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PREFACTE

N compliance wvith the carneft folicitations of maus

avhom I effeem and love, thefe plain compofitions
are o fubmitted to the candor of the public. They
bave, indeed, coff me nuch labour ; and that, wery
often, avhile otbers bave beer enjoying the [weets
of balmy reft.  When I haze digefled my thoughts ox
Jome portion of God’s avord, I bhave frequently at-
tempted to fumup the leading ideas, ina few plain
verfesy to be fung after the fermon s that fo they might
Ee more impreffed on my own beart, and on the bearts of
iy bearers. 1 hope thofe awho aitend uiy flated minifira-
tions, will confider thefe bymns as chicfly defigned foi
their edification. I bepe their recolle@ion awill be
Lereby aflified 5 and that they avill le helped to kech
i1 meniciyy and be influenced by, thefe important truths
which are the moff powerful incitements to real
bolines, awbich are onr folace in life, and, ave truft
will be our fupport in dearh, and onr joy wid fong for
ever. I muft ozvu, Lblufl to think of thefc plain
verfes falliug tnto the hands of perfous of an elevated
genius, and refined tafle. o fuch, I fnwww they avii]
appear fiat, dull and unentertainizg. It is hopad,

Ao besvever,
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howeer, that fuch aill excrcife their candor, and
confider tie work in its firfl inteution. If it may be
conducive, under a divine blefiig, to waim the beart
or affiff the devotion of any buméle chrifiian, iu the
clofet, the fanmily, o the houfe of God, I/lall therein
feucerely rejoice, wvhatever cenfure I may incur from
the polite aarld. Moy the Llefied God croavn thefz
poor endeavonrs to promote bis gliry, awith bis graci-
ous benediction ! May my intimate fricuds, avho have
long falicited for this publication, reccive fome [olid
advantage frcir it May it forve to ffrengthen the tics
of that sutnal affefiion, which is one of the deaieft
comforts of life ! May our fouls, by converfe aith God
in the exercifis of clevated dewotion, be meetened for
the blifsful feciety of heaven, and for fingins the Jorg
of Moles and the Lamb for ever !  AMEN.

]. FAWCETT.

Breartry-Hary, near Havirax,
January 17, 1782,
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HYMN L L M

UNTHANKFULNESS,

I.

Wi/, HILE heav’nly bounty crowns my days,
Lct my whole life be {pent in praife ;.

O God of love, to me impart,

'That precious gift, a thankful heart.

IL,

Thou haft my ev'ry want {upply’d ;
To fave my foul thy Son hath dv’d ;
I tafte the bleflings of thy love,.
O let me not unthankful prove,

Ag 1L, Pardon
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IHI,

Pardon and life thy mercy gives,

"Fo ev’ry finner who believes ;
Thou doft to me this grace reveal,

And fhall I be unthankful {ill ?

IV.

Forbid it, Lord, that I fhould claim,

The glory duc to thy great name ;
From pride and felf O fet me free,
And let me not unthankful be,

V.

O fave me from the dreadful {hare

Of difcontent and earthly care ;
Left I thro’ unbelief depart

From thee, with an unthankful heart,

VI

O-et my foul remember well,
Thy mercy bears me up from hell ;

And tho’ thy rod fhould make me fmart,
The caufe is my unthankful heart,

VIILL
Thy fharpeft ftrokes are ftrokes of tove,

Thy frowns a healing med’cine prove;;
I'll wear thy yoke, my faithful God,
Nor be unthankful for thy rod.

VIIL, Thy
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VIII.

Thy vows are on e, Lord, I'll raife

'To thee a monument of praife ;
To thee the grateful tribute give ;
O let me not unthankful live.

ChTHTHE ST h Y TSRT YT

HYMN I LM

AGAINST SWEARING.

L.
NGELS adore Jehovah’s name,
And Devils tremble at his word,

While men, with impious tongues, blafpheme,
Nor dread thy-wrath, Almighty Lord.

II.
““ Are notour lips ourown,” they cry,

Their haughty minds difdain controut ;

Then round their dreadful curfes fly,
But fall upon their guilty {oul;.

Il

Harden’d in fin, the wretches dare

Provoke a juft and jealous God ;
With hellifh rage they curfe and fwear,

Regardlefs of his vengeful rod.
Ay iV. Ungrateful-
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IV.

- Ungrateful mortals, thus to ufe
The glory of the human frame ;

Their Benefator they abulfe,
And turn their glory into fhame.

V.

Awake, and tremble, ye profane ;

Heaven's wrath is kindled o’cr your head ;
Take not bis holy name in vain,

Whofe look can ftrike a nation dead.

VI

Left you beneath your curfes die,
O feek for pardon while you live ;
With broken hearts for mercy cry,

Mercy can ev’ry fin forgive.

\

=i =fi»
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HYMN III, - L M

Tho foalt remember all the way, &¢c, Deut, viil, 2.

I,
) ARK was my foul, and dead in fin,

But when, great God, thy light diving
Shone on my guilty heart, I faw,
How I had broke thy righteous law,
11, Convidted



( 9 )
11,

Convifted and condeﬁm’d, I ftood.
Before the fin-avenging God,

Nor had I any plea to make,
But this, ¢ O fave for Jefus fake.”

I1I.

Depreft and {unk in felf-defpair,

I fought thy face by hearty pray’r ;
"Tiil from above thy chearing ray
Turn’d my dark midnight into day.

IV.

My foul beheld, thro’ grace, at length

jefus her rightcouine(s, and firength ;
How did I then before him fall,

And own him as my all in all !

V.

While his rich grace I humbly view’d,

Faith in his name my foes fubduw’d ;.
My willing foul to him I gave,
To guide, to fanélify and fave..

VL

Thus far my God hath led me on,

And made his truth and mercy known ;-

My hopes and fears alternate rife,
And comforts mingle with my fighs.

A g VII

. Thro’
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VII.

Thro” this wide wildernefs I roam ,
Far diftant from my blifsful home ;
Lord, let thy prefence be my ftay,

And guard me in this dang’rous way.

VIIIL

Temptations ev'ry where annoy,

And fins and fnares my peace deftroy ;
Sore confliéls 1 Interrupt my reft,

And daily woupd my anxious breaft.:

IX.

Afflictions prefs my {pirit down,
I in this tabernacle groan ;

My earthly joys are from me torn,
And oft an abfent God Tmourn.,

X,

My foul with various tempefts tofs'd,

Her hopes o’erturn’d; -her projells crofz’d,

Sees ev’ry day new ftraits attend, |
And wonders where the fcene will end.'

XI.

Is this, dear Lord that thorny road,
Which leads us to the mount of God ?-
Are thefe the toils thy people know, ,
While in the wildernefs below.

XII,

"T1

g
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X1,

'Tis even {o, thy faithful love
Doth thus thy children’s graces prove ;

"Tis thus our pride and {elf muit fall, .
That Jefus may be all in all.

'h....-*.%.'-.-f S S Nt Mot e’ S gt  —

HYMN, IV. 4§ M

Confider the Ravens.  Luke xii, 24.

L.
ISMISS your anxious care,
O all ye fons of need ;

Confider how the ravens are,
By heav’nly bounty fed.

11,

Jehovah will provide,
Your cloathing and your food ;
"Think how the ravens are fupply’d ;

And truft a faithful God.
111.

You have no prefent ftore
Laid up for future needs ;
Yet bewill not forget the poor,
Who hungry ravens fceds.
IV, Your
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IV,

Your Father will beftow
On you your daily bread ;
The ravens neither reap nor fow,
And yet are richly fed,

V.

How mean thefe creatures are !

Yet God fupplies their wants ;.

And he that doth for ravens care,.
Will not forget his faints.

VI.
For you the Savioyr dy’d ;
Heav'n is prepar’d for you';
He that for ravens doth provide,_
Will feed his children too.

VII,
If Satan thould fugectt, |

““ God will not hear your cry,”

He hears young ravens in the neft,
And anfivers from the Ly,

VIII.

His gracious word believe,

Forget your long complaint ;
It God doth food to ravens give,
His children fhall not want.

HYMN
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HYMN V. L M
Erijan fod by Ravens. 1 King, xvii, 6.,

1

@VHEN God’s own people ftand in need,

His goodnefs will provide fupplies ;
Thus when Eljah faints for bread,
A raven to his fuccour flies.

I1.

At God’s command, with {peedy wings, |
The fmngry bird refigns its prey,
And to the rev’rend prophet brings
The needful portion day by day, .

III..

"This method m'ay be counted {trange ;
But happy was E/jjab’s lot;

For nature’s courfe fhall fooner change,
Than God’s dear children be forgot,.

IV.

'This wonder has been oft renew’d,
And {aints by fweet experience find,

‘Lheir evils over-rul’d for good,
Their foes to friendly. deeds inclin’d.
Y. Whe.
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V.

Who can diftruft that mighty hand

Which rules with univerfal {fway,
Which nature’s laws can countermand,

Or feed us by a bird of prey ?
FTETH AR FTH AT TS
HYMN VI LM

Be not afraid, it is 1. John vi. 20,

I.
"YHILDREN of God, renounce your fears,

~ Lo! Jefus for your help appears,
And kindly fpeaks as he draws nigh,

Be not afraid; for it is I,
11,

When in the awful tempeft tofs'd

You feel your ftrength and courage loft,
And mighty waves roll o’er your head, |
Your Lord is near, &e »ot afraid.

II1,

Whean mournful tidings come from far,
Or nations raife tumultuoys war,
And wide their devaftations f; pread, .

Yet he Is near, e nof afraid,
IV, The.
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IV.

‘The famine, peftilence and {word, .
Are all obedient to his word ;

He, riding on the ftormy fky,
Says, ““ Fear ye not, for it is 1.

V.

When earthly joys are from you torn,
Or when, with heart-felt grief you mourn, :
To fee your dear relations dead,

Yet Jefus lives, e aot afraid,

\Z2!

When fierce difeale attacks your frame, |

Your Saviour’s love is {till the fame;
In death’s dark thade you need not fear, |
For Jefus will be with you there

VII.

YWhen ftars are from their orbits hurld,
And flames confume the guilty world,

E'en then your Judge will {miling cry, .
Be not afraid, for it is 1,

HYMN:
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INCONSTANCY.

1.
ITY, dear Lord, thy feeble child,
' By fin and Satan oft beguil’d 5
Diily to thee I ftill return,

My own inconftancy to mourn.

11

Thou fee’ft me wav’ring to and fio’,

And tofs’d with various winds that blow &
‘Thou haft compaffion for the weak,

The bruifed reed thou wilt not break.

I11.

O {ettle my unftable heart,
Liet me not from thy truth depart,

Confirm my faith, increafe my love,.
And fix my heart on things above,

IV.

Let my whole {oul united be,
By fitmer ties, dear Lord, to thees.
Let me my few remaining days
Be fedfaft in thy work and ways,
HYVIN
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HYMN VI L. M

CHARITY. r

1,
LIEST i3 the man whofe generons mind-
To works of merey is inclin’d 3
The love of Chrift his heart conftrains,
And in his breaft compaffion reigns.

11,

With bounteous hand he feeds the peor ;.

He gives, and ftill poflefles more ;
A faithful God will thus regard

His deeds which merit no reward.,

111,

The fons of need his pity move,
He melts with {ympathetic love ;
He gives to thofe who can’t repay,
Nor dares to frown the poor away..

V.

A blefling Providence commands

On cv’ry labour of his Lands

In health, or ficknefs, he fhall find
The Lord 1s g‘racious, good and kind.
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V.

- The merciful fhall mercy have
In that bright world beyond the grave s

Whiltt thofe who have 1o mercy Ihcw. i1,
The God of mercy wil] di fown.

SRR ETISEP IS HETH

HYMN IX. S m

PrRav:zenr,

THIS duty God requires,
That men fhould feck his face;,

And ofter up their warm defires
Before his throne of grace,

I

This privilege he grants
His faints below the fky,

That they fhould tell him all their wants,

And Abla, Father cry.
III,

He lends a gracious ear,

And in the trying hour,
- e makes his matchlefs love appear,
And magnifies his pow’r.

V..
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IV,

{;ct needy hinners pray,
Nor from his throne depart ;.

His mercy will not long delay
T'o heal the broken heart

V.

Since Jefus pleads above,
The God of grace will hear,
And give the bleflings of his-love,
When humble {ouls draw near.

VI

Then knock at mercy’s gate,
Defpair not, but believe ;

And fill with expeétation walt;,
Till God the token give.

The Marriage between Chrifl and the S,

I.
ESUS, the heav'nly Lover, gave
His life my wretched foul to fave;
Refolv’d to make his mercy known,

He kindly claims mc for his own.
| II. Rebellious
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II.

Rebellious, I againft him ftrove

Till melted, and conftrain’d by love ;.
With fin and felf I freely part,

The heav’nly Bridegroom wins my heart..

111,

My guilt, my wretchednefs he knows,
Yet takes and owns me for his {poufe ;
My debts he pays, and fets me free,
And makes his riches o'er to me..

IV,
My filthy rags are laid afide,.

He cloathes me as becomes his bride ¢
Himlelf beftows my wedding-drefs;
"The robe of perfe&t righteoufnefs.

V.

Angels the wond’rous myfry view,
And tune their golden harps anew g
"They touch the loudeft ftring, and raife

Their notes to reach the Bridegroom’s praife..

VI,

Loft in aftonithment, I fee,

Jelus, thy boundlefs love to me;

'With angels I thy grace adore,

And long to love and praife thee more.

V1I. Since.
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VII.

Since thou wilt take me for thy Bride,

O keep me, Saviour, near thy fide ;
I fain would give thee all my heart,
Nor ever from my Lord depart.

T

HYMN XL C M

Trust 1n Gob.

I
AIN are the hopes that mortals place, -
On what their hands have done;
Lord, Iwould truft thy fov’reign grace,
Revealed 1n thy {fon.

1L,

Helplefs and poor to thee I flv,
My refuge and my tow'r ;

And on thy mighty arm rcly,
In ev’ry trying hour.

1.

The covert.of thy balmy wings
Shall keep my foul {ecure ;
My comfort from thy mercy {prings,
Thy mercy ever {ure,
IV, In
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TIn ev'ry conflit, ev’ry ftrait,
I look to thee, my Lord,

For thy falvation I would wait,
otill hoping in thy word.

V.

"When ftorms arife, and foes invade,
And ecarth and hell agree,
"T'o make my feeble fou] afraid,

My God, I truft in thee.

VI.

‘When {unk beneath afilition’s load,
‘To thee for help I fly,

Still hoping in the living God,
When earthly comforts die.

VII.

Our fathers trufted in thy name,
To thee they humbly cry’d ;

Nor w:cre*thy fervants put to fhame,
Or their requefts deny’d.

V111,

‘When overwheln’d with griefs and: fears,

‘Thelr {pirits were diftre(s’d,
On thee they caft their weighty cares,
And felt their hearts at reft,

IX

. How
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IX.

3ow firm-their hopes and comfort ftand,
Who on thy grace rely !

Supported by that mighty hand
That form’d the earth and fky.

X.

The hills about Ferufalem,
From age to age abide,

So, Lord, thy grace {urroundeth them,
Who in thy name confide.

XL

May I thy faithful love adore,
With ever new delight;
And learn to truft thee more and more,

Thll faith is chang’d to {ight.
ChTHEETR IS ETRTRT

HYMN XII L M

On 3 Fast-Day, February 178,

1.

EFORE thy face, great God, we mourn,

And to thy gracious throne draw nigh ;
O let not thy fierce anger burn,

Look on us with propitious eye. *
I, We
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II.

We own our nation’s guilt is great;

We juftly fear thy vengeful hand ;
But let not ftill thy love forget

‘Thy. former kindnefs to our land.

111,

O turn us from our finful ways,
The caufe of all we feel and fear,

Pardon and heal this guilty race,
And kindly to our help draw near.

IV.
Give peace to this diftrated ftate,

Defend us from our foreien foes ;
Leave not to their contempt and hate,
The land thy ancient mercy chofe.

V.

Our finking commerce, Lord, revive;
Its deadnefls fpreads diftrefs around ;
”T1s commerce makes a nation thrive,

And plenty ev’ry where abound.

HYMN



As thy days, fo feall thy frength be. Deut. xxxii1 25.

L~

/f I
FFLICTED f{oul, to Jefus dear,

Thy Saviour’s gracious promife hear,

His faithful word declares to thee,
That as thy days, thy fireagth foall Le.

11.

Let not thy heart defpond and {ay,

¢« How fhall I fland the trying day "
He has engag’d by firm decree,

That as by days, thy flrength foall be.

I,

Thy faith is weak, thy focs are ftrong ;
Yet fure the conflict fhan't be long ;
Th Lord fhall make the tempter flee
For as thy days, thy fliength foail be.
IV.
The chriftian race with patience run,
Till grace compleat the work begun
Wreftle and firive for victory,

For as thy days, thy firength focil oe.
I} V

. Whes
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V.

Should perfecution rage and flame,
Still truft in thy Redeemer’s name ;
In fiery trials thou fhalt fee, )

That as thy days, thy firength foall be.

VI

When call'd to bear the weighty crofs,
Or fore affli¢tions, pain, or lofs,

Or decp diftrefs, or poverty,
Still as thy days, thy firength foall le.

VIL

When ghaftly death appears in view,

Chrift’s prefence fhall thy fears {ubdue;
He comes to {et thy {pirit free,

And as thy days, thy flrength foall be.
CRTRTHTEPTSE YT SHFT

HYMN XIV., L M

I ho maketh thee todiffer from another, 1Cor, iv. 7.

I.
HEN my dark foul, once dead in fin,

Was rouz’'d at length by grace divine,
In deep aftonithment I faw,

The terrors of a broken law.
II. No
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L

No longer wrapt in felf-decett,

I then perceiv’d my guilt was great ;.
My danger I began to view,

And grace reveal’d the refuge too.

1.

The willing flave of fin no more;
My dreadful bondage I deplore;
And with a broken {pirit cry,

O mercy ! {ave me, orldie!

IV.

Some rays of hope pervade the gloom,
Since Jefus bids the weary come;

I humbly truft in him, and {ee
He fhed his precious blood for me.

V.

Sweet Jefus, I would ever cleave:
To thee, and on thy fulnels live ;
And my own righteoufnefs difclaim ;
For all I have is guilt and fhame.

VI.

Thy mighty arm the work hath wrought;
My foul abhors a boafting thought ;
Before thy feet I humbly own,

The praife is due to grace alone.

B 2 ViI.
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Vil

Thy fov’reign wi{dom form’d the plan,
Thy mercy firlt the work began;

Grace will complete the great defign,
And endlefs glory fhall be thine.

(G S e S S el el - e

HYMN XV. LM

Chrift enduring the Contradiclion of Sinners.

gl

1.

OW g¢lorious is the Prince of grace,
Who cloath’d himfelf in mortal clay,
And for our vile apoftate race,

Once gave his precious life away.
II.

Angels his mighty name adore,

And at his feet {ubmiflive bow :
Yet what reproach and fhame he bore,

For wretched {finners here below !

111,

In yonder bright celeftial plains
Majeftic rays his head adorn ;

God over all the Saviour reigns,
Yet he was treated here with {corn.

IV. All



IV.

Al heav'n reveres the facred name
Of Jefus, the Almighty Lord ;

Yet how did harden’d Fewws blafpheme,
And dare to contradict hia word !

V.

He condefcended to be flain
To take away their horrid guilt?

Yet he was treated with difdain
By thofe for whom his blood was fpilt.

VI.

Their contradiGions he endur’d ;
With lamb-like gentlenefs he ftood,

11 pardon for' their crimes procurd,

And pray’d for thofe who fhed his blood.

VIL.

My foul would in his death confide,
And learn of him the crofs to bear ;

He, my bleft pattern, and my guide,
Shall teach me how to perfevere.

1 HYMi+
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HYMN XVI. L, M

UriMm and THuMMIM,

] I; _
EN Chrift, our great high prieft, we find
The Urim, and the Thummim join'd ;

Perfefiion’s fweeteft glories fhine
In him the Source of light divine,

1L

Aaron 1n prieftly garments drefs’d

Is bid to wear upon his breaft,
"The precious ftones, ordain’dto prove,
A type of Jefus and his love,

III.

They ﬂlone; with native luftre, bright ;
So Chrift, with uncreated light,

Sheds on our fouls eternal day,
And takes the veil of night away,

V.

Great fun of righteoufnefs, arife,
To cheer our hearte and blefs our eyes ;
"The light of grace we then fhall know,

- And foon the light of glory too,
V. The
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V.

The fhinings of thy heav’nly love
Our gloomy darknefs fhall remove ;

Thofe beams fhall guide our fouls to thee,
And in thy light we light fhall fce.

Vi,

Now are the fuered books unfeal’d,
And God’s cternal will reveal’d

In Chrift, thedear incarnate word ;.
By angelsand by faintsador'd.

VI

Perfefions human and divine,.
In Jefus our Redeemer fhine;

He all his Father’s image bears,
And his effential glory wears.

VIII.

Jehovah is his awful name,
Thro’ all eternity the fame ;

His prefence fills unmeafur’d {pace,
Rich and unbounded 1s his grace.

IX.

Alm‘ighty’ is the Saviour’s hand ;
Who can his {ov’reign pow’r withftand ?

His wif{dom is a deep profound,
Where all our fcanty thoughtsare drown’d,

B4 - X, An
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X.

An angel’s tongue would fail to tell
What beauties in his perfon divell :

Toearthly charms we bid adieu,
When once Lis diftant fuce we view,

Xl

His worth, to mortal ears untold,
Fternal ages thall unfold ;
But ev’ry needy foul fhall find

i1s name 1s love, his heart is kind.
--....-* e, e S

HYMN XVII. L M

The SPirITUAL MaAN,
L
ILL God his Spirit doth impart,

How carnal i1s the human heart!
Averfe to all that’s good, and prone

To cleave to earthly things alone,

II‘
But when his grace the foul refines,
"The will to heav’nly things inclines ;

The carnal mind is then fubduw’d,
And all the inward pow’rs renew’d,

I, ’Tis

i



IIL.

"Tis then we firft begin to learn,
What is, on earth, our great concein ;.
From the long fleep of fin we rife,

And upwardsglance our wond’ring €yes,

IV.

The foul then breathes her native air,
And flies to God by humble pray’r ;.
Fxtends her wings, and foars on high,.

To reach the blifs beyond the tky.
V.

YWhat God reveals, the {aint approves,
1s do@rines and his laws he loves;
The gofpel makes his heart rejolce,

The Paths of virtue are his choice..

V1.

He loves his foes 3 is meek and mild,.
And free from malice, as a child,
Patient beneath the crofs,. and ftill:
Delights todo his ¥ ather’s will.

VII..

The promife, oft his heart revives,.
On heavenly food the chriftian lives ;
He here enjoys a rich {upply,

While finners hunger, ftarve and die..

Bs VI

.. Tho”
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VIII.

Tho’ others dote on empty toys,.
The man of heav’nly mind employs

His warmeft thoughts, and deepeft care,
On that which time can ne’er impair,

IX.

When ev’ry earthly joy is fled,
And all created comforts dead ;
Or when the world is doom’d to fire,

His portion ftill remains entire,_

X.

The fun muft fade, the ftars muft fall,
But Jefus is his all in all ;

Theall-fufficient God fhal] be
His treafure thro® eternitx. |

XI.

He longs to fee the ]1appy morn,

When on the wings of angels borne,
He thall the blifsful climes explore

Where fleth and fin are known 1no more,

HYMN
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HYMN XVHIL C M

Take not thy Holy Spirit. from me. PL 11, 11..

. I
HE God of grace will never leave,.

Or caft away his own ;
Yet when we do his Spirit grieve,
His comforts are withdrawn..

11,
If we his facred motions flight,
Or difobey his voice,

He will {ufpend his cheering light,,
And {oul-tranfporting joys.

1.

When pride and felf begin to fwell,
The Comforter departs ;
The High and Lofty One will dwell

In humble broken hearts.

1V.

When noify war and firife abound,.
We grieve the peaceful dove;
His gracious influence 1s found

In paths of truth and love,. |
V. If:
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V.

If we indulge fome darling fin,

Or difregard his laws,
His {uccour and fupport divine

The heav’nly gueft withdraws,
VI,

And then, alas! how. cold and dead,
Will our devotions be !

But, Lord, our Spirits ever dread
To be forfook by thee.

VII.

O leave us not to fin 1 prey,
Nor yet to Satar’s wiles;

But guide us ip thy heav’nly way,
And cheer us wit thy {miles.

-t u’;ﬁ’DfﬁFC'&C heh T eh T HT

HYMN XIX. I u

Mate bafte, iy belived, ¢5, Song viii, 14,
L.
HOU dearest object of my lave,

Llong to dwell with thee above ;
Fain would I leave the world and rife,

To yon fair manfion oy the fkies,

L, Thry
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Il.

"Thro' this wide wildernefs 1 roam,.
Far diftant from my peaceful home 3
T faint with toil, and often fay,

« Let not thy chariot long delay ”

111.

Temptations often break my peace,

When will my inward conflicts ceafe ¢
With pains and fears, and griefs opprefs'd,
My {pirit longs to be at reft.

IV.

As one forfaken and forlorn,

Thy abfence, deareft Lord, I mourns,
I long thy blifsful face to {ce,

And dwell for ever near to.thee.

V.-

Fain would I reach the peaceful fhore,

Where fin fhall pain my heart no more ;

Make hafte, my Lord, to my relicf,
And let my death conclude my grief.

VI.

With patience I would wear the chain,
*Till I my fweet releafe obtain ;

Still waiting for that blefled day,
When thouwilt call my {oul away.

HYMN
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HYMN XX. C.M
Perer’s Fal and Recovery.

I

OW did the pow’rs of darknefs rage.
Againft the Son of God !

While cruel men on earth engage
To fhed his precious blood.,

1I.

His friends-forfook him with furprize,
When that dread {cene began ;
And one perfidioufly denies
He ever knew the man.

111,

How feeble human efforts prove
Againft temptation’s pow'’r !

E’en Peter’s flaming zeal and fove-
Are vanquifh’d in an hour.

1V.

His firmeft purpofe will not ftand ;-
Behold his guilt and fhame !
Lord, keep me by thy mighty hand,
Or.I fhall do the fame,
V. At
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V.

At lengtit the fuff’ring Saviour turns;,
And looks with pitying eyes ;
Perer relents, withdraws and mourns,,

And loud for mercy cries..

VL

3o boundlefs.is- Jehovah’s grace,
He hears the humble pray’s ;-
If I am found in Peter’s cale,
T would not ftill defpair..

VII.

Look on me, Lord,‘ with eyes of love,
My wand’ring {oul reftore ;
My guilt forgive, my fears remove,

And let me fin no more..

ﬁﬁ-ﬁﬁﬁf“ﬁﬁﬁﬁ

HYMN., XXL G A

None of thefe things move me.  ACts XX, 24,

L.
ORD, I am thine, forfake me not,

But ftill thy fervant own ;
AfliGions are my daily lot,

And {orrows prefs me dovn,

II. A
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I1.

A thoufand fnares attend my path,
And I am prone to fal] ;

But, Lord, fupport my feeble faith,

And bear me {afe thro’ all.

11

Thy gofpel is my treafure fill,
1 love thy holy laws ;

Llove to do my Father’s will,
Whoe’er defert his caufe.

IV.
I'would not caft my hope away,

When dangers round appear ;
From duty’s path I would not ftray,
Nor yield to flavifh fear,

V.
Lord, Iwould ftill adhere to thea ;.

- Let not my purpofe move ;

O may my faith more fedfaft be,
And more intenfe my love.

VI

May but Almighty grace cefend
A feeble helplels worm,

Whate’er diftrefles may attend,
Pl weather out the {ftorm.

VI1I

. 1 long
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VII.°

I long to reach the happy fhore,
Of cverlalting peace,

Where threat’ning tempefts rife no more,

Where fin itfelt fhall ceafe.

Divine Purity and Merey. Pl hxix, 8,

1

OST holy God, thy vengeful ire
Burneth like a confuming fire ;

O how fhall then the wretch 1mpure;
Thy jult, thy dreadful wrath endure.

IL.

Where can a guilty mortal fly ?

Or how efcape thy jealoufy 2
Thy wrath purfues thy foes to hell,
Where damned {ouls in darknefs dwell,

111.

We dread e’en thy chaftifing rod,
Thou holy, fin-avenging God ;
For when thy f{aints from thee depart,

"Thy rod {hall make their folly {mart.

1V, But:
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IV,

But while we fear thy frowning face,
We'll not forget thy {ov'reign grace ;

We ftill with trembling would rejoice

For mercy is Johovah’s choice.
V.

_The mourning finner thou wilt hear,

And not defpife his humble pray'r ;
For while thou doft correé his fins,
Thy heart to pity fill inclines.

VL

O wondrous grace that can forgive
Wretches who don’t deferve to Jive !

No longer thy difpleafure burns,
When once the prodigal returns.

VII.

May we thy promis’d mercy prove,
And witnefs thy forgiving love ;
Teach us with al] thy faints to know
Thou canft be juft, yet gracious too,

HYMN
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HYMN XXIIL C M
et is thy wealy and thy firengthy e, 16 Ixiii, 15

' I
OW, from thy habitation, Lord,
To our relief draw nigh ;
A gracious look to us afford,
And hear our hvmble cry.

11,

In darknefs we have fouglit thee long,
And ftill our {ouls complain ;

Thy loveis great, thy arm is ftrong,
And fhall we feekin vain 2

11,

Sinners reject thy gofpel fill,
Nor from their follies ceafe.s.

Where is thy flrength, and avhere thy %eal,
To give thy word fuccefs ?

1V.

Increafe our fervency and love,
And ftrength to do thy will,
And caufe our drooping fouls to prove
Thy faithfulnefs and zeal.

V. O {ave
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V.
O fave us in temptation’s hout,
Nor put our fouls to fhame ;

Where is thy mercy, and thy pow'r ?
Are they net [l the fame ¢

VI.

Fear, fin and grief our fouls opprefs ;
We have to thee complain’d ;

Where are the tokens of thy grace ?
Are they from us reftrain’d 2

VIL

Now, Lord, thy mighty arm reveal,
A gracious anfwer give ;

Thy pow’r, thy mercy and thy. zeal
Shall thy own work revive.

F T TR THRTHET TETE TR TR0
HYMN XXIV. G M

The Lord God made them coats of fkins, Gen, lil, 2x

L.
DAM by {in his God forfakes,
And foon his guilt perceives,.
And all the poor defence he makes
Is but of with’ring leaves,
o II. The
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II.

The Lord prepar’d him coats of fkins,

A warm and homely drefs ;
Type of that robe that hides our fins,
The Saviour’s rightcoufnefs.

I1I.

The beafts, perhaps, had firft been flain
A facrifice to God ;

So Chrift, to cleanfe our guilty ftain,

Has offer’d up his blood.

1V.

T hate thele filthy rags of mine ;
I hate my own fig-leaves ;

But love that righteoufnefs divine
Which Jefus freely gives.

V.
Clothed in this, the faints fhall ftand,

In holinefs complete,
With palms of vift'ry in their hand,

Before the judgment feat.

VI.
O may my foulin Chrift be found,

And now his image bear ;

Then let th’ archangel’s trampet {ound,

I fhall not need to fear,

HYMN
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HYMN XXV. § M

Laove the Lord, obey bis voice, and cleave to him,
Deut, xxx. 20,

L.
E vain delights, adieu,
With ev’ry meaner love ;
A nobler object I purfue ;
My wifhes foar above,

IL.

To thiee my foul afpires,
Before thy feet I fall,

Thou centre of my warm defires,
My refuge, and my all.

IIT.
‘Thou Lord of life and blifs,

Thou fource of all that’s fair,

To fear, adore, and love thee 1s
My {oul’s cternal care,

IVv.

L1

I would obey thy will,
As well as truft thy woid ;
Infpire my breaft with fervent zeal,
To glorify my Lord,
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V.

A thoufand {nares attend

"The path in which I go;
O let thy arm my foul defend,
And guide me fafely through.

VL.

In thee, my God, I live,
Thy gocdnefs I have known ;
And ’tis my higheft blifs to cleave
To thee, and thee alcne.

VIiI.

All needful grace impart ;
- Be thou my ftrength and ftay ;
To thy own felf unite my heart,

And let menever {tray,

VIIL

O keep my foul in peace,
Still leaning on thy breaft ;
And when the toils of life fhall ceafe,
Recelve me to thy reft.

HYMN



( 48 )

HYMN XXVI § M

N

Thro’ much tribulation we muf? enter the kingdon
of Ged, Adlls xiv, 22.

I.

E’RE ftrangers here below,
W With various woes oppreft,
And muft thrt’ tribulation go

To our eternal reft.

I1.

Thus Chrift our glorious head
Afcended to his throne
Why fhould his faints refufe to tread

The way their Lord has gone ?

111,

"The path to glory lies
Thro’ angutfh and diftrefs

But joyful we at length fhall rife,
The kingdom to poflefs,

IV.

’T'1s needful that we bear
Our Father’s rod of love ;

We pals thro’ tribulation here,
'That we may reft above.



( 49 )
V.

We learn his will divine
Beneath the chaft’ning rod ;

It purifies the foul from fin,
And brings us near to God,

V1.

With paticnce we'll {uftain
The burdens of the day ;

And wait, till forrow, toil and pain
Shall ail be done away.

V1L

The promis’d land 1s near,
We'll keep it ftill in fight ;

Faith makes the pearly gates appr,a.r,
And all the realms of light.

S T «M S

HYMN XXVIL. C 3

On the Death of the Rev. Mr JAMES HARTLEY,
late of Hawartb,

L
“\AR from afliction, toil and care,
The happy foul is fled ;
The breathlefs clay fhall lumber here,

Amongft the filent dead,
(. | fl. Slowly
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11,

Slowly his earthly frame decay’d ;
His end was long in fight ;
Nor was his fteady foul afraid

To take its awful ﬂight.

L

The gofpel was his joy and fong,
E’en to his lateft breath ;

The truth he:had maintain’d {o long
Was his fupport in death,

IV.

Now he refides where Jefus is,

Above this dufky {phere ;
He wasno ftranger to the blifs

While he fojourned here.

. V.

His body refts beneath the ground
“I'1ll that trémendous day,
When the laft trumpet’s thund’ring found

‘Shall wake his fleeping clay.

VI.

The church’s lofs we all deplore,
And fhed the falling tear ;

We fhall behold his face no more,
"Till Jefus fhall appear,

ViI. But
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VI,

But we are haft’ning to the tomb ;
O may we ready ftand !

Then, deareft Lord, receive us home
To dwell at thy right hand.

ST TE S TSR RS TR

HYMN XXVII § M

Jev, 1. 4, 5. Inn thofe days, and in that time, &,

I.
ORD, we have gone aftray,
In our degen’rate {tate ;
O that we now might find the way
To Zion’s happy gate !

11,

We would no longer live
To difobey the Lord ;

'To us- thy promis’d Spirit give,
And rule us by thy word.

111,

With inward grief we mourn,
Before thy awful face ;

And with a melting heart return
To fupplicate thy grace.

C o2 IV, Dear
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IV,

Dear Lord," we would be thine,
.- And never l_uaije thee more ;
Save us from ev'ry reigning fin;
Our wand’ring {ouls reftore.

. i ? t
»

With willing heart and hand
We give ourfelves to God ;
May we that cov’nant underftand,

Which ]efus {eal’d with‘ blood.
VI.

With humble faith we claim
The bleflings thou haft giv'n;

And, trufting in the Saviour’s name,
Purfue the path to heav’n.

HYMN XXIX. L. M.

The Prayer of an awakened finner.

1,
URN me to thee, O God Moft High,
O fave me, {ave me, or I die;
And let a wretched finner prove

The riches of thy fov’reign love.
II. Enlighten
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o

Enlighten'my benighted mind,
And to thyfelf my pafhons bind ;
O melt my ftubborn heart to love,

g

And guide my views to things above.

[11.

May pow'r divine my heart rencyy,
And all the carnal mind {fubdue ;

I would not make a formal fthew, .

And not thy faving mercy knosw.
IV,

IfIa ﬂave. to Satan Ee,

Thy mighty arm can {et me free ;
For thy falvation, Lord, I wait;
Have pity on my helplefs ftate.

V. .

If fin has ftill the fov’reign rule,
Releafe my captivated foul ;

Thy pow’rful word alone can break

The hated yoke from off my neck..

VI.

Let holinefs become my choice ;
In thee let all my pow’rs rejoice ;
Be thou my hope and portion {ill,
And perfe@ in me all thy will.

C 3

HYMN
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HYMN XXX. C M

AU the days of my appeinted time will I wait, (e,
Job, xiv. 14.

I .
Nthinking mortals, you muft die;

Behold the King of dread,

Prepar’d to let the arrow fly,
That ranks you with the dead.

1.

Your youth and ftrength will nought avall
To guard you in that day ;

Your wealth and honor then will fail,
Your beauty fade away.

111,

The firmeft nerves will be unftrung,
And ev’ry motion die;

Silent the captivating tongue,
And dim the fparkling cve,

IV,

The foul difmifled from the clay,
Receives its final doom,

In realms of everlafting day,
Or hell’s eternal gloom.
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V..
Celeftial guards convey the {aints

To their divine abode ;
Now they-forget their long complaimts,
And {ee their Father, Ged.

V1.

O could we realize the theme,
And view this change as near:!
This world would die in our efteem,
The next employ our care,

VII.

May we in waiting pofture ftand,
Prepar’d to take our flight; |

When gentle death with friendly hand,
Shall change our faith to fight,

CHTHTHFTh STHPSHTITHT

HYMN XXXIL L M

Rom, iv. 20. He flaggerednat at the promifey &'

I
HE promife is my joy and fong ;-
*Tis rich and full, ’tis firm and ftrong ;:
It an{wers all the finner’s needs,
And far his fcanty thoughts exceeds,

C g 11, And
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I1.

And yet my weak and doubtfu! mind
To unbelief is ftill inclin’d ;

For tho’ the word of grace is free,

1 often fear, *#is not for me.

II.

Its glorious fulnefs I admire,

And view it with intenfe defire ;
Vet while I fee my guilt and fhame,
I fearcely dare the promife claim,

IV.
Thus unbelief my peace deftroys,

Cuts oft my hopé, and damps my joys ;

I ftagger at thy promife, Lord,
And dare not truft thy faithful word.

V.

O could I with a fteady faith,
Believe what God my Father faith,

‘Then fhould I 1g«'-;,harif'y him more,
And his unbounded grace adore !

VI,

How thould I truft my heav'nly friend,
And on his faithful word depend !

Then could T fearlefs view the grave,
And death himfelf no fting would have.

\'248

This
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VII.

This faith would chear my eloomy way,
And turn my darknefs into day ;

And fill my conftant aim would be,
My God, to live;qr die to thee.

CHTHTHTH S S TETETHTH T

HYMN XXXIL. C. M.
Eph. v. 14. 5waaée,4&-7’c.

| 1.
WAKE, awake, O drow{y foul,

From carnal {loth arife ;.
Befme the threat’ning thunders roll,.
To rouze thee with {urprize,

1I..

Why wilt thou ftill in darknefs live;
Involv’d in fhades of night,

When Jefus calls thee to receive
The rays of heav’nly light }

{11,

He teaches thee thyfelf to know ;.
He {ets before thine eyes,

"Thy danger and thy refuge too,,
And calls thee to arife,

Cs LV, He'll
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IV.

He'll be thy bright, thy glorious fun,
Thy gloomy path to chear ;

Onward thy willing feet fhall run,
oecure from ev'ry {nare.

V.

His light fhall open to thy view
The glories of the fkies;

And profpeéts ever rich and new
Shall blefs thy wond’ring eyes.

VI

He will direét thee in thy way,
And fhew thee all his will ;

And to the realms of endlefs day
His hand fhall guide thee fill,

CRTHTH TR TIPTHETETH

HYMN XXXl L M.
Joh.ix. 4. Lmuft work the wark of him, &,

I.
HE fhort-1iv'd day declines in hafte,
The night of death approaches faft ;.
With rapid fpeed the moments rumn,

In which the work of life is.done,
I, As.
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11.

As flies the fhuttle o’er the loom,, -
So mortals haften to the tomb ;
As fhips that fkim along the fea,.

Or eagles darting on the prey..

II..

As vanifies the fleeting fhade,

As flow’rs before the ev’ning fade,.
Such 1s the life of feeble man,

His days are meafur'd by a {pan..

Iv.

I-would not wifh on earth to ftay,-
Beyond this fhort, uncertain day ;.
But, Lord, prepareiny foul to do.
"The work.appointed me below, .

‘ ;,1
“ir

Be this:my one, my great concern,
The way of life and peace to learn;;.
To know my dear Redcemer’s love, .
And his renewing grace to prove, .

V..

With willing heart and ative hands, .
Lord, I would practice thy commands; .
Improve the moments as they fly,

And live.as Lwould wifh to die, -
| - HYMN:
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HYMN XXXIV. L.M

DEarTaBH

I. |
HAT {cenes of horror and of dread,

Await the finner’s dying bed !
Death’s terrors all appear in fight,
Prefages of eternal night.

I1.

His fins in dreadful order rife,
And fill his foul with fad furprize;

Mount §7za’s thunder ftuns his ears,
And not one ray of hope appears.

L.

Tormenting pangs diftraét his breaft,
Where’er he turns, he finds no reft ;
Death firikes the blow, he groansand cries,

And, indefpair and horror, dies,
- IV,

Not {o the heir of heav’nly blifs ;-..
His1oul is fill’d with confcious peace ;.
A fteady faith fubdues his fear ;

He {ees the happy Cangay near.
) vV, His
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V.

Pis mind istranquil and ferene,
No terrors 1n his looks are {feen ;

His Saviour’s {mile dlfpels he gloom,.
And {mooths his paﬂaﬂe to the tomb.

VI,

Lord, make my faith and love iincere,

Myjuﬂgment {ound, my confcience clear ,.,
And when the toils of life are palt,

May I be found in peace atlaft!
NN NN e %mﬁ\\%

HYMN XXXV. (. M.

REDEMPTION by CHRIST.

I..
SATAN, the prince of darknefs reigns,

O’cr all the fallen race,
"Till Chrift the glorious vit¥'ry gains,
By his all-conqu’ring grace.

11.

Behold the triumphs of his love,
O’er all the pow’rs of hell !
Defcending from the courts above,
He deign’d on earth o divell,
111 His.

g}
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I1I.

His Iife is pure, without a flaw,.
His death a facrifice 5
He gives due honor to the law,.

And, as a vi&tim,_ dies.

1V.

From curfe and wrath he fets us frees.

For in that dreadful night,
When hanging on the fatal tree,
He bore their awful weight.

V..

He breaks the hated chains of fin >.
And for its guilt atones s
Gives hife,. and liberty divine,
By his expiring groans,

VI

He conquer’d with hi¢ dying breath,
And triumph’d when he fell ;

Open’d the tenfold gates of death,
And vanquifh’d fin and hell, |

HYMN:
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HYMN XXXVIL CM

lal xl. 1,2, Comfort ye; comﬁrr ye my peoplz,
, faith your Ga,d

I.. |
HE meflengers of gofpel grace

Are charged from above,
'To comfort Zion in diftrefs,
With words of peace and love,

II..

Ye mourning fouls, the tidings hear,
Your peace 1s made with heav'n
Difmifs your unbelieving fear ;
Your fins are all forgiv’n.

1L

Prom his Almighty Father’s throne

‘The princely Saviour came ;
He did for all your crimes atone,

He bore your guilt and shame,

1V,

Hence, from your wretchednefs and woe;
His love fhall {et you free;

For he has vanquifh’d ev’ry foe
Upon the curfed tree,
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V.

- Fis hands the choiceft gifts impart,
‘To ev'ry needy foul
His mercy heals the broken heart,.
- And makes the wounded whole.

VI
Fear n!ot, your happy fouls at length,

Shall more than conqu’rers prove 3
Supported by Jehovah’s ftrength,
And everlafting love..

TRHRThRT ieCa?eiaCieSq?ru H

HYMN XXXVIL I M
The Harbinger of Chrifl. 16, 1. 3.

I.

Voice the lonely defart chears,
Prepare the way, your God appears ;.
The cry reverberates around;

‘The vocal hills repeat the found.

IL

Ye lofty cedars, homage pay ;
Ye floods, be ftll, ye rocks give way 3
Ye mountains, fink, ye forefts, bend ;

Ye angels, fee your God defcend.,
| (I, Eet.
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T11.

Iet devils flee, let men adore ;
Let tidings fpread from fhorc to fhore;

Jehovah, deigns on earth to dwell,
Amongft the heirs of death and hell.

IV,

His matchlefs glories he conceals,
And but his boundlefs love reveals ;
He wraps his God-head 1n our cli}*,
And comes+o take our-;uilt away.

V.
When he affumes 2 human form,

He meekly calls him{elf a worm
Hark how his founding bowels roll !

Our griefs opprefs his holy foul,

VI,

Sinners, your fuff’ring Lord adore,
He fiweats, he bleeds thro’ evry pore;

The wond’rous {eene of love admire,
And fee him on the crofs expire.

V1L,

With melting hearts, to him apply;
Believe, and you fhall never die:
Your fouls, your all to Jefus give;
For he has bled that ye might live.

HYMN



( 66 )
CTHHTHRTHhT RS TE T R

- HYMN XXXVII.. C M.

i, Xl 4. Every vallyy, &,

I‘.
HEN Ziow's King defcends to dwell.
With mortals here below,

His hand exalts the humble vale,
And makes the mountains bow.

- 0L
The foul oppre(s’d with finand grief;

His gracious words revive ;

He gives the mourners fweet relief,
And bids the dying live,

1L

He looks upon the lowly mind,
With a propitious eye ;
And ev’ry humble foul fhali find

His chearing prefence nigh.

V.

But haughty finners feel his frown,
And tremble at his nod ;

Fle brings the lofty fpirit down,
With his alarming rod.

V. He
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v

He bows the heart that us'd to fivel¥
With pharifaic pride ;

Or fends the ftubborn foul to hell,
Who does his grace deride.

VI.

He all obftruétions fhall remove,

And clear the facred way,
“That leads the foul to blifs above,
And everlafting day,

CHCHPHTPPTHTH ST

HYMN XXXIX. C M
To me to live is Chrif}, to dic is gain.

I.
HE {olemn day is furcly near,

'The moment haftens on,

When I muft quit this dutky {phere,
And fly to realms unknown,

11

O may Inow in Jefus live,
And know his faving pow’r ;
So fhall his hands my foul receive
In my departing hour,

L If
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L .

If Jefus is.my life below,
E’en death fhall be my gain ;

May he the facred pledge beftow
That Iwith him fhall reign,

LV.,
Soon fhall my happy fpirit rife

To dwell with him above, ‘
And gladly feize th’ immortal prize,

Beftow’d by {ov’reign love, |
V.

- Idhall receive the vaftreward:
"That cannot fade away ;

Already is the blifs prepar’d
‘Againift th"appointed day. "

VI

O may I then by humble faith
Still view the moment nigh,

When Jeflus, by the hand of death,
ohall fetch me up on high,

L]

HYNN
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HYMN XL L[M.

And the glory of the Lord fhall be reveald, &e.

I
HE glory of the Father faines
In Chrift his Son, in faireft lines
His birth, his life and death proclaim
‘The honors of his mighty name,

I1.
A lucid ftar adorns the fky,
Signal of brighter glory nigh ;

Angelic hofts the tidings bring,
And men adore the new-born King.

T,

In all the doétrines Jefus taught,

Inall the mighty works he wrought,
He made his pow’r and mercy known

And in his death his God-head fhone.
IV.
‘The fun, afham’d, its glories hid,
When he, its mighty Maker, dy'd ;
The {olid rocks afunder clave
The dead forfook the op’ning grave.
Y, Each
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V. .

- Earth trembled at its Maker’s pain ;
The temple’s veil was rent in twain ;
And menin deep amazement own,

Jefus was God’s eternal Son.

VI.

Angels his boundlefs love adore ;

And hell’s black legions loudly roar ;
Stern juftice {miles, well-pleas’d, to fec
Qur debts difcharg’d-upon the tree.

VL.

He rifes as 2 conqu'ring King ;
His vié'ries thro’ the heavens ring ;

Soon he afcends in glory bright,
To fill his throne, and claim his right,

VIIL,

Around the globe the tidings fly,
And Gentile finners doom’d to die,
The mefiages of grace receive,

And, thro’a dying Saviour, live.

HYM
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HYMN XLIL C M

and a light to my paths.

I.

OW precious is the book divine
By in{piration given!
Bright as a lamp its doétrines fhine
To guide our {ouls to heav'n.

1I.

Its light, defcending from above,
Our gloomy world to chear,

Difplays a Saviour’s boundlefs love,
And brings his glories near.

I11.

It dhews to man his wand’ring ways
And where his feet havetrod ;.

And brings to view the matchlefs grace
Of a forgiving God.,

v

When once it penetrates the iind,
It conquers ev’ry fin ;

‘Tl enlighten’d foul begins to find
The path of peace divine.

Thy word is a Lamp to my feet,
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V.

It fweetly chears our drooping hearts,
In this dark vale of tears ;s
Life, light and joy it ftill imparts,

And quells our rifing fears,

VL

This lamp, thro” all the tedious night
Of life, fhall guide our way,
Thll we behold the clearer light
Of an cternal day.

aralligh gl T gl e yy— il temm—" NSl Sy el vy Syl S et |\ T

HYMN XLII. CM
]ESDS the Defire of all Nations,

. 1.
¥ NEFINITE excellepce is thine,
Thou lovely Prince of grace ;
* Thy uncreated beauties thine

With never-fading rays.
II.

"T'is heav’n below to tafte thy love ;
And thy cternal fmile
Shall conftitute our blifs above,
And be our portion ftill,
111, How



IIL.

¥ow mean is all that carth can boalt,
How dim its glories fhine !

Ats dazzling beauties all are loft
When once compa1’d to thine.

IV,
There’s nothing found beneath the fun
To fill our vaft defires ;
To thee our warm affections run,

- Our panting heart afpires.

v

Sinners from earth’s remotelt end
Come bending at thy feet;

To thee their pray’rs and vows afcend,
In thee their wifhes mect.

A2 %

Thy name, as precious ointment fhed,
Delights the church around ;

Sweetly the facred odours {pread
Thro’ all Inmanuel’s ground.

PART I1.

VIL
Angels behold, with {weet {urprize,
The beauties of thy face ;
Thy glor'y thines thro’ all the fhies,
And thro’ the w orld thy grace.
D VI11L, Millions
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YHI.
Millions of happy fpirits live
On thy exhauftlefs ftore ;

From thee they all their blifs receive,
And ftll thou givelt more,

IX.

Thou art their triumph and their joy ;

They find their all in thee ;
"Thy glories will their tongues employ,
'Thro all eternity.

X.

Immortal light {furrounds thy throne;

In that bright world above ;
Hell trembles at thy dreadful frown,
‘And heav’n adores thy love,

X1,

When fhall the happy day appear
That we fhall mount on high,
And view thy matchlefs beauties there,

With never-ceafing joy ?

X1,

Angels will liften to our {ong,
And. {eraphs join the praife ;

For none amongft the happy throng
Shall louder triumphs raife.

HYMN
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HYMN XLII P .M

Mal, i, 23. But who may abide the day of his
coming € &',

L.

OOX down from the fLies
My Father and Friend,

And now to my cries
In mercy attend ;
My {oul is opprefled
With fin and with grief,

Lord, T am diftrefled ;
O fend me relief,

1L

I truft in thy Son,
And humbly would plead,
‘The work he has done

On earth inour ftead ;
A fweet intimation

I find in thy word,
Of perfet falvation,

Thro’ Jefus the Lord,
D 2 I, Thy
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TIL.

- Thy-merey can free

. From fin and from thrall ;
QO look upon me,

The vileft of all ;
O’erforead with pollution
1 am, 1t 1s true,
And fhame and confufion
Are jultly my due;

IV.
But Jefus defcends

The world to refine 3
My {oul comprehends

His gracious defign ;
To purge our vile natures

By water and blood ;
To make us new creatures,

And bring us to God.

V.
The fuller, by foap,

The garment makes clean 3

So Jefus, 1hope,

Will walh me from fin 3
Or, asarefiner

Of gold, he will fit,
To make the vile {finner

In beauty complete.

VI, Such
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YI.

Such is my defire

Dear Lord, to be thine,
If cail in the fire,

I would not repine ;
With humble fubmifnon

I'll hope in thy love,
Till hope to fruition

Is changed above

VII.
Why fhould I complain,
When under the crofs?
Whate’er be the pain,
I {uffer no lofs;
Thy care in refining
I take to be this,
'Thou ftill art defigning

‘T'o perfeét my blifs.
THhTh T h TR T

HYMN XLIV. P M
His Favour 1s Lirz.

. 1.
ANTASTIC dclights
No more I defire,
T'o infinite heights

My wifhes afpire ; Lord
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Lord, thou art my treafure;.
My portion and choice ;:

And in thy good pleafure
My {foul fhall rejolce.

II,
The world I refign,

And all it can give ;
Lord, if I am thine,
Sccurely I live
If thou art my Saviour,,
In thee I have all;
I’m bleft in thy favour,
Whate’er me befall.

IIL.

In all my diftrefs
Thy mercy 15 near,
My gricfs to redrefs,
And vanquith my fear;.
For thou art omnifcient
Each danger to {py 3
And God all-{ufficient,

My nceds to fupply.

IV.

When earth can afford
No comfort or eafe,

I find in thy word
Celeftial peace:
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If all the creation

Upon me fhould frown;
Thy glorious falvation
My withes will crown.

0.0 _0_0 020 020 _0_0_0_0 ¢T3

HYMN XLV. P M
Hat, 51, 9. Q Zion that bringefl good ffdfzzg:, e,

I
ET finners regard

The meflage from heav'n ;.
How kind is the word
To minifters giv'n |
¢ With {weet elevation,,
Ye fervants of God,
Go publifh falvation
Thro’ Jefus’s blood.”

1.

Your voices lift up,
The meffage declare,

That finners may hope
Who {eem to defpair;

Let nothing afright you,
Or fill you with dread ;

But let it delight you
The tidings to fpread,

D 4 " IIL Heres
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Here’s health for the fick,.
Here’s life for the dead ;.

Here’s ftrength for the weak ;.
If hunery, there’s bread ;.

Proclaim to the guilty
A pardon divine ;
And fhew how the filthy

Are cleanfed from fin.

IV.
Thro’ Jefus, the blind

With fight fhall be blef}

The weary fhall find

True comfort and reft ;.
The naked have clothing,

And riches the poor ;
Thofe {unk in {elf loathing

Shall languifh no more.

V.

Thefe meflages you
Muft daily unfold,
That Gentile and e
Their Lord may bchold
To cvery creature
The tidings declare,
That God 1n our nature
Flas deign’d to appear,

V1.

His
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VI.

£is love is fo free,

He gracioufly chofe:
"To dic on the tree,

To ranfonr his foes ;;
Let finners adore him,

As bearing their thame;

Come bending before him,

And hope in his name..

VII.
O publifh his death,.
The myftery tell ;
te yiclded his-breath
"To fave us from hell ;.
‘Then, glorioufly rifing,

He went to his throne s

His love is furprizing,

And muft be made known.

f

ARENT of good, thy works of might
I trace with wonder and delight ;.

Thy name is all divine ;.

D

‘There’s
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There’s nought in earth, or fez, or au,
Or heav’n itfelf that’s good or fair,
But what is wholly thine.

IL,

Immenfely high thy glories rife,
They ftrike my foul with {weet {urprize,
' And f{acred pleafure yield ;

An ocean wide without 2 bound,
Where ev’ry noble with 1s drown’d,

And ev’ry want 15 fill'd,

111,

The riches of thy matchlefs grace,
Difplay’d in my Redeemer’s face,
Attrat my wond’ring mind ;
Here wifdom, love and mercy meet,
In all their various rays complete,.
With truth and juftice join’d.

IV,

'To thee my warm affetions move,,

In fweet aftonifhment and love,
While at thy feet I fall ;

I pant for nought beneath the fkies,,

'To thee my ardent wifhes rife,

O my eternal all.

V
Were I depriv’d of all below,

Wouldft thou thv gracious fmile beftow,.
I fhould be richly bleft;
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Thy love is my unfailing {’tore;
In darknefs I thy light implore,
To {et my hevart at reft..

YL

This all my gloomy path fhall chear,
And banifh ev’ry painful fear

'That can my foul invade:
Should earth and hell againft me join,

The beamings of thy love divine
Would give me {ov’reign aid.

VIL

What fhall I do to {pread thy praile,

My God, thro’ my remaining days,
Or how thy name adore ?

To thee I confecrate my breath ;

Let me be thine in life and death,
And thine for evermore..

VIIL.

And, thro’ a bleft eternity,

Il raife a humble fong to thee,
In yon divine abode ;

O haften on the happy day ;

Ye tedious hours, fly fwift away,.
And bring me to my God.

IX.
My thoughts with vaft delight fhall rove
W'er all the wonders of thy love ;

(A moft divine employ)
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In thee alone th™ enlarged mind
Shall conftant entertainmént find,'
And everlafling joy. . |

w‘)!(’v‘}rf’v')t(’v']:(’: Iﬁ"ﬁ(’\-ﬂ M’v‘)?(’u%’

HYMN XLVIL S8 M
LovE TO THE SAINTS.

I,

Love the fons of zrace,
The heirs of blifs divine,
Who walk In pa'tﬁs of righteoufnefs,
And fly from ev’ry fin,

II,

They will my faults reprove.
When heedlefsly I err;

How do-I prize their faithful love,
Their kind and tender care.

I1L

They Jefu’s image bear ;
How lovely i1s the fight !
They fhall at length with him appear

In everlafting light,
IV. They



IV.

They love my Father’s name,
And gladly do his will ;

They humbly follow Chrift the Lam3,

In purity and zeal.
V.

Their footfteps I'll putfue,
With vigor; till 1 die-;
Rejoicing in the pleafing view.
Of meeting them on highs
V1.
Tt is a fiveet employ ?
'T'o join in worfhip here ;.

But how divine muft be the joy,
To {ee each other there!

VII.

We often here are try’d

-

When 'duty bids us part ;

Yet nothing fhall our fouls divide ;.

We ftill are join’d in heart,

HYMN.
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ai Ix. 1, 2. Arifey fhine, &,

I.
ET Zion from the duft arife,
And 1 her brighteft beauty fhine ;.
Jefus defcending from the fkies..
ohall fill his church with joys divine..

, . I

In gloomy darknefs long fhe lay,
Depreft with- cares and griefs unknown ;-
But now, behold a glorious day-

Of gofpel light begins to dawn,
oL

Put off, ye faints, your mourning drefs;.
And hail the long expeéted morn ;

Let robes of.joy and righteoufnefs,
The happy fpoufe of Chrift adorn..

IV..

Darknefs involves the nations round:
Grofs darknefs veils the finner’s €yes 3

Butye that dwell in Salew’s ground
Behold the. facred light arife,

V., The
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V.

The glorious fun of righteoufnefs
Shall fhine on you, with heav’nly rays
Put on your ornaments of grace,
, And let your lives refledt his praife.

VI.
On you his glory fhall be {een;

Your love, your zeal and pious care,
Shall witnefs to the fons of men,

That God, with all his grace, 1s here.
VIL
Sinners fhall flock to Zion's gate,
And know the gofpel’s joytul found’;

Peace fhall confirm your happy ftate,
And truth and holinefs abound.

S v’%uﬂiﬁwf}h*u‘k{’ "-...-'r \-(r "-..-'.q%"n._.#

HYMN. XLIX. § M

Ifal. 1x. 6,  For unto us a ¢hild, &e.

I,
LL hail the happy morn;.
When tidings came from heav’n,
¢ To us the wond’rous Child is born,
To us the Son 1s giv'n,”

11, His.
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1L,

His mild and gentle fivay
"Thro’ nature fhall extend ;

His glorious throne fhall ne’er decay,
His kingdom have no end..

IIL

How wond’rous is the name-
Of the incarnate word !

He’s both the Lion and the Lamb,,
The Servant and the Lord,.

V.

Strictj aftice in him fhines,

Conjoin’d with boundlefs graces
Wifdom and love, in faireft lines,,

Are {een in Jefu’s face..

V.
He reigns above the fky ;

 Angels his name revere ;
- And yet he left the realms on high,
'T'o dwell with.mortals here,.

VI

Our eyes with wonder fee.
His glories all divine ;

His meeknefs and his majefty
In fiweet. accordance join,.

VII, He -
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VII.

He dies that we miglit live,
And triumph- o’er the graves
He condefcends his life to give,,
A run’d world to fave.

VIII.

In him all wonders meet,
And all perfections too ;-
O may we, at his awful teet, -
In fiyect {fubjection bow. !

LES 2NN 2 ‘-&:e%ﬁ»m&:%:‘%

The SonG of the A‘ﬁcnr.s. Luke i, §—14..

THE heay’ nly hol’cs defcend to tell

The birth of our Immanuel ;
¢ Ye fwains,” they cry, “ to you we bring,,

The tidings of the new-born King,
H.

Forfake your fleecy charge, and run
T'o worfhip God’s eternal Son ;
This 1s the long-expelted morn,

Yor you the Prince of life is born.”

HI, « Glory
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Imr.

“ Glory to God,” aloud they cry s
Glory to God, let men reply ;
T.et faints below and faints above,

Give Glory to the God of love,

IV.
The humble {wains enraptur’d ftand,

To hear the {weet angelic band,
Proclaim, at our Redeemer’s birth,
“ Glory to God, and peaceon earth,”

V.

Lo! heaven's good will to men appears;
Sufpend your fighs, and wipe your tears .
Let ev"ry voice a tribute raife,

And ev'ry tongue repeat the praife..

VI

Let ev’ry grateful bofom glow,
And praife in lofty numbers flow ;.

In fweeteft ftrains of mufic, fing
The honors of th’ eternal King..

VIL

Let ardent praife, like incenife, rife,
And fill the wide extended fkies,
Since peace divine thro’ Chrift defcends,

To blefs the earth’s remoteft ends,.
HYMN
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HYMN LI P M

A MornIiNG Hrynmn,

L
HOU that doft my life prolong,
| Kindly aid my morning fong ;.
"Thankful, frommy couch Irife,
To the God that rules the fkies,.

I

Thou didft hear my ev’ning ety,
Thy preferving hand was nigh ;

Peaceful flumbers thou haft fhed,
Grateful to my weary head,

I1I.

Thou haft kept me all the night,
And reftor’d the chearing light;-
Lord, thy mercies ftill are new,
Plenteous as the morning dew.

IV,

Still my fect are prone to ftray,
O preferve my foul this day !
Dangers ev’ry where abound,

Sins and fnares befet me round.
V. Guard
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V.

Guard me by thy heav’nly care,.
FFrom the fowler’s lurking fnare ;:
Save me from the tempter’s pow’r,,
Keep me in the trying hour..

VI
" Be my éx;'erlaﬂ‘ihg Friend,
Fromthe ills of life defend ;-

Let thy prefence ftill impart
Comfort to-my drooping heart.

VII,

Gently, with the dawning ray;.
On my foul thy beams difplay,.
Sweeter than the {miling morn,.
Let thy chearing light return.

VILL,

All'my follies paft:forgive 5.

- Letme in thy favour live ;

May thy everlafting arm

Keep me from impending harm..

IX. .

O preferve me in thy fear 5
Felp me ftill to perfevere 3.
In the path of life to run,
Conftant as th’ obedient furn..

PART
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PART 1L

X.

While employ’d- in various toils,
Grant me, Lord, thy chearing fmiless
- Let thy promife be my ftay,

- T'hro’ the labours of the day,

XI.

If this déy my laft Thould prove,
Make me meet to dwell above :
Brighten-all my final fcene,
Make the cve of life ferene,

XII.

When the gloomy vale I tread,
Still thy fweeteft comforts fhed ;

With thy love’s {upporting pow’r,
Chear my laft departing hour,

XL

"Then my joyful foul thall fing, |

“ Death, where is thy threat’ning fting ?
Grave, where is thy viGtory 3

Jefus conquer’d both for me.”

a1V, When
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XIV.

. When I quit the breathlefs clay,
‘Gladly fhall I {oar away,
Far from {in and noify {trife,

‘To the realms of endlefs life,

STHTETETE TR THATETHTR TR
HYMN LII. 2 M

Zech, ix, 9, 10,  Rejoice greatly, O daughter of
Zion, &J¢,

L.

O! Jefusappears
“His love to difplay ;
Now dry up your tears,
And welcome the day:

Ye daughters of Zion,
He cometh to fhew,

The word you rely on
Is faichful and true.

I1.

What prophets foretold,
In him is fulfill’d ;
Your Saviout behold

Majeftic, yetmild;
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He's métchlefsly glorious

In poverty now ;
Supremely vi€orious,

Yet humble and low.,

- 11

dn juftice he fhines,
Unfpotted and pure;
Yet meekly inclines
‘The curfe to endure ;
To give us a token
Of boundlefs good will,
The law we had broken
He deigns to fulfill,

1V.
He yielded to death

Our lives to redeem,
And weare, thro’ faith,

Maélg righteous in him ;
This kind intimation

His gofpel makes known,
He bringeth {alvation

‘T'o finners undone.

V.
Then, while we behold

The Saviour draw nj gh,
With children of old,
Hofannay we'll ery ;

The
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"The ftones in our houfes
Will rife to condemn,

That man who refufes
T'o honor his name.

. S

VL

All glory and praife

To Jefus be givn,
Who bore our difgrace

To raife us to heav’n :
Ye ranfomed nation

His honor proclalm,

Who truft for falvation

In Jefus’s name.
VAL,

D bow to his word

And fcepter of grace 3
Confefs him your Lord,
And live to his praife
On love’s gentle pinions
Let praifes afcend,.
To him whofe dominions

Admit of no end.

HYMN
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HYMN LIL LM

1ai. xxxv. 5, 6. Then the eyes of the blind Pall
be opened, &,

I,
BSUS defcends ; Jet men adore

The wonders of his healing pow'r;

Before him all difeafes fly,
And devils dread his majefty,

II.
T'he blind, the deaf, the dumb, the lame

!1is heav'nly miffion all prociaim ;
Fical'd by his potent word, they prove
s2xamples of his faving Jove,

III.
TI® obfrusted paths of {found he clears,

New mufic charms the op’ning ears ;
Tle takes the darkfome films away,

The blind behold the chearing ray,

IvV.
e bids the helplefs eripple iife,

And ftrait his aétive limbs he tries s
He quits his couch with joyful bound,
And runs to fpread the tidings round,
E V., The
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v,

The dumb their loofen’d tongues employ
In firains of harmony and joy ;

Striving, in loudeft fongs of praife,

The mighty Healer’s name to raifc.

VL

Dear ‘]efus,‘ may thy facred light
Difpel the gloom of nature’s night ;
. Unfold my ear to hear thy voice,
And make my heart in thee rejoice

VIL

Unloofe my iongue to fing tay praifes
And talk of thy redeeming grace;

My feeble pow’rs with firength fupply,
And guide me to the realms on high.,

VIIL

Let a difeafed finmer prove

The pow’r of thy all-healing love;
That I for ever may proclaim
“The honors of thy glorious name.

HYMN
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HYMN LIv. ¢ M.

FAST-DAY, Feb, 21,

Gen, xviii, 22.

1781,
z szZ not deftroy it for ten’s _/Ezéf.

L

IN Siddin'’s vale, in ancient tlmes,
A wealthy city ftood,

Fill’d with a race w hofe horrid erimes
Provok’d a jealous God.

| IT.
They Livd in luxury and eafe,
In wantonnefs and pride ;
Their filthy deeds, and blafphemjes

For vengeance loudly cry’d,

I11.
Yet God did Tend 2 gracmus ear

While falthful A6 ranm

That fear my name,” he faid,
1v.
But they defpis’d the vojce of heav’n,
And harden’d in theiy fin,

Contemn’d repeated warnings giv’n,
Nor fear'd the wrath diyine.

E 2 V. A holy
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V.
A‘holy God 'alj_ﬂ" orr’;i their deeds :
Andlo! a firy ftorm

He pour’d upon thelr auilty heads,
In a moft dreadful form.

VI

And crimes, alas! like theirs abound

In this our natwc ifle !
We have been Warn 'd ; but we are found,

Secure and thoughtlefs fill.

VI

Vet {ave, Great God, our guilty land,
For here thy name is known ;

Avert the judgments of thy hand,
Nor pour thy vengeance down.

m.

Haft thou not m'ariy children here,
Tho' England’s guilt be great ?
O hearken to their humble pray’s

Before thy mercy-feat. -

IX.
Now; i the time of g'rerafeﬁ need,
O let thy hand appear !

That we, from ev’ry danger freed,
May learn thy fiarie to fear.

HYMN



If x1. 8. Thewsrg of our God fhoall fland for ever,

1.
LET devils hate the bool divine s

Let perfecutors rage ;
Let men in oppofition join

Aguinit the fucred Pages
1,

God will preferve this treafure fuill,
By his almighty hand ;

Fhis tranfeript of his £ .v'rel gn- will
Thro’ ev'ry age fhall ftand,

. I,

Kingdoms and flates may rife and fall,
And churches may decline ;

Good men and bad, at Jefus’ call,
Their vitail breath 1eﬁgn

V.
- Some may depart from wifdom’s 1 av,

And bring themfelves tq fhame ;
Xet, Lord, thy word fhal] ne'er decay,

Thy word is {ti]] the fame,

E 3 Y. ’Tis
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Y.

T4s here we find that facred law,

That pure unerring rule,
From whence the wife inftruftions dravy

To redlify the {oul.

VL.

Here is the Iamp of heav'nly light,
To point us out the way ;

And guide us thro’ this gloomy night
To everlafting day.

VIL

Tt wounds the heart, and makes it whole 3.

It gives the confcience peace;

It is the net that draws the foul.
From fin’s deftructive {eas,

VIILI.

This is our fiveet companion ftill,
- Along the doubtful road ;
Unfolcing all' the gracious will,,
Of out redeeming God..

PART IL,
IX.

Thie word reveals a Saviour’s grace,
Its height; and breadth, and length

It points us to his righteoufnefs,
And arms us with his ftrength.
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X,

Here in a glafs ourfelves we fee,
And learn how vile we are
i.ere tooare ftreams to purify

And make us ¢lean and fair..

XTI,

Virtue divine this word Imparts,
Our paffions to controu] $

This is the fire, that warms our hearts,
And quickens all the foul,

XII.
It chears our minds, like heav'nly dew,
Or kind refrefhing rain ;
And when afli@ion brin gs us low,
It {often’s ev’ry pain,

KIIT.

This is the Spirit’s mighty f{word,,
Which ev'ry faint can weild,

To fight the battles of the Lord,
While Jefus leads the field..

XIV.

This is the food, on which we Jjve s,
"T'is moft delicious fare !

Not all the dainties earth can give,.
May with this food compare,

E 4. XV, In
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XV.

In vain we fearch creation round 3
Creation can afford

No treafures {uch as here abound,
In God’s enriching word.

XVI.

This word fhall be our heritage,
Our portion and delight,

In ficknefs, or declining age,
When death:appears in fight,

XV,

Then will it chear the darkfome path,
And brighten all the gloom;

Whlle ftedfaft hope, and humble faith,
Shall triumph o’er the tomb

O! the bright, the rofy morning
Calls me f.rth to take the air
Chearful fpring, with fmiles returning,

Uthers in the new-born year:
| Nature
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Nature, now.in all her beauty,

With her gentle moving tongue,,

Prompts me to the pleafing duty
Of a grateful, morning {ong.

IT.

oee the early bloffoms {pringing,
See the jocund lambkins play ;.
Hear the lark and linnet finging

Welcome to the new-born day

Vernal mufic fofily founding, =
Echoes thro’ the. vocal grove;.
Nature, now with life abounding;.
Swells with harmony and love..

1L,

Yonder rife the lofty mountains,."

Clad with herbage frefh and green ,.

Playing round the cryital fountains,.
There the lowing herds are feen ;:
There, the ftately foreftbendin g

Thrives amid# the limpid ftreams ;-

Whillt the fource of day afcending,

Crowns it with his mildeft. beams,

IV.
Now, the kind refrefhing fhowers:
Water all the plains around ;

Springing grafs, and painted flowers,

Q'er the fmiling meads abound ;.

Es

Now.



( 106 )}

Now their vernal drefs affuming,

Leafy robes adorn the trees ;-
Odours now, the air perfuming,
Sweetly {well the gentle breeze.

V.

Now the tuneful tribes delight us,
Perching on the bloomy {pray,.

And to gratitude invite us;
With their fweetly dyinglay,

Now the fhrill-tongw’d blackbird finging.
Loudly founds its Maker’s praife ;

All the fpacious vallies ringing-
'Teach us thankful {ongs to-raife.

VI.

Praife to thee, thou great Creator,
Praife be thine-from ev’ry tongue ;-

Join, my foul, with ev’ry creature;,
Join the univerfal {fong.

For ten thoufand bleflings given;.
For the richeft gifts beftow’d,

Sound his praife thro’ earth and heaven,

Sound Jehovah’s praife gloud,

HYMN
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HYMN LVII. P M

Wai, xl. 11, He pall feed bis fluck ke @
Shepherd, e |

T

OW happy are' they
Whom Jefus defends §

By night and by day

His charge he:attends.:
How bleft is their ftation,.

As under his eye!
The God of falvation

‘Fheir needs-will fupply.

With tendereft care,

'The Shepherd will keep
From danger and fear,
His ranfomed fheep :

He counts them liis treafure;.
As bought by his blood ;.

And’tis his good pleafure,,
Fo bring them-to God.-

LI, In.
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I1I.

In pafturage green
The flock fhall be leds
At noon he will {creen
~ “And cover their head :
The fhepherd reftor'd them
When loft in their {in,

And he'will afford them a

A pafture divine,

. IV'
He healeth the fick, -

- Regarding their cries ;
He ftrengthens the weak 3
The poor he {upplies:
He never negleéteth
'The feeble, or lame s
For none he rejefteth
. Who truft in his name.

V.

The lambs, with his arm,.
He'll kindly inclofe;
Protet them from harm,
And give them repole,

They reft in his bofom.
By night and by day ;.

He never can lofe ’em,

- Nor caft them away.

Vi

When



VI

When they are oppreft
With fin, or with grief;,
They fly to his breaft,
For help-and relief;
He gently will lead them
To fave them from fear:
And tenderly feed them
With food they can beat.

Vil.

Dear Jefus, be thou
My Shepherd-and Guides;
No want fhall I know, =~
- Since thou doft provide ::

When danger attends me,
'To thee I would fly,

'The arm, that defends me,
My needs fhall fupply..

™

9]

PpOETHHPPT Jiﬁb‘vz@%ﬁ

- HYMN LVIL L M
Zhe Houfe of God in Earth. Ezek, xl,
_ .
—~HE God of grace in Zjon dwells,

And there his boundlefs love rev cals,,
He rais'd, and he adorns the houlfe,

,+ Where he his richelt gifts beftows, .
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II. |

Walls of falvation, built around,
Guard and defend the holy ground ;.
Pillars of gofpel truth and grace

Support and. beautify the place..

1I..
Before her gates, a cliofen band

Of angel-guards in order ftand ;

They hear the grateful fongs we raife,-
Approve the work,. and join the praife..

1V.

Within her courts the faints abide,.
By heav’nly bounty well" fupplyd ;.
- 'The table 15 divinely ftor’d,
Celeftial dainties crown the board..

V..

Here mercy opens all her ftore,

To heal the fick, and feed the poor;:
Here gofpel promifes impart,
Relief to ev’ry wounded heart..

VI,

-

Peace liere extends her balmy wings;
And joy in ev’ry bofom fprings ;

Here faints, infpir'd with zeal and love,
Anticipate the blifs above..

Vil.. O
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VII,

/

© may my God. on me beflow,

A dwelling in his houfe below !
*Till I at length, thro' grace, {hall rife -

To fairer manfions in the fkies.
B I TR TR T TR TR T
HYMN LIX., C M -

Chrif’s Invitation,  Mat, xi, 28, 2q,

I,
E that are funk in fin and thrall,

By guilt and grief oppreft,
Attend unto the Saviour’s call;

Yor be awill give you reft.
IT.

- Ye burden’d fouls, to him apply;.

And you fhall be releas’d ;
He looks on you with pitying eye,,
And he avill give you reft..

.

Before his throne your griefs difclofe
When you are {ore diftreft;

Lis peace your {pirits fhall compofe,.
¥or he awill give you reft,

IV, His
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IV.

His yoke is mild, his burden light ;-
This 1s by .all confelt:

His facred Jaws are juft and right,
And he aill give you refi.

V..

On-Jefus caft your weighty cares,.
And lean upon his brealt ;
His love fhall filence:all your fears,.
- For he awill give you reff.

VI..

When on hisarm your fouls rely,,
You fhall be richly bleit ;

His needed help he’ll not deny,.
For he qui/l give you reft..

VII.

He'll bring you to his courts above,,.
Whate’er your fears {uggeft; -
"Then wear his yoke, and truft his love;

Bor. he awill give you reff.

HYMN.
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HYMN LX L.M

John 1. 29, Behold the Lamb of God, that taketh
away the fin of the world,

I.
T EHOLD the fin-atoning Lamb,.
With wonder, gratitude and love
To take away our guilt and fhame,
See him defcending from above,

11.

Mércy in full perfection thines
In our Redeemer’s lovely face ;.
Wifdom is drawn in faireft lines,

Eternal truth, and boundlefs grace,

111,

Our fins and griefs on him were laid 3
He meekly bore the mighty load ;

Qur ranfom-price he fulljnpaid,
In groans and tears, in fwveat and blood,

V.

To fave a guilty world, he dies ; |
Sinners, behold the bleeding Lamb !

To him, lift up your longing eyes,
And hope: for meicy in his name,
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V.

Pardon and peace thro' him abound ;
He can the richeft bleflings give ;
Salvation in his name 1s found,

He bids the dying finner live.

t V1.

His life and blood he ofter’d up,
The flames of juftice to aflwage ;

Behold him as the only hope
Of ruin’d man, in ev’ryage!

V1.

Jefus my Lord, Ilook tothee;

‘Where elfe can helplefs finners go ?
'Thy boundlefslave {hall {fet me free

From all my wretchednefs and woe.

CHTHTH TR PR HTHTHD

HYMN LXIL. C M

Ifai, liil, 3. He s defpifed and rejecied of men, &

I.
WIT H melting bearts, the mournful theme,

Ye {aints of God, review ;
Think on the anguifh and the fhame,
That [efus bore for you,
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11,

Ye angels, who his love admire,

With ever new delight ;
Ye faw the Lord of Life expire,
And wonder’d at the fight.

1338

Ye faw the loads of grief and pain,
That bow’d his blefled head ;

Ye faw him treated with difdain,
By thofe for whom he bled.

1V.

The bloody Feavs, and Romaz bands
Defpife the Prince of grace ;

With cruel cords, they bind his hands,
And {pit upon his face.

V.,

His back is with their fcourges torn,

The bload runs. fireaming down 3
Then, with the lacerating thorn

His {acred head they crown.

¥

VI.

While on the thameful crofs he bleeds,
His anguith they defpife,

Shoot out their lips, and fhake their heads,
And mock his dying cries,

YVII. He
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V1L

He hears their impious tongues blafpheme,

With-meeknefs all divine :
My deareft Lord, was ever fhame;
Was ever grief like thine !

VIIL.

And thall we fill forget thy love,
And not thy grace adore ?
Do thou the ftony heart remove,

By thy all-conqu’ring pow’s, .

IX.

Forbid it that the world and fin
Should have dominion fil] ;

To love thy name our fouls incling,
And form us for thy will,, |

elielie el liellel ley ol le

HYMN LXII. C M.

Plal. xxv. 16, 17, 18,  Turn thee unto me, and
have mercy upon me 5 for I am defolatey, &

I.

Y foul is defolate and low,
My inward grief is greats
O God, a gracious look beftow,
Qn my afflidted ftate,
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IT.

“The waves of trouble rife and fwell,
To rob me of my reft;

"Thy voice alone the ftorm can quell,
And eafe my anxious breaft,

III.

‘Sin, as a heavy burden, lies

On my defponding heart ;
O God regard my humble cries,

And healing grace impat.

V.

When I would hope for Luman ajd ,
My expefations fail ;

I fee my earthly comforts dead,
My angry foes prevail,

V.

The troubles of my heart increafe,
And nothing gives relief;

In vain, my confcience feeks for peace,..
T1ll God affwage my grief,

- "%

VI

O turn thee to my drooping fou],
And eafe me of my pain ;

‘The tempeft of my fears controul,
And pardon all my fin,

VII, Woulds



( 118 )
VII.

‘Wouldft thou one gracious token give,
And bring thy mercy migh;
Then with contentment I could live,

Or with fubmiflion diec.

lockyghuuchodnstafostocte hatoskecctustostuclody

HYMN LXIL ©C M

Iai, Iv. 7. Let the wicked forfake bis way, &,

I.
INNERS, the voice of God regard ;
*T'is mercy {peaks to day;
He calls you by his fov'reign word,
From fin’s deftructive way.

11.

Like the rough {ea, that cannot reft,
You live, devoid of peace;

A thoufand ftings within your breatt,
Deprive your fouls of cale.

I11.

Your way is dark, and leads to hell;
Why will you perfevere ?
Can you in endlefs torments dwell,

Shut up in black defpair ¢
IV, Why
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V.
Why will you'in the crooked ways
Of fin and folly go 2

In pain you trave] 4] your days,
To reap immortal woe !

V.

But he that turns to Gog fhall live,

Thro’ his abounding grace ,
His mercy will the guilt forgive
Of thofe that feek his face.

V1.

Bow to the feeptre of his word,
Renouncing evry fin g

Submit to him, your fov’rcign Loxd,
And learn his will divine,

VII.

His love exceeds your higheft
He pardons like a God;

He will forgive your num’roys faults,
Thro’ a Redeemer’s blood.

thoughts ;

HYMN
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HYMN LXIV. L M

=

Iai. Ll 4, 5. Surely be hath borne our griefs, &,

1.
ITH mournful pleafure we record

‘The forrows of our dying Lord :
While we review the griefs-he bore,

Our melting hearts his love adore.

JL

His life was one continu’d chain

Of deep-afﬁiﬂian, toil and pain ;
But in his death what woes he felt, -
Beneath the load of-human guilt !

111

Behold him, on that dreadful day,
When on the ground he proftrate lay !
How did the awful billows roli,

T'o overwhelm his holy foul !

IV,
Behold him bath’d in crimfon gore !
Such anguifh, none e’er felt before ;

Who can delcribe his agonies !

His bloody fweat, and bitter cries !
V. Wher
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V.

When faft’ned to the fatal wood,
He was forfaken of his God ;

The fun withheld his glorious light,
And nature thudder’d at the fight,

VI

The flinty rocks afunder clave,

The dead forfook the opening grave ;

Earth trembled at her Makers pain,

3 " * .
The temple's wail avas et 1 I2vain.

P ART 11,

VII,

The pains our “uﬂ”rincr Lord endur'd
Our everlafting peace procur’d ;

His dreadful ftripes our healing prove,
tis forrows all our griefs remove,

VIIIL

At Pilate’s bar condemn’d Jye ftood,
That we before the throne of God
With holy boldnefs might appear,

From ev'ry accufation clear,

F

IX, He
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IX.

He for our horrid guilt atones,
By pains, and tears, and dying groans
¢ The work is done,” at length he crics,

‘Then bows his blefled head; and dies.

X.

He nobly conquer’d when he fell,

And vanquifh’d all the pow’rs of hell ;
He broke the gates of death, and rofe
In triumph o’er our mighty focs,

Xl.
When he was number’d with the dead,
He overcame the king of dread,
That ev’ry dying {aint might fing,
¢ O death, where is thy threat’ning fling 1"
XII.

Our woes the Prince of life has borne,

He felt the fcourge, and cruel thorn ;
"The forrows ofhis bleeding heart

Pardon and life to us impart.

X111,

May heav’nly love our hearts inflame

To our divine Redeemer’s name ;

While we his faving gifts receive,

Who groan’d and dy’d that we might live.

HYMN
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"HYMN LXV, C M

1 Peto . 15, For fo is the will of Ged, that by
well-dotng ye put to SILENCE the ignoranc:

of foolifb men.

1,

INCE I muft here with feoffers diwell,
Who dare thy truth blafpheme ;
Helpme, my God, by doing well,
To put thy foes to fhame.

11.
My vile aftefiions all fubdue g

And keep me in thy fear;
Let grace divine my heart renew,

And in my life appear.

11,

Within my mind infcribe thy law ;
Diret me in thy way ;

My foul to fwift obedience draw,
And guard me left I ﬁ'rays

I A

L

i
LY
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IV.

Let all my altions be fincere,
And all my words be true ;
Help me, with confcientious care,
To give tc all their due.

V.
From impious deeds preferve my hands,
From folly turn mine eyes ;

And aid me {till in thy commands
'To walk without difguife.

VI

. Let prudence, tendernefs, and love,
Thro’ all my actions fhine ;

Thus fhall my converfation prove
My faith and hepe divine.

VIL.

And thus fhall they be put to thame

~ Who dare reproach thy caufc ;

Sinners fhall learn to fear thy name,
And love thy holy laws.

[HYMN



Thy paths I cannot trace ;
Nor comprehend the myftery,

Of thy unbounded- grace,

11,

"Tis but in part, T know thy will ;
I blefs thee for the fight ;
When will thy love the reft reveal
In glory’s clearer light ?

1.

Here the dark veils of fieth, and fey
My captive {ou] {urround,

Myfterious deeps of providence,

My wond 'ting thoughts confound.
1V,

When I behold thy awful hand,
My carthly hopes deftroy ;

deep aftonifhment T ftand,
And alk

1{¢,

In

e reaton, why

Fog V.
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V.

As thro’ a glafs I dimly fee,

The wonders of thy love ;
How little do I know of thee,

Or of the joys above,

VI

When will the day of perfeét light,
‘The happy morn arife,

That fhall remove the fhades of night-
From my beclouded eyes ?

ViI.

With rapture fhall I then {urvey,

‘Thy providence, and grace,
And {pend an everlafting day
In wonder, love and praife.

CRHTHTHHETHTHSHTHT

HYMN LXVII. L. AL

Heb, x1, 16,  They defire a better country.

I,
HEN fhall my longing foul afcend,
'To God my everlafting Friend !
When fhall I quit this houfe of clay,

And triumph in immortal day ?
11 In
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1.

In darknefs here, T often mourn,
As one forfaken and forlomn ;

When fhall T fec thofe blifsful plains,
Where perfedt light for ever re| gns ?

111,

A thoufand fnares befet my way,

Lo draw my wav’ring foul aftray ;
But there the faints from danger free,
Abide in perfedt purity.

IV,

A ftranger in the world I roam,
Far from my everlafting home ;

I long to reach the bleft abode,
Of my Redecmer, and my God.

V.

Here wondrous things attract mine eye,

Both in the earth and arched fky ;
But brighter beauties fhine above,

Where all is harmony and love.

b

VI,

Some glimpfes of m y Saviour’s fuce
Iee within his courts of grace ;
Iblefs his name, yet fain would be,
Where angels all Lis glorics fee,

Iy VIL Whag
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VII.

What imperfe&tion here attends

The {aints, my moft efteemed friends,
"Their fellowfhip on earth I prize,

But long to meet them in the fkies.

VIII.

My foul with fin and griefopprett,
Afpires to her eternal reft ;

Cut fhort thy work, my Lord, and come,
Receive me to my heavenly home,

Y e T TR R P e WL T I Sl IR AR AP D N B
w*‘ﬂ'w'ﬁ(’ a5 T et ";{“#['w ":f' woo? 13 e T N

HYMN LXVII C M

The Nature and Neceffity of inward Religion,
Jam. 1. 2q.

I.
ELIGION 1s the chief concern, f

. Ofmortals hese below ;
May I its great importance learn,
Its fov'reign virtue know !

11,

More needful ¢bis, than glitt’ring wealih,
Or ought the world beliows;
Not reputation, food, or health,

Can give us {uch repofz.



( 129 )
II1.

Religion {hould our thoughts engage, .
Amidit our youthful bloom ;
"Twill fit us for decl; ning age,
Or for the awful tomb. _

r'-f

IV.

Be this my {tzady care, and ftrife;
To witnefs all its poiver,
"Twill be my beft {upport in life,

And chear my dying hour.

V.

O may my heart, by grace renew’d,
Be my Redeemer’s throne ;

And be my ftubborn will fubdu’d,
His government to own.

VI.

Let deep repentance, faith, and love,
Be join’d with godly fear;

And al] my converfation prove,
My heart to be fincere,

§

VII.

Preferve me from the fnares of fin,
Thro’ my remainin g days ;
And in me let each virtue fhine,

Lo my Redeemer’s praife,
E VI Let
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VIII-.
Let lively hope my foul infpire ;

Let warm afteétions rife ;
And may I wait, with ftrorg deftre,

To mount above the fkies.

Ca ChhCHhTHEHhE T 4T

HYMN. LXIX, P M
FrRrENDsHIP

I.
RUE friendthip, abulwark will prove,
From every dancer, and {nare;
We fly to protet whom we love,
With é&ive, and, vigilant care ;
Whilft tides of aflition abound,

And ftorms of vexation, and {trife,

In rational friendfhip are found,

'The balm, and the {olace of life,
Il,

In fweeter enjoyment we live,
If friendfhip our {pirits unite ;

The pleafures each other reccive,

Afford us redoubled delight .
True friendfhip ennobles the mind,

With fentiments wholly divine ;
By this we are {ftrongly inclin’d,

In all that 1s lovely to fhinc,
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111.

O when will the moment arrive,

That we thall afcend to the fkies,
Where friendfhip for ever fhall live,

And unto perfeétion arife 2.
T'o mingle with angels above,

And join with the choir of the juft,
Who drink at the fountain of love,

And make it their triumph, and boaft.

CHCHhZH TS ThT

HYMN LXX. G M

On One’s BirTH-DAY.

L.
WIFT as the winged arrow flics
My time 1s haft’ning on ;
Quick as the lightning from the fLies

The walting moments run.

II.

My follies paft, O God, forgive,
My ev’ry {in fubdue;

And-teach me henceforth how to live:
With glory in my view,.

I
A

N
e’

HI "Twere
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111.

*T'were better I had ne’er been born
Than have my portion here ;

For they are wretched and forlorn,
Who live without thy fear,

IV,

But thanks to thy unbounded grace,
Which in my early youth,

Has drawn my heart to {eek thy face,
And love the way of truth, |

V.

O let thy goodnefs lead me fill,
Along the happy road ;

Conform me to thy holy will,
My Father, and my God.

V1.

Another year of life 1s paft ;

- My heart to thee incline,
"That if this year thould be my laft,
It may be wholly thine..

VIL

Let mercy crown my following days,
And lead me gently on;

So fhall my tongue pronounce thy praife,
And make thy goodnefs known,

HYMN
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HYMN LXXI. § M

Ciorift the Sun of Righteonfnefs, Mal, iv. 2,

I.
\ 7/ TTH beams of heav’nly grace,

The blelt Redeemer came,
He is the Sun of Righteoufnefs

To thofe that fear his name.

IL.

"Tis his celeftial light
That fhines from pole to pole;
"I'is he difpels the gloomy night

Thatoverwhelms the {oul.,

111,
When I am in diftrefs,

From him my comfort {prings ;
He, asthe Sun of Righteoufnefs,
Has bealing in bis awings.

1V,

It 1s his facred fire

That warms the frozen ground,
Makes fervent love, and pure defire,

And fruitfulnefs abound.
V. When
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V.
When clouds of guilt arife
To intercept the light,

And hide my Saviour from mine eyes,
How gloomy is the night !

VI.

His {ov’reign light alone
Can chear my drooping heart ;
His gracious beams create my noon,

And facred joy impart.
VIL.

O may his rays divine
Enlighten all my way ;

T1ll I in his bleft image fhine,
In cverlafting day,

o~ 8 o~
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HYMN LXXII. C M

Deut. 1. 17, The caufe that is too hard for you,
© bring it to me, and I will hear 1t

L.
MY foul 1s in a wildernefs,
Where num’rous woes abound ;.
Affliction, anguifh and diftrefs
My fainting heart {urround.



Daily I fee new ftorms commence
Along the ﬁ'owning fkies
And awful {cenes of Providence

With threat’ning alpe@t rife.

IIL.

Perplexing doubts, and gloomy fears

Attend the darkfome way ;
Yet when my Saviour’s face appears,

He turns my night to day..

IV,

I I to fellow-worms complain,
They can’taflivage my grief’;

Ofr have T fought their aid in valn,
To give my foul relicf.

V.
The canfe that is Jor me ts0 hard,
Ill make to Jefus known ;

I'll caft my burdens on the Lord,

And leave them at his throne.

VI.

He will his chearing grace impart,
And eafe my‘anxious breaft ;

His love can heal my wounded heart,

And bring my foul to reft,

VII, The
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VII..

The Judge Supreme muft needs do right:
Whoe’er thould me condemn ;

He'll bring my judgment to the light,
And clear my injur’d name,

VIIL

He calls me by his precious word,
And bids me not to fear;
The caufe that is for me too hard

My gracious God will hear,

0_0_07070_0_0_0_0_0_0_0_0

HYMN LXXIL § M

Rev. xi, 12.  They afcended up to heaven in a clud,
and their enemics bebeld them.

1.

OD will advance his own
"T'o thrones of heav'nly blifs ;

Where each fhall wear a fhining crown.

Of perfect righteoufnefs.
I1.

He will the heavens bow,
And call them to the fkies;

Thofe that affli¢t them here below.
Shall {ee them joyful rife,
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I1I.

With Jefus they fhall dvell,
Releas’d from toil and care ;

Far from the reach of {in and hell,
And ev’ry hurtful {nare.

V.

Thro’ an eternal day
Their happy fouls {hall reft ;

'Their God fhall wipe their tears away,
And take them to his breait.

V.

O may a lively hope
That I this blifs fhall know,
Bear my defponding {pirits up
Thro’ all thefc fcenes of woe,

B e e T TN T T T T e e
I'I Y M N I,.,;rXIV, P. A/I;

Iat, Liil, 6, Al we like fheep have goney &,

I,
v F finners have eyr'd
From carlicit youth,
Lejedting the werd

Of wifdom and truth ;
Thro
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Thro” Satan’s feduction

We wander'd from God,

The way of deftrution
We impiouly trod.

11,

Like fheep we have ftray’d
In folly and fin,

But Jefus is made
A Surety divine ;

He for our offences |
Did fully atone,

That he might advance us
‘T'o {it on his throne.

III.

We love and adore

The flaughtered Lamb,
Who willingly bore

Our guilt and our fhame ;
Such is the compaflion

That he has difplay’d,
To work our {alvation

He dy’d in our fread.

IV.

Hence, wrath is appeas’d,
For jefus has dy’d ;

And jultice well-pleas’d
Will ipesk on our fide ;

Repentancs
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Repentance is given,

And pardon beftow’d,
A title to heaven

We have thro® his blood.,

V.

In vain thall our foes
Thelr ftratagems try ;
The grace he beftows

Our needs fhall fupply ;

The Spirit he fends us

Our hearts to renew,

And ever defends us
The wildernefs thro’;

VI

O let us rejoice
In Jefus’s love,
And ift up our voice
With angels above ;
Let each in his ftation
His glory proclaim,
Alcribing falvation

To God and the Lamb.

HYDMN
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1 Cor,ix, 26, So fight I, not as ene that
beateth the air.

I.
ATAN, the world and reftlefs fin

Againlt my helplefs foul combine 3
Perpetual confliéts, toil and frife,

Fill up the meafure of my life,

1.

O God my refuge and my tow'r,
Protet me in the trying hour

If thou my helplefs foul defend,
The fightin vidtory fhal] end.

111,

My num’rous foes exert their might,
But thou canft arm me for the figlt ;
Pll boldly charge the hoftile hand,

oupported by thy mighty hand,

1V,

To thee, my God, for aid I crv

My iainting heart with ftrength fupply -
My {oul fhall never yield to fear,

IF my Almigity Friend be near,
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V.
The banner of his love difplay’d

Shali raife and chear my drooping head ;
I hope, amidft'the dreadful fray,
Thro’ him at length to win the day,

V1.
The Cf{ptfun of {alvation l=ads,

And calls me on to glorious deeds s
He brings the crown of life to view,

And bids my foul the prize purfue.
ViI,

Soon will the dubious conflit ceafe,
And end in everlafting peace ;

The victor’s palm I fhall receive,
And in eternal triumph live,

e W I
-
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HYMN XXVI C. M

Exod. xxxiil. 14, And Le faidy My prefence fhall
go with thee, and I will give thee ref,

I.
ORD, in a wildernefs I rove,

With foes and fears oppreft ;
Grant me the prefence of thy love,
For that will give me refl.
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I1.

Prote® my foul from Sarzax’s wiles,
And eafc my troubled breait ;
Refrefh me with thy cheerirg {miles,

For thou canft giwe me refl.

111,

Cheerful Tl walk the cefart thrlo’,
If with thy prefence bleft ;

Nor fear what earth or hell can do,
For thou wilt giwe me reff.

IV.

When fnares and dangers fill the way,
And I am flore diftreft ;

I'll fly to thee, my {trengthand ftay ;
For thou wilt give me refi.

V.

The happy day is drawing nigh,
When I fhall be releas’d ;
And rife to dwell with thee on hugh,

In everlafting #e/2.

HYMN
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HYMN LXXVI. L M

Exod, xxxiii, 18. T befeech thee, fhew me thy
glary,

I.
HOU centre of my warm defires,
To thee my panting heart afpires ;
Icry, as at thy feet 1 bow,

Fatier, to me thy gfa;y Jhezu,
11,

Oppreft with various griefs I mourn,
As one forfaken and forlorn ;

Thy gracious prefence grant me notw,
Father, to me thy glory fiev.

111,

Difpel the gloom of naturc’s night,
And grant me thy celeftial light;
The Spirit of thy grace beftow,
And to my foul thy glory foes.

IV.

‘Thy l;r'ight perfe&ions clearly fhine,
In Chrift thy Son with beams divine ;
Father reveal thy Son in me,

And let me now thy glory e,
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V.
A fight of thee would fire my love,

And fix my heart on things above ;
I thall be dead to all below,
1t thou tome thy gleiy fheav,

VI

So fhall my foul transformed be
'T'o nearer likenels, Lord, to thee;
Permit me, then, my {uit to move,

Shezw me the glory of thy love.

VII.

When death fhall change my faith to fight,

I fhall behold thy perfeét light ;
‘Thy goodnefs then I hope to know,
Thou wilt 0 me ¢/ V8 olory fheww.

HYMN LXXVIII. C M

x Cor. xv, 31, 1 die daily.

. 1.
BEATH is the common lot of all ;
Our fure and certain doom ;
Both high and low, both great and {mail

Are haft’'ning to the tomb.
I. O
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II.
O God, my foul for death prepare,

To me that wifdom give,
To fpend each day as the’ it were
The lalt I have to live,

1L

I would familiarize the theme,
And daily learn to die ;

Let earth be mean in my cfteem,
£ind heav’n be in mine ey,

V.

¥ would be adive in the path
Of duty here below :
While ftedfaft hope, and lively faith:

Support and bear me thro’,

V.
May I'in ready pofture ftand,
To leave the world in peace,

When death, witha deliv’rer’s hand
Shall fign my grand releale.

7

VL

May Iby contemplation rife
To view my heav’nly home,
And daily wait with longing eyes,
To fee the fummons come !

G V:Hu Frofa
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VII.

$rom flavifh terror fet me free,
That I at laft may {ing,

O grave, avhere is thy victory ?
O death, avhere is thy fling €

HYMN LXXIX. L M

2 Tim. ii. 7. Confider what I fay ; andthe Lord
give thee under flanding in all things.

I.
HY blefling, gracious God, afford,
And let fuccefs attend thy word ;
Let humble fouls thy truth receive,

T.et finners hear thy voice, and live.

IL

Save us from Satar’s curled {nares,
And from the world’s diftracting cares ;

When we within thy courts appear,

May we digeft the truths we hear.
111.

Succeflive minifters arife,

To blefs thy church’s longing eyes,
Commiflion’d from th’ eternal throne,
To make the great Redeemgr known.
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IV.

When men defpife the word they bring
"Tis vile contempt of Zios’s King ;
His gracious prefence ftill attends

The faithful meflengers he fends.

V.

May we the joyful tidings hear,
With holy love, and godly fear ;
And credit to the gofpel give,

As that bleft word by which we live.

VI.

Thy {ov’reign pow’r, O God, impatt,
And write thy law upon our heart ;
Wildom divine on us beftow,

And may we practice what we know.

VII.

Preacher and people then fhall raife,
United fongs of grateful praife,

“Till both at length fhall mount above,
To triumph in redeeming love,

G 2 HYMN
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HYMN LXXX. S M

3.

Rom. vil. 25, With the mind I myfelf [erve the
Jaw of Gody but with the flefh, the law of fin,

1.
GOD of grace and love,
My inward foes {ubdue,
And let thy Spirit from above
My finful heart renew.

1L

The fleth would give command,
And lead my foul aftray ;
But I, with willing heart and hand,

Thy holy law obey.
111.

1 hate the law of fin,
Do thou its pow'r controul 3

It firangely works and wars within,
To captivate my foul.

1V.

With all my heart and mind
Thy precepts I regard ;
And yet, I feel this fleth inclin’d

To difobey thy word.
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V.

The purpofe of my will
Is bent on what is right;

Sin daily wounds my heart, and ftll
'Thy law 1s my delight;

VI.

When will this confliét ceale,
And fin be known no more ¢

I long to dwell in perfett peace,
On.Ziow’s happy {hore..

S SPCE Cd CSS O P IRT
HYMN LXXXL C M

Rev, it 1.. Thefe things fuith be that boldeth the
Slars in his.right hand,

I

'ESUS, thou Sun of righteoufnefs,
Shine on our native land ;

Adorn thy miniiters with grace,

And hold them in thy hand,

1L,
As lucid {tars:may they appear;
FilP’d with celeftial light,

‘Thy poor afflited church to chear,

Thro’ all this gloomy night,
G 3 L Amidft
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I1].

Amidft their fears.and weaknefs, be:
Their conftant firength and ftay ;

And may they guide our fouls to thee,
And to the realms of day.

IV.

O let not finners fhut their eyes
Againft the rays divine ;

"The men who daye thy word defpife,.
Mutft perifh in their fin.

V.

Eternal Source of light and love,
Thy {ov’reign pow’r impart,
And let thy word a hammer prove,

To break the flinty heart,
\28

Let finners hear thy voice, and live ;.
O .make thy mercy known ;

Do thou thy facred Spirit give
The word of grace to crown.

HYMN
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HYMN LXXXII. L 4

/
Exod. xviii, 21, Hating covetonfnefs.

L.
HI man of covetous defigns
Only to prefent things inclines;
Gold 1s his God ; he labours moft
For earthly gain, and fhining duft,

II.

Diftra&ing cares difturb his breaft,
Employ his time, and break his reft ;
For heav’nly wealth he will not ftrive,
He only fecks on earth to thrive.,

I,

Forgetful of his ftarving foul,
His thoughts on'meaner fubjelts roll ;.
To gain the world he’s moft inclin’d,

Tho’ he fhould lofe the deathlefs mind.
Iv.

A thoufand guileful arts he trics,

He deals in treacrhery and lies ;

Nor confcience, nor the Lord’s commands,

Will ¢’er reftrain his griping hands,

G 4 V. It
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V.
If God fhould frown on his defigns,.

He frets, he murmursand repines ;-
Whate’er he has, he nought enjoys ;.

For difcontent his peace deftroys.

VI

His harden’d heart will never move, |
Nor melt with fympathizing love ;.

He pities not the hungry poor,

But frowns the needy from his door;

VIL

Lord, fave me from an earthly mind ;.
My noble. pow’ss were not defign’d
'T'o reft in ought the world can give ;

O let me on th}{ fulnefs live,

chashtutstystuetock i Reckoguclockadinde oy

HYMN LXXXII C M
Tueg SaME,

1.

¥ HE love of money is the root
Of ev’ry hateful vice ;

From hence the moft pernicious fruit
Will daily {pring and rife,

I, Lord,
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1L

Lord, fave me from that deadly frare
Which captivates mankind ;,

O let not foul-deftroying care -
Intoxicatq my mind, .

..

Why fhould I cleave to things-below, .
Or pant for glitt’ring duft ?.
A richer prize I have in view .
| Than ought the world can ‘boafks.

IV,

*Tiis vile idolitry to give
Our hearts to earthly toys 3+
Such never can with Jefus live,.

- Nor tafte eternal joys.

V.
The Lord abhors an earthly mind ; -

He views it with a frown ;
Jhe covetous fhall never find

Admittance near his throne;

VL

My foul was made to reach the fkics,:
And live-upon her God 5
O.may my nobler. withes rife

Above this dufky ¢lod,
G g VII, If



-

( 154 )
VIL.

In fwveet contentment maﬁx I live,
Whate’er my lot fhall be ;

And wait till I, by grace, receive
Th’ inheritance on high.

CHHCHTE IR TH SRS
HYMN LXXXIV. P.M.

John xvi. 33.  Thefe things have I fpoken to you,
| that in me ye might have peace.

I,
OW {weet is the voice.
Of Jefus our Lord !
Come, let us rejoice,
Believing his -word ;
¢ While finners thall be
Like the troubled feas,

Believers in me
Shall have comfort and: peace:

II.

Afflitions attend
~ Your pilgrimage here ;.
But I am your friend,

Then what fhould you fear ?
The
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The world may diftref; you,
And Satan may teize,

But {11l I will blefs you
With comfort and peace.

I11.

Your peace to obtain

My blood hasbeen fhed ;.
I {ufrered pain,.

And death in your ftead ;.
By bleeding and dying

I gain’d your releafe,
And on me relyving,

Your fouls fhall have peace..

A
o L]

My gofpel reveals
The gift I impart;:
"The Comforter feals
The truth in your heart ;.

'The word I have {poken
Your confcience fhall eafe,

I'give you this token,
That ye might have peace..

V.
T'ake heed of the fnares
Of milchief and ftrife,

Diftraé&ions and cares

Refpefting this life ;

C2
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Be conftantly trying
Your Maker to pleafe,
And, living or dying,

Inn me you bave peace.’”

HYMN LXXXV. L M.

I Sarn. vii, 2. .zfnd all the bauﬁ af Z/I*’aef lamented.
qfter the Lmd

I.

- OCK from on high, great God, and fee
Thy faints lamenting after thee ;
The tokens of thy prefence give,
And now thy gracious work revive,

1I.

How did thy ancient people mourn,
And wifh to {ee.thy kind return !

We too have caufe to weep, and pray
For mercy in this trying da){.

111.

‘They thought the time of abfence long;
And with a fupplicating tongue

They cry’d to thee on Mizpeh's plain,
¢ O let us fee thy face again.”

IV, W
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IV. -

We join our humble voice with theirs,

And offer up our ardent prayers;

Lord, with thy {miles, th}ir churches blefsy.
And crown thy gofpel with {uccefs.

v
Thou art our hope, our ftrength and ftay 3

Thy love can chale our fears away ;
Thy chearing grace, O God impart,
Bind up, and-heal the broken heart._

VI.

We mourn, we languifh and complain 3_
O God, revive thy work again ;

Our fins {fubdue, our fouls reftore,

And let our foes prevail no morg. .

VIL.

Thy prefence in thy houfe afford,

To ev'ry heart apply thy word ;
That finners may their danger {ee, .

And now begin tQ mourn for thee,

HYYMN.
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HYMN LXXXVI S 4

Pfal. cxix. 9.  Wherewith fhall a young man cleanfe

bis way? by taking heed thereto according to
thy werd.

L.
ITH.humble beart.and tongue,
| My God, to thee I pray ;
O make me learn, whillt I am young,
How 1 may cleanfe my way.

11,

Now in my early days,,
Teach me thy will to know;.
O God, thy fanflifying grace
Betimes on me beftow.

10l .

Make an unguarded youth.
The object of thy care;

Help me to chufe the way of truth;.
And fiy from ev’ry fnare,

V.

My Heart, to folly prone,
Renew by pow’r divine ;.
Unite it to thyfelf alone,

And make me wholly thine,
V. Olet
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V.

O let thy word of grace
My warmeft thoughts employ ;

Be this, through all my following days,,
My treafure, and my Joy.

To what-thy. laws impart
Be my whole foul inclin’d ;-

O let them dwell within my heart;
And fan&ify my mind:

V1.

Make thy young {ervant learn,
By thefe to cleanfe bis way ;

And may I here the path difcern
That leads to endlefs day.

CHTHTHTHTE TETHTHTRTH
HYMN LXXXVII. C M

Phl. xvi. 10. - For thou wilt not-leave my foul in
bell ; neither wilt thou fuffer thine Holy One to fec-

corruplion.
I.

THE king of dread could not detain

The Saviour in his pow'r ;
He broke the adamantine chain:

At the appoins.ed hour.
iI..In
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I,

In vain the Roman bands attend, .
" The facred place to guard ;

They fee the heav’nly pow’rs defcendy
Lo hail their rifing Lord.._

II.
They proftrate.fall upon the gtound,

Struck with the fhining

light s |
They feel the.earth 'cdnv—uls’d_

Th’ Almighty Father would not leavey: *
His Holy One fo dear,

To fee corruption in the grave,
Or lie a pris’ner there,

n
[
L]

Vi

He conquerd with his dying breath s .
‘He vanquifh’d al} his foes ;
And then he broke the bars of déath,; .
. And-in fyl} triumph rofe,

VI.

Saints, raife your chearfy] voices high;

And Hallelujak’s fip g ;
The grave has loft his victory, o
And death his threat’ning ftiy g
| - VII, Now
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V11

Now {in and hell are overcome,.
By your Redeemer’s love ;.

Yetoo, atlength, fhall quit the tomb;.
And rife to dwell above.

e I e o o I o O o
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HYMN LXXXVIL C M

Plal. xxiv. 7. 8, 0,. 10.. Lift up your heads, O-
ye gates, and be ye lift-up ye everlafling daors, and:
the King of glory fball-come ii:

I,

N glorious pomp, the Saviour God
Afcends his fhining throne;
While men and angels found abroad,

The conqueft he has won.
IL

A mighty hoft in order waits,
To hail the happy day ;

¢ Liftup your heads, ye heav’nly gates,,
Ye mafly doors give way.

11,

ViGtorious o’er the awful tomb
He mounts the ylelding air .

Behold the King of glory come,
In his triumphal car,
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- IV,
Who is the King of glory ? Who

His wond’rous name can tell ¥
The Lord of Hofts who dwelt below,

To conquer {in'and hell;

V.

Jefus, the God of boundlefs might,
Whom heav’n and earth obey ;

- Lift up your heads, ye gates of light,
Ye mafly doors, give way,

VL.

He claims thefe manfions as his own ;
Ye radiant bands, prepare,

To guard the conqu’ror to his throne,_
Aind-fhout him welcome. there,”

VIL.

S0 fhall his ranfom;d church afcend ;.
The purchafe of his pain ;
And everlafting joy attend,

And crown the happy train.

HYMM
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HYMN LXXXIX. I M

Mat. vi. 15.  But if ye forgive not men their tref-
paffes, neither will your Father forgive your:

trefpaffes,
I,

Precious Saviour's vital' blood
Has brought us, finners, near to God ;.

And gofpel promifes proclaim
An ample pardon thro’ his name.

IT.

Jefus his life a ranfom gave,

He freely dy’d the dead to fave;
And hence the God of love forgives,.
The vileft finner who believes,

111.

Abounding grace, thro’ Jefus, reigns,.
To cleanfe us from our fouleft {tains ;

Behold the fountain open’d wide,
In our Redeemer’s picrced fide.

V.

But he who pard’ning grace reccives,
With melting heart, the man forgives
Who has to him {ome evil done ;

Since God on'him has mercy {hewn,.



.
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V.

Malice and wrath he can’t retain,.
For thefe would prove his faith were vaus

To him that doth 1n thefe abide,
Forgiving mercy is deny'd.

VL

O let my fins be all forgiv'n,
And, whilft I witnefs peace with heav'ny.

May Ibe ready to forgive, ~
‘And fti}} 1nlove and friendfhip live, .

AT A
HYMN XC. P M

Whom bave I in heaven but thee - and i‘b«sg'_e: 15 HONE
upon earth Idefire befides thee, PLAXXIIL 25,

Y withes rife
Above the fkies,
Where my dear Jefus reigns 3,
I long to reft
On his dear breaft,
Beyond the ftarry plains ¢
‘Then fhall T prove
A Saviour’s love,
- Diffus’d thro’ all my foul 3,
His name I'll fing,
With loudeft ftring;

While endlefs ages roll.
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HYMN XCIL. L.M

¥ Thef, ii. 19, For what is our hope, or joy, ov
crown of rejoicing ¥ are not ¢ven yey (3¢,

1.
N that dread day when Jefus comes
A To raife his children from their tombs,

He'll take them to the feats above,
To dwell with him, the God of love,

1L,

The ranfom’d race fhall humbly fand,
In bright array, athis right hand ;
With joy the faithful paftor there
Shall meet the objefts of his care.

111.

Sweet recolleétion will begin,
How grace has fay’d their fouls from fin ;

How mercy led them all the way,
“To the bleft realms of endlefs day,

V.

Then will they to perfection know, -
All they have waited for below ;
Error and darknefs then fhall fly,

And heav’n reveal a cloudlels &y,



"Then fhall the faints with joy approve -
The paths of providential love;

And, with united wonder, trace

The methods of redeeming grace.

VL,

They will, with pleafure, then review
The weary fteps they trod below ;
And in celeftial accents tell,

How Jefus-has done all things well.

VIL

The flock will then the fhepherd own,
And be his joy, and glorious crown,
While mutual love and friendfhip reign,
And {mile thro’ all the happy train,

CHCHHT IR A H AT

HYMN. XCI. 8 M

Phil, il, 12,  Work out your own [alvation with
| fear and trembling,

L.
ORD, make me underftand
‘Thy word and will divine ;
O fave me by thy mighty hand

From error, and from fin.
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1I.

May I, with conflant care,
The path of life purfue ;

Befend my foul from ev’ry nare,
And ev’ry foe {fubdue.

I1I.

With unremitted ftrife,
Be this my fteady aim,
Thro’ all the changing {cenes of life

To glorify thy name.

IV,

Since I muft fhortly die,

And take my awful flight,
O may a vaft eternity

Be ever in my fight!

V.

Hclp me, with humble fear,
Each moment to improve,

To have my evidences clear,

That I fhall dwell above.

VI.

Awaken all my care,
By thy almighty pow’r ;

And let thy grace my {oul prepare
For deatl’s tremendous hour!

!
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HYMN XCHUL I M
John iv, 140 The Water that I fpall give, &3¢,

L
Thou great Fountain ful] and iree,
Communicate thy ftores to me;
"To me that facred treafure give,
Which makes-the dying finner Jive.

IL.

"To my poor thirfty barren heart

Thy fanflifying erace impart ;
Cleanfe my polluted pow’rs from {in,
And make my filthy garments clean.

111,

Spirit divine, within me dwell,

And like an overflowing well,
Diffufe thy plenteous freams around,
“To water all the parched ground.

1V.

To thee-ward let my fou] afpire,
As on the wings of pure defire ;
Let love within my bofom glow,

And fteady faith with vigor grow,
V. Let
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V.

Let fervent zeal, and lively hope,
And patience bear my courageup

Let facred peace, andjoy divine,
Sweetly prevail and reign within.

VI

"Thus fhall my graces ne’er decay,
But flourifh to ete1'na1'day;

Till heav'nly love complete the plan,
And glory crown what grace began.

CHTHhTHhT LTl

HYMN XCIV. C M

Heb. vii, 16, A cndlefs lifes

I.

Long to lcave this houfe of Clay,

And reach my heav’nly home ;
Come, Lord, and fetch my {oul away,

My kir.d Redeemer, come.
11.

0 let me foon begin to live
Alife that ne’er fhall clofe ;
Where fin and hell fhall never give
A wound to my repofc!

H 111,

{n
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- III.

In ABram’s bofom I {hall .reﬂ,

From ev’ry danger free ;
And be thro’ endlefs ages bleft

With perfe& liberty.

1V.

Darknefs and doubts fhal] flee away,

And perfect light arife ;
The beams of an uncloyded day,

Shall blefs my happy eyes.

V.

My foul in purity complete, |
Shall wear her heav'nly drefs ;

And ftand before her Maker’s feat
In robes of righteoufnefs.

VI.

There mingling with the happy throng
In their divine employ ;
I'll join the never ending fong

Of triumph and of joy.

VII.

'Then will the Iabours of my foul
Afford a {weet review s
And while eternal ages roll,

The blifs will il be new.
HYMN
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HYMN XCV. L M.

The falvation of the foul. 1 Pet. 1. g

I.

T TOW awful are our fouls aftairs !
We tremble when their weight we know;
Souls muit exift thro” endlefs years,
In boundlefs happinefs or woe !

1L,

How firangely we forget their wortl,
Immur’d in life’s fantaftic dream !

Th’ eternal God {ojourrn’d on earth
Our fouls immortal to redecm.

I11.

The Father form’d the wondrous plan,
Deep were his purpofes diviae ;
The Son at length became a man,
To execute the vaft deiign.

IV.

He kept his Father’s will in fight,
And by his bloody fiveat and grozns,

Ie in the greatnefs of his might
For our enormous guilt atones.

H 2 vV, The
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V.

The Spirit of his grace defcends
‘The great {alvation to apply ;
He turns rebellions foes to friends,

And forms us fit to dwell on high.

VI.
Thus, Lord, thy boundlefslove began,

Our {ouls from wretchednefs to raife,
And when thy pow’r completes the plan,

We'll found thy never-ceafing praife.

BReAF AT 2T P R AR s A

HYMN XCVI. 2~ A

John i, 16,  From his fulnefs, &,

. I.
/ Fulnefs refides

In Jefus our head,
And ever abides

To an{wer our need 3
The Father’s good pleafure
Has laid up n ftore,
A plentiful treafure
'To give to the poor,

II. Whate’er
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1L,

Whate’er be our wants
We need not to fear;
Our nuny’rous complaints

His mercy will hear,
His fulnefs fhall yield us

Abundant {upplies ;
His power fhall fhicld us

When dangers arife.

111.

The fountain o’erflows
Our woes to redrefs 3

Still more he beftows,

And grace upon grace:
His gifts in abundance
We daily receive ;
He has a redundance
For all that believe.

IV.
Whatever diftrefs

Awaits us below,.
Such plentiful gracc

Will Jefus beftow,
As ftill fhall fupport us,

And filence our fear;

¥ or nothing can hurt us
While Jefus 15 NCAL.

I3

V. When
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V.

When troubles attend,

Or danger or ftrife,

His love will defend

And guard us thro’ life
And when we are fainting,

And ready to die,
Whatever is wanting,
His hand will fupply.

o) le e e el iel Jelle

HYMN XCVIL C M

PL. xxxv. 3. Say unto my foul, I am
Jalvation,

L.
OD of my life, thy love difplay ;
And bring thy mercy near,
O fave me in the trying day,
Yrom danger, and from fear.

II.

While fin and hell exert their might,
To thee for aid I fly,
Arm me, dear Saviour, for the fight,

And grant me victory.,
111,

thy



I11.

Let thy falvation be my fhicld,

From all the ills of lifc;
Then Pl not dread the hoftile feld,
Nor faint amnidft the finfe.

IV.

My foul with various loads oppreft,
Depends upon thy care ;

O give my lab’ring {pirit reft,
In an{wer to my prayer.

V.

Thy word can drive my foes away,
And all my fears controul ;

Now, Lord, thy faving love difplay
To chear my drooping foul.

VI.

How would my mournful heart rejolce
Amidft my care, and toil,
Micht I but hear thy gracious voice,

Or {ec thy heav'nly {intle.

VIL

I could the joys of life refign,
And wait to fee my end ;
Might I but know that thou art mine,

My Suviour, and my Friend.
H 4

HYM:
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HYMN XCVI. L, M

Pf citl, 14, He knoweth our frame 3 be confideret)
that we are dufl,

I,

HALL men of ftrength, or beauty boaft,
Whofe firft original is duft ?

Whofe pow’rs are all by fin defil’d,
And of their native glory fpoil’d ?

IL.

Our bodfies formed from the clay,
The great Creator’s fkill difplay ;

Yet {eeble is our mortal frame,
And duft and afhes are our name,

{11,

Qur lifeis but a brittle thread,

And {oonwe mingle with the dead
In fratlty we a while {ojourn,

‘Then to our native duft return,

v,

Jehavah knows how weak we are,
And makes our feeble life his care 5
Strength he proportions to the day,

Rememb’ring that we are but clay.
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V.

- He fees our num’rous foes prevail,
He {ces our languid {pirits fail ;
QOur fainting {ouls his pity move ;
Yor cverlalting 1s his love.

VL

Soon fhall the toils of life be d’er,
And pains, and griefs, be felt no more ;
Jefus will raife us to his throne,

And form our bodies like his own.

HFTHTHTRTH T THTE T Sl

HYMN XCIX. G M

Pf, xcvil, 11, Light is fown for the righteous,.
and gladnefs for the upright in heart.

L.
God, my Refuge and my Hope, .
Thy light and love difplay,
To bear my finking courage up,
O’cr life’s tempeftuous {ea.

Il

When forrow weighs my {ptrit down, .
And gloomy fears arile,

O lead me to thy gracious throne, -
And hearken to my cries, -



I1I.
When, with afli@ion’s load oppreft,

I languifh and complain,

O {fet my troubled heart at reft,
And mitigate my pain !

IV.

When in the vale of death I tread,
And view the awful tomb, -

Shed thy kind beams around my bed,
To brighten all the gloom,

V.

Thy prefence will my pains beguile,
And chear my drooping foul ;

Thy pard’ning love, and heav’nly fmile,

 Willall my fears controul,

VI.

The feeds of light, tho’ bury’d deep,
Shall then begin to rife;
. And a full harveft I fhall reap,

Of blifs above the fkies.

L ‘ HYMN
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HYMN C LM
John xiv.ir. Ye belicve in Gody believe alfs 1 me.

I.
Y foul with varicus griefs oppreft,
Would my Redeemer’s word receive ;
¢« Now {et your anxious hearts at reft,
And 1n my faving pow’r believe.”

II.

He bids me on his grace depend,
And lean upon his mighty arm ;
He will a helplefs worm. defend,

And guard me from furprizing harm.

ILL.

I would believe he dy’d for me,

And hope for pardon 1n his name ;,
'T'o this dear refuge I would fly,

Nor will he put my {oul to thame.

IV.

He will for my relief provide,
And keep me from the deadly {nare ;
Here let my needy {oul confide,

And caft on him my ev’ry care,

V. His
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V.

His word demands my fteady faith ;

His promifes are firm and true ;
I would rely on what he faith,

And yield to him obedience due.
VI.

Faith in his name my heart fhall chear;
By faith 1 fhall vi€torious prove ;

While Jefus my defence 1s near, |
To thield me by his fovereign love.,

oconk chons stavkeckaskss ekeckasksekoskaokafckodty

HYMN C(CL. C M

RepreEmMinGg Love,

I.

ET us adore the Saviour’s love,
And fing his boundlefs grace,

Who left his glorious throne above,
To {ave our ruin’d race,

11

I1e veil’d his God-head in our clav,
And dwelt with mortals here,
That he might take our guilt away,

And all our forrows bear,
111, He
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I11.

He Dore the {courge, he felt the thorn,
To {et us pris'ners free ;

For us his flefh with nails was torn,
Upon the fatal tree.

IV.

How fharp and awful were the pains
He then did undergo,

T'o {ave us from infernal chains,
And never-ending woe.

V.

He drunk the bitter cup of wrath ;
He fhed his vital blood,

That he might refcue us from deatlh,
And bring us near to God.

VI

O may his love our hearts inflame,

And gladden ev’ry foul !
We'll fing the glories of his name,

While endlefs ages roll.

VIL.

His love fhall dwell on ev’ry tongue ;
We'll make his mercy known;

But we fhall raife a nobler {ong,
When f{eated round the throne.

HYMN.
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HYMN CI. P.M

1 Sam., vil. 12,  Hitherto the Lord bath helped us.
A BIRTH . DAY HYMN.

1.
My Ebenezer raife

- 'To my kind Redeemer’s praife ;

With a grateful heart 1 own,
Hitherto thy help I've known.

IL.

As my years {ucceflive roll,
Stll thy goodnefs to my foul,
As 3 fiream for ever flows,
And no intermiflion knows.

1L

May my conftant ftudy be,
While 1 live, to live to thee ;.

Let 1t be my fteady aim,
Still to glorify thy name.

IV.

What may be my future lot,
Well I know concerns me not ;
'This thould {et my heart at reft’;
What thy will ordains is leff,
Y. Imy
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V.

I my all to thee refign 3

Father, let thy will be mine ;

~ May but all thy dealings prove,
 Fruits of thy paternal love.

VI

Danger ev’ry where attends ;
Yet my hope on thee depends 5

When fupported by thy arm,
I can boldly face the ftorm.

V1L,

Guard me, Saviour, by thy pow'r,

Guard me in the trying hour;
Let thy unremitted care |
Save me from the lurking {nare.

VIIL

On thy bounty I rely;
That fhall all my wants {fupply ;

Why fhould doubts my faith affail ?

Never will thy promife fail.

19:€

Let my few remaining days
Be dircéted to thy praife ;
So the laft, the clofing {cene
Shall be tranquil and ferene,

X. Te



and death to prove
Tokens of thy fpecial loye.

CFJ{*C_%DF&C%C?@*%CWC#C%&C
HYMN CIII. . a7

i

Thy providence {fuftain’g

My helplefs infancy;
Andin my childif years,” thy hand.

Did all my wants f, pply.
IIL Thou :
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I11.
Thou didft my life defend

From death and danger near,
F’er I had knowledge to depend
On thy protecting care.

V.

From ev’ry foul device,
By earth or hell prepard,
And from the deadly {nares of vice,
Thy hand has been my guard.

S V.

Beneath my parent’s cares,
My youthful mind was form’d,

Whofe counfels, and whofe pious pray’ss,
My foul with virtue arm’d.

VI

By fov’reign mercy led,
I have been taught to {hun,
The thorny wilds where finners tread,

And to deltrution run,

VIL.

I chofe the way of truth,
And I would chule it full 3

To thee I gave my carly youth
When grace {fubdu’d my will,

PART



And teach my hopes to rife,

ile future profpeéts chear my f{oul,
OF blifs above the fijes.

X.

Thy mighty hand fuft1ins
My feeble fainting heart .
Thy comforts foften 4] my pains,
And light divine Impart,

X1,
With an indulgent ray

On me thy goodnefs fhines ;

Peculiar mercy marks my way,

In fweet celeflia] lines.

XII.
Prote&ed by thy pow’r

I *feape a thoufand woes ;
On me thy bounty ev'ry hour
Unnumber'd gifts beftows.
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X1IL.

Pm not with want opprett,
Nor yet by wealth enfnar'd ;
Pm with a thoufand comforts bleft,
And plenty crowns my board,

XIV.
O could I fing thy praife,

As angels do above !
Thy various gifts my heart fhould raife

To gratitude and love.

XV.

I would no danger fear,
But on thy grace depend ;
Still may thy goodnefs crown this year,

My Saviour and my Friend.
XVI.

And when thy will ordains
That I fhall quit this clay,
I'll praife thee in exalted ftrains,

Thro' an cternal day.

HYMN
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HYMN. CIV. § M

BrorerLy Love.

I.
LEST be the tie that binds
Our hearts in chriftian love ;
The fellowthip of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

IL.

Before our Father’s throne
We pour our ardent pray'rs ;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,
Our comforts and our cares,

I

We thare our mutual woes ;

QOur mutual burdens bear s
And often for each other flows
The {ympathizing tear,

1V,

When we afunder part,
It gives us inward pain ;

But we fhall ftill be join’d in heart,
And hope to meet again,

V. This
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V.

This glorious hope revives
Our courage by the way ;
While each in expeétation lives,
And longs to fee the day.

VI.

From {orrow, toil and pain,
And fin we fhall be free;
And perfett love and friendfhip reign

Thro’ all eternity.,

CHTECHTPPTH IS

S

HYMN CV. P.M

The CHRISTIAN SOLDIER,

ET my {oul march on, and no danger ﬂi,
In hope of a glorious vittory ;
| Let me boldly charge the foe,

Waiting for his overthrow,
Soon fhall I be a conqueror;

‘Then fhall I have reft,
And be for ever bleft,

In {ecing all the toils of my warfare o'er.

HYMN
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HYMN CVIL. P M

When fball I come and appear before God, P1. xlii, 2.

L.
ORD, to thee my fighs afcend,

- Tomy humble {uit attend ;
Bid me leave the world in peace,
Sign, O fign my {iveet releale.

IL

When fhall I thy beauties trace ?

When behold thee face to face ?
Drop the load of flefh, and rife,

To thy palace in the fkies ?
L

Faint beneath the toils of life,
Pain and forrow, fin and ftrife,
Gladly would my fpirit reft,
On my dear Redeemer’s breatt.

IV.

Blifsful period of repofe ;
Happy day that ne’er thall clofe ;

Gracious. Saviour, quickly come,
‘I'ake me to thy peaceful home.

V. Here
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V.

Here benighted and forlorn,
Waiting for the {miling morn,
Oft I chide the hours away,
Wifhing for the déwning’ ray.

VI.

Pilgrims in the noon-tide heat,
Long to find a cool retreat ;

Captives languifh to be free ;
50, my God, Ilong for thee,

VIL

Pleafures boundlefs and unknown,

Flow perpetual near thy throne,
ruits immortal feaft the {ou],
While eternal ages roll.

VIII.

There, as from a chryftal riil,
Happy fpirits drink their fill ;

Fed from thy exhauftlefs ftore,
Never fhall they hunger more.

IX.

I am but a franger here,

As my pious fathers were
Now from fin and dan ger free,
‘They for ever dwell with the:.

X, Landed
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X.

Landed on the peaceful fhore
‘T'empefts now they fear no more,
Whilft Ilanguifh and complain,
Toft upon the ftormy main.

X1

But with humble patience ftill
I would wait my Father’s will ;

In the path of duty run,
Till the takk of life 1s done.

TRl hTRIhG ThRlTHh

HYMN CVILL L. AL

The Crose of the YEar,

I.
E raife our Ebenezer here,
And own before our Father’s throne,
His love has crown’d the rolling year, - .

His hand has kindly led us on.
I1.

Attended with a thoufand f{nares,
With dangers, fearsand fore complaints ;

Our God has heard our humble pray’rs,
His mercy has [upply’d our wants.

111, But,
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I11.

But, O what poor returns we make

For favours conftant, largeand (ree!
O God, forgive, for Jefus-fake,

Our great ingratitude to thee!

IV,

[t grieves us when we take a view,
Of all our negligence and {in ;

Dear Lord, our faithlefs hearts renew,
And form us for thy will divine,

V.

What {hall attend our future years,
We would not vainly wifh to know ;

Forbid our unbelieving fears,

And ftrength for ev’ry day beftow,

VL

Help us on thee our cares to cait;
‘Thou wilt our future needs {upply ;

We praife thy name for mercies pat,
And hope to find thee ever nigh.

HYMN,
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HYMN CVIL L M

HYMN for the NEW YEAR.

Jer. xxvitl, 16, This year thou fhalt die.

L.
God, my Helper ever near,
Crown with thy fmile the prefent year ;
Preferve me by thy favour fill,
And fit,me for thy facred will.

11.

My fafety each fucceeding hour
Depends on thy fupporting pow’r;
Accept my thanks for mercies paft,
And be my guard while life fhall laft,

I1I.

Let me not murmur, or complain
Atwhat thy wifdom fhall ordain ;
oicknefs or health may bleflings prove,
As order’d by thy fov’reign Jove.

1V,

My moments move with winged hatte,
Nor know I which fhall be the laft;
Danger and death are ever nigh,

And I this year, perhaps, may die,
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V.

Prepare me for the trying day,
Then call my willing foul away ;
From fin and {orrow {et me free,
And let me rife to dwell with thee.

V.

O grant me hope and peace in death,
Then, joyful, Vll reflign my breath;
Ill quit the world at thy command,
And truft my {pirit to thy hand.

BTG THRTETE T R TH TR T TR T

HYMN CIX. L. M

Mat. v, 47.  What do ye more ihan others.

I,
ORD, make my faith in thee fincere,
Within my heart implant thy fear;
And let my daily conduct prove,
Thou art the object of my love,

11,

Let thy good word my thoughts employ,
Be this my treafure, and my joy ;

And let the men be dear to me

Who moft excelin purity.

iy
Pt
bt
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TiI.

It they my wand’ring ways reprove,
I il would prize their faithful love ;
And ftrive with an impartial hand,

T'o practice each divine command.

V.

When Lan injury receive,

O-make me ready to forgive ;

Help me, tho’ men fhould feek my blood,
Their ill to overcome with good.

V.

O ma);' 1, with a patient mind,

Be to my Father’s will refign’d, .
And humbly wait for that bleft day,
When God fhall wipe my tears away.

VI.

Let fervent zeal my heart inflame

Inall to glorify thy name ;
May this my conftant ftudy be,
While here Ilive, to live to thee.

HYMN



HYMN CX. P. M

The Latin Prayer of Mary, Queen of dcoTs,
| imitated,

O Dowmine Deus, fperavi in te, Ge.

Merciful Father, my hope 1s in thee,
O gracious Redeemer, deliver thou me!
My bondage bemoaning,

With forrowful groaning,
I long to be free:

Lamenting, relenting,
And humbly repenting,

O Jefu, my Saviour, I languifh for thee,
TR T e TR T T e I o

HYMN CXI. P. M

Pl xln. 5. Why art thou cafl dowony, O my [oul,
why art thou difguieted 2 .
V‘#f L.
My foul, what means this {fadnefs ?
Wherefore art thou thus caft down 2
Let thy griefs be turn’d to gladnefs,
Bid thy reftlefs fears be gone:

ook to Jefus,
And rejoice in his dear name,

I3 II. What
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1I.

What tho’ Satan’s frong temptations
Vex and teize thee, day by day'?
And thy finful inclinations

Qtften fill thee with difmay ?
‘Thou fhalt conquer,

Thro’ the Lamb’s redeeming blood.

I1I.

Tho’ ten thoufand ills befet thee
From without, and from within ;

Jefus faith, he’ll ne'er forget thee,
But will fave from hell and fin

He is faithful,
T'o perform his gracious werd.

IV.

Tho’ diftreffes now attend thee,

And thou tread’ft the thorny road ;
Hisright hand fhall fill defend thee,
Soon he’ll bring thee home to God !

Therefore praife him,
Praife the great Redeemer’s name.

V.

- O that I could now adore him
Like the heav’nly hofts above,
Who for ever bow before him,
And unceafing fing his love !
Happy fongiters !
When fhall T your chorus join ?
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HYMN CXIL I M

On the Death of a Chriflian Friend.

I.

HE mortal robes now laid afide,
The happy foul trinmphant flies,
Conducted by fome heav’nly cuide,
Vo fairer manfions in the fies,

11,
The happy {pirit foars away,

Free from infirmity and {in ;
The heav'nly gates their leaves difplay
1 admit the new-come ftranger in.

I11.

Hark ! how the angels {hout for joy,
And make the facred arches ring ;

“ Welcome, thou ranfom’d one,” they crv,
Afcribing glory to their king.

IV.

Fain would I lend a lif’ning ear,
And catch the pleafing melodv ;
But ftill I am imprifon’d here,
Nor can my longing {oul get free.

1 4 V., Dailv



V.
Daily I lift my weary eyes,
With longing hope, I wait, and fay,
“ When will fome herald cleave the fkics,
And bid me quit this houfe of clay #”

—— e Lmme Y. SR — SIS, Pl WY P b, ot
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"HYMN cxIIL L, M.

Praife to God for the Refloration of Peace,

I..
OME, let.us lift our voices high,

And with united hearts and tongues,
Praife him who reigns ahove the fky,

L3 23 S

T UL IY 2
' 1101€ goodneéis far exceeds our fongs,

11,

Where thall our wond’ring fouls begin,

To count thy matchlefs mercies, Lord ?
To.thee our nobleft thanks we bring ;

Worthy art thou to be ador’d.

111,

We, for our num’rous follies, lay

Groaning beneath thy chaft'ning rod
Qur grief increafed day by day,

Tl fcoffers cry’d « Where is your God

1V. We

<
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IV.

We pray’d and fafted, weptand mourn’d 5.
Thine ear feem’d deaf to our diftrefs ;

But lo! our tears to joy arc turn’d,
And our complaints are loftin praife,

V.

~ Now thou haft made thy mercy known,.
In all our troubles thou waft nigh ;
Thy loving-kindnefs thou halt fhown,.

And hearken’d to our humble cry.

VI,

No more we draw the pointed fword,

To pierce and wound a brother’s heart 5.
But peace and unity reftor’d,

Bid war, and wrath, and hate depart.

HYMN CXIV. P

Lord, Iift thou up the Light of thy countenance upor
”si Pfr ivi 5'|

L.
£, JESUS, to thee

4 1 lift up my voice 3.

Thy goodnefs 1s free,
Which kindles my joys ;

lsg Thy
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Thy love and compaffion
‘Thou clearly didft fhow,

In working falvation
For finners below.

IL.

The humble and poor
Thou wilt not defpife ;

Have mercy therefore,
And an{wer my cries ;

Lord, I am opprefled
With {orrow and grief,

My foul 1s diftrefled,
O fend me relief!

111,
My languithing mind

Now longs to be free;
No f{uccour I find
~ dave only in thee ;
Forgive my tran{greffion,
And feal me thy own 3

Thy purchas’d pofleflion
I then fhall be known.

V.

Then fhall my glad tongue
Thy praifes proclaim,
I'll raife a new fong

To God and the Lamb ; ':

In
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In paths of uprightnefs
P’li run with delight,
Until heaven’s brightnefs

Appears 1n my fight,.
FHFTHTHTHTh THTRTHTHTE
HYMN CXV. P .wMm

REprEMING (GRACE.

I.
REAT Maker of all,

Our voices we raife,
On thee we would call,
And fing to thy praife;
For thou art our Saviour,
Our Portion and Friend';
We live in thy favour,

Which never fhall-end.

11,

Thou didft us redeem
Irom thraldom and woe,
Or elfe we had been

In bondage till now ;
Yea, helplefs for ever
Our fouls would have lain,

Deep plung’d in the river
Of torment and pain.
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I11.

But fovereign love,
Unfearchable grace,

And pity did move
To{ave a loft race;

Our Jefus defcended

'The world toredeem 3
Now we who offended,

Are righteous in him,

1V.
And this we are taught

Becaufe we do find,
‘Thy Spirit has wrought
A change in our mind ;
Thy tokens of mercy
We daily receive ;
‘Therefore, we will praife thee,
5o long as we live.

CRCRTHTRR OISR TH

HYMN CXVL C M.

They that feared the Lord, [pake often one to anos
ther, Je. Mal i, 16,

L.

Lefs’d are the men whofe nearts and hands,

[n paths of virtue join ;

United by the facred bands
Of fellowihip divine,
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II.

How precious are the {ocial hours,
Kind heav’n to us ailows;

Whillt on our hearts, like gentle fhow’rs,

His goodnefs he beftows.

111,

We hear the joys, or the complaints,
Each brother doth exprefs ;

Our God vouchfafes to chear his faints
With his reviving grace.

1V. -

We make each other’s griefs our own,
By chriftian {ympathy ;

Our hearts unite t’ addrefs the throne,
For every kind fupply.

V.

Thus, gracious God, may we proceed,

And in each virtue grow ;

Then fhall our joys be great indeed,
And heav’n begin below.

VI.

Before we reach to that bleft {tate
Where perfeét {pirits fhine,
- Their fellowfhip we’ll imitate,

And tafte their blifs divine,

HYMN.
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HYMN CXVI. P M

Invitation to follow the Lamb, Mat, iil. 13..

/ I, -
4 UMBLE {ouls, who {eek falvatioﬁ,
Thro’ the Lamb’s redeeming blood ;
Hear the voice of revelation,
Tread the path that Jefus trod..
Flee to him your only Saviour,

In his mighty name confide ;
In the wlhole of your behaviour

Own him as your fov’reign guide.
1L
Hear the bleft Redeemer call you,

Liften to his gracious voice ;
Dread no ills that can befall you,

While you make his ways your choice.
Jefus {ays “ Let each believer

Be baptized in my name ;”
Thus himielf in Fordan's river

Was immers'd beneath the ftream.*
111, Plainly

* The Author lays claim to this hymn, tho’ it has ap.
pear’d under another name: he hopes the infertion of it, and
the following, will give no effence to thofe of his friends who
are differently minded, as to the fubjeét to which they refer.
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T1l.

. Plainly here his footfteps tracing,
Follow him without delay ;
Gladly his command embracing,
Lo ! your Captain leads the way.
View the rite with underftanding ;
Jefus’ grave before you lies

Be interr’d at his commanding ;
After his example rife.

er"“ic’ e ZHh T rﬁ"ixa—-—* i) I,

HYMN CXVIL S M

Leaving us an example that we fhould walk in his
Sleps. 1 Pet, 16, 21,

1.

K {aints, with one accord,
Your humble homage pay,

'To your divine afcending Lord,
And all his will obey.

11,

A {acred rite he gave,-
To help our feeble faith,

He points us to a watry grave,

To lead us to his death.,
III. The
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I,

"The princely Saviour came,
Yo Fordan’s facred food s
Meekly he funk beneath the ftream,

To make his precept good.

IV,

Then Fobn aftonifh’d, hears
The Father’s voice approve ;.

The Spirit from on high appears,
Defcending like a Dove.

V.,

Thus did the facred three
Seal the commanding word ;

And point our willing feet the way.
To follow Chrift the Lord.

VI,

We would, with upright aim,
Our Leader keep in view :

Preferve a confcience free from blame,
And wifdom’s path purfye,

HYMN-
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HYMN CXIX. P.M

I deterimined to know nathing fave Fefus Chrif,
1 Cor, ii. 2,

L.

’ IS in vain to feck for blifs,
Lafting blifs can ne’er be found,
Till we reach where Jefus is,
Till we tread on heav’nly ground ;
Nothing round thefe fpangled fkies,
Nothing on this earthly globe
Yields to me fubftantial joys,
Or 15 lovely as my God.

II,

But ’tis heav’n to tafte his love,
Heav'n to feel his quick’ning grace ;
And the heav’n I hope above,
Is to fee my Jefu’s face;
There are pleafures all fincere,
‘There no dreg of guilt defiles ;
Long, my foul, to leave this {phere,
Pant to reach th’ eternal hills,

111,

Come, bleft Spirit, from above, -
Bear my finking courage up,
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Pledge of my Redeemer's love,
Calm my fears, {upport my hope ;

'T'hen let waves and thunders roar,
I fhall feel thy peace divine,
"T1ll I'reach the blifsful fhore,

Tl the heav’nly throng I join.

IV.

Fellow faints, this blifs purfue,

Prefs ye on to reach the prize ;
Bid the flat’ring world adieu,

Fix above,” your longing eyes ;
Lo! the kind Redeemer waits,

To receive you to his breaft ;
Open ftand the blifsful gates,

Angels call you there to reft.

HYMN CXX. I.Mm

He hath done all things well,

1.
WITH mighty figns the Saviour came,

His works his matchlefs pow’r proclaim ;
Attending crowds with wonder tell,
That he performed a// thiugs avell.

1, In
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i1.

In him difeafed wretches found

A f{ov’reign balm for ev’ry wound ;
And Satan’s throne before him fell,
For he performed a/l things avell.

IiI.

His fpotlefs life, without a flaw,
Adorn’d, and dignify’d the law ;

Both heav’n and earth unite to tell,

That Jefus here did all things avell.

IV.

For us his precious blood was fhed ;
For us he funk among the dead,

To fave our finking fouls from hell :
Thus Jelus bath done all things avell.

V.

The pow’rs of death and hell arofe ;

But he fubdu’d thefe miyhty foes,
And nobly conquer’d, tho’ hefell,
For Jefus has done a/l things avell,

VI.

His grace renews the {laves of fin,
And makes us 1n his image fhine ;

That we in virtue may excell,

‘To fhew that he does all things Eve/].

Vi

. And
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V1L

And when he comes with awful frown,
- ‘T'o bow our haughty {pirits down,

Left we againft his grace rebel,
We kifs the rod, and fay *Tis avell.

VI,

When he affords us large fupplies,
Or our unguarded wifh denies,.

And we in want and darknels dwell,
We know he ftill does a// things avell.

IX.

When we afcend above the: fkies,
With endlefs wonder and furprize,
Our joyful lips fhall fing and tell,
That Jefus bath done all this aell.

O e Dt et Pt e e S

HYMN CXXL L. M

JoserH, a Type of Curisr,
L
HE Lord, how wondrous are his ways,

With humble awe repeat his praife ;

His judgments are a deep profound, .
Where all our {canty thoughts are drown'd.

I, 3ce
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1I.

Sce how to Facol’s fav’rite fon

He makes his pow’r and wifdom known s
In him the fecrets of his will,

He doth myferioufly fuliil,

HI.

His bretiren hate him, and contrive

His death by whom they all muft live ;
He’s {old at laft, and made a flave,

That he their guilty lives might fave.

V.

Thro” envious blafts, and ftormy feas,
He fails to reach the port of peace ;

A train of griefs before unknown
Advance him to th’ Egyprian throne.

V.

At length he drops his fervile chains,

In glory next to Pharaok reigns,
And Facob’s fons before him bow
His dreams are all accomplifl’d now.

VI,

Thus Jefus doth his brethren fave,
For them his precious life he gave ;
He’s hated, fold, condemn’d and flain ;

But rifes, o’er his church to reign,
VIL
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VIL

O let us bow before his throne,
And all our vile tranfgreflions own ;

Jefus, our brother Jefus, lives,
And, with a fmile, our guilt forgives,

HYMN CXXII. C M

PERSEVERANCE,

/ :

ORD, haft thou made me know thy ways ?
Conduét me in thy fear,

And grant me fuch fupplies of grace,
‘That I may perfevere,

II.

O never let me turn afide,
Nor leave the path divine ;

Let faith, and love, and zeal abide :
Let patience nc’er decline,

I11.

Supported by a lively hope,
May I the ftorm endure ;
Let fov'reign mercy hold me up,

And I thall walk fecure,
1V. Should
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IV,

Should all the pow’rs of darknefs ftrive,

My peace to difcompofe,

Upheld by thee, my foul fhall live
Triumphant o’er her foes.

V.

Their fnares fhall unfuccefsful prove ;

My purpofe firm fhall be,
While bonds of everlatting love

Unite my heart to thee.

VI.

Should perfecution’s hotteft flame
Be kindled all around,

And griefs and fears of cvery name,
Thro’ all the path abound :

‘ VIL

Let but thy own almighty arm
Suitain a feeble worm,

I fhall efcape, fecure from harm,

Amidft the dreadful ftorm.

VIII.

Be thou my all-fufficient Friend,
Tl all thefe toils fhall ceafe ;

Guard me thro’ life, and let my end
Be everlafting peace.

HYMN
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I bebeld tranfgreffors, and was gricved, becaufe
they keep not thy waord,

I.
OW long fhall I in Mefech dwell,
O God of holineis,

Where men againft thy throne rebel
And {candalize thy ways ¢

I1.

How do they wound thy precious caufc,
Who have profefs’d thy name !

They trample on thy facred laws,

And bring themfelves to fhame.

I11.

Sinners, with bold blafpheming tongues,
Thy holy ways defpile ;

And mingle with tiieir mirth and fongs
A thoufand {cofrs and lies.

IV.

While I behold their edious deeds,
Or to their words attend ;

My melting heart with piy bieeds
To think upon their end.
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V.

With hard’ned necks, they full rebel,
Not of their works atham’d ;

They chufe theroad that leads to hell,

And will not be reclaim’d.

VI.

Lord, pity this abandon’d race,
Thy wand’ring fheep reftore,

Difplay the riches of that grace
Which heav’n and earth adore.

VIL

Thou knoweft all my fecret grief,
My anguifh, and my pain ;

Give my defponding heart relief,
Nor let me mourn in vain,

AR AR 7R R R AR

HYMN CXXIV., L M

The Power of GoDLINESS,

L.

HAPPY the man of heav’nly birth,
He humbly walks with God on earth ;

The pow'r of grace his foul renews,

Sin, and the carnal mind {ubdues.
K {I. Hateful
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11.

Hateful his former fins appear,
Hence flows the penitential teay ;

While faith in his Redeen.or’s blood,
Firmly unttes his heart to God.

II1.

Alively, purifving hope

Of glory, bears his {pirits up ;

His heart is fir'd with holy love

To faints on earth, and God above.

IV.

His heaﬁ’nly mind, with warm defires
To perfe&t purity afpires ;

He loves his Maker’s holy law,

And fears his name with rev’rend awe.

V.

With gratefu! heart, ke fil] receives,
The bleflings heav’nly bounty gives ;
His inward peace, his facred joy,
"The world nor gives, nor can deftroy.

VI,

His mind is humble, and ferene,
He calmly bears the trying fcene ;
FHe’s upright, fteady and fincere,
And walks with confcientious care.

VII,

Sin
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V1I.

St he abhors, and felf denies

'T'0 heav’n his warm devotions rife ;
And thithef, when his warfare ends,
His foul triumphantly afcends.

CHh ST HTh RS Hh Sh

HYMN CXXV. L.M.

Ihat fhall I do to be faved &

L/ | I.

ITH melting heart, and weeping eves,
My guilty foul for mercy cries ;
What fhall I do, or whither flee,
T” elcape that vengeance due to me :

11,

Till now, If{aw no danger nigh ;
I 1iv’d at eafe, nor fear'd to die;

Wrapt up in {elf-deceit, and pride,
¢ I fhall have peace at laft,” I cry’d.

1L

But when, great God, thy light divine
Had fhone on this dark {oul of mine,
Then I beheld, with trembling awe,
'The terrors of thy holy law.

K 2 IV, Howx



IV.
How dreadful now my guilt appears,
In childhood, youth, and growing years !

Before thy pure, difcerning eye,
Lord, what a filthy wretch am I'!

V.

Should vengeance ftill my fou! purfue,
Death, and deftru&tion are my due;
Yet mercy can my guilt forgive,

And bid a dying finner live.

VI.

Does not thy facred word proclaim,
Salvation frec in Jefus name ?

To him I look, and humbly cry,
“ O f{ave a wretch condemn’d to die !”

HYMN CXXVI L M

The Interceflion of CuRrisT,

I.

ESUS has fhed his vital blood,
To bring my wand’ring {oul to God ;
And fill to manifeft his love,

He lives, and pleads for me above.
II. ¢ Father,
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1L

J"J

‘¢ Father, T will,” the Saviour eries,
« That this poor foul at length may rifz,
“ From all the depthsof fin and w oe,

““ The richs of my erace to know.

I1I.

¢ Now let his fins bea
““ And guide him in the path to heav'n

« T have redeemn’d his foul from hell,
¢« With me he fhall for ever dwell.

H forgiv’n,

| IV,

“ To fave his life, thy Son was flain,.
“ He 1s the purchafe of my pain ;

“ I claim my right, and urge my plea
‘ That he may reign in blifs with me.

V..

“ He fhall behold me face to frce,

““ And diell In this celeftial place,

“ Far{rom the reach of foes, and fears;.
“ My love fhall wipe away his rears.

VI.

“ His pains and toils fhall have an end ;.
“ His happy foul to God afcend ;

““ Soon he fhall reach the peaceful fhore,
“ Where fin fhall wound his heart no more

K 3 VI,
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VIL

¢ Father, I will, that he fhould prove,'
“ 'The wonders of redeeming love ;
¢ That he may all my glories fee,

¢ Be ever near, and like to me.
NG e - - e

HYMN CXXVIL. L M

With the Lord there is mercy.

I.
Y grateful heart would now record

The boundlefs mercy of the Lord ;
*T's fov’reign, and divinely free,
The fource of ev’ry good to me.

11.

"Tis like a ftream that fiveetly flows,

To quench our thirft, todrown our WOes 3
A river large ; a fountain wide;

An ocean vaft; a flowing tide.

111

How full and plenteous is the {ftore,

To heal the fick, t’ enrich the poor ;

To cleanfe our fouls from ev’ry ftain,
And make our garments white and clean !

IV. Mercy
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IV.

Mercy upholds me in the way,
Reclaims me when I go aftray ;
Mercy doth all for me provide,
And nothing neediul is deny’d,

V.

Mercy pﬂrcparcs the gofpel feaft,

And makes my foul a welcome guelt;
I will not turn from mercy’s door ;

For mercy feeds the hungry poor.
VI.

Let mercy, Lord, prevent me ftill,

And guard my foul from ev’ry ill ;
Let mercy compals me around,

And guide me {afe to Cazaar’s ground.

Vil

Then, in the manfions of thy love,
Prepar’d for happy fouls above,

With Joudeft notes, I'll fing and tell,
How mercy fav’d my foul from hell.

HYMN
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"HYMN CXXVHL C M

JEpTHA’S Vow,.

I
T OW ralhly did the champion vow
In his unguarded zeal !
Yet what concern did Feptha thew,
His purpofe to fulfil !

11,

Unlawful vows fhould never ftand ;
‘Whate’er our lips have {poke
Unauthoriz’d by God’s command,
Th’ engagement muft be broke.

111,

Why fhould we bind our fouls to do
What will the Lord difpleafe ?

A gracious {mile he’ll ne’er beftow
On oft'rings {uch as thefe.

1V,

Devotion fuch as God requires,
Will never break our reft ;
But {ee how Feptha’s joy cxpires,
What anguifh {eiz’d his breaft ;
V. When
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V.

When he the blooming virgin meets
Adorn’d with youthful charms!

With filial joy, her fire fhe greets,
And haftens to his arms :

VI.

But ah! how foon the joy is fled I
The fecret he imparts,

Which ftrikes at once their comforte dead, .
And pierces both their hearts,

VIL.

- She hears her fire hi; purpofe tell,
And with fubmiffion ftill,

Prepares to bid the world farewell,
Obedient to his will.

VIII.

“ Farewell,” fhe cries, ye gilded toys,
Ye tempting {cenes adicu !
My foul afpires to nobler joys

Than can be found in you.

IX.

Farewell, vain world, .where {orrows reign, .
I pant for climes above ;

Farewell ! for I fhal) quickly gain
The realms of peace and love,

K s PART.
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P ART I,

X.

Muft Feptha’s vow be thus fulfill’d,
And fhall my purpofe fail ?

He {pares not his beloved child,
Thro’ a mifguided zeal.

XI.

Thy vows are on me, gracious Lord,
Myfelf to thee I've giv'n ;
Witnefs, ye angels, who record

The vows of men in heav’n |

XI1L.

When firft thy grace had gain’d my love,
I {aid, I would be thine;

Let nothing now my purpofe move ;
Let not my zeal decline.

X1II.

When at thy table I appear,

Or at thy footftoo! bow ;
Or when diftrefs, or danger’s near,

Stil I renew my vow:.

X1V, Lord,
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XIV.

Lord, I am thine by various ties,
And thine would ever be ;

My heart, my hands, my tongue, my eyes,
I gave them all to thee,

XV.

1 took thy counfel for my euide,

Thy promife for my ftay ;
O never let my footiteps {lide,
Or wander from thy way. .

XVI.

Thou didft in youth my heart engage, -

And to thy will incline,
Still let my life, thro’ ev’ry ftage,
And ev’ry day, be thine. .

BoRTRTHTET S THTHETATE O

HYMN. CXXIX.. L. M

The future Punifhment of the Ungodly,

I.
—HE juft, the fin-avenging God "
-~ Prepares an everlafting hell,
For fuch as chufe the downward road, .

And with relentlefs heart rebel. .
"~ 1L Far:
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1L

Far from the realms of endlefs day,
They live in darknefs and defpair ;

No beam of hope, no glimm’ring ray,
But everlafting night is there,

I11.

That awful vengeance due to fin,

Purf{ues them, like a dreadful florm s
And ftill they feel an hell within,

They feel the never-dying worm.

V.

They linger in eternal pains,

And wifh for death, but cannot die ;
Held faft in adamantine chains,

Imprifon’d, and forbid to fly.

V.

.
O finners, bow before the throne,

Throw down your arms, for mercy call ;
Jefus will fave ; he cafts out none

Who at his feet fubmiflive fall.

VI.
ohall I, at laft, O God of Hofts,

Be number’d with the rebel-race,
And then, with fiends and frightful ghofts,
Be banifh’d from thy blifsful face !

VII, Does



( 229 )
VII.

Does not my {oul to Jefus flee?
Is not thy throne my refuge now ;
Do I not love thy faints, and thee,
And long to do thy will below ?

VIII.

O let my guilt be all forgiv'n,
Seal me, and keep me ever thine !

Confirm me in the way to heav’n,
And often whifper, ¢ Thou art mine.”

CHRCHFCP SR THTHTHTHET

HYMN CXXX., C M

O that I knew where I might find him !

I

OW dark 1s my beclouded mind ?
What fears and {nares attend ?

O that I knew abere 1 fz.;fgbt Jfiud
My all-{ufficient Friend !

I1,

His candle on my head hath fhin'd
But now ’tis gloomy night ;
O that 1 knewv awhere L might find

'The Source of heav'nly light !
I11. Since
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IIT,

oince I againft his goodnefs ﬁnn’d
In darknefs I complain ;

O that I buew avhere | might find
His {miling face again !,

IV,
I have from wifdom’s path declin’d ;

My feet are prone to {lide :
O that I kneay aubere [ might ﬁ:zd

My Counfellor, and Guide!

V.

He would my captiv’d fou] unbind,
And break the chains of fin ;

O that I knew avhere J might fud.
The Conqueror divine,.

VL

No earthly j Joy can cheer the mind,
By guilt and fear opprefs'd ;
O that I knew awhere 1 might find

My Refuge and my Reft |

PART IL..
ViI.

Afli&tions are to me aflign’d ,
I groan beneath the rod ;-

O that I kneaw avhere T f&igbt Jind "
My all-fupporting God !
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VIII.

I would be to his will refign'd
Whatcver griefs annoy s

O that I knew-qubere 1 mignt find
“The four&: of all my joy!

IX.

My heart is to his will inclin’d
I love his holy word :

O that I huew where I might find
My Jefus, and my Lord !

X.

I know he cannot be unkind,
Whate’er the tempter fays 3

O that I knew where I might find
* The God of love and grace:!

XL

I long to leave the world behind,
I long to mount above;

For there my foul will furely find
The objett of her love!

HYMN
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HYMN CXXXL L M

CHrisT the BREap of LirE,.

1.
EPRAVED minds on athes feed,

Nor love, nor feck for heav’nly bread ;
They chufe the hutks which fwine do eat, .

Or meanly crave the {erpent’s meat.

IL.

Jefus, thou art the living bread,
By which our needy fouls are fed ;

In thee alone thy children find,
Enough to fill the empty mind.

11L.

Without this Bread, I ftarve and die;.
No other can my need fupply :

But this will fuit my wretched cafe,.
At any time, in ev’ry place.

W

"Tis this relieves the hungry poor,
Who afk for bread at mercy’s door ; -

This living food deflcends from heav’n,
As manna to the Fews was givn, |

V. It
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V.

It life to dying fouls imparts,
And heals and comforts broken hearts ;
O grant me then this Brezd divine,

To feed this fainting foul of mine.
VI
This precious food my heurt revives,
What ftrength, what nourifhment it gives !

O let me evermore be fed,
With this divine celeftial Bread !

BRATRS AR AR AR R

HYMN CXXXII. C M

He that increafeth knowledge, increafeth forrow.

L.
HE more I'm vers’d in wifdom’s {chool,
The more I fee mylelf a fool ;
With grief of heart I often cry,
How weak, how ignorantam 1!

1L

And yet where e’er my eyes I turn,
I {ce occalion fhill to mourn ;

New objeéls give me no relief,
For knowledge is a {ource of grief,

11, When



( 234 )
I11.

What human tongue can e’er relate,
‘The mis’ries of our lapfed ftate ?

New fcenes of fin and forrow rife,
To wound our hearts, and pain our eyes,

IV,

The more of men and things I know,

In this perplexing world below,
The more I daily fll perceive,

Occafion to lament and grieve, ‘

V.

The more of my own heart I lea'rn,
More caufe of grief I ftil] difcern ;
This makes me often figh and cry,. |
Lord, what a finful wretch am I !

VI

But O! the knowledge of thy love
Dath ftill a fource of pleafure prove;

The more I know thy word and thee,
The fweeter will my comforts be.

HYMN
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HYMN CXXXIL S M

I will canfe them that love me, to inberit fubflance.

1.
HE whole of Adan’s race

Is ruin’d by the fall,

Sin has involv’d us in difgrace,
And ftript us of our all.

1L,

In queft of fancy’d blifs,
We range from pole to pole ;

For nought below the fkies there is
To f{atisfy the foul,

111

Whate’er the world can give
Is empty as the wind ;
No {olid good we here receive,

T'orfill the craving mind.

1V.

But if redeeming love
Its precious ftores difplay,
And draw our hearts to things above,

We learn the heav'nly way,
V. The
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V.

The paths of 1 chteoufnefs
Will then become our choice,
And in the portion we pollels,
“Qur noble pow’rs rejoice.

VI.

We bid the world adieu,
With all its tempting toys ;
Subftantial blifs our {ouls purfug,
And everlafting joys.

VIL

He gives us now in hand,
Some pledges of his love ;

Before us lies the promis’d land,
'Th’ 1nheritance above,

T TR TR TR T TR T T TS T

HYMN CXXXIV. C M

1 Cor. xv. 28,  Then fhall the Son alfo
himfelf be [ubject, .

L.

HE Saviour reigns ; heav’n, earth and hell
Are under his command ;
They who againit his laws rebel,
Shall fall beneath his hand.
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I,

He will prefent the chofen race
Before his Father’s throne,
And clothe the fubjes of his grace,

With glory like his own.

II.

The dead he'll raife ; the world convene

Beftore his awful bar ;
His faithfal foll'wers fhall obtain

A juft acquittance there,
V.
The wicked will be doom’d to hell :

The faints advanc’d on high ;
Thefe fhall in heav’nly manfions dwell,

While ftubborn finners die.

V.

Now death is conquer’d, fin is dead,

' The grave is overcome ;

Jefus has bruis’d the ferpent’s head,
And brought his children home.

VI.

“ Father” he cries ¢ the work is done,

I have perforny’d thy will .
"The Father looks upon the Son,

With an approving fmile,
VIL “And
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VILI.

And tho’ he lays his fceptre down,

The fceptre of his grace,
He with the Father wears the crown ;

His kingdom ne’er decays.
VIII.

Angels and fgints before him fall,
And own his glorious {way ;

And God in Chriftis all in all,
Thro’ an eternal day,

SRR TRTETE CHTRTH T TR

HYMN CXXXV. C M

Ve are the Crrcumeifion, who worfhip God in the
Spirit, &Fc.

L.

F I'm uncircumcis’d in heart,
My hopes and joys are vain ;
In Jefus I poflefs no part,
If I'm not born again.

II.

To what is good we’re difinclin’d ;
To ev'ry evil prone ;

Sin has dominion o’er the mind,
Till grace afcends the throne.
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II1.

When God the heart doth circumcife,
And take the flint away,

To heav’n we raife our carneft cries,
And then begin to pray.

1V.

Hence flows the penitential tear,
From faith’s difcerning eye ;

We worthip God, with holy fear,
And deep humility,

V.

To Jefus we dire@ our views,

With all our guilt and fhame ;
His grace we truft, his laws we chufe,
And glory in his name.

V1.
Sin is renounc’d and felf deny’d

On mercy’s arms we fal] ;

No more we in the fefh confide ;
For Jefus is our all,

HYMN

-
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HYMN CXXXVIL L. .M
PracTiICcAL Houﬁ::ss’.

. L
ORD, let thy grace my pow’rs renew,
And ev'ry reigning fin fubdue;
My {oul to fwift obedience draw,
And in my heart infcribe thy law.

1L,

Let my repentance be {incere,
Let faith in all its fruits appear ;

Inflame my heart with holy love,
And fix my hope on things above.

I11.

May I deteft a lying tongue,

And hate to do my neighbour wrong ;
Let juftice thro’ my attions fhine,
Join’d with benevolence divine.

IvV..

Keep me from each polluting ftain,
From thoughts impure, and deeds unclean ;
And let me confecrated be,

A holy temple, Lord, for thee.

V. May
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V.

May I, with confcientious care,
" Fly from the captivating fnare ;

O lead me in thy holy way,

Preferve mein ‘this evil day,

e, o i ¥ o .y ., il - ¥ ’

HYMN CXXXVIL. C M.

The outward man perifbing, the inward renewed
day by day.

1
HRO’ age, difeafe, and various toils,
1 feel my fleth decay, -
Jefus, let thy. all-chearing {miles
Revive me-day by day.

1%,

I faint beneath the, lléavy load;
Be-thou my ftrength and ftay ;

And let thy hand, my faithful God,
Support me day by day.

111,
Abfent from thee, I inly mourn,
Lift up my hands, and fay,

 In mercy to my foul return
And chear me day by day.

I TV, Temp«
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IV

Temptations, fears, and griefs attend,

Thro’ all the darkfome way ;
* Be thou my everlafting Friend,

To guard me day &y day.
V.

Corruptions work and war within,
And fill me with difmay ;

Lord, let thy pow'’r and grace divine,
Reneaw me day by day.

Vi,

My wafting life declines apace,
'The moments hafte away ;

Let faith, and love, and ev’ry grace
Be ripen’d day by day.

VII.

I long to reach my blifsful home ;
Let not my Lord delay ;

May I, till my Redeemer come,
Be waiting day by day.

HYMN
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HYMN CXXXVIL P M.

The Blifs of glorified Saints,

1.
OOK up, my foul, and view
The manfions of the bleft,
With zeal afpire too,

To that eternal refl ;
Move on my feet, with fteady pace,
And bring me to that happy place.

I

There faith is chang’d to fight,
And faints from fin {et free,
With infinite delight

Adore th’ eternal Three :
The glorious objects they behold,
Inflame their hearts with joys untold.

1L

No fin torments them nov,
Nor {orrows break their peacs ;
Nor pain nor grief they know ;
But all their work is praife :
They once, like us, their burthens bore,
But now they fhall complain no more.

L 2 IV, They
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IV.
They fing of Jefu’s crofs

In ftrains divinely {weet ;
Or, in extatic paufe,
Fall humbly at his feet ;

While wonder, pleafure and furprize
In filence reign thro’ all the fkies.

V.

Then each his tribute pays,

And joins the gen’ral {ong ;
The harmony of praife

Refounds from ev’ry tongue.

Lord, when fhall T afcend above,
To fee thy face, and fing thy love ?

e LS el e Tl el X et

HYMN CXXXIX., C M

The holinefs and happinefs of true Saints.

. 1.
OW blefs’d are all the fons of grace,

Who walk with watchful eve ;

Who tread in paths of righteoufnefs,
And every error fly !

II, They
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I1.

They love the precepts of the Lotd,
His law is their delight ;

They read by day his facred word,.
And think thereon by night.

111,

Great is their peace, and large thelr joy,
While Jefus’ face doth fhine ;

And when ’tis hid, their hopes rely
On promifes divine,

V.
In mercy, Lord, look down on me,
A poor backiliding {oul ;

From guilt and darknefs {fet me free,
My ev’ry fear controul,

V.
That I with all thy faints may know
The wonders of thy love;

Live to thy praife while here below,
And dwell with thee above.

L s HYMN



HYMN CXL. P.M.
Curist the only RerucE,

- I, -
Lord I confefs, to thee my diftrefs,
And acknowledge my folly-and fin ;-
How prone I'm to firay, from thy righteous way,
How imperfet my aétio:xs have been.

1I.

My treacherous heart doth often depart
From thee my beft portion, and friend ;- -

Temptations prevail, andmy purpofes fail ;
O! whenwill thefe wanderings end ?

I1L.

My fecret faults, -and irregular thoughts,
How ‘great is their number, O Lord ?

My beft aftions have been intermixed with fin,
And defexve to be ever abhor’d,

IV,

But to Jefus I fly, and on him rely,
As a finner moft wretched, and vile 3
His compleat righteoufnefs covers all my difgrace:
And the Father looks down with a fmile.
V. Here



( 247 )
v.

Here a refuge 1 find, from the fiorm of the wind ;
When the wrath of an-angry God
Shall the wicked confume and appoint them their doom,
I am fkreen’d by my Saviour's blood. h

VI

Q! the riches of grace ! what tongue can exprefs
The depths of diftinguithing love § - ‘

Thy praifes I'll thow,. while I'journey below,
And cternally -blefs thee above. i

ChTHhIHT 'Xqufmfv vtc'Qﬂ%’

HYMN CXLL P M

- Qur. converfation is in heaven.

L]

L.
AIN world adien, LIl not purfue
‘Thy emptv trifles more ;
[ lift mine eyes above the fkies,
And better climes explore.

1.

In yon bleft plains, where Jefus reigns,
And lafting joys abound ; |
I long to be, that I may {ce

My Lord with glory crown’d.
L 4 III, Then
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ur,
Then fhall T reft on his dear breaft;

And ever {ee his face

With ceafelefs ; JOY, my pow’rs employ
In fingihg forth his pralfe

IV,

Dear Jefus; now, one fmjle bettow,
~'To chear me by the way ;

In thee I hope, hold thoy me up,
Left 1 thould run aftray,

HYMN cxLi »p M,

A SoNG of Prarst to. Curist,

I.

OFor a tongue to fing

Praifes to Chrift our King,
The finner’s friend ;

He’s glorious, juft and true,
His love is ever new ;

Praifes to him are due,
World ‘without end.

II. He
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I1..

tle bow'd the heav’ns to be
Cloath’d in mortality,
And dwell below ;

He made our griefs his own,
To raife us to his throne ;

Such love was never known,
As he did fhew.

111,

For our accurfed deeds,

Lo the. great Surety bleeds !

O matchlefs grace !
He bore upon the tree
All our iniguity ;
And thus he fets us free,.

To {peak his praile.

V.

He {ends his {pirit too,

To form our heartsanew,
And make us wife:

He faves from rcigning {in,.

He daily works within,

And foon our fouls fhall bring.

Up to the fkies..
V.

Then let us humbly join,.
Loudly in hymns aivine
To praliz his name ;.
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This our fweet works fhall be,

E’en thro’ eternity,
To raife new fongs to thee,

All-glorious Lamb.

HYMN CXL.III. C.M

I will bear the indignation of the Lord, becanfe I
have finned againfl him, Micah vii, g,

WHILE pain and angutfh me opprefs,
My foul {ubmiffive lies:

My God, who knows my fore diftrefs,
Will not my groans defpife,

11.

His indignation I awill bear,
Since I have broke his laws,

Till he for my relief appear ;
Till Le foall plead my canfe.

111

Iwait for him with patient hope,
Along the gloomy night ;
His mighty hand will raife me up,

And édring me forth o liche.
g e : 1V, The
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Iv.

The riches of his healing grace
I ftll expelt to prove ;

X thall behold bis righteoufuefs,
And triumph in his love !

CHTHTRTHT R ST HTHT R

HYMN CXLIV. (. M.

Lhe ca:gfiyf&n of tongues,  Gen. x1. Q.

I.
“HE fons 6f men, their name to raife,
An impious project try’d;
The Loxzd looks down, their work {urveys,

And blafts their haughty pride.
oI

Their {peech is chang’d to words unknown ; .
They leave their work, afham’d ;
The ftrange defign they carry’d on

Was then Confufion nam’d,
I11.

Ambitious mortals-ftrive I vain -
Againft their Maker’s will 5 -
He doth his fov’reign right maintain, .

His purpofc to fulfil,
. ' IV: What
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1V.

What dreadful evils {pring and rife
From fin’s accurf{ed root !

Still on the world the burden lies 3
We reap the bitter fruit.

V,

But God at length his church will raife,
From men of diff’rent tongues ;
Who fhall unite to fpeak his praife,

In everlafting fongs.

VI.

Their voice and language will be one,
Before the throne of God,
And no confufion thall be known
| In that divine abode.

SHRRTATHT RIS S HTHT

HYMN CXLV. P. M.

O wifii me with thy (alvation,

x/ L
ESUS, my Almighty Saviour, |
- Proftrate at thy feet I lie;
Humbly I entreat thy favour

Condefcend to hear my cry.
1. At
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At thy gracious invitation,
I approach thy throne divine ;

Vifit me awith thy falvation,
Gently tell me, thow art mine.

1L -

When I was to thee a ftranger,
Wand’ring in forbidden ways,

From the paths of fin and danger,
Thou didft call me by thy grace.

Let not then my foes confound me ;
Thou art all my help and hope ;

Let thy arms of love furround me,
Let thy mercy hold me up..

I11.

Still I need thy gracious keeping ;
Sin and hell my faith affail ;

Oft my days are {pent In weeping,
Left my foes fhould yet prevail.
Heal.my foul, thou great Phyfician,
Eafe me of my pain and or1er 3

Bow thine ear to my petition,

Kindly fend me fome rclict.

Y. Grant
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V.

Grant me thy divine direftion
In the way that I thould gb :
Let thy hand be my proteétion
From the pow’r of ev’ry foe.
Gracious Saviour, never leave me,

While my toils and confliéts laft ;

To thy kind embrace receive me,
When the ftorms of life are paft.

T T

"HYMN CXLVI. C M

The PENITENT.

L.

Y God, to thee I would return ;.
0 help me by .thy grace ;
With penitential grief to mourn,
And all my fins-confefs.

I1,

"The world, with its alluring toys,
Hath long enfnar’d my mind,
With painted fhews of carnal joys,

Which leave a fting behind.
: IIL Gllﬂty,‘”
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L

Guilty, and felf.condemn’d I lie,
Before thy awful throne;

I know I have deferv’d to die:
Yet {ave me thro’ thy Son.

IV.

In his dear name may I partake
The pardon I implore ;

And, for thy {ov’reign mercy’s {ake,
My wand’ring feet reftore. i

V.

"Thy healing graée, O God, impart ;
Relieve my trembling foul ;

O let thy comforts chear my heart,
And all my fears controul. | i

VL

Confirm me by thy pow’r divine,
Left I again fhould ftray ;

Seal e, my God, for ever thine,
And keep me in thy way.

HYMN
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HYMN CXLVII. L. M

The tender fympathy of the Great High Priefi,

I..
OUR {ouls with humble pleafure trace

The Saviour’s condelcending grace ;
He that 1s Lord of earth and fkies

Affumed man’s infirmities.

1.

Our heavy woes his foul oppreft,
‘That he might {uccour the diftreit ;

And hence our griefs his pity move,
For all his thoughts are thoughts of love.

I11.

Our weaknefs he will née’er. delpife ;.
But grant our needy fouls fupplies ;
He’ll help usin the trying hour :
HimfeIf has felt the tempter’s pow’r.

1V.

Within his heart compaffion reigns ;

He hears our groans, he feels our pains ;-
When foes arife, or ftraits attend,
He is our fympathizing Friend,

| - V. His
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V.

His ear regards our mournful cry ;
His gracious aid is ever nigh :
‘Then let us to his throne repair,

And {eck his help by ardent pray’r.
chapl shecheukasdtantaubauy, the by b e ohaoha e, oeesiy
HYMN CXLVHI 8§ M -

Charity the bond of perfeiinefs,

I.

OVE is the ftrongeft tie
‘That can our hearts unites -
Love makes our {ervice liberty,

Qur ev’ry burden light.
I1.

We run in God’s commands
When love direts the way ;

With willing hearts, and aftive hands,
Our Maker’s will obey.

111,

Love foftens all our toil,

And makes our bondage bleft ;
The gloomy defart wears a {fmile
When love infpires the breaft.

IV. Let



( 258..)
V.

Let love for evergrow, = -
. And bamfh. wrath. and ﬁnfe I

So fhall we w1me(s here belcm ;
The joys of chml life,

V.,

. ‘'When we afcend the fkies,
And {ee the Saviour’s face,

Lovewill to full perfeRion rifey, - -
And reign thro’ all the place.

=y gl

0_0_0_0_0_0 o"“o""'o"""o oo

HYMN CXLIX. P. M
Hold thou ;rze zzp.; and I Joall be fafe, .

I
WHERE for fafety Mhall T fiy 7
Mighty God, to thee I cry ..
Dangers ev’ry where attend
Let thy arm my {oul defend,

II,

Round me troops of foes I fee;
None can keep me, Lord, but thee :
Be my conftant ftrength and ftay,

Guard me in this evil day, .
H I, Thy
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I,

Thy protefling care 1 crave ;
Pow’r is thine, O God, to fave;
Matchlefs wonders thou haft wrought,

Far beyond the reach of thought.

1V,

Let thy gracious hand: impart
Strength and comfort to my heart ;

Ever keep me near to thee
i1l Pm call’d thy face to fee

V.

Here I find no fettled reft;

Iord, prepare me for thy breaft s -
And till that tranfporting day,
Onward lead me in thy way.

VI

There thy faints; the fons of light,
Dreft in robes of fnowy white,
From their foes and dangers free,

Wear the palm of-victory.

HHYMN
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HYMN CL. L. M

The Kinopom of Jesus CHRisT,

I,

ET men on earth, and angcls bring
Their honours to the Saviour-King :
Let finners own his {ov'reign fway,

And ev'ry land his will obey,
| L

O’er woslds below and worlds above

He rules by wifdom, pow'r and love ;
He curbs his foes, and guards his friends ;.

His wide dominion neyer ends..

III.

In Zis» he maintains his throne; -
And makes his kingly glory known ;-
Nor hell nor death can e’er withftand
The pow'r of his.almighty hand,

1V,

The {aints fhall reign with Chrift their head,
When gloomy death himielf 1s dead

There fhall they fhine in blifs complete,

And caft their crowns at Jefus feet.
HYMN
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HYMN CLL G M.

Mat, xxi. 30. He anfwered and faid, fga, Sir;

and went not,

I.
IN, -curfed fin enflaves the mind,
And leads the foul aftray ;
‘How ftrangely finners are inclin’d
To ev’ry evil way !

I1.

If confcience, or the chaf'ning rod

Should give them {fome alarms,
They ftill rejelt the voice of God,
Thro’ fin’s bewitching charms,

I,

The found of gofpel-grace they hear,
Yet {light the precious ftore,

And full the empty world prefer,

And love their pleafures more.

IV,

If faithful warnings thould be giv’n,
~ The truth of thefe they own ;
Yet have no heart for God, or heav’n,
But impioufly go on.
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V.,

Pity, Great God, this thoughtlefs race ;
O {et the captives free ;

Renew them by thy mighty grace,
And turn their hearts to thee,

SRR T BT T TR TS T

HYMN CLI I M

A wife man’s beart difcerneth both time and judg-
ment, - Kecl, viil, g,

I.
WISDOM divine, O God, 1mpart

Give me an underftanding heart ;
- Illamine my benighted eyes,
And make me to falvation wife.

- 1L
The fpirit of thy grace beftow, °

And teach me all thy will to know

Let thy good word my paffions rule,
And light diffufe thro’ all my foul.

- I

My foul, to ways of folly prone,
Implores thy guidance, Lord, alone

>

To wifdom’s voice incline my ear;
"Teachme thy facred name to fear,
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IV.

Both time and judgment 1 thall know,
When rightly taught thy will to do ;

In this our truelt wifdom lies;
But foolifh minds thy word defpife.

V.

Make me to know my end, that I
To wifdom may my heart apply ;
And fit me for the realms above,

The world of perfeét light and love.
e T e T T T
HYMN CLIL P. M

The SAcrIFICE of PRAISE,

I.

ET ev'ry tuneful accent rife,
To him that rules the earth and fkies,

The infinite unknown ;
His goodnefs fhines around the {phere,
And richly crowns the rolling year,
With bleflings from his throne.

IL.

>T'is he ordains the blooming {pring,
Her {ofteft, {wceteft charms to bring,

And wear her lovely drefs ;
"Tis
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*Tis he that clothes the fertila vale,
Bids fragrance breathe in ev'ry gale, °

‘The rural fcene to blefs.

111,

But he hath richer gifts in ftore,

For which our grateful hearts adore

The Source of 'ev’ry good ;
He gives us,_rebels loft in fin,

Pardon, and peace, and life divine

Thro’ a Redeemer’s blood.

IV,

When deftitute of help and hope,
His fov’reign mercy rais’d us up,
-+ And fnatcht us-from defpair ;
So free, fo boundlefs is his love,
He calls us to the realms above,
And foon fhall bring us there.

V.

Our voices fhould in concert join
In fongs of harmony divine ;
The theme is ever new :
Let mufic all her graces bring,
Awake, awake each tuneful itring,
'To pay the tribute due.

HYMN
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HYMN CLIV. C M
This is not your refl,

I.

Long to leave this tirefome place,
Wihere noife and difcord reign,
And finifh my appointed race
Of forrow, toil and pain.

11,

On earth 1 find no reft or eafe

'T'e anfwer my defires ;
Ye regions of eternal peace,

To you my foul afpires!

111,

Lord, when fhall'T reflign my breath,
And quit this dying clay ?

I long to clofe my eves in death,
And *wake to cndlefs day.

IV, ;

No darknefs there fhall veil my eyes,
No fin my foul annoy;
No cloud of guilt fhall ever rife
To mterrupt my joy,
M V. Difirac-
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\'A

Diftraftion, tumult, noify war,
And difcord there fhall ceafe

I thall be free from ev’ry care,
And dwell 1n perfcét peace.

VI.

Dear Lord, let thy all-chearing fmile

Revive me thro’ the road,
Till I arrive at Zion’s hill,
And reach thy bleft abode.

¥

YORSEYRPTETHTHITHS

HYMN CLV. C M

A Morning Hymn for a Family.,

i

E {ee the morning beams arife
Ta chace the thades of night ;

Lord, pour on thefe awak’ning eyes
Thy all-reviving light, -

11,

Bid ev’ry anxious care depart ;
Our gloomy fears remove ;
And m each poor defponding heart
Reveal thy faving love.

III, In
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II1.

In all the duties of the day
Support us by thy pow’r;

Direét us in thy holy way,
And keep us ev'ry hour.

IV,

We hope to be for ever thine,
To reign with thee in bliis,
When {un and ftars forget to fhine,
And day and night fhall ceale.

L/a Juwmuuu’% *{
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HYMN CLVIL C M

ANoTHER,

I.
EAR Father, bowour ftubborn will

Our daily crofs to bear ;
Our fouls with all thy fulne{s fill,

And keep us in thy fear.
I1.

Grant us renew’d {upplies of grace,
According to our day,

Arm us for ev’ry new diftrefs

That fhall attend our way.
M 2 I, Wit
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111

Whilft we purfue our various toils,
At thy divinc command,

Afrord us thy all-chearing fmiles,
And guard us by thy hand.

1V.

To thy protetion, gracious Lord,
Gur {pirits we refign ;

Lonform us to thy wilt and word,
And {cal us ever thine.

L . T . T .. N
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HYMN CLVIL L. M

ANoTHTER.

I
'EF‘ATHER, fo thee our voice we raile;
- Thy conftant favours claim our praife :
Help us to pay the tribute due,
Yor mercies ev'ry morning new.

IL

While fome, with fierce difealc oppreit,
Have {onght in vain for eafe and reft,
We paft the night {ecure from harm,

Dclended by thy mighty arm.
A, Tho'
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I11.

Tho' death this nicht has thoufunas {la,
Ouy health and vigor we retain ;
¥e rife refrofi’d by fiveet repele,
And join to pay out morning Vouws,
IV,
Qur waking hours, O God, attead,
And all our future fteps defend ;

From ev'ry danger, fin and (hare
Preferve us by thy guardian carc,

--'t...-..-' L, St e e, T e & s R
%ﬁ‘%" f-ﬁ":ii‘ﬁ**{.ﬁ‘&ﬁ.‘i"ﬁ‘ ﬁ‘s‘?ﬁ"&‘ﬂ ﬁhg:%ﬂ{;‘.‘

HYMN CLVIL C M

An Evening Hymn for a Family,

L
OD of eternal love, attend
Our ev'ning facrifice,
And let our humble vows afcend
. Like incenfe to the fkies..

1.

W live fupported by thy hand; -
Thy mercy crowns our days ;
Unnumber’d benefits demand:
A {ong of grateful praife.
M 3 LY
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111,

Now let the feafon of repofe

Be with thy favour bleft ;
Preferve us from thofe paius and woes

That might difturb our reft.

IV,

Thy guardian fhield around us {pread,
While we are loft in {leep ;

Let thy kind angels round our bed
Their watchful ftations Keep.

ﬁ:*---‘-—-m_.- .‘:t'--ﬂ-_- %\ﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁ' %

HYMN CLIX. I a7

FaMmiry RErLicion,

I.
God,  our Father, and our Friend,

To our united pray s attend ;
We would our humble homage pay

Before thy throne from day to day,

I,

Mav this our habitation be
A conftant refidence for thee ;

And may our joint devotions rife
Like holy incenfe to the fkies.

I, We
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I1I.

We would efteem this fiveet employ
Part of our bus’nels, and oar jou ;
We dread the thought of living here,
Without thy worlhip, and thy fear,

1V,
To usthy laving grace imvart;
O dwell and reign inev’ry heait s

May we in picty ana love
Be meeten'd for thy houfe above,

B TR SRRSO ST
HYMN CLX. C M

The Lord thy God hath fet the land lbefore thee,
(e, Deuty 1, 21,

“
1.
SCEND, ve {uints, to Pefgab’s top;
L Jehovah gives command ;
By fcady faith and hively hope
Survey the promis’d land,

il

Fcar not, ycour heritzge 15 near;
What glerious profpeils rife !

Lo! Salen’s havpv gates appear
'To your believing eyes..

M 4 - ML A
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A land of light and purity,
Of plenty and of peace,
Where {aints from ev’ry danger {ree
Enjoy unfading blifs.

V.

Your way is rough, your foes arc {trong ; b
But God will be your Guard ;
The confliét here will not be long,

And great is your reward.

V.

Jefus will give fupplies of grace,
And arm you for thefight ;

Go on with courage to poffefs
Your portion and your right.

BTHTHTETET R THTHTETH TS

HYMN CLXI. L. M.
The BrAzem SERPENT,

1.
HE Hebreavs felt the deadly wound,

And faw the remedy on high ;
So God himfelf a ranfom found

For guilty rebels doom’d to die.
| I, Jefus
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11. |

Jefus my only help and hope,

May I thy healing grace receive 5
"Thou waft on Calv’ry lifted up,

That dying men might look and live..

- 111,
I feel the dire difeafe within,

Nor ought on earth can eafe my pans ;-

Wounded by Sator and by ﬁn,

The poifon runs thro™all my veins.

IV,

Dear Jefus, hear my mournful crics,
Behold ‘my helplefsnefs and grief';.
To thee I lift my weepin3 eyes,
O grant me.now the wifh'd relicf,.

CHHTHREThRTRTTHT LT

HYMN CLXI. L. .M

The diftreffed. Soul fecking Help from Heaveu..

I..
God my refuge, and my all,
On thee for help I loudly call 5.

Where elfe can wretched finners fly,
When danger and diftrefs arc nigh,

M. 5 1. My
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11.

My fou] with confcious guilt oporeft,
" Can find no comfort, eafe or reft ;

O bring thy pard’ning mercy near,
Remove my fins, fubdue my fear.

i1, .

- Atempeft from the frowning fkies
Fills me with terror and furprize ;
The waves of grief like mountains roll
To overwhelm my fainting foul,

ATA
O let my poor diftra&ted mind

In thee relief and comfort find g

Be thou my rock and refuge nigh,
And fave me e’er I fink and dic.

V.

It onceI reach the peaceful fhore
How fhall I then thy grace adore !

Not one of all the ranfom’d throng,
Will raife to thee a louder fong.

HYMN
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HYMN CLXIL C M

Blefled are the dead that die in the Lord,
Rev, xiv, 13.

I.

HY fhould we grieve for thofe that die-

In Jefus, and are bleft ?

Their happy {pirits upwards fly
'To their eternal reft..

™

IL.,

Joyful they quit this vale of tears ;
They reach the peaceful fhore,

Where forrow, fin and painful fears
Shall vex their {fouls no more,.

HI,

They enter the divine abode
" Of perfeét light above ;
They bow before the throne of God,.

And feaft upon his love.
IV.

The wonders of redeeming grace

Trinmphantly they fing,
And fee unveil’d the radiant face.
Of their ¢xalted King,

¢
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V.

Bright as the fun they now appear
In their celeftial drefs,
"And all the Saviour’s image wear

Of purity and blifs.

VI.

When thall we quit this houfe of clay,
And fly from ev’ry care?
Qur {pirits long to {oar away

And meet our kindred there.

T SHH RS RTH S

HYMN CLXIV. P.M.

Bleffed are the pure in heart ; for they fhall fee God.
Mat, v. 8.

I.

Promifc large and free

Our gracious Lord hath giv'n,
That men of purity

Shall dwell with him in heav'n.
"T'o his abode
Above the fkies,
I fhall arife
To {ee my God!
II, Thig
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1I.

This happy pf::}fpe& chears
My drooping {pirits now,
While in this vale of tears
With trembling fteps 1 go!
To his abode
Above the fkies,
I fhall arife
To fee my God'

Il1.

Afflition, toil and pain
Attend me by the way ;
But I with him fhall reign
In everlafting day.
To his abode
. Above the fkies,
1fhall arife
To fec my God !

IV
His glories here I fec

By faith, with fome delight ;
But O! Ilong to be

Where faith is chang’d to fight..

To his abode
Above the fkies,
I fhall arife

To fee my God !

HYMN.
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BYMN CLXV. P.JM,

/ Before SERMON.
1 I

HY prelence, gracious God, afford,
Prepare us to receive thy word ;
Now let thy voice engage our ear,
And faith be mixt with what we hear.
Chor. Thus, Lord, thy waiting {ervants blefs,

And crown thy gofpel with fuccefs.
11.

Diftrafting thoughts and cares remove,
And fix our hearts and hopes above ;
With food divine may we be fed,.
And fatisfy’d with living bread.
Chor. Thus, Lord, thy waiting fervants blefs,.
" And crown thy gofpel with fuccefs.

HI.
To us thy facred word apply,.

With fov’reign pow’r, and energy ;
And may we, in thy faith and fear,
Reduce ro practice what we hear.
Chor. Thus, Lord, thy waiting fervants blefs,.

And' crown thy gofpel with fuccefs.

IV.
Father, in usthy Son reveal ;

Teach us'to know and do thy will :
Thy faving pow’r and love difplay,
And guide us to the realms of day.
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Chor. Thus, Lord, thy waiting fervants blefs,
And crown thy gofpel with {uccefs.

o e T T T T e T T e T T

HYMN CLXVL L. M

FREE JUSTIFICATION,

,- 1.
Y glorious, my celeftial drefs
Is Jefus’ perfect righteoufnefs ;
At his right hand, in this array’d,
I fhall, withjoy, lift up my head.

IL

My everlafting hope relies
On his atoning facrifice ;
Thro’ him, my peace is made in heav'n,
My guilt remov’d, my fin forgiv’n.
I1I.

Jefus has bore the curfe for me,
From ev’ry charge to {et me free ;

Why fhould I yield to flavifh fear,
If God himfelf pronounce me clear ?

1V,
O may my foul for ever praife
His free, his juftifying grace;
And by a holy conduct prove

My int’reft in his faving love !

7 H E E N D.



A Tablﬁe of the Firft Lines.

A,

NGELS adore Jehovah’s name

Affi&ed foul, to Jefus dear
Adam by fin-his God forfakes
Awake, -awake, O'drow{y-foul
A voice the lonely defart chears
All hail the happy morn
A precious Saviour’s vital blood
A fulnefs refides
Afcend ye faints, to Pifgah’stop;
A promife largeand free

‘B,

LEST is the fnan whofe generous mind,.

Before thy face, -great God, we mourn
Behold the fin-atoning Lamb,
Bleft be the tiethat binds
Bleft are the men whofe hearts and hands,
C.
HILDREN of God renounce your fears,
Come let us lift our voices high
D.
ARK was ny foul, and-dead infin,
Difmiis your anxious care,.
Death is the common lot'of all
Depraved minds on athes feed
Dear Father, bow our ftubborn will

F.

AR from affli&tion, toil and care,
Fantaftic dehghts
Father, to thee our voice weraife

G.

OD will advance his own
God of my life thy love difplay.
Great Maker of all
God of eternal love attend

H.

OW glorious is the prince of grace
H How did the pow’rs of darknefs rage:
How precious is the book divine
How happy are they
'How f{weet is the voice
How. aw{ul are our fouls affaurs.
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tiumble fouls who feek {alvation
How long fhall 1m Mefhech dwell
Flappy the man of heavenly birth
How rafhly did the champion vOwW
How dark is my beclouded mind
How bleft are all the fons of grace

L.

£5US the heav'nly lover gave

In Chrift our great High-priefty we find

TnAnite excellence is Lhing j

I love the fons of grace

Jefus defcends let men adote

Tn Siddim’s vale, In ancient times
Jefus thou fun of righteoufnefs

In glorious pomp, the Saviour God
In that dread day shen Jefus comes
1 long to leave this houfe of clay

I my Lbenezer raife

Jefus has hed his vital blood

1f I'm uncircumcis’d in heart
Jefus my almighty Saviour

{ long to leave this tirefome place

ORD, I am thine¢, forfake me nct
- Lord, we have gone aftray,

Look down from the {kies

Let finners regard

Let Zion from the duft arife

Lo Jefus appears

Let devils hate the book divine,

10! the bright, the rofy morning
Lord, ina wildernefs 1 rove

Look from on high, great God, and {ce
L.ord, make me underftand

Let us adore the Saviour’s love

Let my foul march on, and no danger fly
Lord, to thee my (ichs afcend

Lord, make my faith in thee fncere
Lord, haft thou mademe know thy ways
Lord, let thy gracemy POW'TS TENCW
Look up, my foul, and view

Love is the ftrongeft tie

Iet men on carth, and angels bring
1et ev'ry tuneful accent rife

M

&0ST holy God, thy vengeful ire
My foul is defolate and low

My foul is1n a wildernefs
My wifhes 1ife
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A Tuble of the Firfl Lines.

My foul with various griefs oppreft
My graieful heart would now ricerd
Ly God, to thee [ weyld reiarn

Iiy glorious, my ceivitial drefs

- F 'OW' {rona thy habitation, Lord,

-0,

God of grace and lovo |
0 Q thou great fountam tull and free
O for a tongue 1o fing
O God my refuge and my hope
my helper ever near
O merciful Father my hepeis in thee
Q my foul, what means this fadnefs
O jelus to thee l
O Lord I confefs to thee ty cifirefs
Our fouls with humble plcaiure trace
O God, our Father and oup Friend
O Godmy refuge, and my all

P.
ITY, dear Loxd, thy feeble Child,
Parent of good, thy works of might
R.
RELIGION 15 the chief concern

S

ATAN the prince of darknefs reigns
Sinners the voice ¢f God regard

Since I muft here withy (coffers dwell
Swift as the winged arrow fijes
Satan the world and reftlefs fin
Shall men of ftrength or beauty boaft
~S1n, curfed fin enflayves the mind

T.

SIS duty God requires
? "Till God his Spirit dotly impart
The Ged of grace will never leave
Thou deareft objeft of my love
Turn, me to thee, O God moft High,
The premife is my Joy and fong
The thort-livd dzy declines in hafte
The meffcngers of gofpel grace
The folemn day is furely near
The glory of the Father fhines
The heavenly hofts defcend to tell
Thou that doft my life prolong
Fhe God of gracein Zion awells,
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Thy way O God1s in the fea

7rue friendfhip a bulwark wiil prove

1 hou centre of my warm defires

Thy blefling, gracious God, afiord,

The man of covetous defigns

T he love of moncey is the root

The king of dread could not detain

Thy love is ever new

1 he mortal robes now laid afide

*is in vain to feek for blifs

The Lord how wend'rous are his ways

The juft, the in-avenging God

The more I'm vers'd in wifdom's {chocl

The whole of Adam’s race

The Saviour reigns ; heav'ny earth and hell

Thro® age, difeafe, and various totls

The fons of men, their name 1o raife .

The Hebreavs {elt the deadly wound

Thy prefence, gracious Ccd, aﬁ'\{;rd

VAIN are the hopes that mortals place
Unthinking mortals ye muft die

Vain world, adieu
W.
WHILE heay'nly bounty crowns my days
When God’s own people fand in need

When my dark f{oul, once dead in fin
We're ftrangers here below,

What fcenes of horror and of dread

W hen Zion's King defcends to dwell
With melting hearts, the mournful theme
<7ich mournful pleafure weé record
When fhall my longing foul afcend

With beams of heav'nly grace
© We finners have err’d

With humble heart and tongu€
\ve raife our Ebenezer here
1% ith mighty figns the Saviour came

vith melting heart, and weeping eyes

W hile pain and anguifh me opprefs
W here for fafcty fhall I fly
witdom divine, O Geod, 1mpart
We fee the morning beams arife

Why thould we grieve for thofe that die

Y.
E vain delichts, adiew,
ve that are funk in fin and thrall
Ve faints with one accord
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UNTHAHI;FULNESS

Againlt {wearing

Deut. viil, 2. Thou fhalt remembet
Luk. xii, 24, Confider the ravens

X Kings, xvil, 6. Elizah fed by ravetis
{ohn vi. 20, Be net afrald, leis
nconftancy

Charity

Prayer _

The marriage between Chrift and the foul:
Truft in God

Faft Day

Deut, xxxiil. 35.  As thy days, fo, &c,

1 Certve 7. Who meketh thee to diffuer
Chrift enduring the contradition of finners
Urim and Thummim

The {piritual man

Pf. li. rx. Take not thy Holy Spirit

Song viii, 14, Make hafte, my beloved
Peter’s fall and recovery

A&s xx.24. Noneof thefe things move me
Divine purity and ‘mercy

Ifai vxiil, 15, Where s thy zeal

Gen. iil. 21, The Lord God made them coats
Deut, xxx, 20, Love the Lord

Aé&s xiv, 22. Thro® much tribulation
Death of Mr. Hartley

l'!;er. I. 5, They fhall afk the way
rayer of an awakened finnzr

Job. xiv. 14. All the days of my
Rom. tv. 20. He ftaggered not

Eph. v. 14. Awake, thou &c.

John ix. 4, I muft work the

Death

Redemption by Chrift

Comfort ye, comfort ye, &c. Ifai.xi 1, 2.
The barbinger of Chrift

Every valley fhall be exalted

“T'o me to live is Chrift

The glory of the Lord fhall be revealcd
Thy word is a lamp

Jefus the Detireof all nations

Who may abide the day of his coming
His favour is life
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O Zion, that bringeth good

Delight in God

Love to the brethren

Arife, fhing, thy nzht is come

For unto us a child is born

The fong of angcis

NMorning Hymn

Rejoice greatly, O daughter

The eyes of the blind Mall be opened:

I will not deftroy it for ten’s fake

The word of our God fhall itand

Spring

He fhall feed his flock

The houle of God on carth

Chrift's invitat:on

Behold the Lamb of God

He is defpifed and rejetted

Turn thee unto me, and have mercy
Let the wicked forfake ns way

Surely, hehath borne our grizts

By well doing, put to filence

We know in part

They defire a better country

Imvard Religion

Friendfhip

On one’s birth-day

Chrift the Sun of rightcouinefs

The caufe that is too hard, bringitto me
They alcended up to heaven in a cloud
Allwe like fhesp have gone aftray .
So fight I, not as one that beateth the air
My prefence (hall go with thee

1 befeech thee, thew me thy glory

I dic daily

Confidar what I {ay

With the mind, T myfclf {erve thelaw of God,
Thefe things faith he that holdeth the ttars
Hating covetoufnefs

The fame

That in me ye might have peace

And ali the houfeof If1acl lamented
Wherewith (hall a young man

Thou wilt not leave my foul in hell

Lift up your heads, O yegates
But if ye forgive not men their trefpadcs.
Whom have 1 in heaven but thes

For what is our hope

Vi ork out your own falvation
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‘The water that I fhall give

An endicls life

‘The falvaticn of the foul

The fulnefs of Chrift

Say to my foul, Iam thy falvaticn
He knowezth cur frame

Light 1s fows {or the rightecus

Ye Lelieve in God

Redeeming tove

Hitherto the Lord hath helped

Blefs the Lord, @ my foul. A birth-day hyinn

Brotherly love
The chriftian fcldier

When fhall I comme and appear before God ?

Tl clofe of the year

‘This year thou fhalt die
V/hat do ye more than others
Latin prayer imitated

Why art thou caft dewn
Death of a chrifiian friend
Reftoration of peace

Lord, lift thou up the light
Redeeming zrace

They that feared the Lord, fpake

1
The invitation. On haptlfm

Leaving us an example

I determined to know nothing fave Jefus Chnit

He hath done all things well

Jofeph, a type of Chrift

Pcerfeverance

I beheld tranfgrefiors, and was grieved
The power of gedlinefs

What fhall ] do to be faved ?

'The interceflion of Chrift

With the Lord there is mercy

Jeptba’s vow

The future punithment of the ungodly
O that I knew where Imight find im
Chrift the bread of life

He that increafeth knowledge, &c.
I will caufe them that love me to inherit
Then fhal! the Son alfo be {ubject

We are the circumcifion

Pratical holinefs

The outward man perithing

'The blifs of glorified faints _
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Chrift the only refuge
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Cur converfation is in heaven

Song of praife to Chritt

T will bear the indizration of the Lord
The confufion of tonJues

O vifit me with thy {aivation

'The penitent

The fympathy of the Great High Priett
Charity the bond of perfec! nets

Hold thou me up and I fhall be {afe
The kingdom of Chniit

Igo, Sir

A wife man’s heart

The facrifice of praife

This is not your reft

A morning Hymn for a Family

Another

Anether

An Evening Hymn for a Family
Family Religion

The Lord thy God hath fet the land, &c.
The Brazen Serpent

The diftrefied Soul {eeking Help from Heaven
Bleifed are the dead that die in the Lord
Biefled are the pure in hearty &c.
Before Sermon

Tree ]uﬁiﬁcation

E R R A T A

Page Line

96~ ~—— the laft, for on, read in.
A1 6, read PL, xcix. 8.

)
212 —— 12, for this, read things.

237  wee= Titi€; for C, M. read L, M.

13 = b2
— N O O GV N L2
t3 = O Lo ~d e

-

Sy Led

ta a2

D W
h O
o Tt

3

J

|
gy Watry

v

-

3
~1
O

F



At Brearley - Hall,

In MIDGLEY, near EALIFAXY

..-__.4.’

(A pleafant and healthy Situation)

Youths are genteely Boarded,
AND

Trained up in ufeful Learning, with ereat Tendernefs,
Fidelity and Care ; and upon reafonable Terms.
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