told” . & ‘59
‘preach. my o{pél’ fmt’h‘t&é Ligrd .- a 128
Goh&r atfmmanhels Feet .- a'346
Great God'P how' idfinite art thou ‘= "= "4 67
Great' God Jowfi thy Sentencejult. - 2 6.
Great God, thy'GIoncs thal empl - b'i67
Great God, ‘to whiat a glotious Height - *5"112
Great ng of Glory andof Grace . - . 4 154
GrcatWthe«Day, the]oy*«ase great - b 144

LRI

H AD- ItﬁeTonguesbf f“recksandjew.f»a 1] 4
Happy the Church, thou facred Placc - b g
py the Heart where Graced: feign ! - KR
Hark F from the Towbs a doleful Soana-% “8
Hatk F the Redecrier from on High - 4 g
Hear what the Vofce mc 13 ‘&E. Ed a%
Hencéfrommy Soul A"
Hbrb 4t thy Crofs, my dyih
High 3s the Heay'ns abw% ¢ rodn‘& ‘Z;
Bigh on a Hillof dazaliis ngﬁt Vil *
Honeur-to Thec, Ahmgbty Three - \
Holsoma, &c.w ~ 'd -y =ty “c" 0-*-
Hdmhatoonttnnqnermg King- ' < ‘bl ﬁg
Hb&nm tothc P.mu:e oﬂl.ngh.?g:x: '“- il o)
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Seod Boox Hy.
{ofanna to-the Rboydl Stins 104 15 o2 @e'Db
{ofanne with awchearful Bourmd: " bx:i ) o Wi':. B
fow. are thy Glosies liexe difplayld;” « 'ic»..2h
{ow beauteousive thair Feet : ' ..t tuai 1b
{ow can I :fink with fuch a Prap - '+ dia 16
Iow.condefcending and how 'kmd: - ¢l '}
low-.full of Anguith is the Thought ~- 4 red
low heavly.is.the Night . -~ -« ... 1 0§B
low. honourable is tHe Placer | : . q.ii: @ o B
low.large thePromife, how. divise.  n.ri}
lowsoft-havie :Sin arat Satan fivove « 1 & 13d
Iow rich-are thy Provifions, Lord -~ ¢ 12
low.fad our Stateby WNature is -* -' 5 g0
low fhall I praife tiv Eternal God - ¥ 6B
low.fhort'amd: hafty is our Lifel .i- .- & -g2
Iow fhould the Sons. ¢f Adam’s Race - a. &
Tow Qyongthine Arm is, mighty God:- 2. 49
low fweet and awiul is the Place .= ¢ 1
low vain areall Things here belaw .- b 4
low:wond’rousgreat, how glarious bright 5 87

[ Canuot bear. thine.blence,  Lord - &:119
%ivt*flmomd?d'lifel L' . et g
ate the Tenpter and:his Charms. @ & 156
1#ft my’banmer, Giththe bord .* - : . g 1
love the Windows of thy Grace ~ .~ b 148
'm not atham'd to own my Lord - .- 4 103
fend the Joys of Earthaway . » & 11
ing my Savigur’s wond/rous Death" ~ .6 014
’chpgah fpeaks, dep Ikl hear: » <@ B4
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Jehgvah jeigns, -hi nrpm: iahigh -, £ 168
fug, in.thee gur Eyos behold !gl‘. B 145
‘Jefus invites-hys Sapts 2T - ¢ 2
efus is gone ahovethe Skies . - . . 6
I‘u§, t an of conftant Gricf - ¢ 12
Jefus, we blclé thy Father's Name - 48 54
efus, we bow before thy-Feet <+ ¢ 18
thh all thy Saintsabove .. b . 29
abncl s Hand 2 mighty Stone. - 4. 59

‘In tbme own Ways, O God of Love -4 39
In vam the wealihy.Mortals.toil = " @ 2y
In vain we lavifh out our Lives - a 9
lnﬁmte “Grief} amazmg Woe -. b 95

Jom\all the Glotious Names ~ - 4 150

[ain all the Names of. Love,and Pewer @ 149
s this the kmd R.e‘gu;%u Coa .?? ; {, b 74

KJND Dﬂls‘smt‘hpﬁ@hu@our Lordc 73
L

LADEN with Guilt, and full of* Foasb ng
Let all our 'Fongaes ‘hconc - - 9
Let everlafting@ftnibsgrowa’ . "a~.v .b 131
Let evely morlal: Earoattehdi @ v 12 & - 0

‘Let God the Fatherdive - - tosvw ¢ ng
‘Let him embrace my Sout faind": lice % @466
Let God the Maker's Name 1!, & "/ ¢ . g1
‘Let me butheanmy Saviour fay! s %» d 15
Jet mortal Tongues attempt tofing * 5

{.et éthers bodlt how ﬁrmgtheyxbr : o Ju 19
Pt Pharifecs ofihigh' Eibetm'. s 2" #:333
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Let%e ot Heathens tune then‘Son $ + 51 ?
Lét the Séventh' Angel found'on H 1gh -a2i0s5
Let the whole Rice of Creatufes lie” =" 3 - g9
Let the wild Leopards of the Wood . = .5 160,
Bet'theni negle® thy Glory, Lord ';- b 35
Let 01§ adore ‘ih" éterndl ord e oy

Life 'and ‘immortal Jays are given B -‘_ 1287
Life-isthe Time to ferve the Lord” . . ¢ 88
Lift ughyour“ﬁybk to the heav’nly £ Seats & 37
Like Sheep we wentaftray . - = - ,..a 142

Lo tht deftroying Angel flies.’ - "3 d55

Lo the young Ttibes of Adam yife . - &
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,ord how fecure’ my Confcience'was - a 1
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Lord, we axe blitd,“we Mobrfals blmd b4
Loxd, we confefs our i’ rous Faults. -~ & - ser
Lord, what 4 foebld Piece: “ = “" =« 4 M1 p
Lord, what a Héav'n of faving Grate -, b 16'

Lord; what a thoughtlefs Wit:chr vbas I -a 36'
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Lord, when sy Thougtits with e - 40
Lou&HalkluJail’to;lhe 'x R BT '.Ag \
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Why fhould we ftart and fear to die -~ 4 3I
With chearful Voice I fing” - - a 14
With holy fear and humble Song = - & 4

a 12|

With Joy we meditate the Grace -
: Y

E Angels round the Throne -
Ye Saints how lovely isthePlace .« .- a
Ye Sons of Adam vainand young . ~ .2 8
Ye that obey th’ immm;al King . - =a

Zxon rcjoice and Judah fing - - & 11
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Collc&ed ft‘om the Hory! Sérrrrv

1 4 new Smgtotﬁcl.ambtlmtm
Rev. v.6 8 9--!:.

EHOLD the Glories of the Lan
Amidft his Father’s Throne :

Prepare new. Honours for his Na:
And Songs hefore unknown,

2 Let Elders workhip at his Fect,
The Church adore around,
Wxth Vials full of Odours fweet, *
- And Harps of fwecter Sound. -

3 Thofe are the Prayers of the Saints,
And thefe the ymns they raife :

RY . .
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JEsus is kind to our Comglamts,
“He loves to-hear-omPraife, - - -

[4 Eternal Father, who fhall look .
Into ‘thy fecretMill ? |
“Who but the Son'fhall take that Book - - |
Atid opcn ev'ry Stal?

5 He fhall fulfil thy great Decrees,.
The, Son deferves it well';
Iio, Min his: Hand' the- fov'reign Keys
Of Heav'n, and Death, anﬁ Hell]]

6 Now .ta the Lamb that once was ﬂam
Be ‘endlefs Bie‘fﬁngs pmd, T
-Salvation, Glory,. Joy, remain -
For ever on-thy’Head., ;

7-Thou haftredeem’d-our-Souls-with- Blood,~
‘Haft: fet the: Pris’ners. ‘free, . |
Haft made ys-Kings and Pitefts to Gobp,
And we fhall reign with Thee.

8 The Words of ‘Nature.and of Grace -
Avre'iput beneath 't thy' Power;
"Phienfhorten thefe:delaying -Days,
And’ bring the: fpmmm’d Hour,

s~

I1. The Da{y and’ Humdmty qumz IST, John 1.
1,314 'and Col. i. 16. and Eph. m. 9r10.

E rEtheblue H v pswere 'ﬁretch'dabroid,
From cverl ing was the"Word ;
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With Gob he was; the Word was Gooy
And muft divinely be ador’d.

2 By his own Paw’r a]l Things were made ;
By him fupEorted all Things ftand ;
He is the whole Creation’s Head,

And Angels fly at his Command. -

Ere Sin was born, or Satan fell,

He led the Hoft of Morning, Stars ;
{Thy G'enera&i(m. who can tell,

Or count the Number of thy Years.?)

4 But lo, he leaves.thofe heav’nly Forms,;
The Word defesnds and dwells.in Glay,
That be'may hold converfe. with Wozms,
Drefs’d in fuch. fecble Flefh as. they.

5 Mortals with. Joy beheld hié.Face,
Th’ eternal Father’s only Son ;
How full -of Truth! how full of Grage !
‘When thro’ his.Eyes-the Godhead fhone !
6 Archangels.leave. their high Ahode,
To learn new Myfteries hexe, and tell
The Lowes of our defcending Goo,
The Glories of IMMANUEL.

83

111 The Nativity of Gurisz, Luke i, go, &c:
' Luke ii, 10, &c. ,
1 EHOL DB, the Grace appears,
The. Promife is fulil’'d;
..&3
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FEANNT AXD

Mars o8 wondrees Uirgin b,
A, Yoo 3 the Chid,
Wiz, the nghek Gom,
<atk naw hebniy Son

Rorads naw rade thelamds
Ang syt Dands Tinsone,
V8 agor. fraline Toigm
Vo | owapnliaz Swan

' Wakians faal, hes Sweee sbsaing,
Hi Kinsaan, neer Do,
T i e glarhees Nows
LR “wh NARnavess

e velt e Rnvaniverés of thor Jogs,
W dani e thaei, Sows, ’
QIR Rwums. wikide, -
O ws Jan flen

* L psawnat, sk, bore Te-dar,
QG iy Nignn .
* NONE Sants whe Sars oene
- \b,,( ants \\“@:mw;‘v’

And Mgt & Tamrang Yooy was foen ;

L9 Rugnapeolls deowrd The: Smg,

* Qe G o Ik

- Asad 2 = Dondr om Easth
& Goud-w . 3 Nzm, % Anpels Joy,

“ Ar our Redecmme:"S Birth = i
wihjp b Diving Y
us cmploy their Tongues, *
celeftial Hofts we join, ‘

' repeat’ their Songs;

Beox 1.

|

-
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“ Glorito Goo on High!
¢« And heav’'nly Peace on Earth, "
% Good-will to Men, to Angels Joy,
% At our Red.cemer s Birth,”

Iv. Rg"ermf to tlze fatmd: Pfabm. -
V. Suhmﬁon to Aﬁéﬁw g'roodam, Job i, a1,

WS YL g, o
A KE ﬁ as*ﬂbhhhé*liaﬁ-m'wccamc,
And crept ‘to Lifeat-irft 3 - ~
‘We to the Earth ‘rfetum- aﬂl}é i
And mingle with eur- e
2 The dear Dé‘hg’lﬁg e hiere: énjoy RN
And fondly calt outown, & L0

Are but fhort Favouss. Mmm'd now, :
To be rcpaxd anoqi: .- . .

3 "Tis Goo that 1ifts our- Comfom' h-rghg
Os finks them in the Gfave s’
He gives, and {bieff¢d be bis Namc')
¢ takey but what he gang..r..
4 Peacc, all qurangry Pziﬁons then‘ Lo
Let each rebellious Sy, S
Be filent at his fyv’ Feign' Vrll,
And ev'ry Murmurdie, -

5 If fmiling Mercy crown’ our Lwes, .

Its Praifes the {i be fpre ) .

And we'll adore thiju&x(’cwd‘ D
"Chat ﬂ:nkcs our om?orts &cam!. o
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Mary the wondrOué Virgin bea:s,
And Jesus is the’ Chﬁ

[z TheLorp, the higheft Gon, .
Calls him his only Son ;
He bids him rule the Lands ahroad,
And gives him Davxd’s Thronc. .
O’eriJacab, fha
3 WlthJa peculiar way H o
The Nations fral} hx;.Gxacc im. .
His Kingdam nelen dccay, ] Ep
4 To bring the glorious News' . - .0 » |
A heav’nly ¥z a& fn;». ol
He tells thg,Sh; p £T ¢ ;,, T
And bamihe&tngr J-h .’io)}' I») o
“ Golhumbte-&wzms, [ai&ihnf" 5 acd
“To David’s City flyyr» ree
“ The promigd J bom Torday,
¢ Doth in a. Mangzx.l .
6 “ With:Liéoks add:bihnm &rgnc
« Go vifit-Cieg 137 yaur King:;” f ;f
And ftraight 3 flaming T was feen ;.
The Shepherd’s heare fo:og mg‘ . ,* s
7 “Glory to: Godon High! .. . ., .1 -
% And heav'nly Peace qn Eaxth | -n
% Good-will to Men, to An els Jo
. « At our' Réflcemg Py Birth ¥
8 In Wo fb:D;mng .
L Let Su;%?gmglo;( their Tongiies, B
‘With the celeftial Hofts'we JOE ‘
And loud repeat’ their Songs;
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¢« Glory to Goo on High!
« And heav'nly Peace on Earth,”
% Good-will to Men, to Angels Joy,
% At our Redccmer (3 Bmh »

IV, Rg"mc&? t the fawd Pfabn. -
V. Suhmﬁon to A]Béﬁvt g’rovdace:, Job i, 21,

1I3aq .
A K E D asfromi the Eartli' We came,
And crept'to Lifeat it ;- =
We to the Earth feturn-aggin; . -
And mingle with eur. .
2 The dear’Délighits we heté enjoy; .
And fondly gci'.‘aﬂ ‘out ewn, }0}' <N
Are but ﬂ:oct«mem hﬁm’d aow,
To be repaid aneg:: .-+ . :

3 "Tis Goo that 1ifts our Comforts' htghg
O« finks them in the Gfave s
Hegives, :and (btefféd be his Namc')

ctakc;batwhqthcga@ o
4 Peace] atl qurangy Ty sznns :hen‘ -
Let each rebellious Sy ceoat
" Be filent at his fov’reign Vrll,
And ev'ry Murmur die, -

§ If fmiling Mercy crown out vaes,
Its Praifes the ﬁ be {pre
And we'll adore th Ju&thtcd o
That ﬁ:nkcs our%om?ons &ca‘d

.:‘ '*

' ‘\
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V1. Triumph over Deaék, Job xix, 25—27.

] REAT Gop, I own'thy Sentence juft;
And-Nature onuft decay : |
I yield my'Body to the Duft, i :
To dwell with fellow-Clay. B
2 Yet Faith may triumph o’er the Grave,
. And trammple on'the Tombs
M}]:JIJ £sus, my Redeemer lives,
y Gop, my Saviour comes.
38 The mighty Conqu'ror fialtappear
Hi hsonya Ro;g; Seat, Ppe
And Death, the Jaft of all his Foes,
Lie vanqaifh’d at his Feet,
4 Tho’ greedy Worms devoir my Shin,
An 1 gnaw my walting Flefh, . .
‘When Gob fhall build my Bones again,
Heclothes them all afrefh :

5 Then fhall I fee'thy lovely: Face-
With ftrong immortal Eyes,
And feaft upon thy unknowi Grace
‘With Pleaftire and Surprife.

VII. The Invitalion of the. Gofpel:" or Spirithal
Food and Clothing, Ifa. lv. 1, &c.

1 ET e‘f’ry mortal Ear attend,
L And cv’ry Heart rejoice ;

A
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The Trumpet of the Gofpel founds
With an insfiting: Weice,.- - Lo |
2 Ho! all ye hungry ftarving Souls
That feed upon the Wind; - .
And vainly ftrive with earthly Toys
" To fill an empty Mind.
" 8 Eternal Wifdom has r'd
ASoul-fcvwmgle:a g BT g .
And bid yourlonging etitcs , ot
The rich Pravifion h&zp. st
4 Ho! ye that pant for living Streams, *
And pine away and die;,
Here you may quench your raging ‘] Thu'ﬁ
With Springs:that never dry. .~ ' .
. 5 Riversof Love:and Mercy here . -
Ina nch Oceanjoin;
Salvation in abun&ldncc flows,
Like Floods of Milk ahd Wine,
[6 Ye perifhing and naked Poor, o
Whework with mighty Pain” "’ ~ Iz
To weave a Garment gf your-bwn,, -
‘Fhat will not hide yeur Sing . -
7 Come naked, -and adorn your Souls
In Robes prepar'd by Gosy .
Wrou ht by the.Labours of his Sen,
Q&dy‘x imshis own Blood. ]
8 Dear Gop ! the Treafures of lhy Love
Arg éverlaftidg Mings,’ L
Deep as our htlplefs Mis'ries are, ©oe
And boundlefs as pus Sins ! : 2
R N - -



-
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9 Theha gpy i Gateslof GofpelLGricd (< nO ¢
Stand open nghtadd [HQ LTI
Lorb, weayreiéome to foek: \lyphcs(

And drive our Whamts away. "
YHI. W vamd ;B n,\ .the EEu
200 z’?‘. uv ﬁuMKva. # ’&1

OW honourable is the ?lade Eoxx
Whext we adorifig: ﬁhui, T
Zion the Glory, bfthe En St
Anil Beauty: of she: Land 115 3 sew 01T
2 Bulwarks of mighty Gracé défend: -
1 il Gisytwhere we dwell pi: 1.
The Walls, of, ﬁrong&aﬁumnmdc. o
Defy thy Aflavlts of Hell. ». 4501 i Nf
3 Lift vp the everlafting Gates, . g
The Dgaors wide' qunoﬂmg Y7 SR Y
Enter, ye Nationgthat:obcy: P
The Statutes of, qur-King, o
4 Here fhall you tafte mmmglcd Joys; -
. Agglilivein pesfel Peaces. ;. wuo 7 o,
You that have known Jrrovan’s Nm,
And veptur'don hisGrace, - .
§ Truftinthe Loxro, forever truft,
And banifb all your Fears;..
Strength in the Lord Jesovan dwellsy
Etqrnal as.:his Xgams.. - | T
6 What tho’ the Rebels dwelt on H:gh
His Arm fhall bring them low:
Low asthe Caverns of the Grave
Their lofty Heads thall bow, -«
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7 On Babyloagor Feet fhall tread.
In that rejoiqitig-Bour; - .-
The Ruins, ef her Walls fhall fpread
A Pavement for the.Poor, o

the: Covemant Of Grace, 16, 1v.
l, 2. Zech. &nu..lMxoh\?fvm |§ Ezek.

xxxvi. 253 &_C Betsiolde o .

1 TN vdin vn.hmthtohzom LM:s
To gather empty: Wind ; 5
The choiceft Bleﬂ"mgs:htm m'yidd
Will flarye 3 bungry Mind.:.
2 Come, and thd Lotm-’fhﬂtfe«ifw Souh
With-sore fabRantial Mekie 52
With fuch as Silnktt in Glerj love,
With fuch as Angels eat.
8 Our Gop will every Want-fupply,
And fill our'Mearts with Peate 3t
He gives by Cay'bant and by Oath
ig ‘Riches.ofihis Graces - ) s
Come, and he'tbideante'out fpotted SOul
4 At walh dway ourStains N
In the dear Fountain that his Son
Pour’d from his dying Veins.
5 Our Guilt fhall vam{h all away,
Tho'’ black as H¢Jl before ;
Our Sins fhall fink beneath the Sea,
Anglfhalk be.found po mere, .
6 And left Pollutionfhould o ‘erfpread
Our mwanl Pow rs agam, o
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His Spirit fhall ge&cw our Souls . . ’
Like purifying | Rain.]

7 Our Heart, that flinty ftubbom Thingy
That 'lerro\rs cannot nr;)v;
“That' feuns Do’ Threreningd ol hi\sWnth,
Shall be:diffolv’d: by Love.: .

8 Or he can take the Flint away "
That would pot berefin’d, .
And from the Treafuresof his Grm
Beflow a fofter Mind...

9 There fhall his facred Spirit dWelk;:
And decp. engtave his Law, . . .
And ev’ry Motioh.of our Souls ..
To fwiftObtdience draw, E

30 Thus will he pour Salvation down,
And we fhall render Praife ;
‘We the dear People af his Love, .
And Hé ouy - 30D of Grace. .

X. 7 of Gofiel-Tinkes : 6F The Reded
lation of 1 Hl\ﬁ?ﬁj(  artd Gortiles, Ha, v, 2
7> 8, 9, 10 Matt, xiff, .6; 17,

O W Beiliriedhs ste their Febt
Who, ftard"81 Zidn’s ng o
Who brlnglﬁmcﬁff)ﬁ'mef? m-n;gués, '
* And Words‘oma’te reveallt -

2 How chifmy 'g is tﬁ’elr Voice !
How fweet the Tidings are }
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« Zion behdld thy Saviour-King,
¢ He reigns and triumphs here,”

g How happy are our. Ears
That hear this joyful Sound,
Whick! Kidgs and Prophets waited for,
" And fought, but never found!

4 How blefled are our Eyes
That fee this heavénly Light ;
Prophets and' Kings defir’d it long,
But dy’d without the Sight!
5 The Watchmen join their Voice,
And tuneful Notes employ;
Jerufalém breaks forlh in Songs,
And Deferts learn- the Joy.

6 The Lord makes bare his Arm
Thro’ all the Earth abfoad :
Let ev’ry Nation now béhold ,
Their Savicif and théir God, .

XI.. The ‘Hymble: enlighténed, " and tarnal Reafon
' Kambld: or The Sovereighly of GCrate; ~
Luke x. 21, 22.

1 Here wak avi Hourwhen Caxist rejoit’d,
And fpeké hik, Joy in Words of Praitt ;
« Father, 1 thiik thée; mighty Gob, °
¢ Loap-of the Hurely avd Hedvhs-and Setss
2 %I thank thy v'scigh Pow’s and Love, .,
% That crowns my Dettririé with Succelss
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Shall crufh his Foes beneath his Feet,
“And reign to Ages yet- unkmown.

XIV. The Triumph of Faith: or CHRIST's una
+ - Ghangeable ov¢, Rom, viii: 33, &c. :

H O fhall the Lokrs’s Ele& condemn ?
"Tis Gop that juftifies their Souls
And Mercy, like a mighty -Stream,
. Q’er all their Sin§-divinely rolls.

2 Who fhall adjudge.thé Saints to-Hell ?
*Tis Curist that fuffer’d in thclr btcad
And the Salvatich:to-fulét; -

Behold hin rifing from the. Doad [

3 He lives! He lives! and fits Above, o
For vver interceding there: ' -
‘Who fhatkdivideus from-his Lave ?

Or what fhetld/tempt us-to Defpair ?- -

4 Shall Peffeéutidn, ot Diftrefs,

Famine;* or Stvord! orNakédnels?
He that hath- hv’du&bcamusfthm, .
And makes. ut more than-Congli’rars oo.. -

5 Faith hith an'dvercorhing Pow’ )
It tnumph‘s in'the dying Hour '
Curist isour Life, -our Joy, our Hope; :
Nor can weﬁh&*Wt’th fueiva Pr'opt i

6 Not all l‘ﬁa’f. Men on Eaﬂh éah 66 L
Nor Pow’is oh™ ki h nor, vaﬁ‘s bE‘YOW"“ .
Shall caufe K& Mc'r fo rediote; 19

Or wearr otft-Hearts ffom Cu'r rsw;- dur- st
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' ks
XV. Our own Weaknefs, and Cuzisz on o
2'Cor. xi1i. 7, g, 10,

1 ET me but hear my Saviour fay;

“ Strength' fhall be'¢qual to'thy Day ;"
Then Trejoice-in deepDiftrefs,,
Leaning on all-fufficient Grace.

2 1 glory in Infirmity,. :
That Cn k4s1’s own Power may: reft on' me 3
When I am weak then: am I ftrong, \
Grace is my Shicld and Crrist my Song,

3°I can do:all Things, or-cam bear
All Suff’rings, if my.Loao bethere;
Sweet Pleafures mingle with the Pains,
‘While'his left Hand my Head fuRtains.

4 But if the Lorbp be once withdrawn,
And we attemptthe Work alone, | -
When new Temptations fpring and rifey
We find how great our Weaknpels is, -

5 So Samfon whenhis Haix was loft, .
Met the Philiftines to-his Goft ; -

Shook his vain Limbs with fad Surprife,
Made fecble Fight, and loft his Eyes,

XV1. Hofanna to Curist, Matt, xxi, 9. Luke
xix, 38, 40.

1 HO_SANNA to the royal Son
L Of David’s ancient Line {
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! s Natures Two, his PeddonOne, - .. ..0¢ .
Myfterious ‘and Divine - . - - -

2 The Root of David here; we find,
And Offspring, is the fame;
Eternity and Time are join’d
*  Inour hamanverisNames-: .5 -+ L
3 Blef’d He that contesito vretched Men
With pgacefyl News from Heav'n!
“-Hofannis of ifie nigae'msmn,;: e
i “To Curisrthe [6fp be givnl
4 Let Mortals ne'er refufe to take - L
Th’ Hofanna of their Tongues, '
Left Rocks-and Seoneéd {hoﬂlf‘rife and break -
Their Sitericedrite:Bomgsis md 5
e amG ool Bas L Hae o
R T Bn‘v’) wotl bastt Lok
XVIL Vittory guer Death, 3,Cor.xV. 55, &s.
1 For an overcoming Faith: -~ -
O To'cheafggrﬁjd ‘qggl{pu L
To triumph o’er the Monfter, "Beixh, o
Andallhis ™"~ “ul,‘Powfril -
2 Joyful, with Sirength 1 Kave,
yquiv'rii ;5 fhould fing,
“Where is thy. bc = = T'ryy Grave?
“ And where th s Sting?”
3 If Sim be pardon’d, ¥'m fecure;: . .
Death hath:sio zSting befide;. . )
The Law gives Sin its damning Pow’rs
But Cusist, my Ranfom, dy'd, = " °

v

)
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4 Now to the Goo of Vidory - .,
Immortal Thanks- be paid. . .
Who makes.us Conqu'rors while we dig
Thro’ Curisz our living Head,

xvm Bk]d are the Dead that dic in the Lono,
: .Rc;v. a;wma. L .

' LY EAR what the\(oxcc fyom ,Heav n pro-

H For ajl §lw p}qusﬁDpnd . [c}arnns

Sweet is the Savour of their Names,

And foft theit ﬂeepmg Bed.

2 They die i ]‘mm.. and ave blefi'd ;.
How kin Slymbpers alb' .
From Suﬂ"rmgs and from Sins releas’d;”
And freed from ev’ry Snare.

3 Far from {his' World o Poll dnd ‘Strife, -
They're prefent with'the Lozo;
The Labonrs of their ‘thottal Ltfe
End in ﬁlargq 'Rcwar:«:l}.‘ . .
XIX. The Son Smcon 5D hn’z&dcd jrable
ggi.uke i1. 27, &gl ;
ORD; at thy Tem, léwea ar;
L As frappy')éuiconé Cdthe;' ppe A
And hope to: mect doud) Saviour - hcre,' )
O make. our -Joys the fame.l: . .

2 With what &ivine and’ vaft’ De'{ight
The good old ‘Maniwas 6i'd, "~

' te
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‘When fond:ly in his wither'd Arms -
He clafp’d the holy -Child ;

3 ““Néw I'car leave this World, he cry’ds
¢ Beliold thy Servant dies:
¢ I've feen thy great Salvation, Lokp;

¢ And: clofe my peaceful Eyes:

4 ¢ This is the Light prepal’d to fhine
“ Uppn the. Gentile Lands;
. “‘Thme Ifrael’s .Glory, and theu' Hoye‘
et :I‘o bredk their R;vdh Bands.,”
[5 Jesus! tle. Vifion of thy Fase;
Hath .overpow’ring Charms !
Scarce 'fhall feel eath’s cold, Embtace,
If Curist be in my Arms.,
6 Then, while ye heas my.Heart-ftrings break,
How-fweet my Minutes roll!
K mortal Pilenefy on” my Cheek,
And Glory in my- Soul]

XX. Spiritual Apparel, namely, Thé Robe of Righ-
;mﬁgf:, (gammtuf Sal;mtwn, Ifa, Ixi, 10,

WAKE, my Heart, arife my Tongue,
Prepare a tuneful Voice,
In''Gop, the Life of all my Joys,
Aloud will I rejoice.
2 'Tis He adam’d my naked Soyl,
And made Salvation mine;
oor polluted Worm

Upon a
Ii‘le mari;es his Graces fhine, -

A
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¢ Mortals, beholdithesfagredi Seat :.
% Of your defcending: Kingd - -.
4 < The Gob of Gloty. flown to Men:
-* % Rempves his bldf ‘Abeds,. ..
¢ Men, 'thé ddar Objets-of - his ‘Grace,.’ |
. “9And He the loving Gop, .- .. |
§ * His own foft Hand (hall wipe the Tears
¢ From CV’IZ wéeping Eye; -
. % AndPains and Groans, and Griefsand Fears,
¢ And Death itfelf fhall die.” -

6 How long, dear Saviour, O how long!

Shall this biight Hour delay? - -

Fly fwiftly roupg, ye Wheels of Tinde,
And bring the welcome Day.

XXI1. and XXIII. Referrved to the 125th Pfalm.

XXYV. The rich Sinner dying, Pfal. xlix. 6, 9.
Eccl. viit. 8. Job 1ii. 14, 15.

1 YN vain the wealthy Mortals toil, )
And heap their fhining Duft in vain ;
Look down and fcorn the humble Poor,
And boaft their lofty Hills of Gain.

2 Their golden Cordials cannot eafe
Their pained Hearts or aching Hceads,
Nor fright, nor bribe approaching Death,
From glitt’ring Roofs and downy Beds.

g The ling’ring, the unwilling Soul,
The difmal Summons muft obey,

A



Hy.45. SPIRFTUAL SONGS. a1

And bid a longya fad; Farewel, - ..
To the pale Lump of lifelefs Clay. -
4 Thence they are huddled to the Grive, .
Where Kingsand Slaves have equal Thrones;
* Their Bones without Diftin&ion lie,
Amongft the Heap.of mtaner Boncs;

" The reft referred to lhe 4ok Pfada.
XXV. A Vifion of the Lamb, Rev. v. 6—ga

s L1, Mortal Vanities begone,
‘A: Nor tempt my Eyes, nortire my Ears;
Behold amidft th’ eternal Throne
A Vifion of the Lamb appears,

[2 Glory his fleecy Robe adorns, .
Mark’d with the bloody Death he bore;
Sev'n are his Eyes, and fev’n his Horns, .
To fpeak his Wifdom and his Power.

3 Lo, he receives a fealed Book’
From Him that fits upon the Throne:
Jesus, my Lorp, prevailsto look
On dark Decrees, and Things$ unknown.]

4 All the aflembling Saints around
Fall worfhipping béfore the Lamb,
And in new Songs of Gofpel-found
Addrefs their Honours to his Name,

[5 The Joy, the Shout, the Harmony
Flies o’er the everlafting Hills;
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% Worthy .art thqu,alone, they. cry,
¢ To.read the Bopk,. to loofe the Seals.]
6 Our Voices join the heav’nly. Strain,
And. with tranfporting Pléalure fing,
¢ Worthy the Lamb that once was flain,
% To be our Teacher and our King!”
% His Words of Proshecy reveal
Eternal Counfels, deep Defigns
His Grace and Vengeance fhall fulfil
The peaceful and the dreadful Lines:
8 “Thou haft redeem’d our Souls from Hell
With thine invaluable Blood ;
And Wretches that did once rebel, :
Are now made Fav'rites of their Gop.
Worthy for ever is the Lorp,
That dy’d for Tréafons not his own,
. By every Tongue to be ador’d,
* And dwell upon his Father’s Throne!

XXVI. Hope of Heaven by the RefurreSion of

Curist, 1 Pet. i, g—5.

1 R Lel’d be the everlafting Gon,
’ The Father of our Lorp,
Be his abounding.Mercy prais'd,
His Majefty adord.
¢ When from the Dead he rais'd his Son,
And call’d him to the Sky,
He gave our Souls a lively Hope
That they fhould ngver die.
3 What
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3 What tho' our inbted Sins reguire
Our Flefh 10 fee the Duft,
Yet as the Lorp our Saviqur rofe,
So all his Followers muft,
4 There's an Inheritance Divioe;
Refetv’d againft that Day;
"Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd,
And cannot fade away,
§ Saints by the Power of Gos are kept
Till the Salvation come;
We walk by Faith. as Strangers here;
Till Cuaist fhall call us Home:
XXVIL 4 umnce of  Heguen ! ory g Sgint pre-
pareft‘o di¢, 2 Tim. iv. 6, 7, 8, 18, 7

1 T} EATH may diffoli€ny Bedy now.
D And'bear my Spirit hox’x’xeody !
Why. do my Minptes move fo flov,
Nor my Salvation come? . .
¢ With "keay’nly Weapons I have fought
e e e,
Finith’d m e, ept the Faith
And wait the fare Rewjl;td.]b o
4 Gop has'laid up in Heav’n for .md
A Crown w!;;dc;n.m;:hnot fade; .
The righteoys Judge at shat great Day
g o
4 Nor hath the Kihg of :Grace deciedd «
This Prise -for mé alone; :
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But all that love, and long to fee ‘
Th’ Appearance of his Son. o I

5 Jesus, the LOlD, fhall guard me fafe
From ev’ry ill Defi

And to his lzeav 'nly E'mgdom take
This feeble Soul of mine, -

6 Gob is my everlafting Aid,
And Hell fhall rage in vam-
To Him be higheft Glory pald
/And cndlefs %’ralfe. Amen. .
XXV The Triumph of Causrm the Encmm
of his Church, Ifa. lxm 1—3, &c.

1 ‘ ‘ THAT mlghty Man, or mighty GO“ :
Comes lravcllmg in S%ate
Along the "Alumeéan Road, "
Away from Bozrah’s Gate! .

2 The Glory of his Robes proclaim
"Tis fome vi€orious King:

. #'Tis 1; the Juft, th’ Almlght}l’ Qhe,
% That your Salvation bring.”

3 Why. mighty Lo, thy Saints i mqunre,

y thine &}:arels red;
And all thy’ Velture ftain’d ‘like thof

Who in the Wine-prefs tread ?

4 %I By myfelf have trod thc Prefs,
¢ And crufh’d my Foes alone; - \
Wrath has ftruck ahe Rebels dead,
lzly Fury ﬁ:amp’d them down, )

12

(4]
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& % Tis Edom’s Blood that dyes my Robes
« With joyful fcarlet Stains;
¢¢ The Triumph that my Raiment wears
¢ §prung from my bleeding Veins.
6 ¢ Thus fhall the Nations be deftroy’d
 That daxre infult my Saints:
% I have an Arm t’ avenge their Wirbngs,
% An Far for their Complaints.”” -

XXIX. The Second Part: or The Buin of Anti-
’ chrift, ver. 4—7. _ :
1 ¢ I Lift my Banner, faith the Lorp,
. % Where Antichrift has ftood;
. “The City of my Gofpel-foes
. @ Shall be a Field of Blood,
‘2 ®My Heart has ftudy’d jult Revenge;
’ « And now the Day appears, 8%
¢ The Day of my Redeem’d is come,.
“ To wipe away their Tears. =
8 * Quite weary is my Patience grown,
¢ And bids my Fury go: .
¢ Swift as the. Lightning 1t {hall move,.
¢ Arid be as fatal too. , *

4 “I call for Helpers, but in vain :
* Then has- my Gofpel none?
¢ Well, mine own Arm has might enough

¢ “To cruth my Foes alane,

¢sSlaughter and my dewguring Swoxd )
5% Shall walk the Streets around,
g A

A
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¥ Babel fhall reel beneath my Stroke,
% And ftugger ‘to tht ‘Ground,”
6 Thy Honours, O viftorioos King!
w’{haine dwn 'rig}g Hand thall vail,
we awful th?mt:f Co
And outﬁgéliv’ltr prale. -&

XXX, Prayr for Deliverance -amfesered,
Ifa. xxvi, 8—=20,

1 Y N ihihe owh Ways, O Goo of Love,
¢ waft the Vifits of thy Grace;
Our 8euls Defnre 15 to thy Namwe, T
And the Remdtibranoe of thy Teces -

2 My Thoughts ate fearching, Loz, Yot thee
‘Mongft the black Shades of lonefome Night;
My ‘eattreR Cries felute the Skis
Before the ‘Duwn 2éftores tre Ligif

g Look how rebéllious Men deride
The tender Patiente of sty ‘Gop
Bt ‘fhey fnll feeithy Tiked $dard,
And feel the Scoutges of 4hy Rods

4 Hark the Pternal rersils'the Sky,

A mighty Voice before him goes,
A Voide *¢f Muifte %o ‘his 'Frrénds,
But threitning Thende? to his 'Fecs,

& Come; Children, to yout Fathet's Armrsy
Hide in the Chambers of my Grace,
Till:fhe fievee Stovms be overblows,
And iy revenging Fury-ceafe;
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¢ My Sword fhall boaft its Thoufands flain,
And drink the Blood of haughty Kings,
While heav’nly Peace around my Flock
Stretches its foft and downy Wings,

XXXL Referred to the 1ft Pfalm.

XXX1I, Strengih from Heaven, 1a, w}. 23—30.

:‘ N T Hence do eur moumnful Thoughes arifc?
And where’s our Courage fled ? -
Has reftles Sin and raging Hell
Struck all aur Comforts. dead ?

t Have we forgot th’ Almighty Name

That form'd the Earth and Sea? -
And can an All-¢reating Arm -
Grow weary or decay. )

3 Treafures of everlafing Might-
In our Jemovam dwell;. ..
He gives the Conqueft to. the Weak,
And treads their Foes ta 'Hell. KA

4 Mere mortal Pow’t fhall fade and dje,
And youthful Vigour ceafe; Py
But wo that wait upon th¢ Logp, '
Shatlt Teel our Strength increafe.

5 The Saints fhall maunt os Eagles Wingg, ,
And tafte the promis’d Blifs, ..
Till their unwearied Feet arrive, - .
Where perfe@ Pleafure ig, |, | »

¢ 3
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XXXII, XXX1IV, XXXV, XXX VI, XXXVII,
XXXVIIL. Referred to Plal. cxxxi, cxxxiv,
Ixvii, Ixxiii, xc, and Ixxxiv. .

XXXIX. Goo’s tender Care of his Clmrch;
lfa. xlix. 13, 14, &c:

1 O W fhall my inward Joys arife,
N And burft i}r'xto a Sov{g};' ’
Almishty Love infpires my Heart,
-~ And Pleafure tunes my Tongue.
2 Goo on his thirfty Sion-Hill
Some Mercy-Drops has thrown,
And folemn Qaths have bound his Love
Ta- fhow’r Salvation down, :
3 Why do we then indulge our Fears,
Sufpicions and Complaints? -
Is he a Gop, and fhall his Grace
Grow weary of his Saints?
4 Can 2 kind Woman ¢’er forget
The Infant of her Womb,
And 'mongft 2 Thoufand tender Thoughts,
.+ Her Suckling have no room? _
5 * Yet faith the Lorp, fhould Nature change,
“ And Mothers Monfters prove,
¢ Sion ftill dwells upon the Heart
« Of everlafting Love. '
6 % Deep on the Palms of bath my Hands
« I have engrav’d her Name; . :
# My Hands fhall raife her ruin’d Walls,
¢ And .build her broken Frame.” -
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XL. The Bqﬁneﬁ and Bleffednefs of glorified Satnts,
Rev. viis 13, &c.

WH AT hap Men or Angels thefe

 That a thcu' Robes are fpotlefs
{white ?

« Whence did this glorious Troop arrive

*¢ At the pure Realms of heav’nly Light ?”

2 From tort'sing Racks, and burning Fires,
And Seas of their own Blood, they came :
But nobler Blood has wath’d their Robes,
Flowing from Curist the dying Lamb,

g3 Now theya proach th’ Almighty Throne,
With loud Hofannas Night and E .
_Sweet Anthems to the Great Thrce z)ne, .
"Meafure their blefs’d Eternity. -

4 No more fhall Hunﬁer pain their Souls;
He bids their parching Thirft be gone;"
And fprcads the Shadow of his, Wangs,
To fcreen ’em from the fcorching Sun.

s The Lamb, that fills the middle Thronc,

Shall thed around his milder Beams ;

There fhall they feaft on his rich Lovc,

And drink full” Joys from living Streams.
6 Thus fhall their mighty Blifs rencw

Thro’ the vaft rouncf endlefs Years,

And the foft Hand of fov’ reign Grace .

Healsall thcu\V ounds, and wipes theirTears.

e
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XEY The fame: or, The Martyss ghotified,
Rev, vii, r3, &c.

1« THéfe glorious Minds, iao;/b bright they
-- thine !
3 Sthnco all their whi;la Arra
S How came they (6 the hap cats
® Of evérlafting Day 77 - PEY
a From tort’ring Pairis fo endlefs Joys
* On fiery I:ﬁ/hec'ls‘ they rodc,‘I Y
And ftrangely wafh’d their Raiment white
Ii Jeso’s dying Blood,
3 Now they approach a fpotlefs Gon
) Ahd.-Bongefore his]"rhrone; R .
Their warbling Harps and facred Songs
Adore the holy '(;nc_'.' o
4. The unvéil’d Glories of his Face
* Amongft his Saints refide, .
While the rich Treafure of his Graca
Sees all their Wants fupply'd,

5 Tormenting Thirft fhall lcave theix Souls, -
. . A&nd Hunger flee as falt; . . "'l'
The Fryit of Life’s immortal Tree -
Shal be their fweet -Repaft. )
6 The Lamb fhall lead his heav’nly Flock,
Where living Fountains rife,
And Love divine fhall wipg away
The Sorrows of their Eyess
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XLII. Divine Wrath and Mercy ; from
Nahum i. 1, &c.

P %.n»o-nn and tremble, for aur Gov
Is a * Confuming Fire;
His jealops Eyes his Wrath inflamg,
" And raife his Vengeance' higher,
¢ Almighty Vengeance, how it burns !
o bright his Fury glows !
Vaft Magazines of Plagues and Storms,
Lie treafur'd. for his Foes.

g Thofe Heagis of Wrath by flow Degrees
Are: forc’d into-a Flame, ‘
But kindled, O, how fierce they blaze !
And rend all Nature’s: Frame. ‘

4 At his Approach the Mountains fles,
And feek a wat'ry Grave;
The frighted Sea makes hafle away,
And ﬂu'inks__np ev'ty Wave,
§ Thro’the wild Air the weighty Rocks. ,
Are fwift as Hail-ffongs hurl'd: ..
Who darcs'»'eng?c his fiery Rage,
That fthakes the folid Worl
6 Yet mighty Gop ! thy.fovrcign Grace!
8its Regent on the Thrane,
The Refuge of thy <hefen Race =
Whren &frat‘h cames ruthing down.. ,
w Thy Hand fhall on rebellious Kings™ .,
4 fiery Tempelt pour, .
ey

» Heb.‘ xii, 29,

.

Qi



3 - HYMNS- AND Boosx: 1.

While we beneath thy fhelt’ring Wings
Thy juft Revenge'adore. ‘.

© XLII. Referred to the 10cth Plalm.
« XLIV, ed to the 133d Pfalm.

XLV, The Laft Fudgment, Rev. xxi, 5—8:

1 QEE where the great incarnate Gop
v ) Fills a majefic Throne,
While from the Skies his awful Voice
Bears the laft Judgment down.
2 [“I am the Firlt and I the Laft,
% Thro’ endlefs Years the fame;
“I AM is my Memorial ttill,
“ And my eternal Name.
8 ¢ Such Favours as a Gob can give,
- % My royal Grace beftows:
¢ Ye thirfty Souls, come tafte the Stréams
% Where Life. and Pleafure flows.]
4 * The’Saint that triumphs o’er his Sins,
“ I'll own him for a Son; .
“The whole Creation fhall reward
¢ The Conquefts he has won,

5 * Butbl Hands and Hearts unclean,
“And all the lying Ra .
¢ The Faithlefs and the fc‘:ﬁng Crew,
% That fpurn at offer’d Grace ;
6 ¥ They fhall be taken from.my Sight,
% Bound faft in iron Chajns,

[ N
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¢ And headlong plung’d into the Lake
"¢ Where Fire and Darknef reigns.”]

7 O may I ftand before the Lamb,
‘When Earth and Seas are fled !
And heéar the Judge pronounce my Name
‘With Bleffings on my Head!
‘8§ May I with thole for ever dwell
. Who here were my Delight, .
While Sinners banifh’d down to Hell,
~ No more offend my Sight,
XLVI, and XLVII Referred to Plalm 148,

and Flalm 3.

XLVIIL. The Chriftian Race, 1fa. X1 28—g1.

1 q W AKE our Souls, (away our Fears,
LA\ Let ev’ry trembling Thought be gone)
Awake, and run the heav’nly Race,
And put-a chearful Courage on.

2 True, ’tis a ftrait and thormy Road.
And mortal Spirits tire and faint ;
But theyforget the mighty Gop,
Zhatfeeds the Strength of ev’ry Saint, -

8 The mighty Gop, whofe matchlels Pow’r
Is ever new and ever young, . '
And firm endures whi{: endlefs Years
Their everlafting Circles run.

4 From Thee, the overflowing Spring,
“Our Souls fhall drink a frelh Supply, -
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While fuch as truft their native Strength
Shall thelt away, and droop, and die.

5 Swift as an Eagle cuts the Air,
We’ll mount aloft to thine Abode ;
On Witgs of Love our Souls thail fly,
Nor tire amidft the heav’nly Road.” ..

XLIX. The Works of Mofes and the Lamb,
Rev. xv. 3.

1 OW firong thine Arm is, mighty Gop !
: ‘Who would not fear thy Name ! -
Jesus, how fweet thy Graces are!

‘Who would not love the Lamb !

2 He has dont 'more than Mofes did,
Ouz Prophet and our King;
From Bonds of Hell he freed our Souls,
And taught our Lips to fing.

3 In the Red4ea by ‘Mofes’ Hand
Th’, Egyptian Holt was drown’d ;
But his own Blood hides all our Sins,
And Guilt no more is found.

4 When theo’ the Defert Ifrael went,
With Manna they were fed ;
“Qur Loro invites us to his Fleth,
And calls it living Bread.

5 Mofes behcld the promis’d Land,
Yet never reach’d the Place;

But Crrist fhall bring his Followers home
To fee his Father's Face,
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6 Then will 6ur Love and Joy be full,
And feel a warmer Flame,
And fweeter Voices tune the Song
Of Mofes and the Lamb,

L. Tke of Zacharias, anndM. ) hne
the B;?t':ﬁ: or Light and &bm{ag g:{’us
Curist, Luke 1. 68, &c. John i. 29, 3e.

3 O W be the Gop of Ifr'el blefi'd ..
. Who makes his Truth appear;.
His mighty Hand fulfils his Word,
And all the Oaths he fware.

2 Now he bedews old David’s Root
With Bleffings from the Skies;
He thakes the Branch of Promife grow,
The promis’d Horn arife.
ohn was the Prophet of the Lonrp,
s JTo go before hisPFace; |'- .
The Herald which our Saviovk-Gop
Sent to prepare his Ways, - '
4 He makes the great Salvatiot known,
He fpeaks ofs pardon’d Sins; '
While Grace divitre, and heav’nly Love,..
In its own - Glory thimes, =~ ! "
5 “ Behold the Lamb of Gob,* he cries,
“ That takes our Guilt away: =~ "
“] faw-the Spirit oler fris Head
% Oa his Baptizing-Day.]
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67 Be cv'ry Vale exalted high,
% Sink ev’ry mountain low;
¢ The Proud muft ftoop, and humble Souls
¢ Shall his Salvation know.

7 % The Heathen Realms with Ifr’el’s Land
~ Shall join in fweet Accord;
- ¢ And all that’s born of Man fhall fee
¢ The Glory of the Lorbo.

8 « Behold the Morning-Star arife,
¢ Ye that in darknefs fit; )
¢.-He marks the Path that leads to Peace, "
@ And guides our doubtful Feet.” = '

LY. Perfevering Grace, Jude 24, 25.

1 TO Gob the only Wife,
. Our Saviour and our King,
Letall the Saints below the Skies
Their humble Praifes bring.

2 ’Tis his Almighty Love,
His Counfel and his Care,
Preferves us fafe from Sin and Death,
And ev’yy hurtful Snare.

8 He will prefent our Souls
Unblemifh'd and complete,
Béfore the Glory of his. Face,
With Joys divinely. great.
4 Then all the chofen Seed
Shall meet around the Throne,
Shall blefs the Condu&.of his Grace, -
. And make his Wonders known,
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5 To our Redeemer-Goo
Wifdom.and Pow'r belongs,
Immortal Crowns of Majefty,
Arnd everlafting Songs.’

LIL. Bagtifm, Matt. xaviii. 19. A&s ii. 38.'.

19 W A 'S the Commiffion of our Loz,
- % Go teach the Nations, and baptire.”
The . Nations have receiv'd the Word
Since he alcended to the Skies.

2 He fits'upon th’‘eternal’ Hills,
.With Grace and Pardon in his Hands;
And fends his Cov'nant with the Seals, -
To blefs the diftant Britifh Lands.

3 “ Repent, and be Baptiz'd," he faith,
*¢ For the Remiffion of your Sins;"
And thus our Senfe aflifts our Faith,
And fhews us what his Gofpel means,

4 Our Souls he wathes in his Blood,
As Water makes the Body clean;

. And the good Spirit from our Gon
Defcends like purifying Rain,

Thus we engage ourfelves to Thee, :
5' And feal our éov'nant with the Lorpy

O may the great Eternal Three

1n Heaven our folemn Vows record !
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LIIL. The Holy Scriptures, Heb. i. 1. 2 Tim.
iii.. 15, 16. Pfalm cxlviis 19, 20..

r O D, whoin various Methods told-
. +His Mind-and Will to Saints ef old,.
Sent his own Son with Truth and Grace,
To teach us in thefe latter Days.

2 Our Nation reads the written Word, -
That Book of Life, that fure Record : °
The bright Inheritance of Heav'n,

Is by the fweet Conveyanae giv'n..

8 Gob’s kinde®t Theughts are here exprefs'd;
Able to make us wife and:blefs'd ;
The Dofirines are: divinely true,
Fit for Reproof. and Cemfort too.

4 Ye Britith Ifles, who read his Leve
In leng Epiftles frem Above,

He hath not font his facred Word .

o évery Land:) Praife ye the Lorp.

LIV. Eeling Grace: or, Saints hdoued in CarisT,
Egh..i g &c.,.

3 YESUS, we blefs thy Father's Name s |
" Thy Goo and ours ate’ both the famre ;
hat heav’nly Bleffings from his Throne,
Flow down to Sinners thro his Son! -
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2 % Crprisr be my frft Ele@,” he faid,
Then cheofo our Seuld in CssrisT cur Head,
Before he gave the Mountains Birth,
Or laid Foundations for the Earth,
8 Thus did Estrnal Love begin
To raife us up fvom Death and Sin ;
Our Charallers were then decreed,
% Blamelefs in Love, 2 holy Seed®™ - -
4 Predefthmited @ be Scms, -
Born by Degrees but chole at once;
A new regencrated Race,’ 2
To praife the Glosy of his Grace, . il
5 With Curis? our Loro we fhare oor Part
In the Affe@ions of his Heart;
Nor fhall our Souls be thence remov'd,

- Fill he forgets his finft Belov'd, A

LV. Hexckiakis Somys of Sicnefs and Ra"_
. lﬁ.mfxxviii. ' ﬁf. e

-
.

1 HEN weare rzis’d from deep Diftrefs
’ Our Gop deferves a Song;
We take the Pattern of onr Pnifg :

-From Hezchiah's Torgue. - -

2 The Gates of the devouring Grave *

Are open'd wide in vain, '
If he that holds the Keys of Death
Commands them faft again,

3 Pains of the Flefh are wont t’ abufe
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$ Qur Days. are¢ pilt, andwe fhall.loke ..
‘. ..% The Remnant of our-Years." .
4 We chatter with a Swallow’s Voice,
Or-like a2 Dove we mourn, -
With Bitternefs inftead of Joys, -
Afflicted and forlorn,

5 Jenovan fpeaks the healing Wo.i'd,
F And r;om ifeafe withftands; * =
evers and Plagues obey the Loxp
And fly:at his Cb:z:mandm i

6 If half the Strings of ‘Life fhould break,
He can our Frame reftore:

. He: cafts our Sins behind his Back,
And they are found no miore.

LVL. The Song of Mofes.and the Lamb 5 or, Babylon
fallinf;, ev. xv. 8. and chap. xvi. 1g.
L7 and xvii, 6. oo

t .
1 ‘ ‘ T E fing the Glories of thy Love,
Weg found thy dreadful Name; |
The Chriftian Church unites the Songs
Of Mofes and the Lamb. . =~ . .-
2 Great Gop, how wondrous are thy Works
Of Vengeance and of Grace! .
Thou King of Saints, Almighty Loanr,
How jult and truc thy Ways!
8 Who dares refufe to fear thy Name,
Or worthip at thy Throne ?
Th% Judgments fpeak thine Holincfs
hvo™ all the Nations known, -



Hv.57. SPIRITUAL SONGS. 4t

4 Great Babylon, that rules the Earth, .
Drunk with the Martyrs' Blood,
Her Crimes {hall fpeedily awake
"The Fury of our Gos,

5 The Cup of Wrath is ready mix'd,
And {he muft drink the Dregs ;
Strong is the Loao, her fov'reign Judge,
And fhall fulfil the Plagues.

LVIL. Original Sin : or, The firf and ficond Adam;
: Romng\!r 12, &c. Pfal.{i.j;. jo{xiv. 4

t YD Ackward with humble Shame we look
On our Original ; :
How is our Nature dafh'd and broke

In our firlt Father's Fall? -

2 To all that's Good averfe and blind,
. But prone to all that's Ill; .
‘What dreadful Darknefs veils our Mind) -
How obftinate our Will!

[3 Conceiv'd in Sin (O wretched State !)

: Before we draw our Breath;

" The firlt young Pulfe begins to beat
Iniquity and Death,

4 How ftrong in our degenerate Blood
The old Corruption reigns,

And mingling with the crooied Flood,
. Wanders through all our- Vejns 1]

T
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[5. Wild and unwholfome as the Root
" Will all the Branches be;
How cam we hope for living Fruit

From fuch a deadly Tree?

6 What mortal Pow'r from Things unclean
. Can pure Produ&ions bring?
Who can command a vital Stream
From - anr infeGed Spring ¥}

2 Yet, mighty Goo ! thy wond’rous Love
. €Can make our Nature clean,
‘While -Cuzist and Graee prevail above
The Tempter, Death and Sin,

8 “The fecond Adam fhall reftore
. The Ruins of the Firk: °
Hofanna to that Sav’reign Pow™ '
That new-creates our Duft?
B _ .

1

LVILL The Devil vanquifhed = ox, Michael's War
with the Dragon, Rev. xii. 7.

1 T ET mortal Tongues attempt to fing
The Wars of Heav’n when Michael ftood

Chief General of th’ Eternal King, = =
And fought the Battles of our Gob. -

¢ Againft the Dragon and his Hoft
The Armies of the Loap prevail : . -
In vain they rage, in vain they boaft; *
Their Courage {inks, their Weapond fail,
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Down to the Earth was Satan thrown;

Down to the. Earth his Legions fell;
Then was the Truthp of Triumph blown,
And fhook the dreadful Deeps of Hell,

4 Now is the Hour of Darknefs patt, " .
Curist has aflein’d his teigning Pow'y§
Behold the great Accufer caft
Down from thé Skies, to fife no more.

b 'Twas by thy Blond, ithmottal Lambd
Thine Atmies trod thé Témpter down j
*Twas by thy Word, and pow'rful Namie;
They gain’d the Batdé and Renown,

6 Rejoice, ye Heav'ns; let evry Star
Shine with new Glories round the Sky s
Baints, while ye fing the heav’nly War;
Raife youtr Déliviret's Name on Highs'

L1X: Badyion follen, Rev. Xviii, 6o, 211
1 ¥ N Gabriel's ‘Hawd :a whighty Stone !
I Lies, a fait Type of Bﬂ%n: ~
% Prophets iejoite, and all ye Saints,
# Gob fhall.avénge your iong Complamits;”
4 He faid, and deadful as hé food, T
He fank thé Mill-ftone in the 'Flood-s* :
4 Thus tettibly thatl'Bibel fift, = °
¢ Fhus, -ahd-momrore be found at AM* L
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LX. ‘7714!1/7 in Mary’s Song : or, The promifed
Meﬁham, Lukes, 46, &e. promye

12

1 UR Souls.fhall magnify the Loan ;
) In Gob the Saviour we rejoice :
h

ile we repeat the Virgin's Song
May the fame Spisit tune our Voice!

[2 The Higheft faw her low Eftate, - .
And mighty Things his Hand hath done ;
-His over-fhadowing Pow’s and Grace
¢ Makes her the Mother of his Son.

g Letev' Nation call her blefs'd,
And endlefs Years prolong her Fame ;
But Gon alone muK bc ador'd ;

Holy and Reverend is his Name.]

4 To thofe that fear and truft the Lorb,
His Mercy ftands for ever fure:
From-Age to Age his Promife lives, -
And the Performance is fecure.

5 Hedpake to Abra’m and his Seed,
¢ In thee fhall all the Earth be blefs'd :™
The Mem'ry of that: ancient Word

¢ Lay long in his eternal Breaft.

6 But now no more fhall Ifi'el wait,
No .more the Gentiles lie forlorn :
Lo, the Defire of Nations comes, - -
Behold, the promis'd Seed is born !
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LXI. Cun1st our High Pricf and King; and
CuRr1sT coming to Fudgment,
" Revi i 5=—7.

1 NYOW tothe Lorp, that makesus know
" The Wonders of his dying Love,
Be humble Honours paid below,
- And Straipns of nobler Praife above, - .- -

2 "Twas he that cleans'd our fouleft Sins, .,
And wafh'd us in his richeft Blood;
“Tis he that makes us Priefts and Kings,
And brings us Rebels near to Gos, . 3

3 To<Jesus our atoning Prieft,
To Jesus our fuperier King,
Be everlafting Pow'r confes'd,
And evry Toogut his Glory fing,

4 Behold on flying Clouds he. comes,
And ey’ ye& fhall fee him move; .
Tho® with our Sins we pierc’d him ancey
Then he difplays his pari’aing Love. .

5 The unbelieving World fhall wail, -
While we rejaice to fee the Day: |
Come, Lown! nor let thy Premif fail| ~ -
Nor let thy Chdridts Tong delay,

o

. oo
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dXIJ, Curist Jesus the Lamb of G oo,
wofﬁnge by all the Creation,
&

Ve V 143,

1 OME let us bm our cthearful Songs
v With Angel'l round-the Threne ;.
‘Ten thouland thoufand are their Tongues,
But all their: Joys ate one,

8 % Wotthy the Lamb that dy'd;” they <ry,
¢ To be ekalted thus:”
& Worthy the Lamb,” our Lips -reply,
Fot he was flain “for ug, -

8 Jesus is worthy to récéive
Honout and Pow’r Divines -

And Bleffings more than we.c3n gwe,
Be, Loxbp, for aever thine,

4 Let all that dwell dbovE the Sky,
And Aif, and Earth, und Seas; .
Confp:re to lift thy Gloties high,
And fpeak thine endlefs ‘Praifes”

[ The whole Creation jdin ‘in one,;
To blefs the factef Name
Of Him that fits upon the Thiomne;
And to «adore the Lgmb: - .

154318 Cua!pt s Hymiliation .a1ig Emthlum,

Vo Ry

i H AT cqgal){onours fhall we bnna
To thee, OLorp our Gop, the Lamb
en
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z "Tisr no furprifing Thing,
That we' fhould bé un nbwn, _
The Jewifh'World knew not their Ku{g, .
Gop’s evetlafting Son :- To-

3 Nor doth it yet appear s
How great we mu!f be made,
But when we fee our Saviour hcrc

- We ﬂxall be ‘like our -Head. -

4 A Hope fo much divine- =~ -~
May Trials well endare, ~ - -~
May Xl: ée our Souls from Senfe-and Sin,

HrisT the Lorp is pure.

5 If in my Father’s Love R
1, fhafe ‘a filial Part, Con
Send down thy Spmt like a Dove -
To reft ypon my ‘Heart. '

6 We would ro. longer He -
Like Slaves beneath the Throne §
My Faith fhall Abka, Father, cry, . )
And thou the kmdred oW,

LXV. 77! ngdom: of the World ba'omc the ng-
doms J the Logp : or, The Dgy g“]udgmmt,
. Rev. Xio 150 -

e

Lt Shouty'be hca(‘d' thro’ all the
Kings of the Earth'with glad Accord -
Give up 'your Kingdoms to the Lors. '

ET the Sev nth Angel founa on hlgk -
ys
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2 Almighty Gop, thy Pow’r affume,
Who watft, and art, and art to come s
JEsvus the Lamb who once was flain,
For ever live, for ever reign!

8 The angry Nations fret and roar, ’
That they can flay the Saints mo moze ;
On Wings of Veng’ance flies our Gob,
To pay Lﬁe long Arrears of Blood. -

4 Now muft the rifing Dead appear; -
Now the decifive Sentence hears
Now the dear- Martyrs of thé Loxo - -

Receive an ‘infinite Reward, - -~

LXVIL. Curist the King at his Table,
(;ant. “:.25 34 5 12y "73, 37-’ L ’

3 L E T him embrace my Sout and prove
My Int’reft in his heav’nly Love::-
The Voice that tells me Thou art mine, -
Exceeds the Blefings of the Vine,

2 On Thee th’ anointing Spirit came,
And fpreadsthe Savour of thy Nungesh ' L
That Oil of Gladnefs and of Grace,~ % -
Draws Virgin Souls to meet thy Face,

8 Ll;sus, allure me by thy Charms; =
y Soul fhall fly into thine Arms! |
Our wand'ring Feet tHy Favours brmg
T the fair Chambers of'the King.’ —

. ¥
D 2
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[+ Wondet and Pleafure tune our Voice
To fpeak thy Praifes and outr Joys;
Our Mem'ty keeps this Lové of thine
Beyond the Tafté of richeft Wine.}'
5 Tho'.in ourfelves deform’d we.are,
And black as Kedar’s Tents appeat ;.
Yet when we put thy Beauties on;
Fair as the Courts of Solomon,
[6 While at the Table fits the King,
He loves 1o fge us fmile and fing ¢
Our Graces are, our beft-Pdifune, N
And bteathe like Spikenard roundthe Roorh;)

7 As Myrrh new-ble¢ding from the Troe;
Such 1s a dying Christ t6 me;
And while he hakes iy Soul his Cueft;
Thy Bofam, Lorp, fhall be my Reft.

[8 No Beanis df Gedat aot.of Fir, .

"~ Can with thy Coutts on Earth ¢ompare 3
And here e wait until thy Love

Raife us to noblet Seats above.). )

LXVIL M&tﬂé ’%{gz‘a of Canistohe

(8 N 1

1 THOU‘ whonr ity Soul #ditirés above

\ All earthly Joy, atid earthly Léve, .
Tell me, dear Shepherd, It e know, *
Whete doth t} y fweeteft Pafture grow ?
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Of heav’nly Fruit he fpreads a Feaft,
To feed my Eyes, and plcafe my 'laﬂe.'

[4 Kindly he brought me to the Place
Where flands the %anquct of his Grace
He faw me faint, and o’er my Head
The ‘Banner of hjs Love he fpread.

5 With living Bread and gen’rous Wine,
He cheers 51:5 ﬁnkmg Heart of mine; . _
And op’ning his own Heart to me, .
He fhews his Thoughts how kmd they bé. ]

6 O never let my Lorn depart} o
Lie downand reft upon - my Heart.

1 charge my Sins not once to move,

Nor flir, por:wake, nor gneve .my, vae;

L XlX Cmus'r appeari zo Iu.r Clumh audfc&-
" znb Izr Cmparzy! am. n. 8—:3. :

1 T H E Voxce of my Belo“ed founds
Over the Rocks and rifing @reunds ;
O’er Hillsdf Gulilt; -end Beas of- Gnef -3
Be ltaps, he'lies to my Relief, » - Y

2 Now, thre'the Vail of Blem I’fce .
With Eyes of ‘Love he Tooks at me
Now in e Gofpelscleareft Glafs' ~ =
Fefhews the Beau!xts of His Face. e
3 Gently: he diays miy* Heart along _:. -
Bozi: with his eauucs and’his Tongne 3
“ Rife,faith-fny Lorp; make hafte away 3
¢ No mortal- joysabe worth' ‘thy Sty
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4 % The ﬁwifh wintry State is gone,
¢ The Mifts are fled,. the Spring comes on ;
¢ The facted Turtle-Dove we hear ~
$¢ Proclaim the new, the joyful Year,

5 “ Th® immortal Vine of heav’nly Root,
% Bloffoms and buds, and gives her Fruit.”
Lo, we are come to tafte.the Wine ;
Our-Souls scjoice and blefs the Vine:

" 6 And when we hear our Jesrs fay,
‘¢ Rife upmy Love, make hafte away !”
Ous Hearts would fain out-fly the Wind, -
And leave all carthly Loves behind.

LXX. Cnorst tnviting, ard the Church anfuering
the Invitqlion, t.ii. 14, 16, 17,
[, T ARE! the Redeemer from on igh
' Sweetly invites his Fav-Tites nigh ;
Frem Caves of Darkpefs arid of Doybt, -
He gently fpeaks and calls s out;

2 @My Dove, who hideft in.the'Rock, -~
¢ Thine léart alimof with Sorrow brokc,
¢ Lift up thy Face, -fo:?et thy Fearj °, .«

% And letthy. Voice delight mine Ear., ~

3 « Thy Voice to me founds ever fweet 5+
¢ My Graces in- thy Count’nance meets
4 Tho' the vain World thy Face defj ife, |
‘¢ 'Tis bright and. comcly in mine Eyes.”
Dear Lorp, gur thankful Heart-receivés

~The Hope thine Invitatign givess - it -
. >4
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To thee our joyful Lips {hall raife-
The Voice of Prayer and of Praife.]

[5 I am my Love’s and He is mine;
Our Hearts, our Hopes, our Paffions j Jom 3
Nor let a Motion, nor a Word,
Nor Thought arife, to grieve my Lonno

6 My Soul to Paftures fair He leads,
Amongft the Lilies where He fcods

Amongft the Saiats (whofe Robes.arc. white |

Wafh’d in his Blood) is. hl; Delight. -

7 Till the day bireak, and Shadows flee, ' "
Till the fweet éawnmg Light I fee,
Thine Eyes to me-ward often turn,

Nor let my Soul in Darknefs moum.

8 Be like a Hart on Mountains greén;
Leap o’er the Hills of fear'and Sinj * ,°
" Nor Guilt,. nor Unbelief, divide, . .
My Love, my Sakur, from  my Slde,‘l

LXXI. CBR 1ST found in the Street, and Lrought to
the Church, Cant. iii, 1—5. .

Ften Ifeck.my Loxp by Night s

Jrsus, myLove, my Soul’s Delight;
With ‘warm Defire and reftlefs Thought
I.feck him oft, but ind him not. - .

2 Then | arife and fearch the Street, '
Till I my Eorp, my Saviour meet;
I afk the Watchmen of the Night,
% Where did: you ! fee my Soul's Dchghu"”
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3 Sometimes I find hintin my 'War,‘ s
Direfted by a heav’'nly Ras:; :

I leap for Joy to fee his Face, .-, .
And hold him faft in mine Embrace.

[4 I bring him to my Mother's Homnie ;
Ner does my Loapaefule to come '
To Sion’s facred Chambers,.whepe
My Soul firft drew theyital Air.

5 He gives me there his bleeding Heart,
Pierc’d for.my Sake, with deidlyiSmuity
1 give my Soul to him, apd-therta . 1 -
Our Loves their mutual Tokens thare.].

6 I charge you all, ye earthly Toys, .
Approach not to ﬂulbmz j:yy:;- S
Nor Sin nor Hell come ne¢ar my i

fe -my Savioar to d SN
ox <o my v g
LXXII. The Coronation of Gunist, and
‘Efpoufuls of tﬂé‘Chufch,‘ (j:mcn;' n' )

1 Anghton of :Srioc ¢bme, belivld !
D Cresers ot i and v Gold,
Whichtheglad Chuxch, with Joys unknews,
Plac’d anit 5, Head of Solamgg. + 1, o » °

2 ]z,dvs,'ﬂ'mi:mh'lhﬂi iing & 4
Acdept the Taibutewhighwe:bringoVt
Acgept the welkdelervid Renown, .+ » ¢
And wear.our Praifes as thy Grown.. T »

3 Let.evlry Aft of Wosthipbe .~
Like our Efpoufals, Lorpyse Theey ¢

b5



6 .. HYMNS AND: .Book I-
Like the dear. Hopr,when gbove .
We firft receiy’d thy Pledgs of Love. -

4 The Gladnefs'of that hapry Dayt "~
Our Heart would }vﬂ’h it dng?u;d{:ay HE
Nor letour Faith forfake, i by o 2 o
Nor chmm& DOT: Lq";e%;}t)gy, tolda.

5 Each-following Minuteasitflies, = ™
Increafe thy Praife; imprové our Joys;**
Till we arerrais’d to fing thy Name,.

At thegreat Sugper of the Lagsb. _
6 O that the-Months would:rolt away,
Abd bring that-Gorohation-Day * s 1t .
The King of Gyace fhajl fill the Throne,
wid‘m_ 1 Fa&hﬁi’sglﬁsj?oq»-;'. - \ |

LXXDL. The Churck's: Blauty i the Eyesof
Cinist, Cant, iv. 1, 10, 11,7, 9, 8.
1 Y7 1ndisthe; Speech of Cirast our Lorp,
Affe&tion fg:lfds inev'ry Word ;
¢ Lo, thog art Fair, my Love! He cries; -
¢ Not the young Doves have fweeter Eyes,

[z % Sweet aré thy Li Jeafing Voice
L] Salutesmine‘Eangig{h Ie{r%t J ng} .
% No Spic¢ fo mirch delights the Smell, | -
¢ Nor Milk nor Honey tafte fo weil.}

3 ¢ Thou art all Fair, 'my Bride, to me;
* I will behold no-Spot in thee.”- '
What mighty Wonders Love perfoims; -
And putsa ganc lines on Worms! - .

3
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4 DefiPd and lothefortie’ as weare, - -
He makesus white, arid-calls us fair;
Adorns us with thuheavhly Drefs, .-
His Gracesand his Rightequiness. .

5 “ My Sifter ami" “Spouil;’ he dries, -

“‘Bduﬂd to my Heait by various Ties,

“ Thy pouf'rful ¢ thy- Heast detains -

“In krong Dcl .and yluﬁn; Chains.”
6Hccalfsm¢ﬁbh Leopard’s Den,' -

From this mdeWnﬂde eafts and Men,

To Sipn, wherd bis Glories are ; 5 U

Not Lebanoa halflo faive it f.- 7
7 Nor Déns'at Prey, nof Plhl

Nor eartily, o;_s X\o\- “‘%“%’ ains, il

- Shall hald m ect or force my Stay, ,, |

Whe;r’Cnn 8T Thvites my Soulaway, .

II.XX}V o 7"he C/mrcﬂ“tlne Garden of Cmrast,
Gant.iv. 17,14, 15, an&v. r ¥

£ area Gardeh walltd ard\’m% N
= @hofen‘ahd made pécukiat? 'rmmd;
)A little Spatrinelos’d by Grace, < - ' -
Out of the World’s wide Wildernef.= ¢
¢ Like Trees 6f Myrrh and Spice we {tahd;,
Planted by-Gop the Father's Hand} ~* ~°
And pll his Springsin Sien flow,
To make the young Plantation grow., .

3 Awake; O'heav’nl Wmd' and come,
Blow on this Garden of" Pcr'funlrr P

3
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Spirit Divine! defcend and breathe
A gracious Gale on Plants beneath,
4 Make.our beft Spices'flow abroad,
To entertain our SAVIovRrR-G6D ;'
And Faith, ang Love, and Jey appeat,’
And gvery Gragce be aftive here, :

[5 Let my Beloved come and tafte ,
His pleafant Fruits at his own Feaft :
“ 1 come, my Spoufe, 1 come,” he cries,
With Love and Pleafure in his Eyes.

. et \ M
6 Our Lorp into his Garden comes,
Well-pleas’d to fmell our poor Perfumes 3
And ¢gl1s us to & Feaft Divine, -
Sweeter than Honey, Milk, or Wine,
7 “ Eatof the Tree of Life, my Friends,
¢ The Bleﬂings that my Father fends;
& Youy Tafte fhall all my Dainties prove,
“ And drink abundance of my Lave,”™’
8 Jesus, we will frequent thy Board,
And fing the Bounties of our Lozp 3

But the rich Food on which we live
Demands more Praife than Tongue can give. ]

-

LXXV. The Defeription of Cunistthe Beloved,
Cant. v. g, 10, 11,12, 14, 15, 16.

1 TTYHE wond’rinf ‘World inquires to know |
Why I fhould lovemy Jesus fo; !
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¢ What are his Chirnas, fay they, above
- ¢ TheObje&ts of a mortal e P
2 Yes, my Beloved'fo my Sight
Shews a fweet mixture, Red and White ;
All human, Beauties, all divine, :
In my Beloved meet and fhine,

g White is his Souat, from blemith free 5
Red, with the Blood he fhed for mie;
The faireft of ten thoufand Fairs;

A Sun amongft ten thpufand Stars,

[4 His Head the fineft Gold excels;
There Wifdom in PérfeCtion dwells :
And Glory like a Crown adoms  ~
Thole Témples once-befet with Thords,f

5 Comdpaﬂions in his Heart are found,

Fard by the Signals of his Wound s’
His facred Side no more fhall bear
The cruel Scourge, the pigrcing Spear}: .

[6 His Haads are fairer to behpdd i, {:7,
Than Di'monds fet in Rings of Gold: . | .
Thofe heav’nly Hands that onthe Tree .
‘Were nail’d and torn, and bled for. me,

7 Tho’ once he bow’d his feeble Knees,
Loaded with Sins and Agonies ; i
Now on the Throne of his Command | ¢
His Legs like matble Pillars ftand.]

[8 His Eyes are Majefty and Ldve, ~ ' - *
The Eagle temper'd with tHe Doves
No more {hall trickling Sorrows rol}
Thro' thofe dear Windows f ‘his ‘Soul:
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9. His Moulh that pour'd oit long Com laints,
Now' fmnlcs and cheers .its fampting gaints :
His Countenance more graccful is
, Than Lebanon with, allits Trces,‘

o All over glortousismy Lorb ;:
Muft be belov’d and yet- a&or’d 3 .
His Worth if all the Nations. kncw, . 'l
Sure t,hc whele:Eanth would lave hine teo ¥

LXXVT CHst-r delr n Hcaum, 6ut K t.:
i " an Eartl, Cam.v:‘. 1,2,°35 18

.'\ H T

W,HEN Strah RETS, nd and*hear m tc}l:
What Bedu&é’s ’my Saviour giveld;
W here:hé is gone théy Fain ‘would knowy,
Ttat they miay fek pud love: hiny toe,,

8 M beft beloved keeps his Throne R
On Hills of Lightint Worlds uhkhovm. "
But he defeends and héws his Fate. ) e 4
Inthe youb,g Ga‘hicm; of his Grace. Ny

[3 In Vmcyards lanted by his Han -
the fruithul Trees in order ﬂ.’m N
He feeds amorig the - fpicy Beds,

Where Liljes fﬁqw their fgot]ck Hcads.

4 Hehas cngmfs’d my warmeft Love;. .. |
No earthly Charms my Soul can'move : .
I have a Manfion in his Heart,
Nor. Death, nar Hell, fhall make us part.],
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{5 Hctakes mySoud ereI'm aware, L
And-{leews Ine where his Glories are}

No Chariots of Ainminadib
‘Fhe hcav’nly Rapture can déferibe. -~ -

6 O may my: Spirit-daily rife o
On Wings of Faith-above-the Skies, - *
Till Death: fhall make my 1aft Remobve,

' . Te dwell for ever with:mé Love,) - °

LXXVIL The Loot of, Can1st to the Church in his

Language to her, and Provifions for ker,
Cant. vii. §,6,9,12, 13- :

R T A LT RPN
1 N O W in thé Galjrfies of his-Grale
o fpmt £ . _i)g.,,_qnd:th:s hpiﬁys,
ow fajr my Saints age in my Sight ! -
“ My Love! %i:{ov.v pleafant fgo‘r Degli&fnt 15
2 Kind js 4y Language, Sov'reign Lowp, |,
There's begx'n.l Grace in ev'ry Wordl |-
From that déar Mouth 3 Stream divine |,
Flows fwceter than the choicelt Wine, ..
3 Such world’rous Love awakes the Lip_
Of Saints that were almoft afleep, . )
To fpeak the Praifes of thy Ngmc, R
And thake our cold Affe@ions flame.
4 Thefe are the Jys he lets us know; .
In Fields and Villages below ; .
Gjves us a Relifh of his Love, -
But keeps his nob_le(t Feaﬁ,__ab_ovev ’ .

N
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§ In Paradile, within the Gates;
An higher Entertainment waits;
Fruits new and old laid up:in Store, .
Where we thall feed, but thirft no more.

LXXVIIL “The Strength of Curist's Love, and
" the Soul’s Fealoufy of her own, '
' Cant, viii. 5,6, 7,13, 140

[x HO is this fair One in Diftrefs,
'V That travels from the Wildernefs,
And prefs’d with Sorrews and with Sins,
On her beloved Lorp fhe leans?

2 This is the Spoufe of CrrsT our Gop,

Bought with the Treafures of his Blood 3
«fAind her Requeft and her Complaint, |
$ but the Voice of ev’ry Saint: + |

8 ¢ O let my Name engraven ftand' = - -
¢ Both o thy Heart, and on thy Hand}
¢ 8eal me upon thine Arm, and wear
% That Pledge of Love for ever there.

4 * Stronger than Deith thy Love isknewn,
“ Wh_ic%efF Toodsaf Wrath could never drown;
¢ And Hell and Eatth in'vain combirie
% To quench a Fire'fo-much divine, -

§ ¢ But 1 am jeatous of my Hearw,
¢ Left it fhould once from thee departy
¢ Then let thy Name'be well imprefs'd
% As afifr'Sighct on my Breat, . -
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6 « Till thou haft brought me to thy Home,

% Where Fears and I§oubts can never come }

¢ Thy Count’nance let me often fee,

“ And often thou fhalt heat from me,
7 “ Come, my Beloved, hafte away,

“ Cut fhort the Hours of thy Delay;

¢ Fly like a youthful Hart or Roe

% Over the Hills where Spiceagrow.”
LXXIX. A" Morring Hymn, Pfalm xix, 5, 8,

and lxxiii. 28, 23.- , ‘g

1 OD of the Moming, at'whofe Voice
The chearful Sun makes hafté to. rife,
And liké a Giant doth rejoice = '
To run'his Journey thro’ the Skies; -

+ From the fair Chambers of the Eaft., :
The Circpii of his.Race begins, = ' ;
And without Wearinefs or Reft,

Round the whole Earth he flics and fhines¥ .

3 Oh, like the Sun may I fulfl. '
Th’ appointed Duties of the Day,

With ready Mind and a@ive Will .
March on'and keep my heav’nly Wafs -«

[4 But I fhall rove dnd lofe the Race,.

If Gop, my Sun, fhquld difappear, ;"
And leave me in this World’s wide Maze,
To follow ev’ry wand’ring Star.}

5 Loap, thy Commands are clean and pure,

Enlightning our beclouded Eyes;
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"Thy Threat'nings juft, thy Promife fure;
* Thglf‘G‘ofpel makes thé fimple wife. !
6 Give me thy Counfel for my Guide,
And theni receive me to thy Blifs; -
All my Defires and Hopes befide
Are faint and cold, cempar’d with this; ~

LXXX. An Eoeiing Hymn, Plalm iv. 8. and
« . ili,gy 6 and cxlifi. 8 |

] THUS- far the Lo®r B hasled me on,

L. Thus far his Pow'r prolongs my Days,
And ev'ry Ev’hing fhall make knowa

: Smx}c freth Memorial of hi§ Grace,

2 Much-of my Time has run to wafte,

And 1 perhaps am near my Home ;
But lre’forgives my Follies paft,
He gives me Strérigfh for Days.to come.

8 llay my Body.down to fleep; . - -
Pea{e' i); t quillow for ,mg Head; - o
While well:hppointed -Angels keep  °.
Their watchful Stations round my Bed.

4 Invain te Sous.of Egrth o Hell 1.,
Tell me a thouland frightful Things ;

My Gob in Safcty makes me dwell
Beneath the Skadow of his Wings.
{5 Faith in his Name forbids my Fear:
O may thy-Prefenée nc'er depart ! .
« And in'the Mérning make me hear .
The Love and'Kisidncts vfthy Feart, 1

-

.
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6 Thus when the Hour of Death fhall come,
My Flefh fhall reft beneath the Ground, .
And wait thy Voice to roufc my Tomb,
With “fwéet Salvgtion in the g’ound.] )

t

" LXXX1.'4 Somg for gorm’ng o Evening,
Lam, iii, 23. Ifa, xlv. 7.

1 MY Gon, how. endlefs is thy Love! ~
Thy Gifts are ev'ry Evningnew 3.
And Moming Mercies from abaye ’
Gently diftil like carly Dews . - -

2 Thou fpread’ft the Curtains of the Nighy
Great Guardian of my fleeping Houms 3
Thy Soy’reign Word reftores the Lighty-
And quickens all my drow(ly Pow’rs,

3 I yield my’ Pow’rs to thy Command; °
To thee!?yconfccra;p my Days; " .7
Perpetual Rleflings from thine Hand
Demand perpetual Songs of Praife. -

T : .

. BT
LXXXII. Goo far above Creaiures » or,"‘M_n'a
vain and mortal, Jobiv. 17~21,

1 Q Hall the vile Race of Fléfh and Bloog *
Contend with their Creator, Gop ?.
Shall mortal Worms prefume to be -
More Holy, Wife, or Jut, than He?
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2 -Behold he puts his Truft in none

Of all the Spirits round his Throne ;

Their Natures, when compar'd with his,

Are neither Holy, Juft, nor Wife,

3 But how much mganer Things arc they

Who {pring fro uft and dwell in Clay!
“Touch’d by the Finger of thy Wrath,

We faint and perifh like the Moth.

From Night to Day, from Day to Nigh

4 We die %}ThOufa);ras in thnyight; &
Buryd in Duft whole Nations lie
Like a-fotgotten Vanity,

& Almighty Pow’r, to Thee we bow;
How Frait are we ! how glorious Thou! . °
No more the Sems of Earth fhall dare <
With ‘@h cternal Goo compare. "~ |

' LXXX13L. - Aftittions and Death’ undér
! Providemoe, Job v.6—8, "

| NOT from the Duft Affli€tion grows,
«4 N+ Ner Troubles rife by ‘Chance; -
Yet we are born to Cares and Wogs ;
A Tad Inheritance !
8 {As Sparks break out from buming Cbdls,
* . And ftill are upwards borre;
So Grief is rooted in our Souls, .
énd Map grows up .te moam ;-
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3 Yét with my Goo Ileave my Caufe,
And truft his promis’d Grace; *
He rules me by his well-known Laws.
Of Love and Righteoufnefs,

4 Notallthe Paitis that ’enff bore 7
Shall fpoil rity future Peace;
For Death and Hell can do no moré
Than what iy Father pleaft;

LXXXIV: Sabiation, Rightéaufuefs, and
Sitength in Cunist; I, kivi 2tmmzgs

t JEHOV AH fpeaks; lét Ifr'el hear;
Lét all the Eafth rejoice and fear,
ile Gop's éternal Soh prochims .
His Sov’reign Honoars and his Namek
4 “ Iam the Laf; and I ike Firfl, ..
% The Saviour-Gop, and Gob the Juft 3
¢ There’s hone béfidé pretends to thev "
% Suth Juflite and Salvation too. "

[§ ® Ye that in Shades of Darkaels dwell; ..
“ {uﬂ: on thé Verge of Death Y‘ld Hell, .
¢ Look up to me from diftarit Eands, Lo
% Light, i’ife,' and'Heav’h aré-in’ m'y’niﬁdf-
¢ I by thy holy Name have fivorn;

*u No)r" ih{ll ch Word in vain return,
¢ To me fhall all Things bend the Kneey
% And ev’ry Tongue fhallfivear to me. }

T

y
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¥ In me alone fhall Men confefs ;
¢ Lies alltheir Strength and Righteoufnefs :
¢ But fuch as dare deipife my Name, ‘
¢ I'll clothe them with eternal Shame.

6 ¢ Inme, the Lorp, fhallall the Seed .
¢ Of If’el from their Sins be freed,
% And by their thining Graces prove,
¢ Their [nt'relt in my pard’ning Love.” _

LXXXV. The fame.
X ‘Hﬁ.i.oy:n on hi 'r‘x.'rocl;ims
T' His Godhead frgomphis Throne;

¢ Mercy and Juftice are the Names
% By which' I will be known,

g “ Ye dying Souls that fit -
¢ In Darknefs and Diftrefs,
% Look from the Borders of the Pit
¢ To my recov'ring Grace.” ~
g Sinners fhall hear the Sound;
Their thankful Tongues fhall own,
& Our Righteoufnefs and Strength is found
¢ dn thee, the Lo, alone,”
4 In Thee fhall If*el truft,
- And fce their Guilt forgivin;
"Gob will pronounce the Sinners juft,
And take the Saints to Heav'n,

) t
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LXXXVI. Gon Holy, Fuft, and Sovng-n.
Jobix, 2—10.

OW fhould the Sons of Adam’s Race
Be ‘pure before their Gon !
If he contend in Rxghteoufncfs.
We fall beneath his Rod. ’

2 To vindicate my Words and Thoughts
I'll make ‘no mort Pretence ;
Not one of all my thoufand Faults . - -
Can bear a-juft Defence. e

g Strong is his Arm, his Heart is wife;
What vain Prefumers dare
Againdt their Maker's Hand to rile,
Or tempt th’ unequal War?

{4 Mountains by his Almighty Wrath
From their old Seats are torn; ’
He fhakes the Earth, from South to North.
And all her lelars mourt.

5 He bids the Sun forbear to rife; - ~ ~
Th' obedient Sun forbears :

His Hand with Sackcloth fpreads the Skxa,
And. feals up all the Stars.

6 He walks u)ﬁon the ﬁ:om Seas
Flies on the ftormy Wmd
There’s none can trace his wond’rous Way,
Or his dark footfteps find.]

2]
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LXXXVIL Gop dudls with the Humble and
Pemtent, Ifa, l_Viia 155 16, .
r THtJS faith the high and lofty Oné;’
¢ I fit upbn iy holy Throne ;
¢ My Namé:is Goo ; I dwell on high
& Dwell' in ‘my ows Etcority; Sl
¢  But I defcend to Wotlds below;
“ Oii Eaith I have 2 Manfion too;
¢ The humble .S)Firit and conttite
¢ Is an Abode of 1ty Delight.
8 © The huinble Bouliity Wotds revive ;
¢ 1 bid thé mburning Sinwer live; " -
¢t Heal all the bioken Hearts I find,
# And eafe the Sotrows of the Mind:
[4 % When I contend againtt their Sin,
¢ I make thein know how vile they’ve been
& But fhould my Wiath fot ¢verfmoke,
¢ Theif Souls would fink Beneath iriy Stroke.”
O may thy pard'ning Grace be iiigh,. .
R A eAR Ao faint defpair, and die!
Thus fhall eur better Thoughts apptove
The Methods of thy chafMing Love.]

Lxxxwﬁ.



ogizeary GOOGle



ogizeary GOOGle



ogizeary GOOGle



ogizeary GOOGle



ogizeary GOOGle



76 . HYMNS AND ~ Boozl.

XCIY. Fubfiony Foi' sty Wk ?
or, The.Lawrfcandonts, Grase _FWQ‘, Jo =
o 0 TRt il gk G oor

AIN aie the ch!'tbe Sorts of M" 3
n

On theirown Works have built ; 5 |
Their Heatds by Natuie all: uncleln;!
And all theit £@ions'Giglt, -+ - w
2 Let Jewand Gentile.frop their Modihs,®
Wlxthout alinowm Wor8;, %
And the whole Race o Adnilhnd R
Guilty beforethe Lorp.. ..o 11«
[ In vain we afk Gop's nghteous Law
Jlo jultify 95 poi, .. D0 RO )4
Smce to conxince md to condemn
Is all the'L:aw’ can do.’
4 jzsus, how glorigus is thy Gracc' Cue
‘When i thy Name we ttuft, = " 3 :

" Out Faith receivesa nghtcoufnefs .
hat thakes the Sitmer _}uﬁ -

XCVn &mmtm Jobn ju1g. - and “ e
PRt AN 'nug,&c. S

OT al lhe putward F orms on Ear!h,
Nor Rites.that Gop has giv'n, .
Not Will of Man, nor Blood, nor, Bnt(h,
Can rau‘e 2 Soul to HeaVn : .
o-Fhe Ty reign Will of Gop alone_ . .., -
Creates us Heirs of Grace;
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XCVIL Cuu ST our. Waflor, .Rzyxteouﬁm[,x &c,
t 0 1 Qoriagm it

1 BUry’d in Shadows,of the Night,". ..
We lié *tll Curisr re&orcs he Lxght
Wifdom defcénds'to heal the Blind;,

And chafe the Darknefs of the Mind.: - &

2 Our gullty Souls are drown’d in 'Eca& o
Till his atomng Blood" appears;
Then weawake from decp iftrefs,”

And ﬁng, The Lord our Righteoufngfov:

8 Our very Frame is mix’d with Sin,
His Spirit makes our Natures clean; .. . .
Such E’mues from his’ SufPrmgs flow, .

At once to clgarife and pardon toa, - -

4 Jssus beholds wherg Satan reigns, .
Binding his Slavesin. hcavy,Chams, ,
He fets the Pris'ners free, and breaks
The Iron Bondage from our Necks... -

§ Poor helplefs Worms in thee pol!'c,ﬁ
Grace, &hfdo Pow ', and ’ghteouf};pfs,
THou ‘aft our mx hty. All, and’ we
Give our whotc%clves, ) Lonb lo lhtc.,

‘XCViIIL. The fameg - - v
1 HOW heavy ‘is ‘the ' Ni; f\t v "' ‘.

That hangs upon . oprl: es, |
Till Cerist with his.réviving Lig \: s

v

Over our Souls arifc’v’ e

.
s
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[6 Blcfs d are the Pure, whofe heatts are clcan
From the defiling Pow’rgf Sinig. -1 - . .
With endlefs Pleafure the (hall fec
A Gob of fpotlefs Puntyﬁ .

(7 Blefs'd arg the Men of peaccful foe, .
Who quench the Coals of growing: Strife 3
They fhall béxcall’d the Heirs of lifs,
The Sons of Gob, the Gob of Pcace.] .

[8 Blefs'd are the Suff’rers who pa.rtake
Of Pain and Shame for Jesus’ fake
Their Souls fhall triﬁmph in the Loxo,
Glory and Joy are theit Reward. 3. .

CILL., Not gftamed of the Gq/fd, 2 Tun,t. 12,

I’M not afham’d toown my Lozp,.." ..{
Or to defend-his Canfe; . ;.00 . '
Maintain the Honour of his Wosd, i, .41
The GlOFy’Df his Crofs, 15 ool ﬁ
& Jesus, my Goo! Iknow Mis: ‘Nawe,. " 7}
His Name.is allmy Truft; .
Nor will he put my Saul tel Shame, ;
. Norlet my Hope beloft. - . - 1. ..
8 Firm as his Throne his onmfeamds,
And he can . well fecure . . .
What I've committed to his. Hapds, . "x
*Tilkthe decifive Hour,. . .
4 Then will he own: m)&: waorthiefs Namc .
Before his Father’s Face, )
And in the mow Jeyufalem,: ., .. -, i
Appoint my aPlace. T ad

]

'-__\;
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‘The Beams of Glory in his Word‘ i
Allgmesandguiddis homi, :
8 Pure are the Joys a¥obé s Sky,

And al] th Pe LTOT
No wantbn Lf &’y% WF% b 10 ;
Sanfeeor, "&""
4 Thofe holy Gates for everbar . . .
Pollutipy,. Sin, and Shame: ., . P
None fhal obtain Admijt cp e):e
But Follow’rs ,of | he .1

& He keeps the Father’:Mrof Lnfa;
There all their Names arefound; .. . = £

The Hybocmc in vain fhall firive - |
To tread the heav’nly | Gmund. A

CVIL.  Dead to Stiby tkaﬁ qf Cln

/c!’l

Roix.mfs beds 6 ” m-:t O,
| SHAf.Lwe onto(’m' 'r, -
Becaufe thy race ;bpunds, "
Or crucify the'Lox D again, B
w© le(}‘d -opeg Al his unnds? SR SN

2 Forbid i it, mngh&y Gop! .
Nor let it e’er be ﬁud, , o
Thatelve wheft Bins gfe 0 17O /
Should raifetHem' thc Déid ’ 4 L

3 We will bcﬁ;,\ﬁcs,m mqrgf' ‘

Since Cur1sT has made us
Has nail’d our Eysadteto his ag o anl e
And . beught mhhwﬂuu o2l &.n o =
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" CVIL TﬁeFaIldeccmvyofMan or'*"
Cﬂus'rapd&ztlmdlmf' Gedil 1
1, 15,17'. "'Gal, uf' 4 'Col. i, 15.

1 DEcew dby fubtil Snares of Hell,
Adam pur Head, our Father kl.l, a
‘When Satan, inthe, Serpeat hid, -
Propes’d tlie Fruit that' Gon forbid, | ’

2 Death was the Threat'ning: Death begm
To take Pofleflion of theMan; - R
His unborn Race receiv’d the Wound, -
And heavy Curfes fmote the Ground, = -~

3 But Satan found & worfe Reward ;

Thus fith the, Vex;?'anccofthc Loxn,
“ Let everlafting Hatred be )

¢ Betwixtthe Weman's Sved and thee,

“ The Woman’s Seed fhall be my Sap,” ~
“ He fhall defroy whas thew hizdonv

« Shall break thy Head, and.only el

% Thy Malicexaging at his: Heck.”,

{5 He fpake:; .and bid:four Thahfand Yﬂ!l 1

Roll an j—arlengthhis Son) -

els with de'hfmd bm“ 1

5 fing the young Redesmer’s Bigthe. -

6 Lo, by the Smmofjicndwﬂml P

But as hé hung ‘twixt Easth anilSkinsy 7 ©
He gave their Porigasofasd low, ; - ()

And triuipieideg'eethoomiIRbaawal i A

[2]
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CVIIl . Curast unfeen and. Mgved 1 Pet. ks B..
705 with. '{’ur momu:’-ycs, 2y

Have-we Ldz e nn,
Yet we rejoice tohedt his Name, !
And love him in his Word. . ..

g On Ea'rth we want:the Srght
Of ouyr Redeemer’s'Facey .+ /
Yet, Lorp; durinmoft: Thoughtsdehglw
¢ chodwsllupon thy Graeqs. ;. ., 1, . .
g And when we tafte thy Love, o
Ogur Joys divinely grow ‘ .
Unfpeakable, 'like'thole above,
And Heavn.begins below., - R

Cr&. e VqlwthHnu'r and hz:
D% ”*Waﬁ‘,.l’hﬂ.m gon
1 O nigte, my Gov H:oaﬁno more . - .
Nudf aﬂ’&;‘zmn:zs Fhave done ;.

I quit the H -1 held before, . . ]
TO tm‘t t'fie Ql‘lhdfﬂly h' . “

¢ Now fovithe: Liove T bear his Name,
What was myGain 4 ootmt,my'l.ofs 3. '-,
My formet Pride: F call oy Shame,. " - -
Andfiail my Glory1o his Crols,

8 Yes, andI mdftand wnlle(teem .
All Things but Lo, for Jrsps’iSake : .
O may why' Sodl befoundin himy ; - * [
And of bisiRightcoufticls pastake:L, ¢
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CXI. ,rw b G_; "lrmui. 8{'-'?-

300b 2.l anud 4_'"u.._' 4

[t ORD we confefs our num'rous Faults,
HOW gréat-our Guilt has beét
Foolifh and vain were all our Thoughts,
And all ouf Tives Qvere‘gl

2 o Soul, for ever praifc
%Wtﬁ e dber dove kis ﬁmgenff o1 1.7

Who turns thy Feel frork e ms‘w
Of Fety, St und Shirtie..

T3 'Tis not by W rks of Rig htcoufhefs i .
Which odﬁ‘ K‘Hihaé hkve dode‘ S
But we are ™ gy’l'ov rdign Gme,

Abouxam‘g’ﬂn ks o] ol
4 'Tis from the Merey SPourt €ob>" (xi v .
That allcoar Hdpes bégin—h : N

*Tis by'the Water and the Blosd, -
Qur Souls ate wa!h'd fiom lShtb

5 “Tis thro' the Purc’hafe of Fus. maﬁ:
. Who"ﬂah%; h tht‘ TS (d aisve L8
The Spirit is fe ‘dfbmhwl dai |

On ﬁx':!f 'Bbﬂeg as W' )lm.v T2t

6 Rais'd from thc Dead' wc lxvc anew '
And juftify’d by R

thall a G A
w; dl Pell'l m b :l

;.' il ,v E o PIOT u.
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And mould it for a nobler End,
_ And which to leave for viler Ufe ?
3-Mafrhot ¢lve Sov'reigry Liow 5 orf h%ﬂ'-" 2.9
Diipeille his Favdufs s hdveadl 3. .\ -t
Choofe famgite Liifms while athars die,
And yet be juft and gracious Rill ?
(4 What, if to make his Terror kn
He lct@“ﬁf&lgfggﬁ long englurg, 17
SMP' N [y sto ,cn, - .
And"fé%t‘hcirw‘h;( B Ao fire ¥, - 7
§ What, If He means to fhew'his Grac
And his cle&ing Twovesmp s, Jinintll s
To rhavk -eut fosme of rioreat Race, ~ 1"
And form them $it for heavinly Joys?) -
6 Shall Man reply agaihft ‘the Lorg,’ -
And call His tis Ways ﬂl?lﬁ;:‘. ‘AR
The Thundeiaéqwhoio: dsdidinl Wesd
Can crofh. % thoulund 'Weslis to- Lhuk?: 7
7 But, O-my-Sout, if Truths & BHght - «
Should dazale and confoynd thy Sighy; .
Yet ftill. his written Willgbey, + . 0 ~
And wait the,gyeay degifivg ban Coion 4
8 Then fhallhe mahoshis Julkiqe ke owed,
And the whole Word beforp bés Lhrage,
With Joy or f_i_'eﬂo,rjﬂ!ﬂ!{p_ﬁ eyl .
The Glory ¢fhis Righteouffiei | . | -,

o %5 [T
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CXIX. 'The different Succefs of the Cofpd,
1 Cor.'i. 23, 24y 2 CoR.idie 460
1 Cot..iid. 6y 74

1 HRIST and his Crofs is all eur-Thema
The Myft'ries that we fpeak
Are Scandal in the Jews Efteem,
And Folly to the Greek,

¢ But Souls enlighten’d from above:
With Joy reccive the Word ;
They fee what Wifdom, Pow’;, and Love,
Shines in their dying Losn,
3 'The vital S8avour-of his Name
Reftores their fainting Breath .
ButUnbeliel rvex‘tstﬁe fame
To Gnilt, Defpair, and Death. .
4 Till Goo difkufe his Graces down, -
Like Show’rs of heav’nly Rain, . .-
In vaia Apollos fows the .Ground, . .
And Paul may plantin vaine

CXX. Fuaith of Things unfeeny.
Heb. xi. 1, g,-8, 0. ’
1 FAITH is the brightétEvidense .
Of Things beyond our Sight, .
Breaks 1hro’n3fe Clouds of Fléﬂ. atid Seale,
And dwells in hcavi;\ly Light, ;
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2 It fets Times paft in prefent View, .. .[
Brings diftait Profpe&ts homs,. . : - .,
Of Things a thoufand Years ago, ‘
Orthgyland Years tocome. :© - |
3 By Faith .we know the Worlds werc made
By Goo’s Almighty Word; =~
Abi’my/to unkino v Countirieslod, 7 4 {
. By, Faith obey'dthe Larp. 1{:
4 He fought.a City fair-and-high; - ©- = <00
Built by th”'eternal ‘Hands ;- -« -«
And Faith.affyres ys, tho’ we die, ;, . ;
.. That heav'nly Building fagds, ', ..
CXXL. " :Children dévbted 1) Goby Gen. xv
7y 8. - Als'xoli rg, 15,38
(For th(j’:‘zdﬁo}b’rﬁﬁi e ,‘Ii![z'tqt.-ﬁg_zﬁfﬂ) :
1 THl.leait}\;thc Mercy of the Loany ,-
“I'll be a Gon to thee; N
4 I'll blefs thy num’rous Race, and they
“ Shall be a Seed for mc.’_';;' e g
2 Abra’m believ’d the promis’d Grace,
And gave his ‘Son to Gop
- But:Water feals the Blefling now, " 7 ¢ .
That once was feal'd with Blood. < .
Thus Lydia fan&ify’d her Houfe :
3 When lhe-mcef?;’d the Won',i;
Thus the bclieving Jailorgave ... . ;
His ‘Houfhold to.the Loap. -~ -
4 Thus Lter Saints, Eternal King !
Thine ancicnt Truths cmbrace! . - -

N

2

.
.

A
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To thee their Infant Offspring bring,
And humb}y claim, the Grace. -

CXXII. Belicorrs buried with Cnusf'
" in Baptifm, Rom. vi. 3, &c. . "’

z DO we'not ! kmwtbat folemn Word, /

That we are bury'd with the Loz» ;

Baptiz'd into his Death; and then . °
Put off the Body of our Sin? o

2 Our Souls reccive diviner Breath,
Rais'd from’ Corruption, Guilt, and’ Dehth :
So fram the Grave did Cugist arifey -
And lives to Gop above the Skies,

3 No.moxe let Sin or Satan teign
Over our monal Flefh again ; .
The ¥aricus Lufts we ferv'd before, ' *
Shali havc Dommlon noWnomom ®

CXXI.'(I. 77zé repenting Prodtgal
I'.ukexv,x,g,&c.; R

Ehold the Wretch whofe Luft a.nd Wine
Had wafled:his Eftate, :

He begs a fhare amongft the Swine,: -

.. To tafte the Hnﬂuthey cat!. -

2 % 1 die with Hungerhete,” he cx‘xcs,

l‘\"I I ftarve in foreign Lands;- K
¢ My Father’s Houfe has large Supplies,
% And beunteous ure his Hagcds.upp

r2

K
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3 “ I'll go, and with amowmnful Forgde
¢ Fall down'befere his Face - .
¢ Father. I've done thy Juftice wron
“:Nor.can delerve thy Gmee” ., 7, ..
4 Hefuid, and haften’'d o his Home,-. . °

To feck his Father's Love ; BTy S
The Father faw the Rebel come, * .4 -~
And al his Bowels move. N

5 He ran. and fell upon his Neck,
Embrac'd and kifs'd his Son; o
The Rebels Heart with Bortow brdke, -
For Follies he had done. - - ..
6 ¢ Take off his Clothesof Shame and $i,*
The Father gives Command) .. ... - 7
¢ Drefs him in'Garnrents white and cleaty,
* With Rings adorn his Hand. .
7 ¥ A day.of Fealting I ordain; .
. Let Mirth and Joy abound:
¢ My:Son was dead, and divesagain,~ *
o Was loft, and now is found.™ ©. -

GXXIV. Téé Firft and-Secgpd gy,
" Remuwam ke,
1 IR e Dutibdtre thy Thme,

Our Gurittand vut' Difgrace 4re ‘own ;
Great:Gony wie twin ¢h-unhapty Walke, -
Whence {prungent Natest at tiShatac.

2 Adem, the-Starert AvhtsFaR, - 15
Death, likea Omquror; fivtus SRy
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A thoufand sew-born Babesaredead,
By fatal Union to their Head.

3 But whilft eur Spirits fill'd with Awe,
Behold the Terrorsof thy Law,
We fing the Honours of thy Grace,
That fentto fave our ruin'd Race,

4 We fing thine everlafting Son,
Who join'd our Nature to-hisown ;
Adam tha Secand, from the Duft
Raifes the Ruins of the Fisft.

[5 By the Rebellionof one Man
Thro’ all his Seed the Mifcliicfran; *
And by ene-Man's Obedience now-
Are all his Seed made righteous too. :
6 Where Sin did reigo and Death ahound,
There have the Sons of Adam found -
Abounding Life ; there, glovious Grace-
Reignsthra’ theLorn.aue Righteeufhefs. ]
: C’X‘XV' '~C'}1krs"r;f.(,,”omgaﬁén 2o the Wk
" and, Temgedy, Hcheiv. 153 16.. and xe e
... Maut, )H;AQQO T . )
1 ‘ A JITH Joy we meditate the-Grace
Of our High, Prisft above ;
His Heattris made of Fendernefs, =
+. ‘His Boweals melt with. Love, .-
2 Touch’d with a Sympithy within, .
¢ Héknows our feeble Frame ;' :

He knows what fora Temptations mean,
For' he hag felt the fame.

*3
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3 But fpotlefs, innocent, and pure, )
.. The great- Rcdecmer ftood, v rere <
While Satan’s fiery. Darts he-bore,. |~ -
And did refit to Blood. .
4 Heinthe Daysof fecble Fleth . . _ .,
Pcux’d qut his Criés and Tears, = 2
And in his MeafuLp feels afyeth =~
What ey'sy Membcx; bears. S
(5 He'll never qu cnch the fmokmngax_, -
Butraife it'fo a Flame; -
The bruifed Reed he never breaks,
Nor fcorns the’ meaneﬂ: Name.] =~
6 Then let our humblc Faith addrcfs
‘HisMercy and Biis Pow'r, -~ .l
We fhal¥ ohtain’ deliv'ring Grace - - - A

r

In the dxﬁreﬂing Hour. ¢ > heo

-

CXXVI C}mrzty and Unchzmta&kncf:, .
.~ -Rom. xiv. 17,19.-1 Cor. % g " -~
OT diff'rent-Foad nor diffrent D;zgss'
Conipofe the Kingdom of our 1.onp ;-
But Peace, and Joy, a g Rxghtcoufnefs,
Fagth and Qbedi¢nce to his Word
2 When weakef Chtx(hans ‘wé tlefpdt j’( 4 ) .
We do the Gofpel'mighty Wrong: ™. »"
For Gop the Gracious and the ane,
Receives the Feeble with the Strong. .
3 Let Pride 4nd Wrath bcbamﬂbd'}me’a LI
» Metknefs and Love our Souls purfue ¥ _#
Nor {hall our Praétice give Offgnse
To'Saints, the Gentile or the Jew.
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CXXVII Currst's Invitation to Smner:‘ 0%
Hmhly and Pnde, Matt, xi. 28—30 .

1 COME hither, ill'ye: weary Souls,

“ Ye hcavy laden Sifiners come :

¢ 1'll give you RcK froth all your Toils,, "
«“ Angl raifeyou to my heav: nly Home. '

2 % The fhall find Reft that léarn of me;, .. '
e I’moﬁ a meek'and lowly Mind;
¢ But Paffion rages like the Sea,

¢ And Pride is reftlefs as the Wmd

3 ¢ Blefs'd is the Man whofc Shoulders take
¢ My Yoke, apd bear it with, Delight;
¢ My Yokeis eafy to his Neck, i
& My Grace ﬂull make the Burden hght."

4 Jesus, Wecome at thy Command ;
With_Faith, and Hope, and humblc anl.
Refign our Spmls 10 thy Hand, R
'E'nmuld and‘ gunde us at thy wm. i

cxxvm. MApoﬁksComﬁan' or, le '
Gifpel ntteﬁcd by Miracley, Mark xvi, 15, &;.
Mau. xxviif, 18 &ec. -

1 @ 0 rcach my Ca Yd hrth the I.omn .
= B’ld the 4V-ho Earth my- (:ttce
receivé; . -

“ g
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¢ He fhall be fav’d that trufts my Word ;

4 He fhall be damn’d that wen't beliove.
[= ‘¢ I'll makeyour grearCommifionkngwn,

¢ And ye fhall prove my Gofpel true,

¢ Byall the Works.that [, have dons,

¢ By all the Wondeérs'ye fhall do,, * g
8 “ Gokeal the Bick, go:saife the Dead,..

i Nor oty Proghete e s gherme

“ Nor let my Prophets.be afrai

“ Tho' Greeks reproach, anctf Jews: hlaf
4 ¢ Teach all the Nationa my Caoranands ;-

“ I'm with you-till the Wosld fhalliend ;

¢ All Paw’r is trufted in my Hands;,

1 can deftroy, and can defend.” o
5 He fpake, and Light, fhone sound his Bdad ;

O 3 brighs Cloud o Heanen horades .

They to the farthe@ Nations. fpread

- The Grace of their afcended gon.

CXXI1X. Submifion and. Daivergnce :. o,
Abraham offering his Son, Gen. xxii. 6, &c.’

1 QAints atyous lreav'sly Kather's Word: -
S Give up your-Comifarts to the Lhoim; |
He {hall reftore what. you refign
Or grant you Bleflings more divine.

2 So Abra’m with obedient Hand Lo

" Led forth his Son at Goo™s Cemmandg
The Wecod, the Fire, the Knife, he took,
His Arm prepar'd the dreadful Stroke.

Y
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3 ¢ Abra’m. foxbear," the Angel cry'd; S
¢ Thy Faith is known, thy Love s ::Z d;
“ Thy Son fhel! live; and in thy Se
¢ Shall the whols Eaith be, blcts d mdc«i"

4 Juft in the laft difireffing Hour,

The Lomp- djhysdehvrmgl‘mr- )
The Moumk 18 the: Place Co
thxc mML vfing Grace.

L

' CXXX." dat and Rty B 3,
. Eﬂu m.m,.&a.

N OW‘B the Bowcls ofmy Gon,
My ﬂa Diftrefs, his fore Complaints,
By hishft Groane, H&&yfng Blood,,
1 charge nry:Soul te love the 8aints,
2 Clamour, and Wrath,and War, be. goae,,
Enyy,and’S ite, for ever ceale ;
Let bitter Werda no mové.be known ,
Amongﬁ the Sajnis, the Sops of Peace.

3 Thé Spirit,, like a peacaful Dovey

Fhes the Realms of Nmfc and. Serige ;-
Why thould we vex and grieve his Love,.
Who feals ouy Soylate beaw nly Life?

4 Tender andkind: hmalt ous Thouphts ;
Thro’ all ows Dixoslet Merey runt:
So G op. fargrueeonr smm’vous. l'huhs,
For the deasrSake of Cnsisr his Son. -

F3
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3 Our Flefh and Senfe muft be deny'd,”
Paffion and Envy, Luft and Pride; -
While }Juftice, Temp’ranée, Truth, and Love,
Our inward Picty approve. . .

4 Religion bears-onr Spirits up, R N
While we expett that bleed Hope, "~/

The bright Appearance of the Loap, - 7!
And Faith tends Jeaning en his Words .-

"CXXXIL. Love amd Charity, '
1.Cor, xiii, 2—7, 13} "' ¢
P ORI T RPPIR o LRI R F TR S N
| ‘E T Pharilets be,xghbgﬁ'ccm el dr e
Their Faith and Zeal decfare, ;i

All their Religion‘is.a Dream, . » "'/,
If Lové'be winting there, " 7.
2 Love fuffers long with'patient Eye
Noris mvokil’ in, hla_){kci yc, .
She lets tﬁc; prefeat Injry die, -~ ..o
And long fergets the paft. L
[3 Malice andRage, ‘thofe Fires of Hell, *
She quenches with- her Tohgue;
Hopes and belicves, and thigks no Ml <+

Tho’the endures the Wrong.}
[4 She nor defires nor.feeks'to know ' *: - .. ¢
The Scandals of the Pitnés * - - =~ . !

Nor looks with Pride-on-thofe below, - * !
Nor envies.thofe that.elimb.y > .+ .s!

5 She la’ys her own Advantage by '
To feck lier Nei jhbour's Good;

1. ¢
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$o0 Gop’s owm Som: camre dbwa s die,
And bougltti our haves wity Bload,

6 Loveistire €race that Reeps her Bow'r
In all the Realmys above ;
There Faith and Hepe are knowa no'u!c,
But Saints for ever love. /4

CXXXIV, Religion vain without Love,
: 1 Cor. xiify 1—ge

ADI tlu:.T of Gm!ks apd Jows,

' “And nobler Speegh than Anggls Lﬁ:, .

If Love be abfent, ]! found K
Like tinkling Brafs, ax empty Soundy

2 Werel mfpu‘ds to.pneasb and tell,
All that is done in Heaw'n and Helk;
Or could my Faith the, Warld remoxe,
Still I am nothing without Love.

8 Should I difxihute all my Store
To feed the Bowels of tiie Poar,
Orgive mplBaday.'to the Flame: C
To gain a Martyr’s,gleriows. Name N
4 If Love to Gon.and Leve: ta Men. ‘
Be abfent, all my Hopes are vain & .
Nor Toni“u, nor Gafts,nor ﬁtnr zzﬂ;
The Work of Love can ¢'ex fulfl

R
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g Their hftcd Eyes falute the Skies, .
. Their bending Knees the Ground ;
But Gop abhors the Sacrifice,
‘Where not the Heart is found. oy
4 Lornp, fearch my Thoughts, and tey my Wa}L, )
And make my. Suulugncttrc, N D
Then fhall I ftand before thy ¥ ace - i-'.-
And find Acceptance thexe. - . .. .13 ..
1

by SO

CXXXVIL. Salvation by Grace in C‘ﬂk x‘s’r,
2-Tim. 1. 9 10, : A

1 NOW to the Pow'r of Gon fuprcme, IRV
Be everlaftmgHonours glv‘n fee
He faves from Hell, (weblefs his Name) ' -
He calls our wmd’rmg Feet' to: Hcam?h. o
2 Not for our Duties, ér Deferts, How o
But of his own aboundirig Grace,
He works Salvation in our Hearts,"

P

And formsa People for his Praife; "+ 1" )
3 "Twas hisown Purpofe' that begtin :

To refcue’ Rcbcls doqm’d todieg 3 .

He gave us Grace in Curist his Son, : H

Before he fpread the ftarry Sky..... P>

4 Jesusthe Lorp appears at laft, .
And makes his Father’s Counfels. known :
Declares the great Tranfaftions palt, =~
And brings immortal Bleflings gown.

§ He dies; andin that dreadful Naght
Did all the Pow’ss of Hell deftroy;
Rifing he brdught our Heav’n to hghr ok
* =4 took Pofleffivn of the Joy. - e

ST
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CXXXVIIL " Saints in the Hands (anxl;'i';
* '"" John x. 28, 29. .

1 FIRM as the Earth thy Gofpel ftands,
& “My Lorp, my Hope¢, my Truft :
If I am found in Jesus’ Hands,. -

My Soul can ne’er be loft,. - -

2 His Honour is eéngag’d to fave

TFhe meangfk of his Skeep 5.
All that his heav’ply Father gave
+His Hands fecurely keep. .

R Y .. -
3 Nor Death, nor Hell, fhall e’erremove ;- |
His fav’rites from his Breaft;. | .. . .
In the dear Bofom of his Love. N
They muit for ever reft, | '
CXXXIX. Mope inthe Covenant, or, Gon’s
Promife and Truth unchangeable,.
a ch, Vi 19—190 . . !
1 HOVV_ oft huve Sin‘ahd Safan firove
To tend my Sotil from thee thy Goo P
But everlafting isthy Love, © =~
- . And Jesus fcjs itwith his Blood.
¢ The Oath and Promife of the Lozrp,
ioin to confirm the wond’rous Grace ;
iternal Pow’r performs the Word, o
And fills A1l Heav’n with endlefs Praife. =~ .
3 Amidft Tem htion&ﬂmk]; and long,:
My Soul te this dear Refege flies; - - -
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Hope.is my Anchor; firm and ftnong,

While Tempefts blow, and. Billows ife. *

4 The Gofpel bears my Spirit up;
A faithfut and unchanging Gon
Lays the Foundation for my:Hope,
In Oaths, and Promifes, and Blood.

CXL. A livingand adesd Koigh: coleiBid. -

£\ Makon Soils! that doeamof Heavin,

And make their e‘nig‘éy_'soaa, .
Of inward' Joys, and' Sies Forgiom, * 'L
While thepate-Staves fo Lufl, © .

L

Y.

e s vt Ceaend e e e s
2 Vain are our Fancies,, aizy. Flights,.; A

If Faith be cold and dead ;’
None but a living Pow'r unitag - - -~
To Curyst the T'{vin&,ﬂcad’. ) )
3 *Tis Faith that changes all the Heart;
*Tis Faith thas works by Love ;.

1

That bids-alk fimful. Joye dopaets <5 = <. .

< And lifts-the; Thoughts abowds. - .. -

4 'Tis Faith that conquers Earth and Hel¥ !

By a celeflial Pow’rs -
This is the, Grace that Siath pewail +
In the degifive Houwr, - . : .

[5 Faith muf}obey her'Pathers Will,’ : - *

As Xcﬂ asguﬂ!his(;‘rme; LR
A pard’nieg Gor ixjeatoneidl
or his ows Helinsfa, . =

)
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6 Whea from the Gurfe Refets us free,
He makesour Natures clean:;
Nor would he fend his Son to be
The Minifter of Sim, )
< His Spirit purifies ouw Freme,
And feals aur Poace with-Gap-:
Jesus, and bis Salvasion, cama:
By Water and by’ Bloed.}

CXLL  Ti Humiligiion.and Ensltstios of
Curast, la. Lk v—g 10~—23. .
1 ‘ H Q< Bas Believd'thy Word,
OF thy: Salvation-knowmn ?
Reveal thine Army Slmighty Eowrp,
And glorify thyy San. |
2 The Jewsefteenn'd him hese,, .
s Too mean f;_')r their Belief
orrows his chief Acquaintance wese,.
And his Cou'x{gsx?f;), Grief,
8 They turn/d,theic Eyss.awaw,
And treated:hina wigh Scem
But ’twas theiz Gsinf upeshimibiys
Their Samrows he has.batnee

4 'Twas for the fubborn, Jaws;,
Ahd Gentiles, .then unksown,
The Gouof Julice pleas'dte bruife
His beft-belowed §an.

« But I'll prolong hisi Days,
b And eh%angdmn&ndw
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% My Pleafure, faith the Gign.of Gracey. v -

“ Shall profperin bis Haada. . - 505
[6 « His joyful:Soul fhall e’ ‘
“ The Purchafe of his Pain, .
¢ And by his Knowledge jultify - -~ ..
¢ The-guilty Sens.of Mem]} - - - . .
[7 © Ten thoufand captive.Slaves, 1* - . .
¢ Releas’d from Death and Sin;, ,. -
¢ Shall quit their Prifons and thejx Graves, .«
‘ And own his Pow'r divin&\] . -
[8 ¢ -Heav’n fhall advance my Son
4.To Jdys that Earth deny'd; - -
“ Who faw the Follies Men had done,
% And bore their Sins and dy’d.”] 73
£t PR [YRTRRES > 3 O I
CRLIL -Tha fame, Yo lili. 6.~ ¢7,
1 IKE Sheep we went aftray, =
: L And bfokf the Fold of Gon,.. : "=

Each wand’ring in a difPrent Way, , . . | |
But all thedownward Road.. . . |
2 How:dreddful'was th& Hour: v .0 f .
When Genour Wand'#ingsiaid,: .. ‘
And did at oucehis Veng’ance pour. <., - -
Upon“the Shepherd's:Head!. ..
3 How glotious wasthe Grace: + '+
When Curist fufhain’d the Stroke i
Ris Life, and-Blood, the Shepherd paysy . . .-
A Ra'".bﬂ,l for the FbCk' -mn; .'f-. (7v:t )
4 His Honour-and his Breath " 1 ».:) +47
Were.taken quite away; . = phoes,r ©

.
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Join’d with/the 'Wicked in his Death,”

And made as vile as they,

5 But Gop fhall riife his Head
O’er all the Sons of Men,
And make him fee a num'rous Seed,
To recompenfe his Pain,
6 “ 'l give'him, faith the Lorp, °
& {RAﬂ Portion with the Strong;
¢ HefRall podffels a large Reward, '
% And hold his Honours long.”

213

CXLIIL. " Charaliers of the Chitdren of Goo,

1 QO rew-born Babes defire _tix'c'Bréem )

Fot feed, -4nd graw, and thrive;

So Saints with Joy the.Golpel talte,. .

And by the Gofpel:live.

(2 With inward Guf théir Heart approves

All that the Word relates ;
They love the Man their Fathéi loves,

Can make them Slaves to‘Luft;

They can’t forget-their heav’nly Biithy

Norgrovel in the Duft,

4 Not allthe Chains that Tyrants ufe, . o

Shall bind their Souls to Vices

Faith, like a Conqu'ror, can produce ..

A thoufand Vi&ories].

Y
sed

_And hite tho Works he hates,] - '~
[3 Notall the'flate'ritiy Baits of Eatth, >

+
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[5 Grace, like an uncormspted Seed, . v
Abides and raigns withins :
Immortal Pnnqnp%es farhid
The Sons of Gep- to fin.]

(6 Notby the Eerroysiof a Slave,.
Do they perfoem his. Wi,
But with the. noblelt Pow’ts thcy have .. .
-His fweet Couymands.fulfil.} .
7 They find Accalsat ev’sy: Hows
To Gon withinthe. Vail ;.

Hence thcy derive a qulck ning Pow r, X
. Aad Jovs that never fiik e
8 0 hdppy Souls! ¥ glerfous State
fp overflowi race.;
To dwell {6 neann%u:lr Father's Sex,,
And fee hislqvely Faeew ”
9 Lorp, T addrefs t}whw‘ﬂon\mnw .
Call me 3 Childof.thine;, . . =~
Sénd' down thie Spirit of ‘thy Sen " ‘
To form my Heart divine, B !

10 There fhed thy: choiceft mevabmad;
And make my Comforts, fteang:- :
Then thalkI fzyo “My.Fazuwin G.en,
With-an. unway'ring Tangue. .

CXLIV. Tk Wzmﬁng and Smlut[ sﬁml',
Rom. viiis 1 4,.16. Eph. ic18, .

1 'Y fheuld the Children of a Km
Go moursing al‘tthext ‘Didys? -
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Great Gomdurter’! defocnd 3nd bring
Some Tokensxf thy Grace. .
2 Doft thoa not well in-allthe Saints,
And feal the Heirs of Heav'n?
When wilt dsou'banifh ey Cosapluins,
And fhew wmy Sins forgiv'n? :
3 Affure my Confcience. of her Pat
In the Redeemer's Bloods "~
Ant Bear thy Witmefs with my Heart,
That1am bom of Goo. =
4 Thou art the Earrielt, of his Love,
The Pledge of Joystocome :
And thy feft Wings, celéfiial Dove; .-
Wil{ﬁf_g convey mé homee, . .

CXLV. .Catrxsr aud Amvr, ddun from
" "Heb, vii, and ix,
1 JESUS, in theg our Eyes behold
A thoufind Gloxies gre .+
an the tich ‘Gensant pslith'd Golt
Tlie''Sons of Aaron wore.

" ers .

2 They firft théir ewn Burst-off rings brought,
TC(}; ;{x"}ge themflves from Sin: | .
Thy Life-wa: arithout a Spot, -
Al 2l thy’ Ratuare clean. L
'Frefh Blood, as conftant s the Dy,
(3 VcVas on'their Altar {pitt ; e L

But thy one:Offirimgtakesaway -~ - '«

For vamt sl bmeASnide.] - S
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[4 Their Priefthood ran thro® fev?nlvHands,/ |
For mortal wastheir Race s - -1 ur =
Thy never-changing Office ﬂ:ands., e
gtemal as thy Days,] . .
Once in the. Circuiit of: @erear, lis & al‘ !
With Blood, butnathisows: b1 - .
Aaron withinthe Vail appears: '} ¢ i 7 ‘
Before the golden. Throne,: : - Gt e

6 But Crr1s¥ byhis own pow'rhiil Blood
Afcends above the Skies;
And in the Prefence-of our Gon T
Shews his own Sacrifice;] " " [, ‘
esus, the Kingof Gl réi; 8 . i..at
7JOnSibnshegavnlw1 gn . !
Looks like a Lamb that has been ﬂam, o
:And wears his Priefthood ﬁm. B
8 He ever lives to'intercede - ‘
Before his Father's Face: o
Give him, my Soul, thy, Caufe to Pfcaa,, "
Nor doubt the’ Fathcr s, Crace. N

CXLVI Charatlers of Ciin1st, Zon'owcd from
mammate Thmgs n Scnﬁture | ‘
O wow{h:P at. Inm.u.uzx. 's Feet, . .
See in his. Face what Wotidérs maet !
Earth is too narrow to exprefs ., ", ;i
His Worth, his Glory, er his Grace. 1

[z The whole Creation can affsrd - 0
But fome faint Shadows of my Lowp; " |
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Natupei+ ta make his Beauties known,
Muft mingle Colours not her own. ]

[3 Is he éompar’d with Winc or Bread ?
Dear Lorov ! our Soals would thus be fed:
That Flefh, that dying Blood of thine,

Is Bread of:Life, is heav’nly Wine |

[4 Fs'he a Trez? The World receives
Salvation from his healing Leaves :

That righteous Branch, that fruitful Bough,
Js Davrd's Root and Offspring too.)

(5 Is he a Rofe ? Not Sharon yields
Such Fragrancy inall her Ficlds:

Or if the Lily he affume, o
The Vallies blefs the rich Perfume.]
[6 Is he a Vine ? his heav’nly Root

Supplies the Poughs with Life and Fruit. B

O let a lafting Union join :
My Soul to Curist the living Vine!]
[7 Ishe a Head ?- Eich Member lives,

And owiisthe vital Pow'rshegives; . "~

The Saints below ind Saints above,
'Join’d by his Spirit and his Love. ]
[8 Is he a Fountain? There bathe,
And heal the Plague of Sin and Death :
Thefe Waters all. my Soul.renew.
And cleanfemy fpotted Garments too, ]
"9 Ishe aFire? Hell gmge my Drofs ;
But the true Gold fuftainsno'Lofs:  °
Like a Refinerhall he fit,
And tread the Refufe with his Feet.

-

.-

4
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{10 Is HeaRack,P How&miu-pmvm!
The Rock of Agesnevermaves;

Yet the fweet Streams that.fuom -him ﬂqw
Attend us all the Defert thro’,], ..

[11 Yshea Way! HeleadstoBon, - .. -
The Path is Grawn n Limes ofi Blobd# - .
There would I walk with Hope and Zeal, |
Till 1 arrive at Sion’s Hilk] . AP

[14 Ishea Door ? I'll enter in ; |
Beéhold the Paftures large and greens w
A Paradife divinely fair,

None but the Shee.p have Frcedom!hm]

[13 Is ke defign’d the Carnex:Stone,. . ‘
For Mento build theirHeav'n upon ? ‘
I’ll make him my Foundation too, ‘
Nor fear the Plotsof Heil. bclow.] ;

[14 Is hea Temple? I adove }
Th’ indwelling Majefty and Pow'rs !
And ftill to lus moft holy Place.

; Wheng'er X pray.1'll im suy Face -

; 15 Is he a-Sitar? :Hedieaksthe Night, -

- %lercm the Shadeswith dawning Lights

| 1 know hisGlories from.afan, .

‘ Ikpow the bright, the. Marning-$tar.]

| [16 Is he a Sun? His Beams are‘Grace,

! His-Courfe is Joy and Mmﬁnlﬁw

’ Nations rejeice when he |
To chale their Clouds, and.duy. thetr Tﬂl's- ‘

17 O let me climb thofehigher Skies, -

Whe Siormsiand Darkcdk neverr¥e!
There
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There he difplays his Pow’rs abroad,:
And fhines and reigns th’ Incarnate Gon.]

18 Nor Eatth, nor Seas, nor Sun, nor Stars,
Nor Heav’n his full Refemblance bears ;
His ‘Beauties we can never trace,

Till we behold him Face to Face.

CXLVIL. The Names and Titkes of Ctntat,
Jrom feveral Scriptures,

[1 ’TI S froni the Treafures of his Word
. I borrow Titles formy Lorp ;
Nor Attnor Nature can fuppf; ‘
Sufficient Forms of Majetty.

¢ Bright Image of the Father’s Face,
Shining with undiminifh’d Rays 3
Th’ eternal Gop’s eternal Sown, -

The Heir and Partnerof his Throne,}

3 The King of Kings, the Lors moft High,
Writes his own Namé& upon his Thigh:
He wears a Garmeént dipp’d in Blood,

And breaks the Nations with his Rod.

4 Where Grace can neitliér melt nor move,
The Lawms refents his injur'd Love, '
Awakes his Wrath withaut Delay,

And Jupan’s Lion tears the Prey.

5 But when fof Works of Peace he comes,
What wirining Titles he affumes?
« Licur of the World; and L1 FE of Mén ;"
Nor bears thofe Chag&er’s id vain,
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6 With tender Pity in his Heart

He altsthe Mepiator's Part;

A Frienp, and BRoTHER, he appears,

And well fulfils the Names he wears.

7 Atlength the Juoce his Throne afcends, -
Divides the Rebels from his Ftiends; .
And Saintsin full Fruition prove
Hisrich Variety of Love.

CXLVIIL  The fame as the cxlviiith Plalm,

1 ‘ ;Vrm chearful Voice I fing '
L -The Titles of my’ Lor:)g, .
And borrow all the Names
Of Honour from his Word.
Nature and Art
Can ne’er fupply .
Sufficient Fo}'?:l!
Of Majefty. = . ..
2 In Jesus we behold -
His Father s glorious Face, -
Shining for ever bright
With mild and love?y Rays,
Th’ eternal Gob's
Eternal Son
Inherits and *
Partakes the Throne.l. ] )
3 The Sov’reign Kixc of Kings, o
The Lorb of Lords moft High,
Writes his own Name upon = ‘
His Garmcent and his Thigh. .
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His Name is call’d
¢“ The Worp of Gop,”
He rules the Earth ..
With Iron Rod. .. Lo
4 Where Promifes and Grace
Can neithrer .melt nor move, =~ | - )
The angry Lams refents
The Injuties of his Love;
Awakes his Wrath ~
Without Delay,
-As Lions roar .
And tear the Prey.
& But when for Works of Peace
The great REpremer comes,
What gentle Charaftets,
What Titles he afflumes!
¢ Licur of the World,
¢ And Lire of Men ;"
Nor will he bear
Thofe Names in vain.

6 Immenfe Compaffion reigns
In eur Invaiueti’s Heatt,
When he defcends to a&
A MepiaTox’s - Part.

He is a Friznp,

And BroTHER 100} . .
Divinely kind, -
Divinely true

7 Atlength the Lorp the Jupgcr.
His awful Throne afcends,
And drives the Rebels far
From Favourites and Friends.

G 2
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Then fhall the Saints. ’
Completely prove
The Heights and Depths
Of all his Love,

CXLIX. The Ofices of Curist, from fedeval

7¢5e

1 YOIN all the Names'of Love and Péw’y ~
J Thatever Men or Angels bore, -
All are too mean to fpeak his Worth, -
Or fet ImmaNuer’s Gloty forth, = = -

2 But O what condefcending Ways -
He takes to teach’ his heav nly Grace!
My Eyes with Joy-and Wondey fes. -
‘What Formsof Love he béars forme. -

3 The* Axcel -of the Covnant” fandy
With his Commiffien in his: Hands, - -
Sent from his Father’s milder Throne, .
To make his great Sdlvation known.] .

[4 Great ProryxT let meblefs thy Navwe;
By thee the joyful .Tidipgs,cmc S
Of Wrath appeas'd, of Sins forgiv'n, -
Of. Hell fubdw’d, and Peace with Heav'nJ |
[5 Mybright Examrie, and my Guro, “
{ would be walking near thy Side ;
O let me never run aftray, ° Tt |
Nor follow thé forbidden Wy ! L
6 Ilovemy Suernerp, He fhall keep =~ |
My wand'ring Soul amengft his Sheep 3 \

»
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He feeds his Flock, he calls their Names,
And in his Bofom bears the Lambs.}

[7 My SureTy undcrtakes my Caufe,
Anfwering his Father's broken Laws;
‘Behold my Soul at Freedom fet, .
My Surety paid the dreadful Debt.]

[8 Jesus my'great Hicn Paiest hasdy’d,
Ifeck no Sacrifice befide;’ B
His Blood did gnce for all atone, ‘
And now it pleads biefore the Throne.)

[9 My ApbvocaTe appears on high
The Father lays his Thunder b ;’.
Not all that Eartly or- Hell can fay, B
Shall tarn my Father’s Heart away.]. -

[10 My Lorp my Coxgt’ror, and my Kixe,
Thy Scepter and thy Sword 1 fing ;
Thine is the Vil’ry, and [ fit s
A joyful Subje& at'thy Feet.} A
[11 Afpire; my Soul, to glorious Deeds, " &
The * Caprarw of Salvation” leads: ™
. March on, nor fear to wir the Day, " '
"Tho’ Death and Hell obftruét the Way..
12 Should Death,andHell,and Pow'rs unknoWwn,
Put all their Forms of Mifchiefon, .. .
I fhall befafe; for Curist difplays

Salvation in more fov’reign Ways.}

c 3

|



124 HYMNS AND Boox L
CL. Thefame as the cxlviiith-Ffalm.
1 Y OIN all the glorious Names
Of Wifdom, Love, arfd Pow’r,
*hat ever Mortals knew,
That Angels everbore ;
All are too mean
Tofpeak his Worth,
Too mean to fet .
My Saviour fosth. ;-
2 But, O what gentle Terms,
W hat. condefeending Ways | -
Doth our RepeEMER ufe
"T'o teach his heav’nly Grace! -
Mine Eyes with Joy, E 5
And Wonder fee - T
‘What Forms of Love
He bears for me. .
3 Array’d in moxtal Flefh,
He like an AnceL ftands,
And holds the Promifes )
And Pardons in his Hands:
Commiffion’d from <
His Father’s Throne,
To make his Grace
To Mortals known.)
[4 Great Paorpsiz of my Gon,
My Tongue would blefs thy Name;
By thee the joiful News
Of our Salvation camc;
The joyful News
Of Sins forgiv'n,

|
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Of Hell fubdu’g,
And Peace with Heav’n.]

[5 Be thou my CounseLLor,
My ParrerN,and my Guine;
And thro’ this defert Land
Still keep me near thy Side.

O let my Feet
Ne’er run ‘aftray,
Nor rove, nor feek
The crooked Way!]

[6 1 lovemy Suzrnerp’s Voice,
His watchful Eyes {hall keep
My wand’ring Soul among
The Thoufands of -his Sheep :

He feeds his Flock,
He calls their Names,
His Bofom bears
The tender Lambs.)

[7 To this dear Surety’s Hand
Will I commit my Caufe ;

He anfwers and fulfils
His Father’s broken Laws.

Behold my Soul *
At Freedom fet;
My Surety paid
The dreadful Debt.]

8 Jesus, my great Hics Priesr,

- dlﬁ'cr’d hisy Bglrood and dy'd;
My guilty Confcience fecks

o Sacrifice befide.

¢4

1
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His pow’rful Blood
Did once atone; '* o
And now it pleads
Before the Throne.]

{9 My Abvocate appears
9F or);ny Deféence oxI:Phigh 3
The Father bows his Ears,
And lays his Thunder by.
Not all that Hell
Or Sin can fay,
Shall turn his Heart
His Leve away.)

[10 My decar. Almighty Lorb,
My Corngqu’rcr, angmy Kixe
Thy Scepter, and thy Sword,
Thy reigning Grace I fing,

Thine is the Pow'r;
Behold I fit

In willing Bonds
Beneath thy Feet.]

[11 Now let my Soul arife,
And tread the Tempter down:
My Cartain leads me forth
To Conqueft and a Crown.

A feeble Saint’
Shall win the Day,
Tho’ Death and Hell
Obftruét the Wav.)

12 Should all the Hofts of Death,
And Pow’rs of Hell unknown,

~
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Put their moft drcadful Foyms
Of Rage and Mifchief on;
I fhail be fafe;
For Curist difplays
Superior Pow’r
And guardxan Grace.

Ty -

177,
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H Y M N°§S

SPIRITUAL SONGS. |

B O O K 1IL

Compofed on Divine SubjeQs.

1. 4 Song in Ismz]crta Gopo fro;n Grcd
Britain.
1 NAture with all her Pow’rs fhall fing
. Gob the Creator and the King :

Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Skies, nor Seas,
Deny the Tribute of their Praife.

[¢ Begin to make his Glories known,
Ye Seraphs, that {it near his Throne ;
Tune your Harps high, and fpread the Sound
"o the Creation’s utmoft Bound. ]
C
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[3 All'mortal Things of meaner Frame,
Exert your Force, and own his Name;
Whiltt with our Souls, and with our Voice,
‘We ling his Honours, and our Joys.]

[4 To him be facred all we have, o
From the young Cradle to the Grave:

. Our Lipsihall his loud Wonders tell,
And ev’ry Word a Miracle.]

[5 This Northern Ifle, our pative Land,
Lies fafe in the Almighty’s Hand :
Our Foes, of Vit'ry dream in vain,
And own the captivating Chain.

6 He builds and guards the Britith Throne,
And makes it gracious, like his own ;
Makes our fucceflive Princes kind,

And gives our Dangersto the Wind.}

7 Raife monumental Praifes high
To him that thunders thro’ the Sky,
And with an awful Nod 03}‘ rown
Shakes an afpiring Tyrant down.

(8 Pillars of lafting Brafs proclaim -
The Triumphs of th' eternal Name;
‘While trembling Nations read from far
The Honours of the Gop of War.]

9 Thus let our flaming Zeal ¢mploy T
Our loftieft Thoughts and loudeft Songs;
Briraix prondunce with warmeft Joy,
Hafanna, from ten thoufand Tonguzs.

-
4
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[10 Yet, mighty Gop, our feeble Frame
Attempts in vain to reach thy Name ;
The ftrongeft Notes that Angels raifé, -
Faint in the Worthip and the Praife. ]

L IL T Deathof a Sinnen < y g
1 ¥ Thoughtssh awfal:Subjeds 14)11,
Damnation and the Deadg™ 1% =1’
What Horrors feizethe guilty:Soal + . -
Upon a dying Bed! ~ . "
2 Ling’ring about thefe mortal Shores,
- She makesa long Delay ;-
Till like a Flood with rapid Forcg,
Death fweeps the Wretch away. '
g Then fwift and dreadful fhe defcends
Down tothe fiery Coaft, -
Amongft abominable Fiends, . .
Herfelf a frighth Ghoft, =
4 There endlefs Crowds of Sinners lie,
And Darknefs makes their Chains; |
Tortur’d with keen Defpair they cry, -
Yet wait for fiercer Pains, ' _
5 Not all their Anguifh and their Blood
For their old Guilt atones,
Nor the Compaffion of a Gop
Shall hearken to their Groans.
6 Amazing Grace, that kept my Breath, -
Nor bid my Soul remove,
Till I.had learn’d my Saviour’s Death,
And well infur'd his'Love !
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L The .m and Jsuézaz gr'a' smz, :
| ‘ ‘ T HY do we mourn depamn Fncnds ?
. On thikeat Death’s- Ala%ms? P

*Tis but the ¥ ticethat. Jrsvus fends’ .
To call them to his’ Arms, - Y

2 Are we nottending upw’ard too '
As faft- as Time can move >
Nor {hould we with the Hours more ﬂo
To keep us'from our Love. ! .

3 W’;}K fhould we trembie fo convey
cir Bodies to the Tomb? ‘™.
There the dear Flefh of Jesus lay,
And left a long Perfume, . . .
4 The Gravesof all his Saints he blefs’d,
And foftried v'ry Beds. . .
‘Where fhould the dyin Members mﬁ,
But with their dymg

5 Thence he arofe afcend‘mg high
And fhew'd bur Feet: the gﬂla .
Up to the Lorp our Fleth fhall ﬂy, '
At she great: Rifingday.. </
6 THen letthe laft loud Trum et found
- And Hid bdr-Rindtedrrifes - .
Awake, yé Natjon umfeerund :
Ye Saints afccnd thc Skws.

D B
1
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My Sins would roufe hiss Wrath to:Flame,
And yet his Wrath delays, .
[4 On a poor Worm thy Pow'r might tread,
And I could ne'er. withftand : -
T}g Juftice might have crufh’d me dcad,
. But Mercy held thine Hand, | A
& A thoufand wretched Soulsare fled
Since the laft fetting Sun, . | .
And yet thou length’nelt out my Thread, *
« And yet my Moments run.]
6 Dear Gob, let all my Hours be thine,
“Whitft { enjoy the Light ; :
Then {hall my Sun in Smiles decline,
Angd bring a pleafant Night.. . ., ,

. VIL .4n Eoening Song. . *
[ DRcad.Sov’;ei n, let my Ev'ning.Song
Like holy Irgxgénfe rifZ ; g:
Aflift the Off rings of my Tongue
To reach’ the lofty Skies, -
2 Thro' all the DangersofitheDay, , - .
Thy Hand was_ftill my Guard, |
And ftill to drive my Wants away
Thy Mercy ftood prepar'd.]
) Peget’qal-:Blnﬁngs;.fm above .. .
ncompafs me. around, .
But Ohow few Returns of Love
Hath my Creator found ! .
4 What have I done for Him that dy'd -
To fave my wretched Soul? °. . .

i
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" How are my Follies multi lf’d' -
‘'Falt as my Minutes roll !
Lorbp, with this guilty Heart of mine
To thy dear Crofs 1 flee,
And to thy Grace my Soul refign,
To be renew’d by thee. .
6 Sprinkledafrefh with pard'ning Blood,
I lay me d6wn to Reft, :
As in th’ Embraces of my Goo, -
Or on my Saviour's Breaft. -

’

VIIL. An Hymn for Morning qr Evening,

! HOSANNA, with a' chearful Sound,
ToGon’s uphalding tHand ;
Ten thoufand Snares attend us round,
And yet fecure we ftand.

2 That was a moft amazing Pow'r
That rais’d us with 2 Word,
And ev'ry Day, and ev'ry Hour,

We lean upon the Lowo. ) .
3 The Ev’ning refts our weary Head, -
And Angels guard the Room
We wake, and we admire the Bed
That was nbt made our Tomb,
4 The rifing Morning. can’t affure
That we- thall end the Day; '
For Death ftands ready it tHe Doar .
To take our Lives awiy.
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5 Our Breath is forfeited by Sine ..,
To Gob's avenging . Law; ~ . . |
We own thy Grace, immortal King,
In‘evry Galp we draw. v )
6 Gop is our Sun, whofe daily Light
Our goy and Safe;y brings ; .
Our feeble Flefh lies fafe at%ight
Beneath . his fhady Wings. :
IX. Godly Sorrow arifing from the Sufferings

" of Curusrt.
1 LAS! and did my Saviour bleed!
And did my Sov'feign die? -
Would he devote that facred Head
For fucha Worm-as I?-. - -~ ~ «

[2 Thy Body flain, fweet Jesus, thine,
And bath'd in its own Blood; -
While all expos’d to Wrath divine *°
The glorious Suff'rer fload!] - -
3 Was it for Crimes that I had, done,
He groan’d upon the Tree?' '
Amazing ity !' Grace unkdowri % ©
And Love beyond dogree:! "-° "1 °
4 Well mjght the Sun.in Darknefs hide, .
And éxut His Gloriesin, ‘ '
When ‘Gop the mighty Maker dyd
For Man the Creature’s Sin. R
5 Thus might I hide my blufhing Face, .
While his dear Crofs appears,
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Diffolve my Heart in Thankfulnefs,
And melt my Eyes to Tears. .
6 But Drops of Grief can ne’er repay
The Debt of Love I owe:
Here, Lorp, I give myfelf away,
*Tis all that I can do.

" X. Parting with, carnal. Foyss

1 MY Soul forfakes her vain Delighty
And bids the World farewel ;
Bafe as the Dirt beneath my Feet,
And mifchievous as .Rell.
2 No lo will I afk your Love,
Nor feck your Friendfhip more;.
The Happinels that I appraove
Is not within your Pow'r.

3 There’s nothing round this fpacxous Eatth
That fuits my large Defire; ER
To boundlefs Joy, and folid Mirth,
My nobler Thaughts afpire.

[+ Where Pleafure rolls its living Flood,
From Sin and Drofs refin'd,.
Still fpringing from the Throne of Gon,
And fit to cheer the Mind.
5 Th’ Almighty Ruler of the Sphere,
The Glorious and the Great,
Brings his own All-fufficience therc,
To make our Blifs complete.]

6 Had I'the Pinions of a Dove,
1’d climb the heav’ nly Road ;.
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There fitsmy Saviour dref'd in Love, -
And there my fmiling Gep. o
XTI, The Same.

1 Y Send the Joys of Earth away,

Away ye Tempters of the Mind ;
Falfe as the fmooth deceitful Sea,
And empty as the whiftling Wind,

2 Your Streams were floating me along
Down te the Gulph'of black Defpair; °
And whilft I liften’d to your Song,
Your Streams had e'en convey’d me there.

3 Lorb, I adore tliy matchlefls Grace.
That warn’d' me of that dark Abyfs :
That drew me from thole treach'rous Seas,
And bid me f2ck fuperior Blifs;

4 Now tothe thining Realmns above
I ftretch my Hands, and glance my Eyes;
O for the Pinions of a Dove,
To bear me to the upper Skies!

5 There ftom the Bofom of my Goo
Oceans of endlefs Pleafures roll ;
There would I fix my laft Abode, "
And drown the Sorrows of my Soul.
XIL Cunrist is the Subfiance of the Levitical
Priefthood.
1 THE true Meffiah now appears, -
The Types are all withdrawn :
So fly the Shadows and the Stars
Before the rifing Dawn. ‘ - e



Hv,33.; SPIRITUAL SONGS. 19

2 No, fmoking Sweets, nor bleeding Lambs,
Nor Kid, nor Bullock flain, '
Incenfe and Spice of coftly Names,
Would all be burnt in vain.

g Aaron muft lay his Robes away,
His Mitre and his Vett, Lot
Whehn Gop himfelf comes down to be
The Offring and the Prieft.
4 Hé took out mortal Flefh to fhow
The Wonders of his Love;
For,us He paid his Life below,
And prays for us above.
5 ¢ Father,” he cries, *forgive their Sins,
.« For | myfelf have dy’f;” :
And then he fhews his open’d Veins,
And pleads his wounded Side,

XIII. The Creation, Prefervation, Diffolution,
and Refloration of this World

1 QING tothe Lok'n that built the Skies, |
The Loxd that reard ‘this ftately Frame

Let all the Nations found his_Praife,

And Lands unknown repeat his Naine.

2 He form’d the Seas, and fotm’d the H.ifs;
Made ev’ry Drop, and ev’ty Du, A
Nature and Time with all their. Wheels,
And pufh d them intp Matien firft.

1
{
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3 Now, from his high imperial Throne
He looks far down upon the Spheres; .
He bids the fhining (grbs roll on,

And round he turns the hafty Years.

4 Thus fhall this moving Engine laft,
_Till all his Saintsare gatherd in: . -
"Then for the Trumpet’s dreadful Blaft, -

- To thake it all to Duft again!

5 Yet, when the Sound fhall tear the Skies,

And Lightning burn the Globe below,
Saints, you may lift your joyful Eyes,
There’s a new Heav’n and Earth for you.

_XIV. The Loan’s Day; or, Debght in
Ordinances. : .
1 ‘ Elcome fweet Day of Reft,
* That faw the Lorp arife
Welcome to this reviving Breaft,
And thefe rejoicing Eyes!
v The King himfelf comes near,
-And feafts his Saints to-day;
Here we may fit, and fee him here,
And love, and praife, and pray.
...3 One Day amidft the Place
Y Where my dear Gop hath been,
Is fweeter than ten thoufand Days
Of pleafurable Sin.
4 ;ﬂy willing Soul would ftay
n fuch a Frame asthis,
And fitand fing herfelf away
To cverlaﬁing Blifs,
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XV. The Enjoyment of Carist: or,
Delight in Worfhip.

1 K'AR from' my Thoughts, vain World be:
Let my religious I-fours alone; (gone,
Fain would my Eyes my Saviour fee,
I wait a Vifit, iox o, from thee.
2 My Heart grows warm with holy Fire,”
And kiadles.with a pure Defire; .
Come, ‘my dear Jesvus, from above,.
And feed my Soul with heav'nly Love,
[3 The Trees of Life immortal fand
In fragrant Rows at thy right Hand,
And in fweet Murmurs by their Side
Rivers of Blifs perpetual glide, ’
4 Hafte then, but with a fimiling Face,
And fpread the Table of thy Grace 3
Bring down a Tafte of Truth divine,-
And cheer my Heart with facred Wine.]

§ Blefs’d Jesus, what delicious Fare! '
Haw fweet thy Kntertainmentsare !”
Never did Angels tafte above '
Redeeming Grace, and dying Love,

6 Hail, great Imuanver, all Divine !‘.-‘_
In thecthy Father’s Glories fhine; Y~

Thou brightelt, fweetelt, faireft One, ™’
That Eyes have feen, or Angelsknown.
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XVI, " Pait the Seeond..

? LORD,. what a2 Heax'n of faving G rd-

" A4 Shinesthro® the Beauties of thy Facd,

© And lights our Paffiontoa Flame! = *
Lorp, how we lové thy charming Name ¢

8 When I can fay, my Gop is mine, °

When I tan feél thy'Glories thine,’
1 tread the World beneath my Feet,
And al that Eatth calls Good, or Great, ,

9 While fuch a Seene of facred Joys = -
Our raptur’d Eyes and Souls-employs; -
Here we could fit, and gaze away -

" A long, an everlafting Day. ’

10 Well, we fhall quickly pafs the Night,

To the fair Coafts of ‘pertett Light ; :
Then fhall our joyful Senfes rove
O’er the dear Obje& of our Love. -

[11 There fhall we drink full draughts of Blifs,
And pluck riew Life from heav’nly Trees!
Yet now and then, déaoryts, beftow"

A Drop of Heav’n on Worms below’.

12 .Comforts down from thy right Hand,

e we pafs thro’ thisbarren Land; - -

prd in thy Temple let us fee :

Glimpfe of Love, a Glimpfe of Thee.]

XVII,




Rr;apl SFARITUAL SONGS. ryy
. XVIL. Gon’s Eternitys

1 ISE, rife, my Soul and leave the Ground,
L\ Stretch allthy Thoufhts abroad,
And roufe up ev'ry tuneful Sound .

""To prailg th’ eternal Gop.

-2 Long ere the lofty Skies were fpread,
Jenovan fill'd his Throne,
Or Adam form’d, or Angels made,
.- The Maker liv'd alone. . :
3 His-botridlefs Yeafs can nae'er decreafe, °
. But ftill maintain their Prime ; .
Eternity’s his Dwelling-placey
And cver is_his T?g’g
4 While like a Tide our Minutes flow;
The Prefent and the Pa : :
He.fills his own immortal Now, -
And fecs our Ages walte.

5 The Sea and Sky muft perifh too,
"~ Avd vaft Deftruttion come! o
The Creatures! look, how old they grow,
And wait their-fiery Doom. :
6 Well, let the Sea fhrink all away,
- And Flame melt down the Skies;
My Goo fhall live an endlefs Day,
When th’ old Cmﬁion dies.

~

R T
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XVIUL The Mian;y ‘of Angels

H iIGHon1 H:ll of dazzling Light,
_The King of 6lotry fpreads his Seat, }
And Troops of Angels ftretch’d for Flight
Stand waiting-round his awful Feet.

2 “ Go, faith the Lot s, ® iy Gabriel, go,
“ Salute the Vitgin’s fruitfu} Womb ;
¢ Make hafle, + ye Cherubs, down below
“ Sipgard:preclaim the Saviour come.’ !

3 Here abright Sqﬂa&ron t }eavdsthe Skx'ds,
And thick around Elifha ffamds;: - - -
Anon a heav'niy Soldier fes, -
And hreaks: the Chaine fsem ‘Beter's !é-hnds.

4 Thy winged Troaja' O Gonr of Hofts,
Wait an thy wind’ring Bhufch bclow;
Here we arc failtAg#o t h”%ﬂh, St
Let Angelsb¢ adr Coavoy ted: © ," ~-

5 Arethey not al thy Serva-nts, f Lotis ¥
At thy Command they gotarid dbmie 3+
With chearful H4fte obey thy Word,*
And guaxd thy Chﬂdrcn tothcm Ho:nc. .

. ® Lukeis 26 ﬂmm..:;. 1:&49“’:7&
B AQs xii. 7. §’¥hb.|.14.

_A
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XIX. Our frail Bodies, and G 00 our
Preferver.

[y

1 T ET others oalt how firong they bej *
" Nor Death, nor Danger fear; = -
But we'll confefs, O Loxb, to thes,
What fecble Things we are, .

2 Frefh asthe Grafsour Bodies ftand, -
And flourifh bright and gayy :
A blafting Wind fweeps o’erthe Land,
And fagcs the Grafs away, .

Our Life c&?nm 3 a thoufand ' Sprin,
3 And dies if one be ezsPn &
Strange ! that a Harp of thoufand Strings
Should keep in Tune o long,
4 But tis gur G o fupports out Fram
The Gob that bult us firft ; s
Salvationto th’ Alnrighty Name,
That tear’d us from the Duit. o
Ts He fpoke, atid ftraight out Hearts and Bratis,
In all their Motions rofe 3 s
¢ Let Blood, faid he, flow round the Veins,”
And round the Veins it flows;
% While we have Breath, or uf¢ out Tongues,
Our Maker we'll adore ; e,
His Spirit moves our heaving Lungs,
Or they would breathe no morc.gj
H 2
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XX. Backflidings and Returns : oi'; T:Iu .

Inconflancy of our Love, *

1 ‘ ‘ THY is my Heart {0 far from thee, _
My Goo, my chief Deli htifc:
Why are my Thoughts no more by Day,
With thee, no;mosc by Night?., .
[2 Why fhould nvy foolith Paflions rove ? -
Where can fiuch Sweetmefs be- - - . -
As I have tafted in thy Love, -
As 1 have found in thee ?} '
3 When my forgetful'Soul reews:. - . - .
The Savour of thy Gtace, .-~ 3 i
My Heart prefumes I cannot lofe
_The Relifh all my Days,
4 But ercone fleeting Hour is pafs'd,
The flatt’ring World employs
Some {enfual Bait to feize my Tafte,.
. And.to pollutc my Joys, -
[5 Trifles of Natute or of Att, "
With fair deceitful Charms,.
Intrude into my thoughtiefs Heart,
And thruft me from thy Arms }
6 ThenI repent, and vex my Soul
ThatI Bm'oulgi leave thee fo;
Where will thofe wild Affé&tions roll,
That let a Saviourgo?
Sin’s promis’d Joys are turn’d to Pain,
Lz And I am drown'd in Grief; '
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‘But my dear Lorp returns again, K
He flies to my Relief;
8 Seizing my Soul with fweet Surprife,
<~ He draws with loving Bands ;
Divine Compaflionin his Eyes, y
And Pardon in his Hands.} -
[9 Wretch that ¥ am, to wander thus “
In chafe of falle' Delight! . .
Let me be faften'd ta thy Crofs, G
* Rather than lofe thy Sight.
10 Make hafte, my Days, to reach the Goal,
And bring my Heart to reft
On the dear Center of my Soul, :
My Gob, my Saviour's Breaft.] =~ '

XXI. 4 Song of Proifeto Goo the Redeemer,

1 F' ET the old Heathens tune their Song
Of great Diana, and of Jove ; .
But the fweet Theme that moves my Tongue,
. Is my Redeemer‘and his Love.

2" Behold 2 Gop defcends and dies,
To fave my Soul from gaping Hell!
How the black Gulph where Satan lies,
Yawn’d to receive me when I fell!

3 How Juftice frown’d, and Veng’ance ftood,
To drive me down to endlefs Pain !
But the Great Son propos’d his Blood,
And heav’nly Writh grew mild again.

. 3
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4 Infinite Lover, gracious Lon!
To thee be endlgiﬂmoun iv'ng
Thy wondrous Name fhal) be 34‘”’4.
Round the wide Earth, and wider Heaw'n,

XXIL With G oo i terrible Majge. I |
’ 1. ,/"Y Do
1 Errible Gop tha 7 ’R on high
T How awful’xsthy ;bf:;d tmg nd ] i.

Thy fiery Bolts how ‘fierce the
Nor can all Earth or Hell va

2 Thistheold RcbcleA!gcls kmew, ..
And Satan fel} bqncath Frown:
Thine Arrows ffruék the, raxiorthrou
And weighty Veng'ance funk hii dmy};’.‘

3 This Sodom felt, and fecls eRill, 10
And roars beneath th’ eternal Load; ...
 With endlefs Burmng who can dwell,
“ Orbearthcl-‘uryaf op!” .. .4,

4 Trémble, ye Sinpers, and fubmity .0 5.3
Throw down your Arms before his e;
Bend your Heads low bqneat): ki3 ‘Fcee,

Or hi8 ftrong Hand fhall csath you ‘déwn,

5 Ang ye,blefsid Saintsy; that loxe h:mg:p,
With Reverence bow befare his Name ;
Thus all his heaw'n Servants do™: *, S

Gopisa bmshi and ummg Fiame. . ,, ;

N . .;;L%;L RS SR T .n’:.'}.

»‘)

~3
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KXI!I m&gktfcon and Cnns-r
in Heavor, .

fceld from Heav’n, immortal Dove,
oop down and take us on thy Wings,
And monnttud bear us far above L.
The'Reach of thefe indérior ° Thmgs P
2 chon& beyond this lower Sky,” -
where eternal Ages foll, . BN
“rhere folid Pleafures never di¢,” '
And qusmomﬂea& the Soul, -

a Sight, ‘a pleafing Sight, "
ahi Ahmg!\t ,Fathe (] 'l..l’bne y
'I'Imé fits vibur erown’d with Lngn,
Cloth’d in:a' Body like our owny. © - -«
4 Adorin, Tg Sathtt around him fdrd, -
tones and Pow’rs before him fal;
The Gonb fhifes graciouns thro’ the Mm )
And fhede fwéet Glories-on them a!l l i
aliamdmg [ stf\ feél, "
5 1o théir’ {dZn .Harg they fihg,
A‘hd fit on'ev’ry heav "nly Hilly
And fpread the TH\Imph&of their King}
6 Whisiihall the Diy, dear Lozo, appur,
That I {hall msuss t6 dwell abéve, :
Andlhﬂaandbdwmon ‘¢m theve, - °
And view thy Face;and-ing, and Love ?
A ol

.‘,
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" XXIV. The Evilof Sin vifie i the Fall
of Angels and Men,

Hen thegreat Builder arch’d the Skies,
And form’d all Nature with a Word,
. 'The joyful Cherubs tun’d his Praife, *
* And ev’rybending Throtic ador'd, - t £

2 Highin the midft of lt the Throhg, * '
Satan, a tall Archangel, fate, - "
Amongft the Morning Stdrs * ’he ﬁmg,
Till Sin deftroy’d his heav'nly State.

[3 ’Twas Sin that hurl’d him from his Throne ;
Grov’ling in Fire the Rebel lies:
¢ How art thou funk in Darknefs down,
_% Son of the Morning+, from the Skies?!"']

4 And thus our two firft Parents ftood,
Till Sin’defil’d the happy Place;
They loft their Garden and their Gon, .
And ruin’d all'their unborn Race. .

[5 So fprung the Plaguc from Adam sBovcr,
And {pread Deftru&ion all abroad; -
Sin, tlge curs'd Name, thatin one Hour
Spoil'd fix Days Labour of aGom]

6 Tremble, my Soul, and mourn for Grief,’
" That fuch a.¥Foe ihouldfc:n thy Breaft; |
Fl?'tot.hy Lorp for quick Reliefs. .-
may he flay thn treaeh’rous Gudh

|

‘. job xaxviid, 7, . 'I' I xiv 22, ‘
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7 Then to thy Throne, viétorious Kin
Then to thy Throne our Shouts fha? rife;
Thine everlafting Arms we fing, -

For Sin, the Monfter, bleeds and dies,

XXV. Complaining ty" Sgaritual Sloth.
1 MY drowfy va’rs why ﬂeep yefo?

Awake, my {lu Saul!
‘Nothing has half thy \shgork to do,
Yet nothing's half fo dull,
2 The little Ants for one poor Grain
Labour, and tug, and firive;
Yet we, who have a Heav'n t’ obtain,
How ncghgcnt we live!
3 We, for whofe Sake all Nature ftands,
And Stars their Courfcs move ; -
We, for whofe Guard the Angel-Bands
Come flying from above: ™'
4 We, for whom Gob the Son caie down,’
And labour'd for our Good :
--Howr catelefs to fecure that Crownt
He purchas’d with his Blood !
5 Lorp, fhall we liefo luggith ftill,
And never a& our Parts! - :
CGome, holy Dove; -from th’ heav nly Hnll
. -/And fit and warm onr Hearts. ..
6 Then fhall our a&tive Spirits move,
Upward our Souls fhall rife : :
‘With Hands of Faith, and Wings of L ove
We'll fly and take the Prize,
H S
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XXVL Gobp z“nvjﬂle: ‘ ,.\ :
1 LORD, we are-blimd; we Mortals Mind,
‘We can’t hehold thy bright Abode ;-
O, 'tis beyond a Creatyre’s Mind, ... - -
To glance a Fhought-half-way to Gop, . _:
2 Infinite Leal.fucs ond theSky - .- =
The Great tcmla)le-r);'&gns arone)," ST
Where neither Wipgs nor Souls care fly,,
Nor Angels climb the toplefs Throne.
3 The Lonrp of Glory Builds his Seat
Of Gems infufferably bright,
And lays beneath his facred Feet
Subftantia) Beams of glogmy Night. =
4 Yet, glorious Lorp, thygracious Eyes
Lok through, and cheer us from above ;.
Beyond our Praife thy Grandeur flies,, -
Yct we adore, and yet we love, C

XXVIL Praife yo him,. ald his: Angels,. - -
Blalm.cxiviiia 2. R
1 O D! the etemal' awful:Name !
That the whole heav'nly Army- fears, -
‘Lhat fhakes.the wide Creation’s Frame, ©
And Satan trembles when-ke hears: - a
2 Like Flames of Fire his Servantsare;
And Light furrounds his Dwelting-glaces
Buty O-yc fiery Flames, declare .
righter Glories of His Face,
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g ’Tis not for fuch poor Worms as we
To fpeak fo'infimte a Thing;
But your inmuottal Eyes furvey
The Beautics of your Sov’reign King,
¢ Tell bow befhews his fmiling Face,

And cloaths alh Heav’n'in bright Array s

Triumph and Joy run thre' the Place,
And Songs ctosnal astheDay. - - ¢

Speak (for you feel his buring Love)
5 Shhat vt

1t fpreadsthro” all your Frame ; <

That facred Fixe dwells all abgva,.. .
For we on Earth lave loff the Manhe, -
[6 Sing of his Pow’r dnd Jefiice tooy
That infinite right Hand of s, -
That vauquifh’d Satan angd.his Crew,. -, -

And Thunder deove. them down from BLiG.)J

[7 What mighty Storms of poifon’d Darts - ™
Were hurl’d upon the Rebelsthere? ° -7

What dreadful Jav’lins nail'd- their Hearts
Faft tathe Racks of longg Defpfle.] / -

[8 Shout wzour'%g, ye heav’nly Hoft;

Youthat beheld the finking.Foe;. | .
Firmly yq ftood, wher thiey were loft ¢,
Praile the rich Grage thatkept you-fo. ).

9 Proclaim his Wondersfronrthe Skic; ;
Letev'ry. diffant Nasior hear;.
And while you fourd - his lofty Praile,
Let humble Mortals bow ;nl fears

i

.

W
. “
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-

XXVI. Death and Etcrmty.
)

S’I'oop down, my Thoughts, that ufe t6 tife |
Converfe awhile with Death :
Think how a gafping Mortal lies,

And pants away his Breath.

2 His quiv'ring Lip hangs feebly down
Htlls Pulﬁzss faint anﬁ few,y ’
Then fpeechlefs. with a doleful Groan
He bids the World adieu.’

3 But, Othe Soul that never dies !
At once it leaves the Clay!
Ye Thoughts, purfue it where it flies,
And track its wond rous Way.

4 Up to the Courts where Angels dwell
It mounts, triumphing there:
Or Devils plunge it down to Hell,
In infiute Defpair.

5 And muft my Body faint and die?
And muft this Soul remove?
O, for fome Guardian Angel mgh
"To bear it fafe above ! . -

2

6 Jesus, Yo thy dear faithful Hand

My naked Soul-I truft: ’

And my-Flefh waits for thy Command
‘Io drop -into my Duft,- - -

B’
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g Let thofe refufe to fing T
That never knew our Gon,
But Fav'rites of the heav’nly Kin
‘May fpeak their Joys al . el
4 The Gob that rules on hi v . 4
(4 thunders when Fie ré':rli, Ry
That rides upén’the flormy, Sky,
Andmanages the Seas: T -
& This awful Co b is ours, .
* Our Father'and our:Loved ™ ’
Fowss -

He fhall fend down his héav'nly’
To cary us sbevey = o
6 There fhait we fee fis Face,  * V27
. e .

And néver, néverfin ;- - i
There froni tre Rivers of his Grace - -« %
Drink endlefs Plaafares-in,
7 Yes, and before we rife o
To: that immortal State, - - - -
The Thoughts of farcl amaring Bl * -
Should conftant Joys create.. .. . .
[8 The'Mfen of Grace have found
Glory begun below;
Celeftial ?'ruits on earthly Ground,
From Faith and Hopc'may grow.]
9 The Hill of Zion yields |
A thoufand facred Sweets,” =~ '
Before we reach the heav'nly Fields, =~ .7
Or walk the golden Streets, '
10 Then let our Songs abound,
Aand ev'ry Tear bedry 3
N

B

c.
I

D Py

4
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‘We're marching thro’ hamanuer’s Ground, «
To fairer %Norlds on hgh ) - .

XXXI. Cmur’l Prefence makes Dcatlu@
WHY fhould 'we l‘iarg, and fear tq e ?

Whattim’sous) ormswa‘o arel~
Death istlie Gate of eadlefs Joy, . -
And yet we dread to énter

¢ Fhe Pains, the szns, and dying Stn&,
Fn tour ap: ozdnng Souls away;
a‘3am to Life,. _
Fond of our P'n{ax ous Elay. .

3 O! If my Loro would come.and meet, *
My Soul fhould firctch her Wings in hafe, :
Fl fearlefs thro’ Death’s Ison Gate, -
Nor feel the Terrors as ﬂ’w pafs d.

5 Pm can makea dying .

‘eel foft as downy Pnl‘lows are, .' ¥

While on his Breaft I Iean my'febead, :
And breathe my Life out fiveetly thcre, -

XXXIT. Fraily and Foly, .

1 H OW fhort.and: haﬁLls our Lifel
How: vait: epr Souls Affairs !
Yet fenfelefs. Mortals viinly. ftxive
To laviflr aut. th;u: Y¥ears,

8 Our Days run thoughtlefsly dong, -
Without a M’oment‘s Stay ;



h
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Juft like a Story or a Song,
We pafs ourr[‘:xvcs away. IR

3 Gon from on high invites us Home, . .
' But we march heedlefson ; .-
And ever haft’ning to the Tomb, ‘-
toop downwar aswerun., -

4 How we deferve the deepeft. Hell,
That {llght the oys; above C
‘What Chains of Veng'ance fhould we feel,
*That break fuch Cords of Love! -

5 Draw us, O Gobo, with fov’reign Grace,
And lift our Thoughtsan high, .,
That we may end this mortal Race,
And fee Salvation nigh.

XXXIIL' The bleffed Society in Heaven.

1 AISE thee, my Soul, fly up, and run
Thro’ ev’ry hegav'nly Street, -.
And fay There’s nought below the Sun
That’s worthy of thy Feet. R
[2 Thus will we mount on'facred Wings, )
And tread the Courts abovc~ ~
Nor Earth, nor all'her mighticft Things,
Shgll tempt our memeft Love } .~
3 There on a high majeftic Throne.
Th’ Almighty Father reighs, .- -
And fheds his glorious Godneﬁ dowll s
On all the blifsful Plains,

4 Bright, like a Sun, the Saviour ﬁts,
And fpreads cternal Noon ;

1

-

LY
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Ne Ev'ving’sthere, nor gloomy Nights,
To want the feeble Moon. -,
5 Amidft-thofe ever-fhining Skies )
Behold the facred Dove, :
‘While banifh’d Sin and Sorrow flies
From all the Realms of Love.

6 The glorious Tenants of the Place
Stand bending round the Throne; ~°
And Saints and Seraphs fing and praffe- -
The infinite Three-One. :
[7 But,: O what Beams of heav’nly Grace”
"ranfport them all the while!? :
Ten thoufand $miles from Jesus’ Face, -
-~ And Love in ev'ry Smile!] ’ )
8 Jesus! O when fhall that dear Day, .
« That jeyful- Hour a :
‘When 1-fhall leave thigg;:ur’fc of Clay,
To dwell amongft 'em there ? 4
. ; -
XXXIV. Breathing after the Holy Seinixs
* o, Fervency of Devction defired.

COM‘E, Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove, ~
‘With all thy quick’ning Pow’rs,  °
Kindle' a Flame of facred Love . |
In thefe ‘cold Heatts of ours,
2 Look how we grovel here below,
Fond of thefe trifling Toys; | .
Our Souds.can méither ly norgo- © <« -
To reach ctemmal Joys, - - - . °
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3 Inxain we tune our formal” Songs, "
HIn vain we flrive to nifey ‘ "!
ofannas langyifhon our TOIM\‘
And out lgv votion dies. "

4 Dear’Loap ! and’ihall we' evetlwq 1

At ‘this’ E)oo g Kata? - -

Our Love !'nnt, coldto mee, ( :
And thine to' us ﬂ) great?

&5 Come, holy | tlt heav ol quv,
With all thy quick’ nmgyPow ', .

Come fhed 'abroad a Saviaur’s Love, . '-
And that Thall kindle ours., oy g

XXXV, Praff ts'Go for:Criatibn al .

RIS SN
Noa Oﬂ, " ! illA
] LETthmm le&th Gbml.o&d{ s
‘Wha never knpw thy Graeed4 .
But our loud. Songs fhall, ] tevard « . - -
The Wonders.of thy Praife,

; We raife our Shouts, O Gob, to thee; ** L
Andfend, them,m:thy:’l?hmte;‘ Yoaad
A“ GlO toth’ UNITSD Thm, I 1 Wit
ndivided: Owe: - 4
’Twas he (and we'll adore his Namd)
8 That fa o(rm'd us by 2 Ward; "
*Tis he mﬂorcsourmmdFramc. CoAT
Salvation to the Lorp ! . .»L;“ ar
4 Hofanna! leztthn&Slmh zil e]
Repeat the joyful Spundy. - k-- Th

I
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Rocks, Hillsaod Vales, refleft the Voice! .
In onc’cternal Roung. -

XX¥VI. Curist’s Inkrcgﬁm:

E L L, the Redecmer’s R
before our "
To fprinkleqqngpe ﬂ;;nmg , )
With his’ atomr!s @ R -
2 Nofi ’ance now. -
No bur ni“‘g‘m’h c%me’é lﬁwn :
If Juftiee ¢dlls for Binners® Blood, )
The: Saviour fHedvs his own,
3 Bcforc his Fathér's Eye” "~ '~
mbie fuit he mov%s Y
Thc'f"ather ays hu’l‘bund X
And looks, amlﬁmles, andloves, .
4 Nowthay var {oyfat Tohghed' * -
Our M:l't';r’: k}:zour ﬁnggié’ Viee o F
Jesua, theRrieft reccives oby: Songs; e
Andbcarsﬁten!b(hclﬁmg. S
[5 Webow before hiy Fice, -~ + .7 247
And found his- Glories }ﬁgh
% Hofanna to the:Gos of Grace ' : 'M
¢ That lays his Thodes by.} -+ + i+
6 ¢ On Earth thy Mercy reigns, - t“-"::
¢ And tnumpM all ar;yove gn
But, Lorp, how weak wse mortal Stmm,
To fpeak immotwak fdvel =0

How jarringanddovriows..c ' 1 .~1hl! 5
[ Are allﬁ!% Ngtes:we fingd; - PRt

N
o)
)
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Sweet Saviour, tune our Songs anew, -
And they {hall pleafe the King.)
ot R ey A
~ XXXVIL. The fame. .

1 IPT 1ip your Eyes to th” heav'sl Sca{s
L Whiere your Redéemer ﬁays‘;;’y _——
Kind Interceffér4: thesc hefigs; ' . '«

And loves, and pleads, gud prays. .. ’

2 'Twas well, my Seul, he dy’d for thee,-

And fhed his vital Blood, :-
Appeas'd ftern Juftice on the Tree,
And then aofe to Gop.. . .
g Petitions now, \and Praife may rife, :
And Saints.their Off’rings buring; .. ::
The Prieft with his own Sacrifice. .ot
Prefents them to the King.

Let Papifts truft what Names they pleafe,
(4 Thcil?‘ Saints and Angels boaft;ey P
We've no fuch Advecatesas thefe, !
Norpray toth’ heav'nly Hoft] .
5 Jesus alone fhall bear my Caies . . .y
Up to his.Fatber’s Throne:  ,; °
He, deareft Lozp ! perfumes my Sighs, -

And fweetens ev'ry Groan.
[6 Ten thoufand Praifes to the King,
¢ Hofanna in the higheft 1" 7 .. K%
‘Ten thoufand Thanks our Spirits bring
To Goo and te his Cukise.] - "y . °
- R . ;
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XXXVIIL _ Loveto Gov.

X HA py the Heart where GraCcs rengn.
re Love infpites the Breéaft:

Love is thalirighte® of the Tmn, T

And firepghenssall:the Ruf, N

2 Know!edﬁe, s V413 4l iH vain,
o d bom vain our Feer; -
ur ftubborn Smsmllﬁghtand re n,
If Love'be abfent shere. : « : - 18

3 'Tis Love that makes our cheerful’ I"ee! .
In fwift Obedience move ;- - :
The Devils knowand: trembhmo, '
But Satan cannot love. * S

4 This is the Grace that lives and fings,
“When Faith and Hope: fhall cdafe ;-
*Tis this fliall ftrike bur JoyMSttmgl
In the fweet Realms of Bhfs.

5 Beforc we quite forfake our Clay, t
Or léave''this dark Abode,
The Wings 6f Love bear us aw&y
To fee our ﬁnﬂmg Gos: -

xxxxx The Shortn_d.': and Mifery of qc.

OUR Days, alas! our mortaLDays
Are fhort and wretehed too 3
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I praife his Name for Grace receiv’d,

And truft him for the reft,

XLI. A Sight of Goo mortifies us te the World. .

1 P to the Fields whese Angels lis,

[ U And living Wiaters gnxﬂsyd rell, -
Fain would my Theughts leap out and fy,
But Sin hangs héavy on mygmlo -

2 Thy wend'rous Bloed, dear dying Cimnapn,
Can make this Warldef Guilt sestove ; -~
And thou canft bearme where thou fly'@t,
On thy kind Wings, -Celeftial Dove!”

8 O might{I ence:meunt up and fee
The Glories of th’ eternmal Skies,

‘What little Things thefe Warlds would be, -,
Tow delpicabletomy Eyes!] -

4 HadI a Glance of thee mry Geb, :
Kingdoms and M em woubd wanifh foon §
Vanith, as tho' I faw them.nat, . . \’ :
Asadim Candle dies.at -Noon. :
Thew soht fight, and rage, and: rave

5 1 fhoum\e?hgm Noife ::;gmore ’v
Thanrwe can-hear a-fhaking Leaf, - = 7
‘While ratt’ling Thunders round usxoan,

6 Great Al ih AN} Eternal Ring!

Let me but. view thy lovely Face,
And all my Pow’rs fhall bow and fing,
Thine endlefs Grandeur and thy Grace.

A
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XLIIL Curist’s Sufferings and Glory.

1 NO,\V' for a Tune of lofty Praife
To great Jenovau’s equal Son !
Awake, my Voice, in heav'nly Lays
Tell the loud Wonders he hath done., .

@ Sing, how be left the Worlds of Light, -
And the bright Robes he wore above ;
How fwift and joyful was his Flight,

On Wings of everlafting Love.

[3 Down tothis bafe, this finful Eartly,
He came to raife our Nature high;
He came t’ atone Almighty Wrath;:
JEsus the Gop wasborn to die.] -

[4 Hell and.its: Lions roar'd around ;

His precious Blood the Monfters fpilt ;
While weighty Sorrows prefs’d him downg
Large as the Loads of all our Guilt.).

& Deep in the Shades of gloomy Death,
Th’ Almighty Captive Pris'ner lay;
Th' Almighty Captive left the Earth,
And rofe to' everlafting Day,

6 Lift u r Eyes, ye Sons of Light,
Upto lysm'il‘hi?nc of fhining Gragc?;
See what immortal Glories fit
Round the fweet Beauties of his Face,
Amongft a theufand Harps and Songs,

7 {l:sm%he Gop exalted reigns -

is facred Name £lls all their Tongues,
And cchogs thro’ th’ lielV’!!ly Plains!
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XLIV.. Hell: or, The Vengeance of Gov. -

1 ‘ N 7 1TH holy Fear and humble Song,,

. The dr'c);dful Gon our Souls Ao’.ug
Rev'rence and Awe becgme the Ton
That {pcaks the Terrors of his Pow'r. ,

2 Far in the Deep,. where Darknefs dwells,
The Land of Horror and Defpair,

Juftice has built a difmal Hell, )
And laid her Staras of Veng’ance there, .-

[3 Eternal Plagues and heaty. Chains, - .

. Formenting:Racks and fiery Gaalsy: :-. %1~

And Darts t infli& imfriortal Pains, - - -. -
Dipt in the Blood of danmed Souls.

4 There Satan the ficlt Sinnet lies,
And roars, and bites his Iron Bands;
In vain the Rehel firives torife,  , , .
Crufh'd with the weight of both thy I"IaE}.]
5 There guilty Ghofts of Adams-Race - °
Shriek out, and how] beaeath thy Rods
Once they could fcorn a Savieurs Grace, |
But they incens'da dreadful Gane: -, |

6 Tremble, my Soul, and kift the Sony ' (
Sinner, obey thy Saviour’s Calts’ T
Elfe your Damnatioti Raftension, =3 et -
£.nd Hell gapes wide-to wait your Tull,- -

-z
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XLV. Gon’s Condsfeenfion o otr Worfhip.

1 HY Favouts, Lorp, furprife our Sopls!
T Willthe Etérnal dwell with us) -,
Wehatcanft thou find 'berreat the Poled * |
To t¢mpt thy Chariot dowaward thus?

2 Still might he £ill his ftarry Throne,

And pleafe his Ears with Gabriel's Songs;
But th’ heav'nly Majefty comes down,
And bows to hearken to our Tongues.

8 Great Gon! what poor Réturns wé pay *
For Love foinfinite ad thine | N
Words are -but Air, land Tengues. but -Clay ;’
But thy Compaffion’s-alldivine, ’

XLVI. Gov’s Condefeenfion to Huran Affairs.

1 J TP to the Loz, that reigns on high,
And views the Nations from afar,
Let everlafting Praifes fly,
And tell how large his Bounties aré,

[¢ Hethat can{hike the Worlds he made,
Or with his Word, or with his Rod;
His Goognelfs, how amazing Great !
And what a condelcending Gon !]

{3 Gon, that muft ftoop to viéw the Skics
And bow to fee what Ange)s do,

12



170 HYMNS AND Babx IL

Down to our Earth he caffs his Eyes, .
And bends his Footfteps downward too.].,

4 He over-rules all mortal Things, .
And manages our mean Affairs;
On humble Souls, the King of Kings,
Beftows his Counfcls, and his Cares.

5 Our Sorrows and our Tears we pour v
Into the Bofom of our Gen; - . v
He hears us in the mournful Hour,
And helps us bear the héavy Load. .

6 In vain might lofty Princes try
Such Con {cenfion to pe'rfom'
For Worms were never rajs’d o high .
Above théir mcaneﬁ: Fellow-Worm.

7. O could our thankful Hearts devxfe
A Tribute equal to'thy Grace,
To the third Heav'aour Songs lhould nk,
And teach the goldcn Harps thy mee.

XLVII. Glmy and Grace in the Per_ﬁm
. * of CrRrisT,

OW to the Lorp a noble Song L
Awake, my Soul ; awake, my Tongue :
Hofanna to th’ eternalt N ame,
Andall his boundlefs Love pmcla.lm.

2 See where it fhines mf]nsus Face, -
The brighteft Image of his Grace }
Gon, 'in the Perfon, of his Son,
Has all his mnghucﬁ WorLs outdong, "' ’

by
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3 The fpacious Earth,and fpreading.Flood, .,
Proclaim the wife and pow'rful Goop; .
And thy rich Glories from afar,
Sparkle in ev’;x rolling Star.

4 Butin Yis Looks 3 Glory flands,. . . .
The nobleft Laboyr of thine Hands:
The pleafing Lufhre of his Eyes -
Outfhines the Wonders of the Skies.

5 Grace! *fis a fweet, a,charming Theme :
My Thoughts rejoice at Jesus’ Name !
Ye Angels, dwe{l upon the Sound;

Yee Heav'ns; refle@t it to the Ground!

6 Oh, mayI live to reach the Place,
Where Lie ainveils his.lovely. Face
‘Where all his. Beaaties: you behold,
And fing his Name to Harps of Gold !

XLVIIL Love to the Creatures is dangerous.

1 HOW wain .are all Things here below }
How falfe,- and yet how fair! - .
Each Ple'afu:;qhas its Poifon too;
And ev’ry Sweet a Snare, .
3 The brighteft Things below the Sky |
Give but a flat’ring Light; .
We fhould fufpe@ fome Danger nighy . .+
Where we poflefs Delight, . Lo
3 Our deareft Joys and neareft Friends,
The Partners of our Blood,

1.3.
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How they divide our wav’ring Minds,
And leave but half for. Gop:- i
4 The Fondnefs of a Creature’s Love,
How ftrong it firikes the Senfe? |
-Thither the warm Affeftions move, = |
~ Norcan wecall them thence, 2" 7%
& Dear Satiour'! “lct thy Beauties be. .. :.-
My Souls Eternal Food; . .
And Grace command my Heaft away
From all c_xcgtcd Good, S

Y

R T T .. LS
- KEIX. - Mofes dying.sn the Embraces of Gosx |
ROV TR PPISS EPNPPRPPNPPENING
1 EATH cannot make ous'Sonls afraid,
1€ Gop bewithus there; . -/, "~ 3
Wemay walk thro’ its darkeft Shade,, .. |
And never yield to Fear.

2 1could renounce my All below,
If my;. Creator bid; .
And run, if 1 were call'd to go, .
‘And die as Moles didi " ©»- 1 - ¢
g Might I butclimb to Pifgah’s Top, :
And view the promis’d Land,
My Flefh itfelf would long to drop,’
And pray for the Command. . ot '
4 Clafp’d in my heav’nly Father’s Arms, 7 ‘
j 1 would forget my Breath, =~ '
And lofe my Lile among th¢ Charms: -’
Of fo divine a Death,

P
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L. ijom”dcr&rmad?m. .

NOW letthe Lorp my Savxour fmile,
And thew my Name upon his Heart;
I would forget my gams awhile,

And in the Pleafure lofe the Smart, LY

2 But O! it fwells my Sorrows }ngb N
To feemyblefled Jesus frown; )
My Spints fink, my Camforsts die,

And all the Sprmgs of Life are ‘down.

8 Yet why, my Soul, why thefe Complaints ?
Still while he frowns, his Bowels move ; i
Stild o his:Eeart he-bears his Saints, .~ 1
And fecls their Sorrows, and his Love,, K

M Name is printed on his Breaft; ~
Hxs Book of Life contains my Name :

1’d rather have it there imprefs’d, P
Than in the bnght Rctorjs of Fame. !

5 When the laft Fire burns all Thmgs hcrc,
Thofe Letters fhall fecutely ftand, ;
Andin the Lamb’s fair Book appear,” %
Writ by th* eternal Father’s Hand, " -*

6 Now fhall my Minutes fmoothly run, . .
Whilft here I wait my Father's Will; P
My rifing and miy fetting Sun, :
Roll gently up and down the Hm

R

tore
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LI. Goo the Son equal with the ,Fau,j,.-:-' :

BRxght King of Glory, dreadful Gon !
Our Spirits bow befote thy Seat 2
: To thee we hft an humble Thought, ]

And worfhip at thine awful Feet,” = 7 7

{2 Thy Pow’r hath form'd, thy Wifdom ﬁviys
All Nature'with a-fov'reign Word:'
Andthe bright World ‘of Stars
The Will of their fuperior Loro,"

[3 Metcy and Truthunite itrone; - -~
And fmiling fit at thy right Handg:

Eternal Juftice guards thy Thréme, - -
And Veng’ance waits thy dread: Commaad. ]

4 A thoufand Seraphs fffon an& bhgh‘t, -
Stand retind the glorious:
But who amongft the Sons oF L;ght
Pretends Comparifon with thee ?

4 Yet there is one of human Fraré{
.i_x;sus, array’d in Flefh and Bloody
inks it no Robbery to claim
A full Equality with Gobs.

[6 Their Glory fhines with equal Beath¥s -
Their Eflfence is for ever-one;; . !
Tho' they are known by diffrent Names, .
The ‘Father Gop, and. Gobp the Son.-, :

7 Then letthe Name of Crrsst our ng“ ‘
Wxth equal Honouw be ador'd;
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His Praife let ev’ry Angel fing,
And all the Nations own the Lozbp,]

LIL  Death dreadfil, or delightfuls

1 EATH! ‘tis a melancholy Day
To thofe that have no Goo,
‘When the paor Soul is forc’d away
To feek herlaft Abode.

¢ In vain to Heav'n fhe liftsher Eyes;
But Guilt, a heavy Chain, -~~~
Still drags her downward from the Skies,
To Darknefs, Fire, and Pain.

3 Awake and mourn, ye Heirs of Hell ;
Let ftubborn Sinners fear:
You muft be driven from Earth, and dwell
A long sor rvER there.
4 See how the Pit gapes wide for you,
And flathes irr your Face;
And thou, my Soyl, laock downward too,
And fing recov’ring Grace. .

5 He isa Gob of fov’reign Love,
That promis’d Heav’n tome ;
And 1auglit my Thoughts to foar above,
‘Where happy Spirits be.
€ Prepareme, ‘Lorb, forthy right Hand ;
hen come the joyful Day;
Corie Death, ‘and fome celeftial Band
To bear my Squl away.

19
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,.q‘

LIII Thc legmugc of zlu Smnt: : or, Eaﬂh
and Heaven. .

LORD what a wretched Land is thxs,

That yields us no Supply,

No chearing Fruits, no wholefome "l"rées,
Nor Streams of living Joyer - Arend s

* But pricking Thorns thro’ all the Cround
And mortal Poifons. grow ; - ,
And all the Rivers that are found,
With dang'rous Waters flow.-

g Yetthe dear Path to thme Abodes . .J
Lies thro” this hordd Land: .

Loro! we would keep that heav n‘ly Road,
And runat thy Command, ‘

[+ Our Souls fhall tread the Défert thro® - -
With un-diverted Feet: S
And Faith and flaming Zcal fubdue
The Terrors that we meet.] - =
(5 A thoufand favage Beaftsof Prey . . . . .
Around the Foreft roam; .
But Judah's Lion guards the Way,
And guides the Strangers Home.]
{6 Long Nights and Darknefs dwell below, - -
V&ith fcarce a twinkling Ray ;
But thie bright World to wg
Ls everlafting Day.] 2
[7 Byglimm'ring Hopes, and gloom Fears,“ .\
We trace the facrcPd Road, & yren

-

.

ich'we &% S
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Thro’ difmal Deeps, and dang’rous Snams,
: We make our Way to Goo.) °

8 Our Journcy is a thorny Maze,
But we marchupward ftill;
Forget thefe Troubles of the VVayS,
And reach st Zion's Hill,

[o See the kind- Angcls at'the Gatés

Inviting us toconie !
There Jesus the Forerunnér waits,
To welcome Trav’ncrs home !}

10 There on a green and flow’ry Mount,
Our weary Sou]s fhall fit,
And with tmnfportmgjoys fecount
The, Labours of our Feet.

[2x "No vain Dilcourfe fhall fll our Tongne, :

Nor Trifles vex-our Ear;
Infinite Grace fhall be our Song,
And Gobo rejoice to hear]

12 Eternal Glory to the Ring. .
That brou ‘g’t us fafely. thmugh
Our Tongues fhall never ceafe to fi %
And endlvfs Praife renew,

LIV. Gop’s Prg[mce is Light in Dar',nef;r.

I Y Gon ! the Spring of all my Joys,.
M The Llfe of n?y Delights, .

The Glory brighteft Days, '
And Comfort ofy my Nights|
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In darkeft Shades if he appear, :
My Dawning is be -
He is my Soul’s fweet Moming-Star,
And he my Rifing Sun.
3 The op'ning Heav’ns around me-{lrine_
With Beams of facred Blifs, .
While Jesus fhews his Heartis mxne. - ‘
And whifpers, I am his. ‘
4 My Soul would leave this heavy Clay ~ |
)At that tran‘!l'portmg Word, .. )‘ o

Run up with Joy the !hmmg Way .
T’  embrace my dearelt Lo ’

Fearlefs of Hell, and ghaftly Dath
% "Vd break thro’cv} Foes .

The Wings of Love, and Arms of Faithy
Should .me Conqu ror thro’s

'

LV. Frai Lye and fucceeding ‘Etemit;.’

b1 THEE we adore, Etérnal Named::
And humbly own to Thee, .
How feeble is our moytal Frame, -

What dying Worms are we!

[2 Our. waﬁa Lives gow thorter ﬂ:ill,
As Mont and increafe ;
And eviry beating Pulfe we tell .
Leaves-but the. Number lefs, s

3 The Yearrolls round, and fteals.

- awray /
The Breaths that firft it gaves Y
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Whate'et we do,;'whereer we be,- B
We're tm’llmg to the¢ Grave.]

4 Dangtrs find thick thro! all the Ground;
To pufth us to the Tomb; ° -
And ferce Difeifes wiit' amudd,‘
To hurry Mortals héme.

5 ‘Good Gon! on.what a flender Threa&
. Hang cvcrlal'hng Things !, -
Th’ eternal States of alt the Dead, - -
Upon- Life's feeblé ‘Stfinys,
" 6 Infinite Joy, or endtefs Woe,
Attends on ev’ry Breath;

And yet how unconcern’d we go
Upon: thé ‘Brink® of Death !~ . -
7 Waken, O Lorp, our drow Senfe,
“To walk ‘this ’dan%‘r oad ;
And if out Souls are’hurry’d hcncc,
May they-be’ found ‘with- Goo.

LVL. .- The' Mifery fﬁthGob in
thisWorld : or, Vasn’ Profperity,

1 O, Ifhall my them np more, :
N Who grow profanely. Great’, ..
Tho® they i mg afe: thbn' golded Store;"..

And rife to'wofid’rous’ Hélght
2 They tafte of all the stﬁat w
ey n this éarthly 3(3' g
eﬂ? they'may’ "fearéhﬂ%e(fm:\tdfe'mm’
"(h&ﬁhm ‘neera- Goby'

-
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Shake off the Thoughts of dying’ e
8 And think your Life youiy}:g:;o' )
But Death comes haft’'ning on to you,.
To mow your Glory down.

4 Yes, you muft bow your ftately Head,. . - -

Away your Spirit flies, . . .- . < i 1)

And no kind Angel near your Bed, . ...

¢ 'TY bear it to'the Skies.”. "

5 Go now, and boaft of all your Stores, . .

And tell how bright you fhine:, .=
Your Heaps of glitt’ring Duft are your’s,

~And my Redeemer’s mine. -

49

LVIL Th Pleafures of a good Confiicnces

1 T ORD, how fecure and blef‘d are they*
Who feel th&oys of pardon'd Sin!
Should Storms of Wrath fhake Earth and Sea,
Their Minds have Heav'n'and Peace withik,
2 The Day glides fwiftly o%er their Heads,” * |
Made up of Innocence and Love ;- a
And foft and filent as the Shades _
Their nightly Miniites gently move, © .- -
[8 Quick astheir Thoughts their Joys come n,
BQut fly not half fo fwgift away: o
Their Souls are ever bright as Noon,"
And calm as Summer Ev'nings be, -~ - .:*
4 How oft they Jook to th’ heav’nly Hills, '
Where Grovgs of living Pleafiire grow}
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And lon iniHopes and chearful Smiles, i
Sit undifturb’d upon their Brow.] T

5 They fcorn to feek our golden Toys, -
Butipend the Day, and fhare the Night,
In numb'ring o’er the x_-ichcrdoys R
That Heav'n prepares for their Delight. ':\ \
6 While wretched we, like Worms and Moles,
Lie grov’ling in the Duft below; -
Almighty Grace renew our Souls,
And we'll afpire to Glory too, -

LVIIL  The Shortnefs of Life, and the Goodnefs
. . #’ Go D“ )

] IME! what Qn‘em ty Vapour ’tis ) .
T And Days, how fgvx);'t thpe;uarot
Swiftas an Indian Arrow flies,

Or like a fhooting Star.
e The prefent Maments juft appear,

( Thg flide away in hafte, ppetts
That we can never fay, They'rehere s

Butonly fay, They'repaff] -
(3 Our Lifeis over on the Wing,
And Death is ever nigh;
The Moment when our Lives begin,

‘We all begin }g'die.] 4 ‘
Yet, might Gop ! .our flceting Days " -..-.
+ Thy la&% Favours th:re,"g 4 o
Yet with the Bountiesof thy Grace
Thou load'ft the rolling Year.
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5 'Tis fov'rei igh Mercy ‘findsus Food, '
And we are cloth‘d” thh Love;
While Gtace Rtands pointing out the Roat!
That leads our Souls-above.

6 His oodncE funs'an endl’eﬁ Round 3
Al Glory to the Lokp}-
. His'Mercy never knows 4 Boand3 < ~
And be hxs'Nanie adordy . - -
g Thus we begm the lefhng ‘Sbng,
And when' we eléfe” our’ Eyes,’
Let the next Age thy Praife prolong,
“*Til\{Timé and Nature dies; -~ - -

LIX. Paradif oi Earth.

GLORY 10:Gop that walks the Sky, -
And fends his Bleffings thro’; -
That tells his Saints of Jo .Leys on high,

And gives a Tafté below. -

[2 Glory to Gép that B;ooys"lus Thtonc, "
That Duft and Worms may’ fee't,
And brings a Glimpfe of Gldry downt, * -
Around his facred. Feet.- -

8 When Curist’ with Al His Gtaces crown d
Sheds his kiid ‘Beams abroad;™* .
'sz aung Heavn on caxthly (:round,

Glory in the' Btid.
4 A bloomﬂg'rafaa%ga of ! oy St
In this wild Defert fprin e
And ev'ry Senfe ¥ ﬁi‘m Ert en)pfoy e
QOn fweet -celeftial Th mgs-'
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5 3w inteLxhcs' all'around appear,
And each his Glory fhows;
The Rofe of Sharon blofloms here,
“The faircft Flow’r that blows.

6 Chearful I fcaft ort heav’nly Fruit,”
And drink the Pleafutes down,
Plcafures that flow hard by the ‘Foot
OF the etémal T hrore.}

7 But ahl how foonmy Jc?'s decay !
How foon my- Sins
And fnatch the heav’nly Scene away
- Ftom théfe lamenting EyeS:

8 Wheni fhall the Titne; dear Jeivi, whei
The fhining Day appear,
Tbat I fhalt leavc the(P Clouds of $in,
And Guikt'and Darknéfs heré ? *
9 Up to the Fiélds above- theﬁfues, )
My. hafty Feet would go; .
There everlafting Flow'rs anfc, o
And Joys un xﬂx’rmg grow, .

LX. T% Trith of G oo the Promifer: "ofy
The Promzfc: are our Secunty.

1 JRaife everlafting Praifé, be jﬁxd
‘To' him that Emh ¥ Pountition’ l’aidf
Praifis’ to'the‘Gop* whofe* f¥fon}: D’e't:réé? -
Sway the Creation as he pleae. “
2 Praife to the Goodndfy of the Lorp,
Who rules his People-b§ his Word,
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And there, as ftrong as his Decrees,
He fets his kindeft Promifes. -

[3 Firmare the Words his Prophets give,
Sweet Words, on which hls%hnldren live;
Each of them is the Voice of Gob,

Who fpoke, and fpread the Skies abmad

4 Each of them pow’rful as that Sound
That bid the new-made World go round
And ftronger than the {lid Poles,

On which the Wheéel of Nature rolls.]

& Whencethen fhould Doubts and Fears arife? |
Why trickling Sorrows drown our Eyes ? ‘
Slowly, alas! our Mind receives

&mforts that our Maker gives.

6 O for a ftrong and lafting F aith,
To credit what th’ Almight faith !
T’ embrace the Meffage of lxs Son,
And call the Joys of Heav’n our own.

7 Then, fhould the Earth’s old Pillars thake, -
And all the Wheels of Nature break, -
Our fteady Souls would fear no more
Xhan folid Rocks when - Billows. Oy

8 Our everlafting Hopes arife  *
Above the ruinable Skies,
‘Where the Eternal Builder reigns,
And his own Courts his Pow’r fuftains, Yy

. Ca
&
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LXI. A Thought of Death and Glory, *

MY Soul, come meditate the Day,

And think how n¢ar it ftands, -

‘When thou muft quit this Houfe of Clay,
. And fly to unknown Lands.

[2 And you, mine Eyes, look down and view
The hollow' gaping Tomb ;
This. gloomy Prifon waits for- you,
Whenc er the Summons come.]

g O! could we die with thofe that die,
And place us in their Stead ; ‘
Then would our Spirits learn to fly,
And cénverfc with the Dead:

4 Then fhould wc fee the Saints above,
In their own glorious Forms, .
And wonder why our Souls thould love: - -
To dwcll wnh monal \Vorms.

[5 How we fhould feoen thefe. Clothes‘of Fleff),
Thefe Fetters, and this Load : 8
And long for Ev’ning to undrefs, -
That we may reflt with Gop.]

6 We fhould almott forfake our Clay
Before the Summons come,
And pray, and wifh, our Souls away
To their eternal Homc.
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LXIL" Goyp the 77mm!m:r s—or, . Tke Iaﬁ
Fudgment and Hell ®.

ING to the Lokb,.ye heav nly Haﬁs,
And thou, O Earth, adores. - ..
Let Death, and Hell thro’ all their C
Stand m:mblmg -2t his. Pow’r. l.'

2 Hiy founding Chaript fhakes the Sky. '
He" makcs the Clouds his Throne}
There all his Stores of nghtnuag lie, .
Tl Vengance darts them down. .

8 His Noftrils breathe out fiery Streams,
And from his awful Tonguq, ..
A fov’reign Voice- dividesthe Flame"s‘. K
And' under roars hlong Y

4 Think, o) my Soul the drcadfulDay
. Wffen -thid incenfed Gop
Shall rend the Sky, and bum the Sea,
And fling his Wrath abroad}

5 What thall the Wréichthé Sinner ds #
_He once dafy’d ‘the Lorps . = -
* But he fhall dread the Thund’rer now,*’
And fink beneath his Word."
6 Tempefts of a Fite fhall Tl -
To blaft thchilecl-Wonn, -

And beat upon 'his nakéd Soul
In one eternal Storm.

® Made in’ a great Stogm of Thundgrs :
Auguft 20, 1 970
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. LXIII 4 Fumral ﬂwuglu‘.

ARK' ‘from the Tombs 3 doleful Sow Q
' H My Ears attend the Cry . ?

¢ Ye livirig“Men come view t’i;e Gxound,
¢ Where you muft !honly lie.”

“ Princes, tlns Clay muft be your Bed,
¢ Infpite”bf all your* Towr's;

& The Tal, the Wile, the rev'resid Head,
 Muf} ic as lowasours." .

3 Great Gop! isthis our certam Doom ?
And are we ftill fecure!

Still walking downward to ourTomb, N

And'yét Prepiate no's ‘more! -

4 Grant us the Pow’r of qu ck’nmg Grace,
To At our Soulstoqﬂy

Then, when we drop this dying Flelhy .

We'll rife above the Sky.

LXIV. Goo the Glory andtlu Dfm:f&cr.

1 APPY the Church, thou facted Plaee,
The Seat of thy Creator’s Grace; -

Thy holy.Courts are his Abade: - . T,

Thou earthly Palace of our Gop.

2 Thy Wallsare Strength, and at thy Gates, .-
éuard of heav'nly Warriors waits ;'
Nor fhall thy deep Foundations move, -
Fix'd on his Counfels and his Lovc.
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Thy Foes in vain Defigns engage, .

3 A%inft his Throne in vain tlsig rage;

Like rifing Waves with angry roar,

* That dath and di¢ upon the Shore,

4 Then let our Souls in Zion dwell;
Nor fear the Wrath of Rome and Hell ; -,
His Arms embrace this happy Ground; -
-Like brazen Bulwark$ built.around.

& Gop.isour Shield, and Gob our Sua; °
Swift as the flecting Maments run,
On us he fheds new Beams of Grace;
And we trefleft his brighteft Praife. )

LXV.  The Hopes of Hemven owr Support
’ under Trials an Earthss .., . . .
3 " ‘ IHEN I can réad ‘my Title clear
(. To Manfions in tlz,e Skies,
I bid fareweltoev’iy Fear, - - . . .
-And wipe my weeping Eyes. .
2 $hould Earth againft my Soul engage,
And hellifh Darts behurl'd, & -
Then I tan fmile at Satan’s R:ic. :
And face a frowning World:
8 Let Cares like a wild Deluge come,
And Storms of Sorrow fall ;" -
May I but fafely reach my Home,
My Gop, my Heav’n, my All:
4 There thall I bathe my w Soul
In Seas of heav’nly Reea!g'
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-LXVIL, Gon's demalDommwn. )

GREAT Gon! how mﬁmtc art thou“

What worthlefs Worms are wg |,

Let the. whole Race of Creatures bow,
And pay their Praife to tbee. Tl

2 Thy Throne etérnal Agcs ftood »

Ere Seas-or Stars/ were madc-
Thou art the ever-lwmg Gon,
Were all the Nations dead.

g Nature and Time uite naked lie
To thipe immenie Survey,
From the Formation of the Sky, i
To the great Bummg-Day.
4 Etermtxs with all its 'Y eags,
‘prefent in ‘thy, View
To thee there’s nothing Old-appears;.
Great Gon ! there's nothing, New. ..

5 Qur Lives thro vanous Scenes are dnwn,
And. vex’d with triflingCares,’ .
ile thine eternal Thought maves oo
Thine undifturb’d Affairs.

€ Great Gop ! how infinite art “thout
at worthles Worms are we!l " -
Let the whole Race of Creatures bow,
And pay their Praifc to thee.

LXVIL
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6 The more thy Glories ftrike mine Eyes,
The humbler.I fhall lie;

Thus while I fink, my Joys Ihall rife
Unmeafurably highy . 3 i ',:
LXIX TthadhﬁtblﬁdGOD in the

. Promifes. .

1 Egin myTo ¢, fome heav’nly Theme,
- B Tpeale fae boundles Thing,
The mighty W'orks, Qr mightier Namc
Of our eternal ng

2 Tell of his wond'rous Faithfulnef,
And found his Pow’r abroad ;
Sing the fweet Promife of his Grace,
And the performmg Goo.

3 Proefaxrh A Satvatxon from the Lox D,
« For wretched dym Men;”
His Hand has writ the facred Ward
With ‘an nmmortal Pen.

4 Engrav’d as in eternal Brafs
'fhe mi hty Promife fhines;
Nor can the Pow'rs of Datknefs rafe
Thofe everlaﬁmg Lines.} :

[ He that can diﬂ’: wholée Worlds to Death,
And make them when he é)leafe 3
He fpeaks, and that almighty Breath
Fulfils his great Decrees.
6 His very Word of Grace is {trong,
As that which bujlt the Skies;
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The Voicethat rolls the Stars along,
Speaks all the Promifes.
7 He faid, “Let thewide Heav’n be {pread,”
And Heav’'n was firetth’d abroad ;
“ Abra’m, I'll be thy Ges,* ke faid,
And he was Abra’m’s Gob. -
3} O, mightI hearthy heav’nly Tongue
But whifper, Thou art mine !
Thofe gentle Words fhould raife my Somg
To almmalk divine,
) How wodld my I¢aping Heart rejoice,’
And think ‘my Hgav’n rcmmr:qu !
I truft the all-¢reating Voive ;
And Faith defires no mese.}

LXX. Go b’s Dowinion aver the S¢a,
Pllm.cvii. 23, &c. Ce
, Gon of the Saas, ‘thy thund’ring Voice
Makes all.the yoaring Waves refoice !
And one foft Word of thy Commdnd;
Can fink them filentin the Sand..
. If but a Mofes wave thy Red, .
The Sea divides, andowns its Gon;
The formy Ploods their Maker knew,
And let hischofen Armies through.
The fcaly Flocks amidft the Sca,
To thee, their Lorp, aTribute pay; .
The meaneft Fifh that fwims the Flood,

Leaps up and means a Praife to Goo.
| 3]
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[4 The larger Moniters of the Deep,
On thy Commands Attendance keeps--
.By thy Permiffion fport and play, .
And cleave along their foaming Way.
5 1f Goo:his Voice of Tempefitears, -
Leviathan ljes ftill, and fears; «
Anon he lifts his Noftrils high,
And fpouts the Ocean to the Sky.}
6 How is thy glotious Pow’r ador'd, -
Amidft thefe wat'ry Nations, Lorb {
> Yet the bold Men that trace the Seas,
Bold Men ! refufe their- Maker’s Praife.

. {7 What Scenes of Miracles they fee, ~
And never tume a Song to thee ! 1
‘While on the Flood they.fafely ride,

They curfe the Hand that fmooths the Tide.

8 Anon they plunge in wat’ry Graves,

And fome drink Death among the Waves:
¥ etthe -furviving Crew blafpheme,
Nor own the;Gob that.refcu’d them.] -

9 O, for fome Signal of thime Hand! 7 |
Shake all the Seas, Lonp, thake the Land:
Great Judge defcend, left Men deny
That there’s.a Gop that rules thé 8ky. .

From the 7olﬁ'to the 108th Hyﬁm', I 'hope- thi
Reader will forgive the Negle& of Rhyme ingh
&irft and third Lipes of the Stanza. .

o
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LXXI. Praife to Goo from allérmtuml_

1 THE Glories of my Maker, Gob,
My joyful Voice fhall fing,
And call the Nations to adore
Their Former and their King.
2 'Twas his right Hand that thap’d our Clay, °
And wrought this human Frame; . -
But from his own immediate Breath
Our nobler Spirits came.

3 We bring our mortal Pow'rs to Gono, ¢

And worfhip with our Fongues ; )
We claim fome Kindred with the Skies,
And join th’ Angelic Songs.
4 Let grov'ling Beafts of ev’ry Shape,
And Fowls of ev’'ry Wing,

And Rocks, ands Trees, and Fires, and Seaé,

Their various Tribute bring.

5 Ye Planets, to his Honour fhine,
And Wheels of Nature roll ;
Praife him'in your unwearied Courfe
Around the fteady Pole.
5 The Brightnefs of our Maker's Name
The wide Creation fills, -
Ana his unbounded Grandeur flies
Beyond the--hsavthly: Hills.

* 3
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LXXII. The Lonro’s Day: or, The
Rofurvetlion of CERISY. -

1 -‘]Q Lefs’d Morning, whofe young dawning
Beheld our rifing Gob ; (Rays
That faw him triumph o’er the Dutft,
And leave his laft Abode!

2 In the cold Prifon of a Tomb.
"The dead Redeemer lay, - ,
Till the revolving Skies had brought
Thv.:‘.Third,'th' appointed Day.
g Hell and the Grave unite their Force
To hol, our Gop, in vain;
The fleeping Conqueror arofe,
And burit theirfeeble Chain.
4 To thy grea’g Name, Almighty Lorb,
Thefe facred Hours'we pay,
And loud Hofannas fhall proclaim
’ Thc‘-"f:ﬁﬂthyh of the Day. g
[5 Salvation arrd immortal Praife
To our-viBordous King; ~ ! 1
Let Heav’n, and Earth, and Rocks, arnd Seas,
With glad Hofannis, ring.]

LXXHL  Doubts fattered : ory Spiritual
Jo beftored.

] Ence from my‘SoM;ﬁd Thoughts,he gt‘)ncz
And leave me to gy Joys;
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My Tongue fhall triumph in my Gon,
And make a joyful Nojfe. o
2 Darkneli 4hd Doubts had v&il'd- my Mind, '
And drown'd my Head inTears,
Till fov'reign Grace with fhining Rays
Difpell’d my gloomy, Fears.

3 O, what immortal Joys 1 felt,
"And Rap?;x\cs ah. divi'nc,‘, .
When Jesus told mrie, I wasihis,+ *-:
And my .Beloved, nvitcho & .. o1

. ; : A z: i 11,
4 In vain the 'T}:mptef‘]?: § &y Sqlil,,
And breaks'my Pc’aé‘égx:l‘uvﬁh ; .1 &
One Glimpfe, dear Saviour, of thy Face

Revives my Joys -agsim. -+ ot

XXV, Repentance from o Seof o diine
Goodnefs : or, 4-Complaint y{zngggtua’e.'
1 IS this the kidd'Rétum, | . "
And thefe the Thanks we owe ?
Thus to abufe eternal 1 ove, .
Whence; all our Bleflings flow't °
2 To whate ftubborn Frame * *
Has Sin reduac’d air Mind!
What fisange rebellious Waetches.we, - . ;
And Goo » ftrangely kind! -
[3 On us he bids the Sun
Shed his reviving Rays;
For us-the Skies their Circles run .
To lengthet’ out out-Rays
R 4
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‘4> The Brutes obey their Gop,
And bow their {lecks to Men; -
But we more bafe, more brutith Things, -
Reje& his ealy Reighi.) 2
5 Tumn, turmn us, mighty Gop !
- And mould our Souls afrefh ;
Break, fov’reign Grace, thefe Hearts of Stone,
And give us Hearts of Flefh~
6 Let paft Imgratitude
Provoke oas weeping Eyes,
And hourly, as new Mercies fall
Let hourly Thasks arife.

LXXV. Spiritual and cternal Foy : or,
The beatific Sight of Curist.

1 T'ROM thee, my Gop, my Joys fhall rife,
And run eternal Rounds,
Beyond the Limits of the Skies,
And all created Bounds.

2 The holy Triumphs of my Soul
Shall Death itfelf out-brave ;
Leave dull Mortality behind,
And fly beyond the Grave.
3 There, where my bleﬂ'cda]nsus reigns
In Heav’n’s unmeafur’d Space,
I'll fpend a long Eternity
In Pleafure and in Praife.
4 Millions of Years my wond’ring Eyes
Shall o'er thy Beautics royg,

Ioa
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And endlefs Ages I'l] adore *
The Glories of th§ Love. _
Sweet Jesus! ev'ry Smile of thine
Shall freth Endearments bring; °
And thoufand Taftes of new Délight
From all thy Graces fpring.

5 Hafte, my Beloved, fetch my,Soul
Up to thy blels’d Abode,; L
Fly, for my Spirit longs %; e
My ‘Saviour and. myy Gon. [~ ‘.

RV %" SNV O .
LXXVE  The Refurrelion o Afeenfiin
ORI, wRps
T Ofanna to the Printe ight,
That, cloth’d himfelf in Clay ; -
Enter'd the Iron Gates of Death, M2
*  And tore the ‘Bars away, ~ bea
2 Death is no more the King of Drcad,.
Since our ImMaNUEL rof®; = o -
He took the Tyrant's Sting away, L.
And fpoil’d our hellifly Foesi =
g See how the Conqu’rof mounts aloft,,.
And to his Father flies, .
With Scars of Honour in his Flefh,
And Triumph in his Eyes,
4 There our exalted Saviour reigns,
And feifters Bleflings down ;
Our Jesus fills the Middd eat -
Of the'télefial Thione, .
. U K 5 - .

.

i
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Raife your Devétien, mertal Tongues
Ls To reach his blek'd Abode;
Sweet be.the Aoceatsof your Songs
To our incamnate Goo. -
6 Bright Angels, ftrike your loudeft Strings,
our fweetelt Voices-raife;’
Let Heav!n and all ¢created Things
Sound our ImvaNueL’s, Praife,

LXXVH. Tke Chriftian Wayfare.
[1 Q Tand up, my Soul, fhake off thy Fears
STina gird the Gofpel-Amourion;
March to the Gates of endlefs Joy,
Where thy great Captain-Saviour’s gone,
2 Hell and thy Sinsrefift thy Courle, )
- But Hell and Sin arg vanquifh d Foes;

Thy Jesus nail'd them to the Cmf;,.
And fung the Triumph when he rofe.]

[3 What tho’ the Prince of Darkneks rage,
And wafte the Furyof his Spight;
Eternal Chains confine him down

- To fiery Deeps, and endlefs Night..

4 Whattho’ thine inward Lufts rebel ;
*Tis but a ftruggling Galfp for Life;
The Weapons of viQorious Grace
Shall flay thy Sins, and end the Strife.]

5 Then let my Soul march boldly on,
Prefs forward.to the.heav’nly Gate ;
Therg Peace and Joy eternal reign,
And glitring Robes for Conqu’rors waif,
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6 There thall I wear i farry Crown,
And triumph in Almighty Grace ;
While all the Armies of the. Skies
Join in my. glorious: Lexder’s Praife.

LXXVIH. Redemption by Curist,

1 HEN the firflt: Parents of our Raoe
Rebell’d, and loft their Goo,
And the Infe&tion of their Sin .
Had tamtcd all our Blood ! .

2 Infinite Pity touch’ 'dthe Hean - '—,1 y
Of the .atarpal Soy; . e 'f
Defcending from thebeav'nly Coun, B
He left his Father’s Throne. .

g Afide the Pringe of Glory ﬂu‘cw

His moft.divine -Auray, )
And wrap °d his Godhea;i ina Ye.ll .
Of our mfcnor C’Iay,

4 His living Pow'r, and dying Lovc.

Redeem’d unhappy Men, N

And rais’d the¢ Ruins of our Race | | ,'”' o
To Life and .Gob again. . '

5 Tothée,’ dear Lorp, our Fleﬂ:.aqd Soxﬂ.
We oyfulf'y refign; . - TR ‘

Blefs’d Tisws, take us for thy- own, o
For we are aoub‘ly thine. * '
6 Thine Honour fhall for everbe -
The Bufinels of our Days, :
For ever fhall our thapkful Tongu
Speak thy defcrved Praife,

.

- vul‘;
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8 Angels! affift our mighty Joys,

- bmkc all yqur Haups of Gold;

But whién you taife your higheft Notﬂ,
Hxs Love can ne’gr betold.} -

Lxxx. G s buwful Power and Gaodauf:.

H! the Almighty Lozp!

How matchlefs is his Pow'r!

Tremble, O ‘Earth,. beneath his Word,. .
_“Whilg all tb;c Heav’ns adore.-

2 Let Proud i imperiqus Kings
Bow lew befora his Throne! . . 4

Crouch to his Feet, ye haughty Thmgs,
Or he fhall tread you down, '

3 Above the Skies he reigns, N
And with amazijn, Blowu g e
He deals urfufferable. ] .
On his rcbelhous Focs. Sl a

4 Yet, everlafting ‘Gon! -
We love to fpeak thy Praife;

Thy Sceptet’s equal to thy Rod, ru
The Scepter of thy Grace. -
The Armsof mighty Love . - .

5 Defend our S:?ntzvcll BRI

And hehwinly' Merey walls us round - :

From Babylonr and Hell..

6 Salvation to the Kmi’o
That fits enthron’d above : .
Thus we adere the Goo. o,f Might, ..
And blefs the Gop of Love.

RS
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LXXXL. Gur Sin the Caufe of Cusnisa’s Desth

AND now the Seales have kefemine Eyes

Now I begin to fee:

O, the ‘curs’d Deeds my Sir's have done !
"What murd’rous Things they be !~

2 Were thefo the Traitors, deareft Loro,
Thatshy fait- Bedy tore 2
Montfters that fain’d !hJe lﬂcavn}y I',rmbs
With Floods 6f: pyrple Gore ! N
8 Was it for Crintes that D had dome
My deareft Loz was flain,
When Juftice feiz’d Gow’s only Son,
And put his. Soul to Pain?

4 Forgive my Guilt, O Prince of Peacc, :
I’ll wound my Gos ne:more :
Hence from my Hear, ye 8ins- bcgcme,
For Jesus I adore.. ’
& Furnith me, Lorp, with heav’ nl‘y Arms,
From Graoce's Magazine; - -
And I'll procham etemal Wn‘
With ev’ry xhrl.mg Sim: A

LXXXII. Rdm#mn 4nd Pmtc&wn{mn
Spiratual Ememes, © . 1.

1 RISE, my Soul my joyful Pow’rs, '
A And mumph in nz;;’ Gyon H ’
Awake, my Voice, and loud Rmclnm

His glorions Grace abread, -
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2 He rais’d me from the Deeps of Sm,

The Gates ofgapmg Hell, )

And fix’d my. ftanding more fecurc '
Than ‘twas before I fell.

3 The Arms of everlafting Love
Beneath my Soul he plac’d,
Andon the Rock of Ages fet
My flippery Footfteps faft.
4 The Cityof’my blefs’d Abode )
Is wall'd around with Grace; - -+ »
Salvation for a-Bulwark ftands
To fhield thc facred Place. -

5 Satan may vent his Tharpelt prte,
And all his Legions roar;
Almighty Mercy giards my Life,

And bounds his raging. Pow’r, ,

6 Arife, my Seul, ‘awake, my Voace,

And Tuges of Pleafare fings ., .

Loud Hallelujahys fhall addre s
My Saviour and amy King.

LXXXIIL, Tlle Paffion and Exallalumf .

© CHRIET.

HUS faith the Rulerof the. Skxés,
¢ Awake, my dréadfal Sword ;

']

LY

-

“ Awake, my Wrath, and Imite the Man,

¢ My Fellow,” Gaith the Loxo.

2 Veng'ance reteiv’d the dread Command,

And armed, down fhe fliesj . . -

a

208

-
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Jesus fubmits ¢’ his Fathér's Hand,
And bows his Head, and dies.
g But O! the fodom and the Grace’
That join'd with Veng’ance now';
He dies to fave our guilty Racc,
And yet he rifes too. . o
A Perfon fo divinewashé, = -~ = " w_y
Who yielded to be flain, St e
That he could ivc his Soﬁf’away,

And take his Life agling. -5 .-
5 Live, glonous Lorbp ! #id'réign on H\gh
Let ev'ry Nation B, £ -« .-,

And Angels found"W ' dilless Joyu sz
The Saviour aAd thO‘ng. R

Lxxxv.” The s e

1 COME all harmonious Tongucs,
Your nobleft Mufic¢ bn-ng,
*Tis Curist the everlafting 646, -
And Curist the Max, we ﬁng,

2 Telthow he ook our Fleth, -, :‘ ,"
" To take away our Guilt; . ..
Sing the dear Drops of facred Blooﬂ
That hellifh Monfters fpilt v
Alas! the cruel Spear . * - jr - -
3cht deep into his Side, © ., .
And the rich Flood of le Gogg: ... -
eir murd’rou erel;pons dy’d..j
[4 The Waves of fwelli Gncf e
Did o’er his Bolom n? .
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And Mountains of Almighty Wrath
Lay heavy.on. his Soul.]
5 Down to the Shades of Dc;th
He bow’d his awful Hcad
Yet he arofeto live and reign
When Death itfclf is dcad
6 No more the bloody Spear,
The Crofs and Nails no more;
For Hell itfelf fhakes at his Name,
And allahe Heav'ns adore, ’
7 There the Redeemer fits
High on the Father’s Throne;
The Father lays his Veng’ance by,
And fniles upon his Sen. .
8 There his full Glories fhine '
With uncreated Rays,
And blefs his-Saints and Angels Eyes -
To everlafting Days..

LXXXV. Suffciency of Pardon. .

1 ‘ ‘ 7 HY does your Face, ye humble Souls,
Thofe mournful Colours wear }
‘What Doubts are thefe that wafte your Fau;h.
And nourifh your Dcfpau‘ ?
2 What tho’ your num’rous Sins exceed
The Stars that,fill the Skies,

H

And aiming at th’ eternal Throne, ' }
Like pomted Mountains rife : : .
3 What tho’ your mighty Guily beyon& e A
The -wide Cxeahonfwcll e “/
< v
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And has its curs'd Foundations laid
Low asthe Deeps ofiflell:

4 See herean endtefs Ocean flows
Of never-failing Gracé } ’
Behold a dying ‘Saviour’s Veiris -
The facred Flood increafe :-

5 It rifes high, and drowns the Hills, .
Has ncuhcr Shore nor, Q gi Toe
Now, if we lcarc'h 1o fin purSins,;, . )

Our Sins can ne er be 0
137

6 Awake, our Hearts, adoxy: the Gx:;cc St
‘That buries all qur Fqul,lS,

And pard’mng Bgoa, that Iwellsthvp

Our Follies, ag qur Thoughts. ..
. wiat d,
LXXXVL, Freedg /mz Sm'aad My’ 7.

inHpaven;

UR Sins, alas! how fttoifg they be ?
And like a vjplent Sea,. ., .. .
They break our Duty, Lon n,tothcc,
. And hurry us away o
£ The Wav es of Trouble, how. l,hey uﬁ: ?

Houw loud the Tempcﬁs roar! |,

But Death thall land our weéary’. Sbuls .
Safe on the heav’nly Shote.

3 There to fulfil his fweet Commands:
Oug fpeedy Feey thall meve; -, ;

No Sm fhall clog our winged Zea, . h
Or cool our burning Love.
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4 There fhall we fit, and fing, and tell
The Wonders of his Grace,

Till heay’nly Raptures fire onr Hearts,

And Imile in ‘ev’ry Face,

For ever his dear facred Name

Shall dwellupoen.pur Tongye, « - -
And Jesus and Salvation be

The Clofeofey’ry Song. .

LXXXVIL, The divine Glories abovt baer’
) Reafon. )
1 OW wondrous great, how glorious bright
H Muft our C_(eagtor be, 8
Who dwells amidft the dazzling Light -
Of vg{}; Infinity? : [ L
2 Our foa ing Spirits upwards rife,‘ L
T’ward the celeftial Throne,: .

Fain would we fee the bleffed Three;’ -
And the Almighty One.

3 Our Reafon ftretches. pll its Wings,
And climbs above the Skies: °
But ftill how far bencath thy Feet -, -
Our grov’ling Reafon lies!” ¢
[4 Loro; here we bend our humble Soulf,. 7
And awfally adore :

For the weak Pimoms of our Mind "
Can ftretch a Thomght no more.)
5 Thy Glories imfinielywia = ' ~ T s

Above aur fab’ring:Tongue; =~ - ¢
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In vain the higheft Seraph tries
To form an equal Song. 4 an
[6 In bumble Notes our Faith adores I~
The great myfterious King, o
While Angels ftrain their nobler Pow’rs,
And fweep th’ immortal String.)

LXXXVIIL. -Salvation.

1 QAlvation! O, the joyful Sound ;
"Tis Pleafure to our Ears; -
A fov'reign Balm for ev’ry Wound,
- A Cordial for our Fears, = :

2 Bury’d in Sorrow and in Sin,
At Hell’s dark Door we lay; .. .
But we arife by Grace divine .
To fee a heav’aly Day.
8 Salvation! let the Echo fly
Thie fpacious Earth around,
While all the Armies of the Sky
Confpire to raife the Sound,

LXXXIX. 'Curist's Viflory over Satan.

1 ‘Ofanna to our cohqu’ring King !
H The Prince of D;lrlnm:l‘ls8 flies, .
His TrooPs rufh headlong down to Hell,
Like Lightning from the Skies ‘ .
8 There, bound in.Chalns, thé Lions oar,
And fright the refcu’d Sheep ; s
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But heavy Bars confine their Pow’r
And Malice to the Deep.

8 Hofanma to éur conqu’ring King! . .
All hail, incarnate Love! \
Ten thoyfand Songs and Glories wait - - °
To crown thy Head above.

4 Thy Vi@'ries.and thy deathlefs Fame
Thro’ the wide World fhall run,
And everlafting Ages fin
_The Triumphs thou haft won. .

XC. . Faithin Curist for Pardon and - N

] HOW f4d our State by Nature is !
Our Sin how deep it ftains!
And Satan binds our captive Minds i
Faft in his flavifh Chains. .

2 But there’sa Voice of fov"rcién Grace | -
Sounds from the facred Word,;

¢ Ho! ye defpairing Sinners, come,
¢ And truft upon the Lorp.” .
8 My Soul obeys th’ Almighty Call, ot
And runs'to this Relief; -
I would believe thy Promife, Lorp;
O! help my Unbelief.
{4 To the dear Fountain of thy Blood,
Incarnate Gon ! Ifly; . :
Here let me wath my fpotted Soul
From Crimes of decpelt Dye.
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5 Stretch out thine Arm, viftorious King, -
My reigning Sins fubdus ; At
Drive the, old Dragon from his Seat,
With alt his hellith Crew. ’
6 A guilty, weak, and helplefls Worm,. .
nl'?}'xy kind Arms I};aﬂ: . T
Be thou my Strength and Righteouine
My-Jesvs, and my Arr.]

XCI. ‘ﬁie'GloryoF Curxi1st in Heaven.

1 H, the Delights, the heav’nly Joys,
The Glories of the Place,
Where Jesus thedsthe brightefi Boams
Of his o’erflawing Grace. '

2 Sweet Majefly and awful Love
- Sit fmiling en his Brow,
And all the glorious. Ranks above
At humble . Diftange baw.

(8 Princes to his imperial Name
Bend their bright Scepters down :
Dominions, Thrones, and Pow’rs rejoice
To fee him wéar the Crown.
4 Archangels found his lofty Praife
Thro’ ev'ry heav’nly Street, -
And lay their higheft Honours down,
Submiflive at hi$ Feet..

& Thofe foft, thofe bleffed Feet. of his,
That once rude: Ixon., toxey.
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High on a Threne of Light they ftand,
And all the Saints. adore.
6 His Head, the dear' majeftic Head - AT ¢
That cruel Thovtrd did woand, ..
Seec what immortal Glovies thiae, A
And circleit around!)
7 This is the Man, th’ exalted Man,, .
Whom we unfeen adore ;
But whenour Eyes behold his Face, .
Our Heans fhall love him more.
[8 Lorp, hew our Souls are all on fite, <" " : -
To fee thy blefs’d Abode; -
Our Tongues rejoice in Tums of mee
To our incarnateGon § i+ - t
9 And while our Faith enjoys th:s&ghh i
We long to leave our Clays .,

Asd wifh thy fiedy Chariots, Losny, -
To fetch ouk- Sonls away.} :

XCII. leeChmhﬁmd, am’krEtmu
difappoinked.
Compofed. the 5th of N ouembers, 1694.

1 SHout to the ELorp, and et our Joys'
Thro’ the whole Nanon run; H
Ye Britifh Skies refound the Nmfe .
Beyond the nﬁng Sun.
2 Thee, mighty Gop ! our Souls admire ;
Thee our glad Voices fing;

-
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XCHL  Gob all, and in all, Phal. Ixxiii. 25,

1 Y Gopo; my Life, my Love ;
To thee, to theel call;
I cannot live if thou remove, -
For thou art All in All. )
[z Thy fhining Grace can cheer
‘This Dungeon where I dwell
*Tis Paradife when thou art lrere;
If thou depart, ’tis Hell.) .
[3 The Smilings of thy Face,
How amiable. they are !
*Tis Heav’n ta reft in thine Embrace,
And no where elfe but there.] X
(4 To thee, and thee alone, .
The Angels owe their Blifs; .
They fit around thy. gracious Throne,
And dwell where Jesus is.]

{5 Notall the Harps above
Can make a heav’nly Place,

If Gop his Refidence remove,

Or but conceal his Face.]

6 Nor Earth, nor all the Sky,
Can one Delight afford;
No, nota Drop of real Joy,
Without ;ﬂy'Préfence, Lorp, :
7 Thou art the Sea of Love,
Where all my: Pleafures roll ;
The Circle where my Paffions move,
And Center of ml):. Soul. -

’
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8 To thee my Spirits ft
[ With infinite g)cﬁrc :y
And yet, how far from thee I lie
Dear Jzsus, raife me highen)

XC1V. Gon my aily Happinefs. Pal. lsxiii. 2;.

1 Y Gop, mity Portion, and my Love,
My everlafting All,
I've none butthee in Heav'h above;
Or on this éarthly -Ball.

[2 Whatempty Things are all the Skies;
ThAnd this inferior Clod?
ere’s nothirig here deferves thy Joys,
There’s mothing like my Gon.]
g In vain'the bright, the burning Sun;
Scatters_his feeble Light:
*Tis thy fiveet Beaniscreate my Noorr 3
If thouwithdraw, ‘tis Night.
4 And whilft upon my réftiefs Bed, \
Amongft the Shades I roll, )
If my Redeemer thews his Head,
*Tis Morning with my Soul.}
§ To thee we owe our Wealth and friends,
And Hecalth ahd {ife Abode :
Thanks tothy Nathe for mewier Things,
But théy arenov sty Gop.
6 How vain 4 Toy is glit’ring Wealih,
If once compar'd'to thee ?
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Qr what’s my Safety, or my Health,
Or all my Friends, to me?

7 Were I Pofleflor of the Earth,
And call’d the Stars my own 3
Without thy Graces, am{ thy Self,
I weére a Wretch undone,

8 Letothers ftretch their Arms like Seas,
And grafp in all the Shore;
Grant me the Vifits of thy Face,
And F deftre no more;

XCV.  Look on him whom they pickced,
énd mourn,

3 Y Nfidite Grief! amazing Woe!
Behold niy bleeding Lorp !
Hell and the Jews conipird his Death,
" And us’d the Roman Sword.,
3 O, the fhatp Pings of {marting Paint
,My dea:&cdetg;xerbm! s .
When knotty Whips and jagged Thorhs
His facred Body tore !
But knotty Whips and jagged Thorns
3 In Vai‘nydo Ia?tufe :J 88
In vain I blame the Roman Bands,
And the more fpiteful Jews:
4 "Tweot:{oyymy Sins, my cruel Sing,
His chief Tormentork were ;
Each of my Crimes became a Nail,
And Unbelief the Spear.

Le
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‘5 Twcrc .you that pull’d the Veng’ ance dovm

Upon his guiltlefs Head ;
Break, break, my Heart! 0 burft mine Eyes,
And let my Sorrows blced. )

6 Strike, mighty Grace, my flinty Soul
TiMl melting. Waters low;” - ° - 1
<+ Amnd-deep Repentance drown 1muu-.' Eyes
aer Xy ) nndxﬂ'cmb’lcd Woc.

XCVL Dz_/lmguzjhng Loue : m‘,Angd:
punified, and Men JSaved. :

Own headlong from their native Skxes
The Rebel‘Angels fell, '
And Thunderboits o? ﬁammg Wtadr S
Purfu’d them deep to Hell:. R

2 Dovh from the Top of earthty’BIiR™
Rebellious Man wa$ hurl® g
And Jssus ftoop’d heneath the Gravc .
."To-reach a finking World, *
g O, Love: -of .infinite Dc%ree‘ 5
Unmcafunble Grace!
Muft Heav'n’s eternal Darlmg die .,
To fave a trait’rous Race ?. © e

[ .

N |

v
[ 5
.

l
4.7

' 4 Muft Angels fink for ever down, S

And burn in quenchiefs Fire, .
While Gop forfakes his fhi “Throne. .
To raife us decheshnghcr el

5 O, for this Love, let Earth and—Skxm P
"With Hallclujahs rmg, N
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And thé full Choir of human Tongues' '~~~
All Hallelujah fing.

XCVIL. The fame.

| FROM Heav’n the finning Angels fell,

. And Wrath and Darknefs chain’d them
But Man, vile Man, forfook his Blifs,{downs
And Mercy lifts him to 2 Crown.

¢ Amazing Work of fov’reign Grace,
That could diftinguifh Rebelsfo!
Our guilty Treafons cali’d aloud
For everlafting Fetters too.

3 To thge, fo'thee. Almighty Love,
Our Souls, our Selves, our All we pay;
Millions of Tongues {hall found thy Praife -
On the bright Hills of heav'nly Day.

XCVIL  Hardnefs of Heart complained of s

! Y Heart how dreadful hard it is!
i How heavy here it lies ! '
Heavy andl cold within my Breatt,

Jutt like a Rock of Ice !

t Sin, like a raging Tyrant, fits
Upon this flinty Throne,

And ev'ry Grace liesbury’d deep

Beneath this Heart of Stone,

3 How feldom do I rife to Goo,
Or tafte the Joys above &

-k a
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This Mountain preffes down my Faith,
And chills my flaming Love,
4 When fmiling Mercy courts my Soul
‘With all its heav’nly Charns,
This ftubborn, this relentlefs Thing,
Would thruft it from my Arms.

& Againft the Thunders of thy Wopd,
Rebellious I have ftood ;
My Heart, it fhakes not at the Wrath
And Terrors of a Gon.

6 Dear Saviour, fteep this Rock of mine
In thine own crimfon Sea!
None but a Bath of Blood divine
Can melt the Flint away.

- XCIX. The Book of Gop's Decrees, -

3 ET the whole Race of Creatures lie
Abas’d before their Gon:
Whate’er his fov’reign Voice has form'd,
Hegoverns with a Nod.

[2 Ten thoufand Ages ere the Skies -
Were into Motion brought ;
All the long Years, and Worlds to come.
Stood prefent to his Thought.

g There’s not a Sparrow, or a Worm,
But's found in his Decrees;
He raifes Monarchs to their Throne,
And finks them as he pleafe.]

4 If Light attendsthe Courfe I run, '
"Tis he provides thofe Rays,
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And ’tis his Hand that hides my Sun,
If Darknefs cloud my Days.

s Yet I would not he much concern’d,
Nor vainly long to fee
The Volumes of his deep Decrees,
‘What Months are writ for me.
6 When he reveals the Book of Life,
O, may I read my Name
Amongft the chofen of his Love,
The Followers of the Lamb !

C. The Prefence of Curist is the Life of .

my Soul.

1 HOW full of Anguifh is the Thought,
How it diftralts and tears my Hcart,
If Gop at laft, my Sov’reign Judge,
Should frown, and bid my toul, Depast !
2 Lorbp, when I quit this earthly Stage,
Where fhall 1 fly, but to thy Breaft?
For I have fought no other Home;
For I have learn’d no other Reft.

3 I cannot live contented here,
Without fome Glimples: of thy Face ;
And Heav’n, without thy Prefence there,
Will be a dark and tirefome Place.

4 When earthly Cares ingrofs the Day,

. And hold my Thoughts afide from thee,
The fhining Hous of cheerful Light =
Are long and tedious Yeaxs ta me. .

L 4 -

i
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& Andif no Ev’ning Vifit's paid .‘
Between my Saviour and my Soul, Lo
How dull the Night ! how fad the Shade!
How mournfully the Minutes roll !

6 This Flefh of mine might learn as foon
To live, yet part with all my Blood ; .
To breathe, when vital Air is gone,
Or thrive and grow without my Food.

[7 Curistis my Light; my Life, my Care,
My blefled Hope, my heav’nly Prize ;
Dearer than all my Palfions are, .
My Limbs, my Bowels, or my Eygs.

8 The Strings that twine about my Heart,
Tortures and Racks may tear them off; .
Bup they can never, never part |
‘With thei? dear Hold of Cirist my Love.]

{9 My Gon ! and can an humble Child,
That loves thee with a Flame fo high,
Be ever from thy Face exil’d,
Without:the Pity of thine Eye ?

10 Jmpoffible !—For thine own Hands,
Have ty'd my Heart fo faft to thee; -
And in thy Book the Promife flands, !
That where thou art, thy Friends muft be.] |

CL. The World's thres chicf Temptations.

1 ‘ N 7HEN inthe Light of Faith divine ‘
We look on Thinge'below, * ‘

« . . 1 ‘

|

|
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'+ Honour,. and Gold, and fenfual Joy,

. How vain and dang’rous too !

[z Honour’s a Puff of noify Breath ;
" Yet Men expofe their Blood, - -
.And venture everlafting Death
. To gain that airy Good.
3 Whilft others flarve the nobler Mind;
And feed on fhining Duft,
They rob the Serpent of his Food,
T indulge a fordid Luft.)
4 The Pleafuresthat allure our Senfe,
Are dang’vous Snares to Souls ! .
There’s but & Drop of flatt’ring Sweet,
And-dafh’d with bitter Bowls.
5 Gon is my all-fufficient Good,
My Poriion and my Cheice; .
In him iny vait Defires are fill'd, °
And all my Pow'rs rejoice. .
6 In vainthe World accoftsmy Eax, ... ~
And tempts my Heartanew; . =
1 canndtbuy yiur Blifs fo dear, .. ~ *
Nor part with Heav’n for you. © '~
. CIL  Ahappy Refurrettion. .
1 O, I'll repine at Death no more,
N, :B‘ut with 3 cheerful Galp;. refign,.
To the cold Dungeon of the Grave
']31,“{':_: dying; with’ring Linbs of minert I
2 Let Worms deyour my wafting Flefh,s
And crumble all my Bones to Duft;
Yl

oy
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My Gono fhall raife my Frame anew
Atthe Revival of the Juft,

g Break, facred Morni.nﬁ,lthro' the Skies,
Bring that delightful, dreadful Day ;
Cut fLort the Hours, dear Lorp, and come's
Thy ling’ring Wheels, how long they ftay }
{4 Our weary Spirits faint to fee
The Light of thy returning Face,
And hear the Language of thofe Li
Where Gob has fhed his richeft Grace.})

{5 Hafte then upon the Wings of Lave,
Rouze all the; pious {leeping Clay,
That we may %9in in heav’n yg:ys,
And fing the Triumph of the Day.} -

CIIl. Carist’s Commiffion, John iii. 16, 17.

) OME, happy Souls, approach your Go»
C With new melodious ongs ; ¥ )
Come, tender to Almighty Grace :
The Tribute of your Tongues.

4 So ftrange, fo boundlefs was the Love
That pity’d dying Men,
The Fatherfent his equal Son
To give them Life again.
3 Thy Hands, dear Jzsus, were not arm’d
With a revenging Rod,
No hard Commiffion to perform
The Veng’ance of a Gop
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4 But all was Mercy, all was mild,
And Wrath forfook the Throne,
‘When Curise on the kind Errand came,
And brought Salvation dewn,

5 Here, Sinners, you may heal your Wounds,
And wipe your Sorrows dry 5 )
Truft in the mighty Saviour’s Name,
And you fhaﬁ never die.

6 Ses, deareft Larp, our willing Souls

Accept thine offer'd Grace;

We ble}) eat Redeemer’s Love,
And gwe the Father Praife,

CIV. The fame.

RA}SE your tri hant Songs

To an nnmortzl une,

Let the wide Earth refound the Deeds
Celeftial Grace has done.

2 Sing how eternal Love-
Its chief Beloved chofe;
And bid him.raife our wretched Race-
From their Abyfs of Woes.

3. His Hand no Thunder bears,

Nor Terror clothes his Brow ;.

No Bolts to drive our guilty Souls
To fiercer Flames below..

4 "Twas Mercy fill’'d the Throne,.
And Wrath ftood filent by,
When Curist was feiit with Pardons, do'h\n
To- Rebels doom'd to dies
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" 5 Now, Sinners, dry your Tears,
Let hopelefs Sorrow ceafe ;
Bow to the Scepter of his, Love, ,
And take the offer’d Peace. |
6 Loxkp, we obey thy Call ;
We 'lay an humble Claim .
To the Salvation thou haft brought,
And love and praife thy Name, .

CV. Repentance flowing from the Patience of Goo.

1 AND are we Wretches yetalive? .
And do we yet rebel ?, )
*Tis boundlefs, ’tis amazing, Love, .
That bears u$ up from Hell ! .
2 The Burden of our weighty Guilt
Would fink us-down'to ¥lames, L
And threat’'ning Veng'ance ralls above,
To cruth our feeble Frames.

3 Almighty Goodnefs cries, Forbear ; .
And ftraight the Thunder flays:
And dare weow provoke his Wrath,
And weary out his Grace?' - '

4 Lorp, we have long abus’d thy Love,
~ Too long indylg’d our Sin; -
Our aching Hearts €en bleed to fee - |
‘What Rebels we have been. '
5 No more, ye Lufts, {fhall ye command;
No more will we obey ; .

Stretch out, O Gop, thv conqu'ring Hand, .
And drive thy Foes away,

L
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R{[)mtame at the er[r.

1 H, if my Soul were form'd for Woe, h

Flow would [ vent my Sighs!

Repentance thould like Rivers flow
rom both my ftreaming Eyes,

2 "Twas for my Sins my deareft Losp
Hung on'the curfed Tree,
And groan'd away a dying Life, . v
? For thee, my Soul, for thee.
g O, how I hate thofe Lufts of mine , .
"That crucify’d' my Gobp ; '
Thofe Sins that pierc’d and nail’'d hn.Fleih
Faft to the fatal Wood ?.,

’

s

DA

My Heart has fo decreed: ..
Ner wm I fpare the guilty Thmgs
That made my Saviour bleed. _—
5 Whilft with a melting broken Heart . y
My murder’d Loap Iview, . e
Pll raile revenge againft my Sins, .-
And flay the Murd’rers too. i

CVIL The everlajhng Abfence of Goo mtokrable.
TH AT awful Day will furely comc, ’
Th’ appointed Hour makes hafte, .
When LmulI: ftand before my Judge,
And pafs the folemn Teft.
2. Thou lovely Chief of all’ my Joys,
Thou Sov'reign of my Heart,
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How could I bear to hear thy Voice
Pronounce the Sound, Depart ¢
[3 The Thunder of that difmal Word
‘Would fo torment my Ear,
*Twould tear my Soul afunder, Lorp,
With moft tormenting Fear.]

[4 What,to be banifh’d from my Life,
And yet forbid to die?
To linger in eternal Pain,
Yet Death for ever fly P

5 O! wretched State of deep Defpair,
To fee my Gobp remove,
And fix my doleful Station where
I muft not tafte his Love.
6 Jesus! Lthrow my Arms around,
And hang upon thy Breaft;
Without a gracious Smile from thee
My Spirit cannot reft,
7 O! tell ma that my worthlels Name
Is graven on thy Hands;
Shew me fome Promife in thy Book,.
Where my Salvation R,am{ﬂ
[8. Give me one kind affuring Word,
“Po fink my Fears again ; ‘
And cheerfully my Boul fhall wait'
Her threefcore Years and ten.]
CVIHL,  Accefs to the Throne of Grace by
a Mediator.

1 OME,; let us lift our joyful Eyes
Up to the Courts abové, ye
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And {mile to fec our Father there
Upon aThrone of Love,

2 Oncg’twas a Seat of dreadful Wrath,
And. fhot devouring Flame ;
Our G o » appear'd confuming Fire, -
And Veng'ance was his Name.
3 Rich were the drops of Jesvs’ Blood,
That calin’d his frowning Face,
That fprinkled o'er the burnipg Throne;
turn’d the Wirath to Grace,
4 Now we may bow before his Feet,
And venture nearthe Lorp ;
No fiery Cherub guards his Seat,
Nor double flaming Sword.

5 The peaeeful Gates of heav’nly Blifs
Are open’d by the Sen ; - C
High let us raife oyr Notes of Praife,
And reach th’ Almighty Throne.
6 To thee ten thougnd Thanks we bring,
Great Advgcate-on High ;
And Glory to th’ Eternal King
That lays his Fury by.
CIX. The Darknefs of Providense,

1 T ORD, wé adore thy vaft Defigns
L Th’ obfcure A fs omeid:gr::é, :
Too deep to found with mortal Lines,
Too dark to view with feeble Senfe. .

2 Now thou array’ft thine awful Face X
In angry Frowns, without a Smile; .
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We, thro’ the Cloud, believe thy Gmce;
Secure of thy Compaiﬁon fill. :

3 Thro’ Seas and Storms of deep Diftrefs,
We fail by Faith, and not by-Sight :
Faith guurcsms in the Wildernels,
Thro’ all the Briars, and the nght.

4 Dear Father, ifthy lifted Rod -
Refolve toTcourge us here below,
Sti} we-muft lean upon cur Gob,.
Thine Arm fhall bear us fafely through.

CX. T; nump_h over Death, in Hope of tﬁ;
- Refurrettion. ot

AND muft this Body die ?
This mortal Frame decay? - - -
And mutft thefe a@ive Limbs of mine

Lie mould’rmg in theClay ?-:

2 Corruption; Earth, and Worms, T
Shall but refinie this ERfh; s
Till my triumphant Spn—!t comes e
To put it on afrefh. ~ - RS

3 Gop my Redeemer llves,
.And otten from the Skies .
Looks down, and watches alt my Duft,
Till he fhall bid it rife.

Array’d in glorious Grace,
Shall thefe vile Bodigs thine,
Andev’ rz Shape, ‘and ev’ry Face
heav'nly and divine,

N S
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5 Thelc lively Hopes we owe ’
To -Jesvs’ dying Leve; -
We would adore his Grace below, .
And fing his Pow’r above.

6 Dear Lorp, accept the Praife
Of thele ourrhumgle Songsq

Till Tunes of nobler Sound we raife
' With our immortal Tongues.

CXI. Thanksgiving for Viclory : or, Gop’s
Dominion, and our Deliverance.

1 7 ION rejoice, and Judah fing,
4 The Lorb affumes his Throne;
Let Britain own the heav’nly King,
And make his Glories known.
2 The Great, the Wicked, and the Proud,
From their high Seats are hurl d ;
Jeuovau rides upon a Cloud,
And thunders thro’ the World.
He reigns upon th’ eternal Hills,
3 Difhl';i'llmtg mortal Crowns;
Empires arc fix'd beneath his Smiles,
And totter at his Frowns,
4 Navies, that rule the Ocean wide,
Are vanquifh'd by his Breath ;
And Legions arm’d with Pow’rand Pride’
Defcend to wat’ry Death,
5 Let Tyrants make no more Pretence
"~ To vex our happy Land;
Jenovan's Name is our Defence,
Our Buckler is his Hand,
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[6 Long may the King our Sov’reign live
To rule us by his Word ;
And all the Honours he can give-
Be offer'd to the-Lorp.]

had

CXLI. Angels miniftring to CHRIST and.
Saints,

. .
1 GRcat Gon! to what a glorious Height
Haft thou advanc'd the Lorp thy Son ?
Angels, in all their Robes of Light,
Are made the Servants of his Throne,

8 Before his Feet thine Armies wait,,
Ahd {wift as Flames of Fire they move,.
To manage his Affairs of State,
In Works of Veng’ance, and of Love,.

8 His Orders run thro' all the Hofts;
Legions defcend at his Command,
To fhield and guard the Britifh Coatfts,
When foreign Rage invades our Land.,

4 Now they are fentto guidc our Feet
Up to the Gates of thine Abode,

Ehro’ all the Dangers that we meet
Intravelling the heav’nly Road,

5 Lorp; when I leave this mortal Ground,
And thou fhalt bid me rife and come;
Send a beloved Angel down
8afe to condu& my Spirit home,
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CXIIL, The fame.

1 HE Ma_icﬂ:y of Solomon,
How glorious to behold ! -
The Servants waiting round his Throne,
The Iv'ryandtheGold ! -

¢ But, mighty Gon! thy Palace thines
With far fugcrior Beams;
Thine Angel-Guards are fwift as Win
Thy Minifters are Flames, :

[3 Soon asthine only Son had made
His Entrance on the Earth,
A fhining Army downward fled
To celebrate his Birth.

And when, opprefs'd with Pains and Fears,
4 On the colI:F Ground he lies, ' w”
Bekold, a heav’nly Form appears,
T’ allay his Agonies. ]
5 Now to the Hands of Curist our Kin
Are all their Legions giv'n ; ‘
They wait upon his Saints, and bring
His chofen Heirsto Heav’'n,

6 Fleafure and Praife run thro’ their Hén, N

To fee a Sinnerturn ; |
Then Satan has a Captive loft,
And CHrist a Subje& born,

7 But there’s an Hour of brighter Joy,
‘When he his Angels fends
Obftinate Rebels to%eﬂfoy, T -
And gatherin his Friends, " - .
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8 O! could I fay, without a Doubt,
There fhall my Soul be found ; .
Then let the graat Archangel fhout,
And the lait Trumpet found. S

™~

R
CXiV. Curist’s Death, Viflory, and

Dominion.

<

3 I Sing my Saviour’s -wond'rous Death ;
He conquer'd when he fell;
*Tis finifh’d, faid his dyingBreath .
fodxfhhook the Gates (guf Hell.’
2 'Tis finifh'd, our IMMANUEL cries, .-
The dreadful Work isdone ;
Hence fhall his fov’reign Throne arife,
His Kingdom is begun.

8 His Crofs a fure Foundation laid
For Glory and Renown,
When thro’ the Regions of the Dead
He pafs'd to reach the Crown.

4 Exalted at his Father’s Side
Sits our vi&orious Lorp ;
To Heav’n and Hell his Hands divide
The Veng'ance or Reward.
& The Saints from his propitious Eye
Awaittheir feveral Crowns, -
And all the Sons of Darknefs fly
The Terror of his Frowng.

»
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CXV. GCob the Avenger qfhisSaia’nl:;;;)(x': ’
.. his Kingdom. fupreme. - . .- {

1 HIGH as the Heav’ns above ihc;G'l:'dum%
Reignsithe Creator, Gob ;
Wide as the whole Creation's Bound,. , .

Extends his dwful Rod. -

2 Let Princes of exalted State
To Him afcribe their Crown,
Render their Homage at his Feet, [ :
And caft their Glories down. .
3 Know that his Kingdom is fupreme, . .
Your lofty Thoughts ate vain; - *
He calls you Gods, that awfyl Namel :~
Butye rhuft die like Men, - .. =’
4 Then let the Sov'reigns of the Glo e
Not dare to vex.the Juft; Teoe
He puts on Veng’ance.litke a Robe, - . * |
And treads the Warms to, Duft,: . . .
5 Ye Judgesdf the Earth,. be wife, = '’ .
And think-of Heav’n with Fear;: “°
The meaneft Saint that you defpife Sy
Has'an Avenger.there, . . :
"CRVL"Mercies and Thanks.
1 OW ¢an I fink with fucha Prop -1
As my eternal Gop, - - - -
‘Who bears the Earth’s huge Pillars up, * = -~
And fpreads the tHeav'os abroad 2. .-

I
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CXVIIL The Prigfhood of Criiste

t BLood hds a Voice to pierce the Skies,
Revenge, the Blood of Abel cries:
But the dear Stream, when Curist was (laifdy
Speaks Peuce as loud from ev'ry Vein,

2 Pardon and Peace from Gop on high}
Behold, he lays his Véng'ance by ;
And Rebels that deferve his Sword,
Become the Fav'rites of the Loxp,

3 To Jesusletour Praifes rife, .

‘Who gave his Life a Sacrifice ;
Now he appears before his Gop, ‘
And, forour Pardon, pleads his Blood;

CXIX, The Holy Scripturese |

1 Aden with Guilt, and full of Fears;
Ifly tolthce, my Lorp ; o
And not a Glititpfe of Hope appea
Butin thy wnxzten WotI:l. Presh
2 The Volume of my Father’s Grace
Docs all my Grief afluage :
Here I behold my 8aviour’s Face
Almoft in-ev'ry Page. .
9 This is the Field, where hidden liés
The Pearl of Price unknown ; -
That Mcrchant isdivinely wife,
‘Who makes that Pear] his owm
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4 Here confecrated water flows
To quench my Thirft of Sin ;
Here the fair Tree of Knowledge grows,
Nor Danger dwellstherein. = ‘

“This is the Judge that ends the Strife
é Where &’itga.nd Reafon fail;; “
My Guide to everlafting Life,
hro’ all-this gloomy Vale,
6 O! may thy Counfels, mighty Gop !
My roving Feet command ;
Nor I forfake the happy Road, ‘
That leads to thy Tight Hand.

. " CXX. The Law and Gofpel joined in
S ' Scripture.

HE Lorbp declares his Will,

. L~ And keeps the World in Awe:
Amidft the Smoke on Sinai's Hill,
" ¢Breaks out his fiery Law.

2 The Lorb reveals his Face,
And fmiling from Above,
Sends down the Gofpel of his Grace,
Th’ Epiftles of his Love.

3 Thefe facred Words impart
Our Maker's juft Commands;
The Pity of his melting Heart,
And Veng'ance of his Hands.

[4 Hence we awake our Fear,
We dtaw our Comfort hence;
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The Arms of Grace are treafur’d here,
And-Armeur of Defence,

5 Welearn Carist crucify'd
And here behold his Blood ;
All Arts and Knowledges befide
Will do s little good.]

6 We read the heav’nly Word, .

Wetake the offer'd Grace, ¢

Obey the Statutes of the Lorp, .
And truft his Promifes.

7 In vain fhall Satan rage
- Againft a Book divine, ’ ’
Where Wrath and Lightning guards the Page,
Where Beams of%\dercy ine,

. CXXI. The Law and Gofpel diftinguifhed.

1 HE Law commands, and makes us know
What Duties to our Gop we owe;’
But ’tis the Gofpel muft reveal
Where lies our Strength to do his Will.

2 The Law difcovers Guilt and Sin,
And fhews how vile our Hearts have been ;
Only the Gofpel can exprefs
Forgiving Love and cleanfing Grace. -’

3 What Curfes doth the Law denounce
Again{t the Man that fails but once?
But in the Gofpel Curist appears, .
Pard'ning the Guilt of num’roas Years,

.
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2 Lorp, inthe Temple-ofthy Grace © '/
We fce thy Feet, and we adore;: !

We gaze upon thy lovely Face, @ - @
And learn the Wondersof thy Pow'r. -

4 While here our various Warts we mourn,
United Groans afcend on High; -
And Prayer-bears a qnick Retorn
Of Bleflings in Variety. SR U

1f.Satan rape, and Sin grows ftrong, ’

C4Herc we gcive fome ghcaﬁng W%r& )
We gird the Gofpel-Armouron, - -
To fight the B: of the Lo, ~. . 1. #

5 Orif our Spirit faints and Qles,” ' * "%
(Our Confeience galPd with inwatd Stings)

_ Bere doth the righteous Suw arife |~
Withhealing Beams beneath his Wings.] *

6 Father! my Soul would fill abide
Within thy Templé, near thy Side;

But if my Fezt muft hence depart, ~ =
Still keep thy Dwelling in my Heart. - ¢

CXXIV. Mofis, Aaron, td Foftus.

1 bTIS not the Law of Ten Commands,
On hboly Sinai giv'n, ‘
Or fentto Men by Mefes’ Hands,
Can bring us {afé to Heav'n, .
*Tis not the '‘Blood which Aaron fpilyy -
Nor Smoke of fweetelt Smeti,
M2 iy

4
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Can buy a Pardon for our Guilt,
Or fave our Souls from Heil.

g Aaron the Prieft refigns his Breath,
- At Gop’s immediate Will ;
And in the Defert yields to Death
¢ Upon th’ appointed Hill.
4 And thus, on Jordan’s yonder Side
The Tribes of Ifrael ftand,
While Mofes bow’d his Head and dy’d,
Short of the promis’d Land.

5 lir'el rejoice, now Josuua ®leads, . \
He’ll bring your Tribesto Reft
So far the Saviour’s Name exceeds
The RuLker and ihe Priest.

" CXXV. Fuith and Repentance, Unbelief
. and Irr_/penitcn(e. :

1 LIFE and immortal Joys are giv’n [done;

To Souls that mourn the Sinsrthey've

Children of Wrath, made Heirs of Heav'n
By Faith in Gov’s cternal Son. :

2 Wo to the Wretch who never felt
The inward Pangs of pious Grief,
But adds to all his crving Guilt L.
The ftubborn Sin of Unbelief.

3 The Law condemns the Rebel dead,
Under the Wrath of Gob he lies; '
He feals the Curfe on his own Head,
And with a double Veng’ance dies.

* Jothua,the fame with Jefus, and fignifies a Saviour.
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'CXXVI. Gop glorified in the Gofpl.

1 HE Lorp, delcending from above,
Invites his Children near ;
While Pow’r and Truth and boundlefs Love
Dxfplay their Glories here.

2 Here, in thv Gofpel’s wond’rous Frame,
Frcfh Wifdom we purfuc ;
A thoufand Angelslearn thy Name,
Beyond whate'er they knew.
g Thy Name:is writ in faireft Lines,
Thy Wonders here we trace :
Wifdom thro’ all the Myf{t'ry fhines, -
And fhinesin Jesvs’ Yace. :

4 The Law its Left Obedience owes
To our incarnate Gop !
And thy revenging Jufltice thows
Its Honours in his Blood. B

5 Butflill the Lufire of thy Grace
Our warmer Thoughts employs,
Gilds the whole Scene with brighter Ra.ys,
And more ex4lts our Joys.

CXXVII. Circumciﬂan and Baptifm.
(Written only for thofe who pradlife the
Baptifm of Infants.)

I ‘HUS did the Sons of Apra’'m pafs.
Under the bloody Seal of Grace;

M3 v
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The young Diféiplcs bore the Yoke, -
Till Curist the painful Bordage broke.

# By milder Ways doth Jesus prove - .
His Father’s Cov’nant, and his Love;
He feals ta Saints his gloriaus. Grace, .
And not forbids their Infant-Race. ., ",

8 Their Seed is fprinkled with: his Rload, :
Their Children fet apart for Gop ;
His Spirit om theira(gﬂspting fhed,,
Like: Water pour'd upoa the Head,

4 Let ev’ry Saint with chearful Voice
In this large Covenant rejoice ;. e
Young Childsen in their early Daysa ;.

.Shall give the Gop of Abra'm Prafa.  *

CXXVIIL Corrupt Nature from Adavme

] Lefs’d with the Joys of Innocenc
Adam, our Father ftood, "
Till he debas’d his Soul to Senfe,
And eat forbidden Food.

" 2 Now we arc born a fenfual Race,
To finful Joys inclin’d ;
Recafon has loft its native Place,
And Flefh enflaves the Mind. o
8 While Flefh, and Senfe, and Paflion rcigns,
8in is-the fweeteft Gaod ; .
‘We fancy Mufic in our Chains,. . =
And o forget the Load.
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¢ Great Gop ! renew our ruin’d Frame;
Our broken Pow’rs reftore :
Infpire us with a heav’nly Flame,
nd Flefh fhall reign no more.

5 Eternal Spirit! write thy Law
Upon ous inward Parts,

And let the fecond Adam draw
His Image on our Hearts,

CXXIX:. We walk by Faith, nol by Sight.

1 s"l VIS-by: the: Eaith of Joys to come

8

W walk thro’ Daferts dark as Night,

Till we arrive at #/eav'n our Home !
Faith is our Guide, and Faith our Light.

8 The Want of Sight fhe well fupplies,
She makes the pearly Gates appear;
Far into diftant Worlds fhe pries,
And brings eternal Glories ncar.

3 Chearful we tread the Defert thro’,
‘While Faith infpiges a heav’nly Ray,
Tho’ Lions roar, and Tempefts blow,
And Rocks and Dangers fill the Way.

4 So Abra’m, by divine Command,
Left his own Houfe to walk with Gon;
His Faith behcld the promisd | and,
And fird his Zeal along the Road.

x4
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CXXX. The New Creation.

1 Ttend while Gop’s exalted Son
Doth hi< own Glories fhew ¢
“ Belold kfitupon my Throne, . .
¢ Creating all 'Things new.
2 % Nature and Sin are pafs’d away,
¢ Andthe old Adam dies;
¢ My Hands a new Foundation lay,
*¢ See the new World arife!

8 ¢ I'll be a Sun of Righteoufnefs
¢ To the new Heav'ns I make
¢ None but the new-born Heirs of Grace
% My Glories fhall partake.’’

4 Mighty Redeemer! fet me free
From my old State of Sin ;

O, make my Soul alive to thee,
Create new Pow’rs within,

5 Renew mine Eyes, and form mine Ears,
And mould my Heart afrefh ;
Give me new Paffions, Joys, and Fears,
Andturn the Stone to Flefh.
6 Far from the Regions of the Dead,
From Sin, am?Earth, and Hell ;.
In the new World that Grace has made
I would for everdwell,

ﬁ
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CXXXI. The Excellency of the Chriftian
Religion.

! LET everlafting Glories crown
Thy Head, my Saviour and my Logp ;
Thy Hands have brought Salvation down,
And writ the Bleflings in thy Word.

"2 Whatif we trace the Globe around,
" And fearch from Britain to Japan,
There fhall be no Religion found
So juft to Goo, fo fafe 10 Man. ]

3 In vainthe trembling Confcicnce fecks
Some folid Ground to reft upon;
With long Defpair the Spirit breaks,
Till we apply to Carist alone.

4 How well thy bleffed Truths agree!
How wife and holy thy Commands!
Thy Promifes, how firm they be!

How firm our Hope and Comfort ftands !
[5 Not the feign’d Ficlds of Heath’nifh Blifs
Could raife fuch Plcafure in the Mind;

Nor does the Turkifh Paradife
Pretend to Joys, fo well refin'd.]

6 Should all the Forms that Men devife,
Affault my Faith with treach’rous Art,
T’d call them Vanitiy and Lics,
And.bind the Gofpcl to my Heart,

M 5
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CXXXIJ. The Officesof Cur1sT,

1 " E blefs the ProrueT of the Loxrb,
That comes with Truth and Grace; |

Jesus, thy Spirit and thy Word - - ° |

Shall lead usin thy Ways, . .. -

2 We tev'rence our Hicu Prizstabove,
‘Who offer’d up his Blood,
And lives to carry on his Love,
By pleading with our Gos.

3 We honour our exalted Kine;
~ How fweet are his Commands! :
He guards our Souls from Hell and Sisi- !
By his Almighty Hands. ‘
4 Hofanna to his glorious Name,
Who faves by difPrent Ways;
His Mercies lay a fov'reign Claim
To our immortal Praife.

Fs

CXXXUL. " The Opeiations of thé Holy S¥inir.

1 Fernal Srrrir! we confefs
And fing the Wonders of thy Grace)
Thy Fow'r coniveysour Bleffings n -
From Gob the Father ahd the %om -
2 Erlighten'd by thine heav'nly Ray,
Our Shades and Darknefs turn to Day; *
‘Thine inward Teachings make us know
-+ Danger, and our Refuge too,

USSR
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3 Thy Pow’r and Glory work within,
And break the Chains of reigning. Sins
Do our imperious Lufts fubdue,
And form, aur wrstched Hearts anews

4 Thetroubled Confcience knows thy Voice
Thy chearing Words awakeour Joys; :
Thy Words allay the ovmy Wind, - -

And calm the Susges.af the Mind,

CXXXI1V, Circumcifion doli{lzed.
1 THE Promife was diviriely free;

Extenfive was the Grace;
“ I willthe ©op of Abra’m be,
¢ And of his num’rous Race.”

¢t Hefaid, and withabloody Seal
Confirm®d the Words he fpoke ;
Long did the Sons of Abra’m feel
The fharp and painful Yoke. -

3 Till Gon’s own Son, deflcending low,
Gave his own Flefh to bleed;
And Gentiles tafte the Bleflings now,
Fromthe hard  Bondage freed.

{ The G ap of Abra’m claims our Praife ;
His Promifes endure :
And GurisT the Lorbp, in gentler Waps
Makes the Salvation fure.

%5

2 9 9
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CXXXV. Types and Prophecies of Curist.

1 BEh‘old the Woman’s promis’d Seed I'
Behold the great Mefliah come !
Behold the Prophets all agreed ’
To give him the fuperior Room !

2 Abra'm, the Saint, rejoic’d of old
When Vifions of the Lorp he faw;
Mofes, the Man of Gob, foretold
This great Fulfiller of his Law.

3 The Tyrs bore Witnefs to his Name,
Obtain’d their chief Defign, and ceas’d ;
The Incenfe, and the bleeding Lamb, , .
The Ark, the Altar, and the Prieft. , -

4 Prediions in abundance meet
To join their Bleflings on his Head ;
Jesus, wé worfhip at thy Feet,
. And Natiens own the promis'd S¢ed.

CXXXVL. “Miracls at the Birth of Csir1st.

1 THE Kingof Glory fends his Son’
‘To make his Entrance on this Earth ;
Behold the Midnight bright as Noon,
And heav’nly Holls declare his Birth} . °

2 About the young Redeemer’s Head
‘What Wonders and what Glories meet !

.
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An unknown Star arofe, and led
The Eaftern Sages to his Feet.

g Simeon and Anna both confpire
The Infant Saviour to proclalm ;. ]
Inward they felt the facred Fire,
And blefs'd the Babe, and own’d his Na'me.

4 Let Jewsand Greeksblafpheme aloud,
And treat the holy Child with {corn;
Our Souls adore th’ eternal Gon,
Who condefccndcd to be born.

CXXXVII Miracles in the Life, Dmth
aid Refurrettion of Cur1sr,

1 BEhold the Blind their Sight rccexve!
Behold, the Dead awake and live !
The Dumb fpeak Wonders, and the Lame
Leap like the Hart, and blefs his Name, -
2 Thus dothth’ eternal: Spirit own - : '
And feal the Miflion of his Son ;
The Father vindicates his Caufe, .
‘While Hé hangs blecdmg on the Crofs.
8 Hedies: the Heav’ns in Mourning ftood ;°
He rifes, and appears.a Gon :
Behold the Lorp afcending high,
No mote to bléed, no more to die!

4 Hence and for ever from my Heart
I bid my Doubts.and Fears depart s . .
And to thofe Hands my Soul refign
‘Which bear Credcnnals fo divine.
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CXXXIX. The Example of Crinisze .

i Y dear Redeemer, and my Loro !
A 1read my Duty in thy Word; - * .
But in thy Life the Law appeats - ¢
Drawn out in living Charalters. e
2 Such wasthy Truth, and fuch thy Zeal, i
Such Def’rence to thy Father’s \%ill,
Such Love, and Mecknefs fo divine,
I would tranfcribe, and make them mine, -
3 Cold Mountains, and the Midnight Air,
‘Witnefs’d the Fervor of thy Pray'’r;
The Defert thy Temptations knew, '
Thy Confli& and thy Vilry 0. . . )
4 Be thou my Pattern ; tmake me bear >
More of thy gracious Image here;
Then Gob the Judge fhall own my Name
Amongft the Followers of the Lamb, S

CXL. The Examples of Curist and
the Saintss

1 GIVE me the Wings of Faith, to rife
\ Within the Veil, and fee .
The Saints above, how great their Joys,

How bright their Glories be.
2 Once they were mourning here belowy
And wet their Couch with Tears ; -
They wreftled hard, aswe do now,
', With Sins, and Doubts, and Fears.
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g Iafk them whence their Vi€t'ry came ?
They with united Breath, .
Alcribe their Conqueft to the Lamb,
Their Triumph to his Death.
They mark’d the Footfteps that he tr
4 (}{is Zeal infpir'd thcix?Brcaﬁ: :) o
And following their incarnate Gob,
Poflefs the promis’d Reft.

5 Our glbrious Leader claims our Praife,
.For his own Pattern giv’'n,

While the long Cloud of Witneffes
Shew t_he {fame Path to Heav’n,

CXLL. Faith afified by Senfe: or, Preaching,
Bagptifm, andthe Lorp’s Supper.

1 N\ AY .Saviour-Goo, my Sov’reign Prince,
) Reigns far'above the Skies!
But brings his Graces down to Senfe,
And helps my Faith to rife.

2 My Eyes and Ears fhall blefs his Name,
They read and hear his Word :
My Touch and Tafte fhall do the fame,
hen they receive the Lorb.
3 Baptifmal Wateris defign’d .
‘I'o feal his cleanfing Grace,
‘Wahile at his Feaft of Bread and Wine
He gives his Saints a Place.
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4 But not the Waters of a Flood
Can make my Flefh fo clean,
As by his Spirit and his Blood
He’ll wath my Soul from’ Sin.

5 Notchgiceft Meats, or nobleft Wines
So much, my Heart refrefh, )
As when my Faith goes thro® the Signs,
And feeds upon his Fleth.

6 llovethe Lorp, that {toqps folow
To give his Word a San:
But the rich Grace his Hands beftow
Exceeds the Figures ftill. -~ °

CXLIL. Faithin Cuaxst our Sacrifices

1 WTOT all'the Blood of Beafts, :
Y .On Jewifh Altars flain,
€ould give the guilty Confcience Peace,
Or wafh away the Stain,
2 But'Curirst the heav’nly Lamb
Takes all our Sins away;
A Sacrificé of nobler Name,
And richer Blood than they. -
3 My Faith would lay her Hand .
On that dear Head ‘of thine ;
While like aPenitent I ftand,
And there confefsmy Sin: ¢ - .-

4 My Soul looks back to fee
The Burdens thoy didft bear,
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CXLIV. The Effufim of the Seirit: or,
The Succefs of the Gofpels c

1 Reat was the Day, the was greay
‘When the divine Difcaplesmet :
‘Whiltt on their Heads the Srir1T came
And fat tike Topgues of cloven Flame.

2 What Gifts, what Mixacles he gave !
And Pow'r to kill, and Pow’r to:fave ! _
Furnifh’dtheirTongueswith wondrousWords, -
Inftead of Shields, and Spears, and Swords:

8 Thus arm’d, he fent the Champions forth,,
From Eaftto Weft, from South to North 3
“ Gao, and affert your Saviour’s Caufe;
“ Go, fpread the Myft'ry of his Cro&.”

4 Thefe Weapons of the holy War,
Of what Almighty force they are
To make our fiubborn Paffions, bow . P
And lay the proudelt Rebel low !

5 Nations, the Learned and the Rude,
Are by thefe heav’nly Arms fahdu’d ;
While Satan rages at his Lols, .
And hates the i%o&rine ofthe Crofs. '

6 Great Kitg of Grace! my Heartfubdue; '™ +.
I wounld be led in Triumphtoo, - * **

A willing Captive to my Lorn,
And fing the Vifl'rios of his Werdh .
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CXLV. Sight througha Glafs, and Face
Ea to Face.

R
1 I Love the Windows of thy Grace,
Thro’ which my Lowrp is feen,
And Jong to meet my Saviour's Face
Without a Glafs between. .

8 O, that the happy Hour were come
To, change my Faith to Sightl
I fhall behold my Lorp at Home
In a diviner Light.

8 Hafte, my Beloved, and remove
Thele interpofing Days;
Then fhall my Paflions all be Love,
* "And all my Pow’rs be Praife.

CXLVI. The Vanity of Creatures : or,
. No Reft on Earth.

1 AN has a Soul of vaft Defires,
He burns within with reftlefs Fires;
Toft to.and fro, his Paffions fly
From Vanity to Vanity, -
2 Invain on Earth we hope to find
Some folid Good to fill the Mind :
We try new Pleafures, but we feel .
The inward Thirft and Torment fill.
3 So when a raging Fever burns,
We fhik from Side to Side by-Turns;
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759
And ’tis a poor Relief we gain . .
To change the Place, but keep the Pain,

¢ Great Gop ! fubdue this vicious Thirft,
This Love to Vanity and Duft ;
Cure the, vile Fevet of the Mmd
And feed our Souls with Joys rcﬁn’d.

CXLVIIL The Creation of the World, Gen, i..

] OW let a fpacious World arife,”
Said the Creator-Lorp.: )
At once th’ obedient Earth and Slucs
Rofe at his fov’reign Word..

[2 Dark-wasthe Deep ; the Waters lay
Confus’d, and drown d the Land :
He call’d tha Light; The new-born Day
Attends on his Command

g He bids the Cloudsafcend on H:gh 3 T
The Clouds aicend, and-bear
AwuryTreafurclotheSky, .,
And_float on fofter Air.

4 The l:qmd Element below
‘Was gather’d by his Hand 3
The rolling Seas together ﬂow, .
+And leave the folid Land. - -2
5 With Herbs, and Plants, (a Bow’ry Birth,
The naked Globe he; crown’d,
Ere there was Rain to blefs the Earth,
Or Sun to warm the Ground.

‘

-
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& Then he adom’d the upper Skies;
Behold the ‘Sun appeats, :
The Moon and Stars1n order rik,
To mark out Montls and Years,
Out of the Deep th’ Almighty King
7 ~ Did vital Beings frame, t’( .
The painted Fowls of ev’ry Wing,
. And Fith of ev'ty Name. -
8 He gavethe Lion andthe Worm
At once their wondrous Birth,
And giazing Beaftsof various Form,
Rofe from the teeming Earth.
p Adam was fram'd of equal Clay,
Tho' Sov’réign of the Reft; ~
Defign’d for nobler Euds tham they,
With Gop’s.own Image bleff’d.
10- Thus glorious in the Maker's Eye
The youtggreation ftood 3
He faw the Building from on High,
His Word pronount'd it Good.
13 Lorp, whilkethe Frame of Nuture Rand,
Thy Praife thall £l tny Tongue: . ° °
But the new World of Grace demands- -
A more exalted Song.

CXLVIII. Gop reoncilidiz Carise |

1 "J\Earcft of all the Names
My Jewvs, and sy Gon,
Who can refift thy heav’nly dovey ' -
Or trifle with ¢hy Blood ? L
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t 'Tis by the Merits of thy Death - Ca
'TThlfy Fathet fmiles aguin ;
is interceding Breath
The g;?i'ﬁt awel(li;n‘fith’Men..
4 TH1 Gob in human Flefh 1 {es, .
M{l' Thoughts no Comfort find 3 |
The holy, juft, and facred Three, T ‘
Are Terrors to my Mind, .

4 Butif Iumnwuer’s Face appea, A
My Hope, my Joy ‘hegm T
His Name forbids my flavith Fear;
His Grace removes my Sins,,

5 While Jews on their-own Law rely, .
And Greeks of Wifdom boalt,
I love th’ incarnate Myftery,
And there I fix my Truit.,

CXLIX: Honour to Migifrtites: ‘ot, * -
4 Governtent from'Gon. . \
1 Ternal Sov'reign of the Sk,
E And Loxp of all below,
‘We Mortals, to thy Majefty
Our firt Gbedience-owe. s
2 Our Soulsadoit thy Throne fupretey
And blefs thy Providence .
For Magiftrates of meaner Name,; .
Our éloty ahd Defente. N
[3 The Crowus of Britifh Princes {hing
With Rays above the reft,
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CLL * Prophecy and Infpiration.

P TWAS by an Order from the Lorb,
The ancient Prophets fpoke his Word ;
His Spirit did their Tongues infpire,
And warm’d their Hearts with heav’nly Fire,
2 TheWorksandWonders which theywrought,
Confirm’d the Meflages they brought;
The Prophet’s Pen fucceeds his Breath,
To fave the holy Words from Death.

3 Great Gop! mine Eyes with Pleafure look
On the dear Volume of thy Book ;
There my Redeemer’s Face 1 {ce,
And read his Name who dy'd for me.

4 Let the falfe’ Raptures of the Mind
Belolt, and vanifh in the Wind :
Here I can fix my Hope fecure ;
Thisis thy Worc{ and muft endure,

CLIL.  Sinai and Sjon, Heb. xii. 18! &,

1 OT to the Terrors of the Lorbp,
The Tempett, Fire, and Smoke;
Not to the Thunder of that Word
Which Gop on' Sinai fpoke;
2 But'we are come to Sion's Hill,
The City of our G;}o,
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Where milder Words declare his Will,
And fpread his Love abroad.

3 Behold th’ innumerable Hoft
Of Angels cloth’d in Light!
Behold the Spirits of the Juft,
W hofe Faith is turn’dto Sight!

4 Behold the blefs'd Aflembly there,
Whofc Namies are writin Heav'n!
And Gop, the Judfc of All, declares

Their vilett Sins forgiv'n, ’
& The Saints, on Earth, and all the Dead,
But ene'Communion make }
All join in CurisT.their living Head,
Andof his Grace partake. L
6 Infuch Society as'this - - .
My weary Soul would reft :
The Man that dwells where Jesus is
Muft be for ever blefs’d. |

CLIIL The Difiewmper, Folly, aad Modngfi |
o . of Sime -

1 QIN, like a venomous Difeale, =
Infe&s our vital Blood : .
The only Balm is fov’reign Grace, :
. And the Phyfician, Gop. ‘
4 Our Beauty and our Strength are fled,;.’
And we draw near to Death ; !
But Curist the Loro recalls the Dea
With his Almighty Breath. ;

“—
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Madne by Nature reigns within )
3 T)ieleKom burn and rage - ’
Till Gop's own Son with Skill divine
The inward Fire afluage. : oo
‘We lick the Duft, we the Wind, -
o+ And folid Good ddbl?:‘&.) :
Such is the Folly of the Mind,
Till Jesus es us wife, - . S
We give our.Souls the Wounds they feel
5 V\;edrink the pois’nous Gall, T
And ruth with Fury down to Hell ;
- But-Heav'nt prevents the Fall.]
[6 The Man poflefs’d among the Tombs,
Cuts his own Flefh and cries 1 :
He foams and raves till’ JEsus comes,
And the foul Spirit fiies.]. .

CLIV. SdfRighteoufufsinfuficiont. -

. Lorbp,
1 BERE are the Mourners*;faith the-
“ Thatwait and tremble at myWord ? -

¢ That walk in Darknefs all the Day?
¢ Comie, make my Narme yourTruft and Stay.
[2 “ No Works nor Duties of your own )
¢ Can for the fnalleft Sin atone ;
% 4 The Robes that Nature may provide,
% Will not your leaft Pollutions hide, - *
N2

® Jf, L. 10, T, + K, xxvib, 30v -
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3% The Tofteft Touch that Nature knows N
¢ Can give the:Confeierice io Repofe : -
¢ Look to my Righteoufnefs, and ?i(;rc 3
¢ Comfort and Peace are mine to give. }

4 © Ye Sons of Pride, that kindle Coals =~ '
¢ With your own Hands to warm your Souls;
¢ Walk in the Light of your own Fire,’
¢ Enjoy the Sparks that ye defires -

& * This isyour Portion at my Hands,
¢ Hell waits you'with her Iron Bands;

‘¢ Ye fhall lie down-in Sorrow there,
¢ In Death, in Darknefs; and Defpair,”

e '. .4,'_1 o e O liv .
CLV‘ CH ’»lsr our R‘W-W. .
! Lo o

1 O, the deftroying Angel flics
To Pharaoh's ftubborn Land !
The Pride and Flow’r of Egypt dies
By his vindi&ive Hand.
2 He pafs'd the Tents of Jacoh o'er,’
Nor pour'd the ' Wrath divine; .
He faw the Blood on ev’ry Door,
And blefs’d the peaceful Sign.

8 Thus the appointed Lamb muft bleed,
To break th’ Egyptian Yoke;
Thus Ifr'cl is from Bondage freed,

And ’fcapes the Angel’s Stroke.

4 Loso, if my Heart were fprinkled too.
With Blood fo rich as thing, . -
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Juftice no longer would purfue - "¢ U7
This guilty Soul of ming. ‘

5 Jesuscour Paffover wasflain,
And has at once procur'd- o
Freedom from Satan’s heavy Chain,
- And Gopn’savenging Sword, - "'F s
CLVL " Pr y@b!fqp 'a'zd Dejpair ;. or, Sgtan's -

various Temptations.

1 I Hate the Tempter and his Charms
"I hate his flatt’ring Breath;
The Serpent takes a thoufand Forms
+ » To cheat our Souls to Dcath.

g He feeds 6ur Hopes with airy Drcams,
Or kills with {lavifh Fear;
And holds us {ill in wide Extremes, )
Prefumption, or Defpair. -

3 Now he perfuades, “how cafy 'tis
¢ To walk the Road to Fleav'n;” -
Anon he fwells our Sins, andcries, )
¢ They-¢annot be forgiv'n.” s
[4 He bids young Sinners,  yet forbear
¢ To think of Gop or Death}
¢ For Prayer and Devotion are
¢.But melancholy Breath.”

5 He tells the Aged, “ they muft dic;
- % And ‘tistoa late to pray;

4 In vain for Mercy now they cry,

% For they haveloft their Day.”’}

N3

15y
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6 Thus he fupports his cruel Throne
By Mifchief and Deceit, -
Am{ drags the Sons of Adam down
. To Darknefs and the Pit,
9 Almighty Gon, cut fhort his Pow'r,
Let him.in Darknefs dwell ; Lt
And, that he vex the Earth no more, -
Confine him downto Hell, - -* -

CLVIL Thfame.

) NOW Satan comes with dreadful Rear,
N Andthreatens todeftroy; ,
He worries whom he can’t devour
With a malicious Joy..
2 YecSons of Gop, oppofe his Rage ;
Refift and he’ll bP;Poone : .
Thus did our deareft Lorp engage,, .
And vanguith him alone. i

8 Now he appears almoft Divine,
Like Innocence and Love;

* Buf the old Sérpent Iurks within,
‘When he afflumes the Dove.

4 Fly from the falfe Decciver’s Tongue,
Ye Sons of Adam, fly;
Our Parents fdund the Snare too fivong,
Nor fhould the Children try,

|
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CLVIIL Feiv faved: or, The abmoft Chrifian,
the Eypocrite, and. Apoflate.

3 BR.oaJis the Road that leads to Death,
And thoufands walk together there ;
But Wifdom fhews a narrower Path,
With herz and there a Traveller.

2 ¢ Deny thyfelf, and take thy Crofs;"”
Is the Redeemer’s great Command !
Nature muft count her Gold but Drofs,
If fhe would gain this heav’nly Land.

8 The feaiful Soul, that tires and faints, ,
And walks the Ways of Gop no mo,.
Is but ¢fteem’d almoft a Saint, °
And makes his own Deftru&ion fure,

4 Lorb, let not all my Hopes be vain; -
Create my Heart entirely new ;

Which P{ ocrites could ne’er attain &
‘Which falle Apoftites never knew, .-

CLIX. _An unconverted State; or, Conerting
. .- - Grae o

[ fVReat King of Glory and ofGr;cei -
G’ ‘We own, with h?mblc Shame, .
How vile is our dzfnemq Race,

" And-our firft Father’s Name.]

X4
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‘2 Frof" Adam flows our tainted Blood,
- ‘The Poifon refgns within: - .
Makes.us averfe to all that’s Good,
And willing Slaves to Sim.

[3 Daily we break thy-holy Laws,
" And then rej¢& thy Grace: -
Engag’d in theold Serpent’s Caufe,
gainft our Maker’s Face. ]
4 We live eftrang'd afar from Goo,
And love the Diftance well ;
With hafte we run the dang’rous Road
That leads to Death and Hell.

5 And can fuch Rebels be reftor’d !
Such Natures faade divine !
Let Sinners fee thy Glory, Lorp,
And fecl this Pow'r of thine.

6 We raife our Father’s Name on high,
‘Who his own Spirit fends,
To bring rebellious Strangers nigh,
And turn his Foes to Friends.

 CLX. Cuftom in Six.

1 LEt the wild Leopards of the Wood
Put off the Spots that Nature gives;
Then may the Wicked turn to Gonb,
And change their Tempers; and their Lives.
2 As well might Ethiopian Slaves -
Wath out the Darknefs of their Skin;
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The Dead as well may leave their G
As old Tranfgreffors ceafe to fin, e

3 Where Vice has held its Empire long,
*T'will not endure the leaft Gontroul ;
None but a Pow’r divinely ftrong .
Can turn the Current of the Soul. -

4 Great Gon! I'own thy Pow'r divine, -
That warks to change this Heart of minej -
I would be form’d anew, and hicta '
The Wanders of creating Grace, -+

_CLXI Clm_"/'tiqygﬁrti’tql: or, The Diffculty
Lo Comerfir
1 STra'itviit!ieiWéy,- thé Daoris fiait "~ -
That leads to Joyson High'; '
*Tis but a few that find the Gate,
. While Crowds miftake and dic.
2 Beloved Self nmift bé deny'd; - c
The Mind and Will renew’d, i -
Paffion fupprefs'd, and Patience try’d,
And vain Defires fubda’ds,

3 Flefh isa dang’rous Foe to Grace,

Where it prevails and rules ; -

Fleth muft be humbled, Pride abas’d,
Left they dcftroy our Souls. -

4. The Love of Gold be banifk’d hence,

(That vile Idolatry) - - o

And cv’ry Member, ev’ry Senfe, R
In fweet Subje&tion lic, ’

. 55
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The Tongue, that moft uhruly Pow’s,
% " "Requiresa ftro Rebmmts
‘We muft be watchful ev’ry Hour,
~ And'pray, but never faint. ] ‘
6 Lorn ! ¢an afecble helples Worm ‘
. Fulfil a Fatk fo Md?w "
Thy Grace-muft all my Work perform,
:.And give the free Reward. -

CLXII. The Mcditation of Heaw'’n ; orx,
The Joys of Faith.
1 MY Thougfxts furmount thefe Iower Skies,
And look within the Vail;*
There Springs of endlefs Pleafure rife, .
The Waters never fail,

¢ ThereI beholM with fweet Delight,
The blefled Three in One;
And ftrong Affe&ions fix my Sight
On Gobn's incamate Son. .
g His Promife ftands. for ever firm;
His Grace fhall ne'er depart; .
He binds my Name upon his Arm,
And feals it on his Heart, -
4- Lightare the Pains that Nature brings ;
ilow thort our Serrows are { ’
‘When with Eternal, futare Things, - .
The Prefent we compare, . - .
5 I would not be a Stranger fil} S
To that celeftial Place, - =~ .- -:
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Where I for ever hoi;c to dwell
Near my Redeémer’s Face, :

CLXIIL Complaint of Difirtion and Temptation,

. DEAR Lorn ! behold our fore Diftre
Our Sins attempttoreign; - - - .
Stretch out thile Arm of conqu’ring Grace,
And let thy Foes be flain.
"2 The Lion with his dreadful Roar
Affrights thy fecble Sheep:
Reveal thé Glory of thy Pow',
And chain him to the Deep.
Muft we indulge a long Defpair #
‘ Shall our Plegteitigns ie P .
Our Mournings never reach thine Egr,
Nor Tears:;gﬂ‘e& thihe Eye?]
{ If thou defpife a mortal Groan,-
Yet hear a Saviour’s Blood ;
An Advocate fonear the Throne ,
Pleads and prevails with Gag.
; He brought the Spirit’s pow’rful Sword
To ﬂag our dcaglly Fge‘;w -
Our Sins fhall die beneath thy Word,
And Hell in vain oppofe. ‘
§ How boundlefs is- gux ¥ather's Grace, ,
In Height, ‘and Depth, and Length !
He mde%ﬁs Seri our Righteoulnels,
Kis Spiritisour Strength, . -
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CLXIV. " The Eud of the World.

1 WHY fhould this Earth delight us fo?
‘Why fhould we fix our Eyes
On thele low Grounds, where Sonmvs gra,
And ev’ry Pleafure dies ? -

2 While Tirre his !hz?c&'l‘ccth pregares
Our Camforts evour,
There is a Land above the Stars,
And Jays above his Pow’r. -

8 Nature fhall be diffolv’d and die,
The Sunmaft end his'Race,” -
The Earth and Sea forever fly . -
Before my Saviour's Fage. :

4 When will that glorious Morning rife ?
When the laﬂ: Trumpet Soun
And call the Nations to the Skies
From underneath the Ground ?

CLXV. Un N/ ,
st

LONG have I fat Beneath the Somuf
Of thy Salvation, Lozp ;
But ftitl how weak m IFauth is found,
And Knowledge of thy Word ?
2 Oft I frequent thy holy Place, - 1 -
Andh mqw Mthy in- zam; =, ‘
How fmall a Portion of Grace K
My Mem’ry can retain .
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[3 My dear Almighty, and my Gop,
How little art thou known
By all the Judgmentsof thy Red, - -
yAnd Blecflings of thy Throne !j e

[4 Howcoldand feeble ismy Lovel - -
"~ How negligent my\wa! \ .
How low my Hope of Joys.above! - «+ ¢
“" How few "Aﬂ'ciaions ;ﬁcysrc '] S

5 Great Gon! thy fov’reign Pow’r impar§
To give thy Word Succefs ; .

Write thy Salvation in my Heart, ..
And make me Jeaxn thy Graces..

[6 Shew my forgetful Feet the Way' .
That leadsto Joyson High; " |
Therc Knowledge grows without Decay,
And Love fhall never die.]

CLXVI.  The Divine, Perfectionss

1 HOW fhall I praife th’ Eternal-Goo,
That infinite Unknown P
Who canafcend his high Abode,
Or venture ‘near, his Throne ?

[2 The great Invifible! He dwells
Conceal’d in dazaling Light;
But his all-fearching Eye reveals
The Secrets of the Night,
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8 Thofe watchful Eyes that never fleep,
Survey the Wox?id, arqund ; ’
His Wifdom is 4 boundlefs Deep,
Where all'our Thoughts are drown’d.]

. }
[4 Speak we of Strength? His Arm is frong |
’i‘o fave, or.te dgﬁroy: - '.-' '
Infinite Years his Life proleng, ' .
. And endlefs is his Joy.} _

[5-MHe knows no Shadow of a Change;
Nor alters his Decrees ;
Firm asa Rock his Truth remains,
To guard his' Promifes.}
[6 Sinners before his Prefence die ¢
How holy is his Name!
His Anger, and his Jealoufy,
Bum like devouring Flame.}

7 Juftice upon adreadful Throne
Maintains the Rights of Gop,
‘While Mercy fends her Fardons dows,
Bought with a Saviour’s Blood.

!
8 Now to 'my Soul, immortal King }]
" Speak fome forgiving Word 3
Then ‘twill be doubl:ioy to fing
The Glories of my Lorn, . . \

g
-
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CLXVH. The Divine Perfecbioms.

] GReat Gen ! thy Glories fhill employ
My holy Fear, my humble Joy; -+ ..

"My Lips in Songs of Honour bring .
Their Tribute to tb’ cternal King. ;

[= Earth, and the Stars, and Worlds unknown,
Depend precarious on his Throne;. . _
All Nature hangs upon his Word, .
And Grace and Glory ownthe Loko.]  ;

[3 Hisfov'reign Pow's whthmulkmm!
1f he comrmands, who dare oppofe P .
‘With Strengt h he girds himde around, | * )
And treads the Rebels to the Ground ]

[4 Who fhall-pretend to-teach bim Skill,
Or e the Counfels of his Will?
His Wifdom, Yike a Sea divine, .
Flows decp and high, beyond our Lina.} I\

[s His ‘Name.is heoly, and his Eye
Burns with immortal Jealoufy ;
He hates the, Sonis of Pride, aad fhcds veoR
His fiery Veng’ance on their Heads.] .

6 The Bc:mmgsof his piercing nght st
fy to LrgM o
t:g and &mn maked lie, |
And Hell uncover'dto his Eye.])

[7 Th’ eternal Law before him ftands;
His Juftice with mpmaal Hands
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Divides to all their due Reward,
Or by the Scepter, or the Sword,

[8 His Mercy, like a boundles Sea, ©o
Wathes our Load of Guilt away ; PRI
While his own Son came down and dy’d}

T’ engage his Juftice on our Side.]

[9 Each of his Words demands my Faith 5 -
.My Soul can reft on all he faith;

His Truth inviolably keeps

The largeft Promife of his Lips.}

10 O, tell me with agentle Voice,
¢« Thou art my Gop,” ‘and I'll rejoice !
Fill'd with thy Love, 1d4te prochim
The brighteft Honours of ¢hy Name, =~ ~

CLXVIH. - The fawes

1 JEHOVAH reigns, his Throne is high,
His Robes are Light and Majefty!
is Glory fhines with Beanis fo bright,
No Mortal can fuftain the Sight. K
- 2 HisTerrors keep the World in Awe;
His !]‘uﬁice guards his holy Law; s
i His Love reveals a fmiling Face,
»  His Truth and Promife feal the Grace.

8 Thro’ all his Works his Wifdom fhines,
And baffles Satan’s deep Defigns ; a
His Pow’r is fov’reign to fulfi
The nobleft Counfels of his Will,

4 And will this glorious Lorp defcend
To be my Father and my Friend ?
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Fea

Then let my Songs with Angels join 3
Heav'n is fecure, if Gop be'mine:

CLXIX. The fame} as the cxlvitith Plalm, -

X HE Lorp Jernovanu reigns,
I e Tamae bt on High s

The Garments he affumes’ .

Are Light and Majeflyy; o
His Glories.fbine .. ..~ -+ . 4.
With-Beams fo brighty, . . 7. 1
No mortal Eye . Lo

Can bear the' Sight.
g2 The;Thanders of his Hand - - - - .
Keep the wide. Woildin Awes . . . . .
His Wrath.and Jutice fiand .
To guard his holy Law ;
And where hisLove
Refolves to blefs,
His Truth confirms .
And fealsthe Grace. t

8 Thro'all his ancient Works
Surprifing Wifdom fhines,
Confounds the-Pow’rs-of Hell, -
And breaks their curs’'d Defigns

Strong is ‘his Arm,
And fhall fulfil
His great Decrees,
His fov’reign Will,
And can this mighty Ki
4 Of Glory condefcend ?.gl B
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.And will he write his Name,
*¢ My Father, and my Friend 2"
I love his Name;
‘I love his Word ;
Join all my Pow’rs,
And praife the Loro.

CLXX. Go» Inomprehenfibl and Sovereign.

[r¢ AN Creatures to Perfe@ion ind
Th’ eternal, urncreated Mind P,

Or can the largeft Stretch of Thought
Meafure and fearch his Nature dut ?

8 "Tis high as Heav’n, *tis deep ad Hell;
And what an‘Mortals knowzor el ? ©

., His Glory fpreads be&t’md the Sky,
And all the thining Worlds on High.

8 But Man, vain Man, would fain be wife ;
Born like a wild young Colt, he flies
‘Thro’ all the Follies of his. Mind,

And fmells and fnuffs the empty Wind.]

4 Gob isa King of Pow’r unknown ;
Firm are the Orders of his Throne:

. Jfherefolve, who dare gppole, .
r afk him why, or what gg‘does 3

& He wounds the Heart, and he makes whole
He calms the Tempeft of the Soul :

‘When he fhuts up in long Defpair,
‘Who can remove the heavy Bar 2

® Jobxi. 7,
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€ ® He frowns, and Darknefs. veils the Moon ;
The fainting Sun grows dim at Noon¢t
+ The Pillars of Heav'n's flarry Roof
Tremble and ftart at his Reproof.

7 He gave the vaulted Heav’n its Form,
The crooked Serpent, and the Worm ;
.JHe breaks the Billows with his Breath, -.
" And fmites the Sons of Pride to Death. -

8 Thefe are a Portion of his Ways} 1
But who fhall dare defcribe his Face ?
‘Who can endure his Light, or ftand-

‘To hear the Thundexs of his Hand ? .

. j& V. 5, " Job uxvi, 13, &ﬁ_-\ *
L4 -, . e . * r

f
.
. ) ' |
The END of the Sz’ coxd Bdoxa

)
.
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PRE
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B O O K 1L

Prepared for the holy Ordinance of the
Lorp’s-SupPER.

-

. L The Lorp’s-Svrrrr inflituted;;
. 1 Cor. xi, 23, .

3 Was on that dark, that doleful Night,

When Pow’rs of Earth and Hell arofe
Againft the Son of Gon’s Delight,

And Friends betray’d him to his.Foes3

JA.' -
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Before the mournful Scene began,
He took the Bread, and blefs’d, and brake: .
What love thro’ all his ABionsran! ~ = "
‘What wondrops Words of Grace he fpake}

‘¢ Thisismy Body, broke for Sin; )
¢ Receive and eat the living Food :” ]
Then tobk the Cup and blefs’d the Wine ;

¢ *Tis the new Cov’nant in my Blood,”

4 Forus, his Flefh with Nails was torn,
He bore the Scourge, he felt the Thorn ;
And Juftice pour'd upon his Head
Its heavy Vengfgnceg‘n‘.pup Stead, . i

5 For us, his vital Blood was fpilt,

To buy t}le Pardon of our o(:uilu s '
When, for black.Crimesof biggeft Size, = "
Hé‘g’a’\%é‘)ii: Soul a Sacrifice.] e, o

5 « Do this, (he cry’d,) ’till Time{hall end;
¢ Jn Mem'ry of {)our‘ dying Friend; end,
¢ Meet at' my Table, and record,

% The Love of your departed LORD.” ...  ~-ce

[7 Jesus! thy Feaft we celebrate,
We fhew thy Death, we fing thy Name, :
Till thoureturn, and we {hall eat -
The Marriage-Supper ofthe Lamb. ]

L w

'S

L R
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IT. Communion aith Cuiniaz, med with Saints
1 Ger. x. 16, 17.

[t ESUS invites his Saints .-
1o meet around his :Boards
Here pardon’d Rebeds fit, and hold -
ommunion with their Lorb,

¢ For Foodhe gavehis Fleth;
He bids us drink his Blood §
Amazing Favour, matchlefs Grace
-~ . Of our defcending Gon 1]~
g This holy Bread and "Wine -
Maintairts our fainting Breath,
By Union with our Iivinﬁ);oxn',
And Int’reft inhis Death.
4 Our heav’nly Father calls
CaurisT and his Membets one
‘We the young Children ofhis Love,
And he the firfisborn Son.

§ Weare but fev'ral Pasts
Of the fame broken Bread;
One Body hath its fev'ral Limbs,
But Jzsus is the Head.

6 Let all our Pow’rs be join'd
" Hisglorious Name to raife;
Pleafure and Love fill.ev’ry Mind,
And ev'ry Voice be Praife.
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I1, mNmTﬂmaumMcBbod#Cunsn
_or TheNewCovmmwﬁakd

x % THE Promife of my Father’s Love
¢ Shall ffand for ever good "
He faid, and gave his Soulto Death, .
And féal’d the Grace with Bloqd,
& To this dear Cov'nant of thy Word
I fet my worthlefs. Name ;
I feal th’ Engagementto my Lo xn,
And make my humble Claim.
The Light, and Strength;and pard'nin Grace
B And Glory fhellbe minc 1 oo
My Life and Soul, my Heartand Flefh,
And all my Pow'rs are thine. -
4 I call that Lega nzm y own
‘Which Jesus did bequeath;
*Twas puschas’d with a dying Gro:n,
And ratify’'d in Death.
§ Sweet isthe Mem'ry of his Name,
‘Who blefs'd us in his Will,
And to his Teftament of Love
Made his own Life the Seal.

IV. Curist’s dying Love: ot, Our Pardof
bought at a dear Price.

OW condefcending and how 'kmq
Was Gop's Eternal Son' ‘
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1 Ofanna to the Son

Of Davidand of Gop,

37

‘Who brought the News of Pardon down.

And bought it with his Blood,

"3 To Cunistth’ anoivted King " -
Be endlefs Bleffings+ iyn; -
Let the whole Earth his E

-

loty ﬁn‘g‘" i
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4 TasLe of the Scrypyurms, e

W. .

Anderin, Mfcéhom, b.20
W l-‘-houghfsmWorMp,al 36
1%ar fare Chriftian, b. 77
Watery. the Spitit, and the

Blaad, . €9
Ve akSaintsencouragedbyChrift
a. 125, by theChumch,a.126
25 eaknefs qur own, and Chrift
our Steength, ac 15

#ifdom and Power of God |

in Chrift crucified, c. 10,
Carnal humbled, a. 117, 12
Witmeffing and Sealing Spirit,

2. 3“

Word of God, 8’5 g“
ed, 4, 10,'F19. G’f?‘l:
Scripture, -

World, Crucifixion to itby the
Crofs, c. 7. the Temptations
of it, b. 101, its End, b.
164. Mortification te it
by the Sight of God, b. 41.
its Creation, Ix 347. Pre.
fervatiop, -

335

Worfbip of Heaven humble, b.
63, profitable, b. 123. can~
defcended to by Gad, b.45+
Chrift-prefent at it, a. 66.
b. 15, 264 c. 15. accepted
thraggh Chrif, b. 36, 37.
Formality in it, 3. 336. de-
lightfol, b. 14515, 16,42

Wrath and-Mexcy.of God, a.
4:. ‘b. 80, See God, Hdl.

Y..
2"0h.of Chrift nfy, a 127
Yopth, its Vanities, a. 89,
go. advnfc_; a. 9I

Zlcboncb‘a Song,andjobn‘
Meflage, 2 50

Zul in the Chriftian Race,ya.
48.b.129. and Love, a,14.
for the Gofpel, a. 103, b.4.
the Want of it,b.2 §, againft
Sin, b.'106, for God, b.116
Zion, her Glory and D:fence,

Lbong)

bs 64 - See Churchs

A Tasie of the SCRIPTURES
that are turned into Verfe.
In the First Boox.

"Hymy
Gen. iii.’r, 15, 17. 107
xvii. 7. - - - 113
xv".7,lo. - =121
*Xxil. 6, - - - - 129

-  Hvymw
Job i.z1.: - - 5
il 14, 1. - 24
“iv. 17,21, - 8z
- V.6,7.8. - 82

‘ L
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4 Tasis of 13e Scrirronns, & 337

Hyumn

Matt.xiii. 16, 17. - 10
xxi.g. - - - 16

xxii. 37,40. - 116
xxviti. 18,&c. - 128
xxviil. 19. - - §2
Mark 'x.14. - = 113

xvi. 15.&c - 128

Luke . 30, &c. - 3]
i 26, &¢. - 60
i. 68. - - 150
D 10, &c - 3
ile27. « - - 19
'x. 21,22, -~ 11
The fame. 12

XV, 7, 10. - 101
xv. 13, &C. - 123
xvijii. 10, &c.- 131

xix. 38, 40. - 16]

Johni. 1,3, 14. - 2
113 - - 0
117 = = = = 18
i. 29,32.- - 50

jii. 3, &c-- - - 9§
iii. 14, 16, - -1 12
iii. 16, 17, 18.- 100
iv.24.- - - - 136

x. 28, 29. - - 138
Adsii. 38 - -- - 52
xvi. 14,15,33. - 121
Rom. iii. 19, 22, - 94
v. 12, &C. - §7

. Hywmn
_The fame. 124
Rom. vi. 1, 2,6. - 106
vi. 3,4, & -'122
vii.8,9,14,24. 115
; viil. 14,16. - 144
viil. 33, &c, - 14
iX, 21,22,&C. 1 17
xi. 16,17, - 114
Xiv. 17, 19. - 126
_Xv.8,9,12. - 113
1 Cor, i. 23, 24. - 119
i‘a 26| 31. 96
~i.30 - -

_ The fame. g;
i. g, 10, = 105
31_1.6, 7+- = 119
Vi.10,11,- 104
X.32. - - 126
il 1, 2, 3. -13¢
xill, 2,3,7,13. 133
Xv. §5,&¢C. - 17
2Cor. ii, 16, - - 119
':Vfll 5» 8;‘ 110

XU, 759,10, - ¢
Gal, iv. 47.9-‘-‘ - 1o§
~Tind, - - - 64

Ephef. i. 3, &c. - 54

13,14 - 144
iii. g,10. - - 2
iii. 16, &c, 1
iv, 30, &C. -
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Hymn

Phil. ii.2. - - - 130
iii. 7, 8,9. - 105
Col. * i.16. v - - 3
ii. 15. - -- 107

2Tim.i. g,10. - - 137
T i.12. - - 103
iii. 15,16. - 53

iv. 6, 7,8, 18. 27

Tit. 1ii. 10,14 - 132
iii 3,7, = -111
Heb. ic1. - - = - 53
iil. 3,5,6, - 113
iv. 15,16, - 125
V7. - = - 125
vi.17,19. - 139
vil, =« = - - 145
ix, "~ < - - 145
x.28,29. - 118

%i. 1,3,8,10. 120

1 Pet. i. 3, 4,5. - 26
In the Tu1

Hyun

Lukeii. 28. - -- 14
Xiv. 16.- - - - 12

’ xix. 17, 23. - =13
xxii, 19, - - -
John vi-31,35,39. §
Xiv, 3. - --= 6

6}Gal. vi.14. - -

Hrywus

1 Pet.i.8. - - - 103
1_]ghuiii.1,&c. - - 6.
Jude ™ 24,25, - 3
Rev.” i3, 6,57. - 6
v.6,8,12. -

The fame.
V.1l —13,

Tbe fame,

vii. 13, &c.

T The fame.
Xl 15 - -
xiie 7. - - -
CoXiv. 13, - -
XV‘. 3:- = 49,3
Xvl.1Q. = = - 3h
xvil. 6. - - - - 5t
xviii. 20, 21, - g3
XXi. 1,2, 3, 4. 21
) xx’f Ss 6) 7 8. 43
Txxi. 27. - - 1cj

D Book.

[ '
Vi e B ONON N
N - PN

>

- 1

. Hyux
John xvi. 16. - - -
1Cor, x.16, 17, -

xi. 23, &c.

(NI T S - N

I g

1Johnv. 6. - - -

The E N D,

E R R A T A
Page xix. 1. 23. for /ive, read prove,

xxi. 1, 3. for 129, read 13g)
xxii, b, 7. for How, 1ead Now,
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