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INDEX. 

A, 
Vie figures refer to the number of the Hym 

FRIEND there is, your voices join 
.A fulnefs refides 

A time fliall come, when confiant faith 
Afllifted faint to Chrift draw near 
AffiiAions do not come alone 
^Alas by nature now deprav’d 
jAlas what hourly dangers rife 
jiAll-hail the power of Jefu’s name 
Almighty Father, gracious Lord 
jAltho’ temptations threaten round 
Amazing grace ! how fweet the found 
And did the holy and the juft 
ijAnd muft this body die 
And will the Majefty of beav’n 
Approach, my foul, the mercy feat 
Are we the foldiers of the crofs 
As parched in the barren lands 
As the dew from heav’n diftilling 
As the ferpent rais’d fey Mofes 

i As when the w-eary trav’ller gains 
Attend, ye children of our God 
Awake and fing the fong 
Awake, my foul, in joyful lays 
Awake, my foul, ftretcb every nerve 
Awake our languid fouls 
Awake our fouls, awake our tongues 
Awake our fouls, away our fears 
Awake ye faints, and raife your eyes 
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Be thou exalted, O my God 
Before Jehovah’s awful throne 
Begone unbelief 
Behold th’ amazing gift of love 
Behold the glories of the Lamb 
Behold the mountain of the Lord 
Behold the Saviour of mankind 
Behold the Saviour on the crofs 
BehoM the throne of grace 
Behold what human glory is 
Behold w-hat witneffes unfeen 
Behold where breathing love divine 
Believers now are tofs’d about 
Beyond the glitt’ring flarryfky 
Blefs’d be the dear uniting love 
Blefs’d be the everlafting God 
Blefs’d be the tie that binds 
Bleft are the fouls that hear and know 
Bleft are the fpuls, the word proclaims 
Bleft morning, whofe'firft dawning rays 
Blow ye the trumpet, blow 
Boundlefs glory, Lord, be thine 
By faith in Chrift, I walk with God 
By the poor widow’s oil and meal 
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-Captain of thine enKfled boft - 229 k 
Catft thy burden on the Lord - 266 | 

-Chief thepberd of thy chofep Ihee^j 313 ! 
Cbrift and his crofs is all our theme 34 I 
Chrift is the fure foundation-ftone 290 | 
Chrift is rifen from the dead - &9 
Chrift the Lord is rifen to day - 65 
Chriftians, difmifo your fears - 68 I 

•Cojne, gracious Lord, defcead and dwell 37 1 



I N D EX. 

M ^ome lieav’nly love, infpire my fong 
i Dome Holy Spirit, come 

i:i Jorne Holy Spirit from above 
> Dome Holy Spirit from above 
; Dome let as join our cheerful fongs 
I Dome Lord, and warm each languid heart 

Dome, my foul, thy fuit prepare 
Dome thou fount of ev’ry blefiing 

. Dome thou foul-transforming Spirit 
Dome, weary fouls, with fin dilirefs’d 
Dome ye that know a Saviour’s name 

; Dome ye that love the Lord 
^ome ye that love the Saviour’s name 

■ Dourage my foul behold the prize 
; )arknefs overfpreads us here 

1 Day of judgment, day of wonders 
. Dread Sov’reign, let my evening fong 

jlternal Spirit, we confefs 
Dlxtol Jehovah’s name 
7ar from thefe narrow feenestjf night 
rather of all, we bow to th.ee 
father of mercies, in thy word 
father of mercies, fend thy grace 
^ather of peace and God of love 

-I father,’ w hate’er of earthiy blifs 
f " ew are thy days, and full of woe 
; fierce paflions difcompofe the mind 
- ’irm as the earth thy gofpel iiands 
n for ever bleffed be the Lord 
i: rar mercies couutleis as the fands 

[orgivenefs ! ’tis a joyful found 
?rom all that dwell below the ikies 

■ rrom Egypt lately freed 

v 
6.? 

267 
256 
no 

53 
250 
193 

291 
m 
228 

186 
217 

243 
310 
178 

24 
104 
189 
45 

146 
7 

1SI 

28 
252 
199 
169 
J71 
2J9 



VI INDEX. 

Give us-by faith in Chrift to rife - 17 ^ 
Glad when they faw the Lord - 2z\ 
Glorious things of thee are fpoken 20 f: 
Glory be to God on high - - 7. “ 
Glory to God on high - - 19 
Glory to thee, my God, this night 32 ] 
God moves in a myfterious way - 15 ; 
God of my life, to thee I call - 15 / 
God of falvation we adore - 25 | 
Grace ’tis a charming found 
Great God, the nations of the earth 21 ^ 
Great God, where’er we pitch our tent 17 | 
Great Sun of righteoufnefs, arife - 10 ) 
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah - 171 ' 
Hail, eveflafting Prince of peace - 14 j 
Hail, morning known among the bleft 24 j 
Hail, Son of God, the op’ning grave 22 ! 
Hail, fov’reign love that firft began 6 , 
Hail, thou once defpifed Jefus - 8; 
Hail to the Prince of life and peace 26 : 
Happy indeed the Chrillian’s Hate 12 1 
Happy the fouls to Jefus join’d - 28jii 
Hark, my foul, it is the Lord - ioj i 
Hark the glad found, the Saviour comes 2* 
Hark the herald angels ling - 20 
Hark, the folemn trumpet founding 21 
Hark, the voice of love and mercy 7 
Hear what God the Lord hath fpoken 2: 
He dies, the friend of linners dies 6< 
He who on earth as man was known IQ; 
Ho ye that thirft, approach the fpring 2 
Hofanna to the Son - - 24; 
(How are thy fervants bleft,, O Lord 321 



INDEX. VII 

How beaateous are their feet - 183 
How bright tbefe glorious fpirits (hine 55 
How few receive with cordial faith 19 
How firm a foundation, ye faints of the 

Lord ... xo8 
How heavy is the night - 35 
How honourable is the place - t6 
How large the promife, how divine 299 
'How long beneath the law I lay 33 
How precious is the book divine - 137 
How fad our ftate by nature is - 240 
How fliould the fons of Adam’s race 6 
How (till and peaceful is the grave 4 
How fweet and folemn is the place 319 
How fweet the name of Jefus founds 83 
How fweet to leave the world awhile 165 
How vain are all things here below 164 
How wretched was our former ftate 25 s 
Hungry, and faint, and poor - 294 
I am, faith Chrift, your glorious head 220 
I alk’d the Lotd that I might grow 136 

rl’m not aCham’d to own my Lord 40 
I will praife thee ev'ry day - 20 i 

^In all my troubles lharp and ftrong 1 41 
In one harmonious cheerful fong - 29 
In this one a£l redemption (bines - 274 
In thy rebukes, all gracious God - 249 
tin vain my fancy drives to paint 8 
Incarnate God, the foul that knows 198 
Ifra’l, though freed frym Pharaoh’s hand 304 
It is the Lord enthron’d in light . 160 
;'Jefus, and (hail it ever he - 86 
' Jefus, I love thy charming name - 87 



VUI INDEX. 

Jefus, in thee our eyes behold - 188 , 
Jefus, Lord, we look to thee - 141 j 
Jefus, lovei of my foul - - 96 ; 
Jefus, my Lord, how rich thy grace 214 j 
Jefus. (hall reign where’er the fun 27© 
Jefus, (hepherd of the (heep - 277 ‘ 
Jefus, thou great atoning Lamb - 264 * 
Jelus, where’er thy people meet - 181 ' 
Joy is a fruit that will not grow - 126 P 
Kindred in Chrift for his name’s fake 324 
Let Chridian faith and hope difpel 216 \i 
Let Chriftians all agree - 265 ^ 
Let hearts and tongues unite - 159 \ 

Let not your hearts with anxious thoughts 253 1 ^ 
Let them neglett thy glory, Lord 60 ^ 
Let us love, and fing, and wonder 80 ^ 
Let worldly minds the world purfue 115 | 
Lift up to God the voice of praife 177 „ 
Like (heep we went aflray - 263 . 
Lo he comes with clouds defcending 51 „ 
'Lo what a glorious fight appears - 56 . 
Lord, difmifs us with thy blefling 318, 325 
Lord, I cannot let thee go - 117 , 
Lord, if thou thy grace impart - 144 l 
Lord, thou art holy, juft and wife II . 
Lord, we adore thy fov’reign grace 312 , 
Lord, we confefs our num’rous faults 187 K 
Lord, what is man ? extremes how wide up r 
Lord, what was man when made at firtt 283 ' 
May the grace of Chrift our Saviour 296 1 
May the povver that brings falvation 295 v 
My great Redeemer and my Lord 17® 1 
My God, till I receiv’d thy llroke 206 



INDEX. IX 
1 My God, what gentle cords are thine 91 
! My race is run, my warfare’s o’er 41 
' My fong (hall t>lefs the Lord of all 82 
‘ My foul triumphant in the Lord 233 

Naked as from the earth I came - 3 
No more, my God, I boaft no more 306 
Not all the blood of beafts - 259 

i Not to the terrors of the Lord - 44 
Not with our mortal eyes - 47 

‘ Now be that facrifice furvey’d - 317 
3 Now begin the heav’nly theme - 74 

Now, gracious Lord, thine arm reveal 231 
:) Now let our cheerful eyes furvey - 90 
i Now let us join with hearts and tongues 245 
; Now may he who from the dead 297 
’ Now may the Spirit’slioly fire 288 

■i Now raife a fhout of facred joy 234 
D God of Bethel, by whofe hand 2 
D happy they who know the Lord 123 
D Lord, my bell defiie fulfil - 154 

| D Lord our God arife - 39 
| D Lord, though bitter is the cup - 147 
3 Lord, we would delight in thee 224 

'** J Saviour, thou thy myfteries 320 
1 3 Sion afflicted with wave upon wave 218 

‘ 3’er the gloomy hills of darknefs 101 
3n the mountain’s top appearing 161 

' 3nce more before we part - 22*' 
■ ' 3ne glance of thine, eternal Lord 248 
<' 3ne there is above all others - 208 

) 3ur days, alas 1 our mortal days 148 
' 3ur Lord is rifen from the dead 10 
' ^remt of good ! thy works of might 129 



X INDEX. 

Peace, all the forrows of the heart 
Peace ! ’tis the Lord Jehovah’s hand 
Plung’d in a gulph of dark defpair 
Poor, weak and worthlefs though I am 
Praife God, from whom all bleflings flow 
Praife we him by whofe kind favour 
Quiet, Lord, my froward heart 
Refrefheiby the bread and wine 
Rejoice, believer, in the Lord 
Rejoice, the Lord is king 
Remember thee ! remember Chrift 
Rife, my foul, and ftretch thy wings, 
Salvador. ! O the joyful found 
Salvation ! what a glorious plan 
Save me, O God, becaufe the floods 
Saviour, through the defert lead us 
See Aaron, God’s anointed prieft 
See, Lord, thy willing fubjedfs bow 
See mercy, mercy from on high 
See the fair ftrudlure wifdom rears 
Shall we go on to fin 
Shout, for the great Redeemer reigns 
Sing ye redeemed of the Lord 
Sion, the city of our God 
Soon will the toilfome ftrife be o’er 
Sprinkled with reconciling blood 
Sweeter founds than mufic knows 
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Take comfort Chrillians, whenyourfriends 39 W 
Thanks to thy name, O Lord, that we 163 
The billows fwell, the winds are high 153 
The evils that befet our path - 201 
The gofpel comes with welcome news 200 
The hour of my departure’s come 180 



INDEX. XL 

jie King of faints, how fair his face 30 & 
he lands that long in darknefs lay 184 
he Lord my Ihepherd and my guide 11S 
tae love which thought on helplefs man 275. 
he race that long in daiknefs pin’d 15 
he Saviour, what a noble flame 303. 
he Spirit, by his body word - 1 jy 

■ he fwift not always in the race 245. 
i he true Mefliah now appears - 62 
: here is a fountain fill’d with blood 78 

here is a houfe not made with hands 3^ 
; here is a land of pure delight - 230= 
: his God is the God we adore - 38 
• his is the day the Lord hath made 2|i 
r his is the word of truth and love 9 $ 

!L. hou great Redeemer, bleeding Lamb 88 
[i hou refuge of the weary foul - 193 

1 ho’ trouble fprings not from the dull 5 
i ho’troubles aflail - - 123 

;n bus faith the Holy One and true 172 
1 hy prefence, gracious God, afford 238 
! hy promife. Lord, and thy command 293 

'is by the faith of joys to come 238 
‘is my happinefs below - 133 

u 4 God the only w ife . 49 
;) o guilty mortals w>hy fo kind - 276 
) 3 him that lov’d the fouls of men 30 

; ue to his word, the God of grace 3 13 
is on that night when doom’d to know 300 

dn are the hopes the fons of men 
iait, O my foul, thy Maker’s will 
■e blefs the prophet of the Lord 

praife thy great and bleffed name 
feek a reft beyond the Ikies 

31 

I
5°- 

124 



xii INDEX. 
We fing tlie glories of our King 27S 
What equal honours ftiall we pay 54 
What tho’ no flow’rs the fig-tree clothe 235 
When all thy mercies, O my God 1 76 
When any turn from Sion’s way - 27 
When blooming youth is fnatch’d away 1 2 
When fiim we Hand on Zion’s hill - 38) 
When I my wicked heart furvey - 113; 
When I furvey the wondrous crofs 301 
When Jefus to the temple came - 2151 
When finners utter boafting words 2C9:i 
When the lalt trumpet’s awful voice 139 < 
When to my light the Lord Ihines forth 1 zoj: 
Whence do our mournful thoughts arife 171 
Where high the heavenly temple Hands 42 
Where two or three with fweet accord 314 t 
While humble Hiepherds watch’d their flocks 25 r 
Who hath our report believed - 20 
Why do we mourn departed friends 102 \ 
Why fhould the world delight us fo 168 L 
With all our powers of heart and tongue 244 
With IfraVs God who can compare 321 ' 
Ye heav’ns fend forth your fong of praife 246 j 
Ye humble fouls approach your God 75 
Ye pris’ners who in bondage lie - 286 
Ye fervants of God - * 268 ! 
Ye who love the caufe of Sion - 207 
Ye who the name of Jefus bear - 308 , 
Yes, fince God Idmfelf has faid it 135 j j: 
Yes, the Redeemer rofe - - 66 1 

Yes, ’tis enough, I’m fafe and blefl 832 j y! 

You now muH hear my voice no more 234 
Your hearts, ye trembling faints - 2]Z : 



II Y M N S. 

i. 
.1 Pfalm C. BEFORE Jehovah’s awful throne, 

Ye nations bow with facred joy 5 
J Know that the LORD is GOD alone ! 
1 He can-create, and He deftroy. 
! His fov’reign pow’r, without our aid, 

“) i Made us of clay, and form’d us men ; 
;l 'And when like wand’ring (heep weftray’d, 

H« brought us to his fold again. 
| We are his people, we his care, 
5 Our fouls and all our mortal frame 

What laftingTienours fliall we rear, 
Almighty Maker, to thy name ? 
We’ll crowd thy gates with thankful fongs, 

! High as the heav’ns our voices raife; 
, And earth, with her ten thoufand tongues, 
' Shall fill thy courts with founding praifc. 

A 



HYMN S. 14 

5 Wide as the world is thy command ! 
Vaft as eternity thy love ! 
Firm as a rock thy truth muft Hand, 
When rolling years fliall ceafe to move. 

OGOD of Bethel ! by whofe hand 
Thy people ftill are fed •, 

Who through this weary pilgrimage 
Haft all our fathers led. 

. 2 Our fervent pray’rs we now prefent 
Before thy throne of grace : 

God of our fathers ! be the God 
Of their fucceeding race. 

3 Through each perplexing path of life 
Our wand’ring footfteps guide : 

Give us each day our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide. 

4 O fpread thy cov’ring wings around,. 
Till all our wand’rings ceafe, 

And at our Father’s lov'd abode 
Our fouls arrive in peace. 

3 Such bleffings from thy gracious hand. 
Our humble pray’rs implore ; 

And thou {halt be our chofen God, 
And portion evermore. 

3- 
SubmiJJion under afflitliom. Job i. ir. 

NAKED as from the earth we came, 
And enter’d life at firft, ' 



HYMNS. 

Naked we to the earth return, 
And mix with kindred duft. 

Whate’er we fondly call our own 
Belongs to heavVs great Lord } 

The favours lent us for an hour 
Are foon to be reltor’d. 

’Tis God that lifts our comforts high, 
Or finks them in the grave; 

He gives, and, (bleffed be his name !) 
He takes but what he gave. 

Peace, all our angry paflions then y 
Let e ich rebellious figh 

Be filent at his fov’reign will, 
And ev’ry murmur die. 

If fmiling mercy crown our lives, 
Its praifes lhall be fpread, 

And we’ll adore the juftice too, 
That firikes out comforts dead. 

4* 
yob in 17,-10. 

TJOW ftill and peaceful is tHe grave! 
*- -1 Where, life’s vain tumults psft, 
Th’ appointed houfe by Heav’n’s decree, 

Receives us all at laft. 
The wicked there from troubling ceafe j 

Their psfitons rage no mote : 
And there the weary pilgrim refts 

Fr„om all the toils he bore. 
There relt the ptis’ners, now releas’d 

Trom llav’ry’s fad abode : 



l6 HYMNS. 

No more they hear th’ oppreffor’s voice, 
Or dread the tyrant’s rod. 

4 There fervants, mailers, fmall and great, 
Partake the fame repofe ; 

And there, in peace, the allies mix 
Of thofe who onCe were foes. 

5 All, level’d by the hand of death. 
Lie fleeping in the tomb ; 

Till God in judgment call them forth 
To meet their final doom. 

6 

2 

3 

4 

O may we Hand before the Lamb, 
When earth and feas are fled. 

And hear the Judge pronounce our 
With blellings on our head ! 

5. 
Job V. 6,—11. 

name, 

1 '] Or 
r 2 ’HO’ trouble fprings not from the dufi,j 

Nor forrow from the ground 
Yet ills on ills by Heav’n’s decree, 

In man’s efiate are found. 
As fparks in clofe fucceflion rife, 

So man, the child of.woe. 
Is doom’d to endlefs cares and toils 

Through all his life below. 
But with my God 1 leave my caufe, 

From him I feek relief; 
To him in confidence of pray’r, 

Unbofom all my grief. 
Unnumber’d are his wondrous works, 

Unfearchable his ways: 



i7 
’Tis his the mourning foul to cheer, 

The bowed down to raife. 
6. 

Job ix. 2,-10. 

TTOW (hould the fons of Adam’s race 
Be pure before their God ? 

If he contend in righteoufnefs, 
We fink beneath his rod. 

If he ihould mark my words and thoughts 
With ftrift enquiring eyes, 

Could I for one of thoufand faults 
The leaft excufe devife ? 

Strong is his arm, his heart is wife j 
Who dares with him contend ? 

Or who that tries th’ unequal firife 
Shall profper in the end ? 

;'He makes the mountains feel his wrath, 
, The hills their feats forfake ; 
The trembling earth deferts her place, 

\\ And all her pillars (hake. 
He bids the fun forbear to rife j 

1 Th’ obedient fun forbears ; 
His hand with fackcloth fpreads the Ikies, 

And feals up all the liars. 
He walks upon the raging fea, 

1 Flies on the (lormy wind ; 
;None can explore his wondrous way, 

Or his dark footfteps find. 



iS HYMNS. 

7. 
Job xiv. I_I< 

'C’EW are thy days, and full of woe, 
O man of woman born ! 

Thy doom is written, “ Daft thou art 
“ And (halt to duft return !” 

2 Determin’d are the days that fly 
Succeflive o’er thy head ; 

The number’d hour is on the wing 
That lays thee with the dead. 

3 O may the grave become to me 
The bed of peace and reft, 

Whence I (hall gladly rife at length, 
And mingle with the bleft. 

4 Cheer’d by this hope, with patient mind 
I’ll wait Heav’n’s high decree, 

Till the appointed period come 
When death (hall fet me free. 

8. 
0// the death of a believer. 

TN vain my fancy drives to paint 
A The moment after death, 
The glories that furround the faints, 

When yielding up their breath. 
2 One gentle figh their fetters breaks ; 

We fcarce can fay, “ They’re gone !” 
Before the willing fpirit takes 

Her manfion near the throne. 
3 Faith drives, but all its efforts fail, 

To trace her in her flight: 



HYMNS. ItJ 

No eye can pierce within the vail 
Which hides that world of light. 

I; Thus much fand this is all) we know, 
They are completely bleft ; 

Have done with fin, and care, and woe, 
And with their Saviour reft. 

On harps of gold they praife his name, 
His face they always view ; 

] Then let us f^llow’rs be of them, 
That we may praife him too. 

Their faith and patience, love and zeal, 
I Should make their mem’ry dear ; 

I And, Lord, do thou the pray’rs fulfil, 
They offer’d for us here ! 

t While they have gain’d, we lofers are, 
We mifs them day by day $ 

i But thou can’ft ev’ry breach repair, 
And wipe our tears away, 

ijf We pray, as in Eliftia’s cafe, 
When great Elijah went, 

! May double portions of thy grace, 
To us who ftay, be fent. 

9- 
Grace. 

R ACE ! ’tis a charming found, 
Harmonious to the ear : 

Heav’n with the echo ftiall refound, 
And all the earth (hall hear. 
Grace firft contriv’d a way 
To fave rebellious man ; 



0 HYMNS. 

Grace, from its dawn to perfect day, 
Reveal’d the glorious plan. 
Grace all the work (hall crown, 
Through everlafting days ; 

Shall,lay in heav’n the topmoft done, 
And grace ihall have the praife. 
O let thy grace infpire 
My foul with ftrength divine ! 

May all my powers to thee afpire j 
And all my days be thine 1 

10. 
Cbrift's afcenfion. Pfal. xxiv. 7. 

/"'VUR Lord is rifen from the dead. 
Our Jefus is gone up on high $ 

Xaptivity was captive led, 
When he afcended to the iky. 
There his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chant the folemn lay ; 
“ Lift up y<jur heads, ye heav’tdy gates 
“Ye everlafting doors, give way !” 
Loofe all your .bars of roaffy light. 
And wide unfold the radiant fcene : 
He claims thofe maniions as his right, 
Receive the King of glory in. 
“ Who is the King of glory, who ?” 
The Lord that alljhjs foes o’ercame, 
The world, fin, defltb and hell o’erthrew 
And Jefus is the corfqu’ror’s name. 
Lo ! his triumphal chariot waits, 
And angels chant the foleran lay j 



HYMN S. 21 

“ Lift up your heads, ye heav’nly gates I _ 
“Ye everlafting doors, give way !” 

6 “ Who is the King of glory, who ?” 
The Lord of boundlefs pow’r poffefs’d $ 
The King of faints and angels too, 
God over all for ever blefs’d. 

11. 
Panting after God. Pfal. Ixiii. 

T ORD, thou art holy, jult and wife, 
1 Thou art my Father and my God ; 

| And 1 am thine by facred ties j 
I Thy fon. thy fervant, bought with blood, 
h With, heart, and eyes, and lifted hands, 
f For thee 1 long, to thee I look j 
t As travellers, in thirfty lands, 

Pant for the cooling water brook, 
g With holy joy I love t’appear 
| Amor.g thy faints, and feek thy face : 

Oft have I feen thy glory there, 
And felt the pow’r of fov’reign grace. 

^ My life itfelf, without thy love, 
I No tafte of pleafure can afford ; 

! ’Twould but a tirefome burden prove, 
If I were banifh’d from the Lord. 

j Amidft the wakeful hours of night. 
When bufy cares afRift my head, 
One thought of thee gives new delight, 
And adds refrefhment to my bed. 

l6 I’ll lift my hands, I’ll raife my voice, 
While I have breath to pray or praife ; 

A 5 



32 HYMNS. 
This work (hall make my heart rejoice, 
And fpend the remnant of my days. 

12. 
On the death o f a young perfon. 

WHEN blooming youth is fnatch’d away 
By death’s refiftlefs hand, 

Our hearts the mournful tribute pay 
Which pity muft demand. 

3 While pity prompts the rifing figh, 
O may this truth, impreffed 

With awful pow’r—“ I too muft die”— 
Sink deep in every breaft. 

3 Let this vain world engage no more ; 
Behold the gaping tomb ! 

It bids us prize the prefent hour ; 
To morrow death may come. 

4 The voice of this alarming fcene 
May every heart obey ! 

Nor be the heav’nly warning vain 
Which calls to watch and pray. 

5 O let us fly, to Jefus fly, 
Whofe pow’rfiil arm can fave ; 

Then lhall our hopes afcend on high, 
And triumph o’er the grave. 

6 Great God, thy fov’reign grace impart, 
With cleanfing healing pow’r j 

This only can prepare the heart 
For death’s important hour. 



HYMNS. 

■13- 
The houfe and fee ft of ■wifdom- Prov. ix. i,— SEE tVe fair ftruflure wifdom rears, 

Her meffengers attend : 
And, charm’d by her perfuafive voice, 

To her your footfteps bend. 
“ Hear me, ye fimple ones, (ftie cries), 

“ That lur’d by folly ftray, 
“ And heedlefs meet eternal death 

“ In her detefted way. 
“ Enter my hofpitable gate, 

“ And all my banquet ftiare ; 
“ For heav’nly wine furrounds my board, 

“ And angels food is there. 
“ Freely of ev’ry dainty tafte j 

“ Tafte and forever live. 
“ And mingle with your joys the hopes 

“ Of all that God can give.” 
i4. 

Jfaiah ii. J,—6. I>EHOLD ! the mountain of the Lord 
) In latter days (hall rife, 

lOn mountain tops above the hills, 
And draw the wond’ring eyes. 

, To this the joyful nations round, 
All tribes and tongues (hall flow j 

Up to the hill of God, they’ll fay, 
And to his houfe we’ll go. 

;The beam that fhines from Sion hill 
! Shall lighten ev’ry land : 
I The king who reigns in Salem’s tow’rs 
| Shall all the world command. 
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4 Among the nations he (hall judge ; 
His judgments truth (hall guide: 

His fceptre (hall proteft the juft, 
And quell the. (inner’s pride. 

5 No ftrife (hall rage, nor hoftile feuds 
Diilurb thofe peaceful years •, 

Toplou gh-ftiares men (h <11 best their fwo 
To pruning-hooks their fpears. 

6 No longer hofts encount’ring hods, 
Shall crouds of (lain deplore ; 

They hang the trumpet in the hall. 
And ftudy war no more. 

*] Come then, O houfe of Jacob ! come 
To worlhip at bis (brine ; 

And walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauties (hine. 

15. 
Jfaiah ix. J,—8. 

HE race that long in darknefs pin’d 
* Have feen a glorious light ; 

The people dwell in day, who dwelt 
In death’s furrounding night, 

a To hail thy rife, thou better Sun ! 
The gath’ring nations come, 

Joyous as when the reaper bear 
The harveft-treafures home. 

3 For thou our burden baft remov’d, 
And quell’d th’ oppreffur’s (way ; 

Quick as the flaughter’d fquadrons tell 
In Midian’s evil day. 
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To us a Child of hope is born, 
To us a Son is giv’n ; 

Him (hall the tribes of earth obey, 
Him all the hofls of heav’n. 

His name fliall be the Prince of peace, 
For evermore ador’d. 

The Wonderful, the Counfellor, 
The great and mighty Lord. 

His pow’r increafing (fill (hall fpread ; 
His retgn no end (hall know : 

Juftice (hall guard his throne above, 
And peace abound below. 

The fafety andprotcclion of the church. 

T T OW honourable is the place, 
Where we adoring (land ! 

Sion the glory of the earth, 
And beauty of the land ! 

Bulwarks of mighty grace defend 
The city where we dwell; 

The walls, of ftrong falvation made, 
Defy th’ affaults of hell. 

Lift up the everlafting gates, 
The doors wide open ding ; 

Enter, ye juft, that keep the truth 
And ftatutes of our King 

Here (hall ye tafte unmingled joys, 
And live in perfect peace ; 

You that have known Jehovah’s name, 
And trufted in his grace. 
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5 

6 

7 

Truft in the Lord, for ever truft, 
And banilh all your fears •, 

Strength in the Lord Jehovah dwells. 
Eternal as his years. 

What tho’ the wicked dwell on high. 
His arm (hall bring them low $ 

Low as the caverns of the grave 
Their lofty heads Ihall bow. 

On Babylon our feet {hall tread 
In that triumphant hour ; * 

The ruins of her walls (hall fpread 
A pavement for the poor. 

17- 
Strength from heaven. Ifa. xl, 27—30. 

VIT’HENCE doourmournfulthoughtsa 
* ’ And where’s our courage fled ? 

Have fin and Satan, refilefs foes, 
Struck all our comforts dead ? 

rife 

2 Have we forgot the Almighty name 
That form’d the earth and fea ! 

And gan an all-creating srm 
Grow weary or decay ? 

3 Treafures of everlafting might 
In our Jehovah dwell ; 

He gives the conqueft to the weak, 
And treads their foes to hell. 

4 Mere mortal pow’r fh'all fade and die, 
And youthful vigour ceafe : . 

But we that wait upon the Lord, 
Shall feel our firength encreafe. 
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The faints fhall mount on eagles wings, And tafte the promis’d blifs, Unfainting till in heav’n arrived, Where perfect pleafure is. 

The Chrijlian race. Ifa. xl. ^8,—31. 
A WAKE our fouls, (away our fears, J-*- Let ev’ry trembling thought be gone) Awake, and run the heav’nly race, 

And put a cheerful courage on, 
True, ’tis a ftrait and thorny road, 
And mortal fpirits tire and Lint; Hut they forget the mighty God, That feeds the ftrength of ev’ry faint. 
The mighty God. whofe matchlefs pow’r Things great and marvellous hath done, And firm endures, while endlefs years Their everlafting circles run. 
From thee, the everflowing fpiing, !Our fouls lhall drink a frelh fupply, 
While luch as trull their fancied (Length, MShall droop and wither, faint and die. 

IP- Ifaiab liii. HOW few receive with cordial, faith The tidings which we bring ! IHow few have i'een the arm reveal’d 
Of heav’n’s eternal King ! 

The Saviour comes : no outward pomp 
Befpeaks his prefence nigh $ 



No earthly beauty ftiines in him, 
To draw the carnal eye. 

3 Fair as a beauteous tender flow’r Amidft the defert grows, So, flighted by a-rebel race, The heav’nly Saviour rofe. 
4 Rejected and defpis’d by men, Behold a man of woe ! Grief was his clofe companion (till, Through all his life below. 
5 Yet all the griefs he felt were purs, Ours were the woes he bore ; Pangs not his own, his fpotlefs foul 

YVith bitter anguilh tore. 
6 We held him as condemn’d by Heav’n, An outcaft from his God, • While for our fins he groan’d, he bled, Beneath his Father’s rod. 
7 His facred blood hath waih’d our fouls From fin’s polluted llain ! His ftripes have heal’d us, and his death Reviv’d our fouls again. 
8 We all like (beep have gone aftray In ruin’s fatal road : On him were our tranfgrefiions laid, He bore the mighty load. 
9 Wrong’d and opprefs’d, how meekly he In patient filence flood ! Mute as the peaceful harmlefs lamb 

When brought to (hed its blood. 
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i Who can his generation tell ? From prifon fee him led, With* impious {how of law condemn’d, And number’d with the dead. 
| ’Mid’ft finners low in duft he lay, The rich a grave fupply’d ; ; Unfpotted was his blamelefs life, Unftain’d by fin he died. 

||; Yet God (hall raife his head on high, Though thus he brought him low $ 
l His facred oiTring when complete. Shall terminate his woe; 

For. faith the Lord, my pleafure then i Shall profper in his hand, His, {hall a num’rous offspring be, 
l And {fill his honours (land. 
I1 His foul rejoicing {hall behold The purchafe of his pain, And all the guilty whom he fay’d Shall blefs Meffiah’s reign. 

He with the great (hall fhare the fpoil, \ And baffle iil his foes ; Tho’ rank'd with finners here he fell, 
A conqueror he rofe. 

He died to hear the guilt of men, That fin might be forgiv’n : . I He lives tp blefs them;, and defend, : And plead their caufe iu beav’n. 
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20. ■\T7"HO hath our report believed ? 

* * Shiloh come is not received. 
Not received by his own : Promis’d branch from root of Jeffe, David’s offspring fent to blefs you, Comes too lowly to be known. 

2 Tell me, O thou favour’d nation, What is thy fond expeftation ? Some fair fpreading lofty tree ? Let not worldly pride confound thee : ’Mcng the lowly plants around thee, Mark the lowed:—that is he. 
3 Like a tender plant that’s growing Where no waters kindly flowing, No kind rains refrefh the ground. Drooping, dying, ye {hall view him, See no charms to draw you to him ; There, no beauty will be found. 
4 Lo ! Mefliah unrefpefted, Man of griefs, defpis’d, reje&ed, 

Wounds his form disfiguring : Marr’d his vifage more than any, For he bears the fins of many, 
All our forrows carrying. 

5 No deceit his mouth had fpoken, Blamelefs he no law had broken, 
Yet was number’d with the worft : For, becaufe the Lord would grieve him Ye who faw it did believe him For his own offences curft. 
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But, while him our thoughts accufed, He for us alone was bruifed ; Yea, for us the viflim bled ! With his ftripes our wounds are cured, By his pains our peace fecured, Purchas’d with the blood he fhed. 
Love amazing, fo to mind us ! 
^Shepherd come from heav’n to find us, Wand’ring (heep all gone aftray : Loft, undone by our tranfgreftions, Worfe ban ftript of all poffeflions, Debtors without hope to pay. 
Death our portion ; flaves in fpirit, "e redeem d us by his merit, To a glorious liberty. 'early firft his goodnefs bought us, ’ruth and love then fweetly taught us, Truth and love have made us free, 

lory be to him who gave us— 'reely gave his Son to fave us ; Glory to the Son who came $ 'onour, bleffing, adoration, ,ver from the whole creation. 
Be to God, and to the Lamb. 

21. 
The gafpel invitation. Ifa. Iv. 1. 

TTO ! ye that thirft, approach the fpring Where living waters flow : Free to that facred fountain all 
; Without a price may go. 
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2 How long to ftreams of falfe delight S Will ye in crowds repair ? How long your ftrength and fubftance wafi i 
On trifles light as air ? ] 

3 My rtores afford thofe rich fupplies ? 
That health and pleafure give : Incline vour ear, and come to me, The foul that hears ihall live. 

4 With you a cov’nant 1 will make That ever (hall endure ; ^ The hope which gladden’d David’s heart f 
My mercy hath made fure. 

5 Behold he comes ! your leader comes, With might and honour crown’d j 
A witnefs who (hall fpread my name To earth’s remoteft bound. 

6 See ! nations haften to his .call From ev’ry dillant fhore , Ifles, yet unknown, (hall bow to him And Ifra’l’s God adore. 
7 Seek ye the Lord while yet his ear Is open to your call ; While offer’d mercy flill is near, Before his footftool fall. 

22. The future peace and joy of the church. Ifa. lx. 15,.—*0. TTE4R what God the Lord hath fpoken^ ■*-A O my people faint and few j Comfottlefs, afflidled, broken, Fair abodes I build for you : 
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^Scenes of heart-felt tribulation Shall no more perplex your ways; jYou fliall name your walls, Salvation, i And your gates lhall all be Praife. 
There, like dreams that feed the garden, Pleafures without end (hall flow ; 
For the Lord, your faith rewarding, 
AH his bounty (hall bellow. Still in undifturb’d poffeflion. *eace and right’oufnefs (hall reign, ever lhall you feel oppreffion, ,illear the voice of war again. 
Ye no more your funs defcending, I Waning moons no more lhall fee j But, your griefs for ever ending, Find eternal noon in me : God lhall rife, and Ihining o’er you, Change to day the gloom of night j He, t ic Lord, lhall be your glory, 
jod your everlalting light. 

23- ttab. iii. 17, 18. 
Hat tho’ no flow’rs the fig-tree clothe, 

’ * Tho’vines their fruit deny ; Fhe labour of the olive fail. And fields no meat fupply : 
fho’ from the fold, with fad furprife, My fl. ck cut off I fee •, (V fho' famine pines in empty flails. Where herds were wont to be : 
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3 Yet in the Lord will I be glad, 

And glorv in his love, In him I’ll joy, who will the God Of my laiVation prove. 
4 He to my tardy feet (hall lend The fwiftnefs of the roe, Till rais’d on high I fafely dwell 

Beyond the reach of woe. 
5 God is the treafure of my foul, The fource of lading joy, A joy which want fhall not impair. 

Nor death itfelf dedroy. 
24. Mat vi p,—13. 

"FATHER of all! we bow to thee Who dwell’d in heav’n ador’d j But prefent dill, thro’ all thy works, 
The univerial Lord. 

3 For ever hallow’d be thy namej By all beneath the fkies; And may thy kingdom dill advance, Till grace to glory rife. 
3 A grateful homage may we yield, With hearts refign’d to thee j And as in heav’n thy will is done, 

On earth lo let it.be. 
4 From day to day we humbly own The hand that feeds us dill; Give us our bread, and teach to red 

Contented in thy will. 
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’Our fins before thee we confefs, 

O may they be forgiv’n : [As we to others m*rcy (hew, We mercy beg from Heav’n. 
Still let thy grace our life direS , From evil guard our way : And ii temptation’s fatal path Permit us not to dray. 
(For thine the poiy’r, the kingdom thine J All glory’s due to thee : Thine from eternity they were, ' And thine (hall ever be. 

25. Lute ii 8,—14. 
VT^Hile humble (hepherds watch’d their * ’ InBethlehem’splainsby night,; flocka An angel fent from heav’n appear’d, And fill’d their plains with light- 
Fear not. he (aid, (for fudden dread Had feiz’d their troubl’d mind; y Glad tidings of great joy 1 bring To you and all mankind. 
To you, in David’s town, this day Is born,.of David’s line, The Saviour, who is Chrill the Lord y And this (hall be the fign : 
The heav’nly babe you theie (hall find To human view difplay’d, 
All meanly wrapt in (waddling bands, And in a manger laid. 
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5 Thus fpake the feraph,—and forthwith . Appear’d a Aiming throng 

Of angels praifing God, and thus Addrefs’d their joyful fong : 
6 All glory be to God on high And to the earth be peace : Good will is Aiewn by Heav’n to men, 1 

And never more Aiall ceafe. 
26. The Redeemer]* mejfage. Luke iv. 18, 19. 

H ARK.the glad found, the Saviourcorcl; The Saviour promis'd long ! 
Let ev’ry heart prepare a throne, i And ev’ry voice a fong. 

2 On him the Spirit, largely pour’d, Exerts his facred fire ; Wifdom and might, and zeal and love, His holy breaft infpire. 
3 He comes the pris’ners to releafe, In Satan’s bondage held ; The gates of brafs before him burft, The iron fetters yield. 
4 He comes, from thickeA fhades of ni gN To clear the inward fight, 

And on the eye balls of the blind To pour celeftial light. 
5 He comes, the broken heart to bind, The bleeding foul to cure ; And with the treafures of his grace T’ enrich the humble poor. 
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■ Our glad hofannas, Prince of peace, Thy welcome fhall proclaim; And heav’n’s eternal arches ring With thy beloved name. 

27- Will ye alfo go away ? John vi 67,—69. 
WHEN any turn from Sion’s way, (Alas what numbers do !) 
Methinks I hear my Saviour fay, 5 “ Wilt thou forlake me too ?” 

l Ah, Lord ! with fuch a heart as mine, Unlefs thou hold me fall, I feel I mull, I fhall decline, ( And prove like them at laft. 
5 Yet thou alone haft pow’r, I know, To fave a wretch like me : To wh:m, or whither could I go, If I fhould turn from thee ? 

^ Beyond a doubt I reft affur’d , Thou art the Chrift of God, Who haft eternal life fecur’d By promife and by blood. 
The help of men and angels join’d, 

Could never reach my cafe ; Nor can I hope relief to find, But in thy boundlefs grace. 
C No voice but thine can give me reft, And bid my fears depart; No love but thine can make me blefs’d, 

And fatisfy my heart. C 
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7 What anguirti has that queflion ftiri’d If I will alfo go ? Yet, Lord, relying on thy word, 

I humbly anfwer, No. 
28. Sditfts in the hnttds vf Chrijl, John X. j8, : , 

TT'IRM as the earth thy gofpel Hands My Lord, my hope, my truft, If I nfn found in Jefu’s hands, IVl y foul can ne’er be loft. 
2 Kis honour is engag’d to fave The meaneft of his fheep : All that his heav’nly Father gave. His hands fecuxely keep. 
3 Nor death, nor hell, (hall e’er remove ' His children from his breaft ; He in the greatnefs of his love Shall give them endlefs reft. 

29. . Chrijl's Jimf the joint care of him and his Fath John x. 99, 30. 
TN one harmonious cheerful fong, -*■ Let all the faints combine Loud let it found from ev’ry tongue, The Saviour is divine. 

2 The leaft, the feebleft of the fheep, To him the Father gave : 
Kind is his heart the charge to keep. And ftrong his arm to fave. 
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In Oirift th’ Almighty Father dwells, And Chrift and he are one : 
(The rebel power which Chrift affails, Attacks th1 eternal throne. 
That hand which heav’n and earth fuftains And bars the gates of hell, And rivets Satan down in chains Shall guard his chofen well. 
Now let the hoflile lion roar, How vain his threats appear ! 
When he can match Jehovah’s pow’r, Then I’ll begin to fear. 

30. John xix. 30. 
T)EHOLD the Saviour on the crofs, 

A fpeftacle of woe : See from his agonizing wounds The blood inceffant flow. 
Till death’s pale enfigns o’er his cheek And trembling lips were fpread ; '*Till light forfook his doling eyes, And life his drooping head. 
’Tis finilh’d—was his lateft voice ; Thefe facred accents o’er, He bow’d his head, gave up the ghoft. And fuffer’d pain m^more. 
Tis finilh’d—the Mefliah dies For fins, but not his own ; The great redemption is complete, 

And Satan’s pow’r o’erthrown. 
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5 ’Tis finifhM—all his groans are pad j His blood, his pain, and toils, Have fully vanquilhed our foes, And crown’d him with their fpoils. 
6 ’Tis finiih’d—legal worftiip ends, And gofpel ages run j All old things now are pad away, And a new world begun. 

3 

31- Ronians iii. 19,-11. T7AIN are the hopes the fons of men V Upon their works have built; Their hearts by nature are unclean, And all their a£lions guilt. 
Silent let Jew and Gentile Hand, Without one vaunting word j And humbled low confefs their guilt Before heav’n’s righteous Lord. 
No hope can on the law be built Of juflifying grace ; 
The law that {hews the Tinner’s guilt Condemns him to his face. 

4 Jefus ! how glorious is thy grace ! When in thy name we truft, Our faith receives a righteoufnefs That makes the Tinner juft. 
32. ' 'Dead to Jin by the crofs oj Cbrijl. Rom. vi. I, 2, SH ALL we go on to fin, 

Becaufe thy grace abounds, 
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Or crucify the Lord again, And open all his wounds ? 

Forbid it, mighty God ! Nor let it e’er be faid, That we whofe fins are crucified. Should raife them from the dead. 
We will be flaves no more, Since Chrift has made us free, lias nail’d our tyrants to his crofs. And bought our liberty. 

33- Love conjlraining to obedience. 1LTOW long beneath the law I lay In bondage and dill refs !I toil’d the precept to obey. 
But toil’d without fuccefs. 

■ Then, to abftain from outward fin: Was more than I could do ; Now. if I feel its pow’r within, 
I feel I hate it too. 

'Then all my fervile works were done A righteoufnefs to raife ; Now, freely chofen in the Son, 
1 freely choofe his ways. 

What (hall I do, was then the word, 
That I may worthier grow > What Ihall I render to the Lord ? Is my enquiry now. 

j To fee the law by Chrift fulfill’d 
And hear his pard’ning voice, 



42 HYMNS. 
Changes a flave into a child, 

And duty into choice. 
34- The different fuccefs of the gofpel. 

CHRIST and his crofs is all our them The doflrine which we fpeak 
Is fcandal in the Jew’s efteem, And folly to the Greek. 

2 But fouls enlight’ned from above, With joy receive the word ; They fee what wifdom, pow’r, and love. 
Shine in their dying Lord. 

3‘ The vital favour of his name Reftores their fainting breath ; But unbelief perverts the fame To guilt, defpair and death. 
4 Till God diffufe his graces down, Like fhow’rs of heav’nly rain. In vain Apollos fows the ground. And Paul may plant in vain. 

35. 
Chrifl. oi 

TJTOW heavy is the night * -*■ That hangs upon onr eyes, 
Till Chrift with his reviving light, To cheer our fouls, arrife. 

I Our guilty fpirits dread To meet the wrath of Heav’n j 
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Bat in Hs right’oufnefs array’d We fee our fins forgiv’n. 

Unholy and impure Are all our thoughts and ways $ ’Tis his th’ infefted heart to cure 3 With fanftifying grace. 
The pow’rs of hell agree 
To hold our fouls in vain ; He fets the fons of bondage free. And breaks the hateful chain. 
Lord, we adore thy ways 
To bring us near to God, ! Thy fov’reign pow’r, thy healing grace, 
And thine atoning blood. 

36. ; Death and immediate glory. % Cor. v. r. J.—S, rT 'HERE is a houfe not made with hands, -* Eternal, and on high : And here my fpirit waiting Hands, Till God lhall bid it fly. 
r Soon (hall this earthly frame, diflblv’d, I , To death and ruin fall: 1 Then, O my foul, with joy obey Thy heav’nly Father’s call. rj ’Tis he, by his Almighty grace, That makes thee meet for heav’n ; . And as an earneft of the place, His Spirit here has giv’n. 
.We w-alk by faith of joys to come, 

Faith grounded on his word j 
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But while the body is our home, We’re abfent from the Lord. 

5 What faith rejoices to believe, We long and pant to fee ; 
We would be abfent from the fieth, 

And prefent, Lord, with thee. 
37- The lave of Chri/l fled abroad in the heart. I Eph hi. li,—21 

/^OME, gracious Lord,defcend anddwelA By faith and love in ev’ry breaft ; 
Then (hall we know, and tafte, and feel, The joys that cannot be exprefs’d. 

2 Come, fill our hearts with inward ftrengtb^ Make our enlarged fouls embrace The depth, and height, and breadth, and; Of thine unmeafurable grace. (length, 
3 Now to the God whofe power can do More than our thoughts or withes know, Be cverlafting honours done. 

By all the chuich through Chrift his Son. 
- 38. 

Chrijlian confidence. 
WHEN firm we ftand on Zion’s hill, And view our promis’d crown, 
No pow’r on earth our hope can fliake, . Nor hell can caft us down. 
The lofty halls, and (lately tow’rs, 

That lift their heads i’o high, 



HYMNS. 45 s Shall all be level’d in the duft ; Their very names (hall die : 
The vaulted heav’ns (hall melt away, Built by Jehovah’s hands j But, firmer than the heav’ns, the Rock 

Of our falvation (lands. 
39. r Theff iv. 13. to the end. TAKE comfort, Chriftians ! when your In Jefus fall afleep j (friends •Their better being never ends ; Why then dejected weep i 

Why inconfolable as thofe To whom no hope is giv’n ? 
Death is the meffenger of peace. And calls the foul tq heav’n. 
As Jefus died and rofe again 

Vidtorious from the dead ; So his difciples rife and reign 
With their triumphant Head. 

The time draws nigh, when from the clouds Chrift (hall with (houts defcend $ 
And the lad trumpet’s awful voice The heav’ns and earth (hall rend. 
Then they who live (hall changed be. 

And they who deep (hall wake j The graves (hall yield their ancient charge, 
And earth’s foundations (hake. 

The faints of God. from death fet free, 
With joy (hall mount on high ; 
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The heav’nly hofts with praifes loud, Shall meet them in the Iky. 

7 Together to their Father’s houfe With joyful hearts they go j 
And dwell forever with the Lord, Beyond the reaclf of woe. 

B A few fhort years of evil paft, We reach the happy fhore, 
Where death-divided friends at lafl Shall meet to part no more. 

40. 
* Tim. i. u. 

I’M not afham’d to own my Lord, Or to defend his caufe, Maintain the glory of bis crofs, _ 
And honour all his laws. 

3 Jefus, my Lord, I know his name, His name is all my boatl; 
Nor will he put my foul to (hame, Nor let my hope be loft. 

3 I know that fafe with him remains, Piotefted by his pow’r, 
What I’ve committed to his truft, 

Till the decifive hour. 
4 Then will he own his fervant’s name Before his Father’s face. 

And in the new Jerufalem Appoint my foul a place. 
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41. a Tim. iv. 6, 7, S. 18. 

MY race is run, my warfare’s o’er,. The folemn hour is nigh, 
YVhen, offer’d up to God, mv foul Shall wing its flight on high. 
'With beav’nly weapons I have fought The battles of the Lord ; Finifh’d my courfe, and kept the faith, Depending on his word. 
Henceforth there is laid up for me, A crown which cannot fade : The right’ous Judge, at that great day. Shall p ace it on my head. 
Nor hath the fov'reign Lord decreed This prize for me alone ; But for all fuch as love, like me, 

Th’ appearance of his Son. 
. From ev’ry fnare and evil work His grace (hall me defend, , And to his heav’nly kingdom fafe Shall bring me in the end. 

ffet. iv. 42. r4 to the end. 
WIL re high the heav’nly temple Hands, 

The houfe of God not made with hands, 
A great high Prieft our nature wears, I he guardian of mankind appear*. 
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2 He who for men their furety flood, And pour’d on earth his precious blood; i ! 

Purfues in heav’n his mighty plan, > The Saviour and the friend of man, 
3 Though now afcended up on high, l He bends on earth a brother’s eye; Partaker of the human name, 

He knows the frailty of our frame. 
4 Our fellow-fuff’rer yet retains 

A fellow-feeling of our pains. And flill remembers in the Ikies 
His tears, his agonies, and cries. 

5 In ev’ry pang that rends the heart, ' 1 The man of forrows had a part} 
He fympathifes with our grief, And to the fuff’rer fends relief. 

6 With freedom therefore, at the throne, Let us make all our forrows known. And afls. the aids of heav’nly pow’r t To help us in the evil hour. 
43- Hei.xii. 5,—It. 

A FFLICTIONS do not come alone, A voice attends the rod •, By both he to his faints is known, A father and a God ! 
3 “ Let not my children flight the ftroke For chaftifement I fend ; Nor faint beneath my kind rebuke, 

For I am ftiil their friend. 
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The wicked I perhaps may leave i A while, and not reprove ; |ut all the children I receive, 

I fcourge becaufe I love, 
f, therefore, you were left without ; This needful difcipline, fou might with caufe admit a doubt If you indeed were mine, 
lhall earthly parents then expeft Their children to fubmit ? 

Ji knd will not you, when I corredl, Be humbled at my feet ? 
To pleafe themfelves, they oft chaftife 

And put their fons to pain : 3ut you are precious in my eyes, ■ And fliall not fmart in vain. 
1 fee your hearts at prefent fill’d With grief and deep diftrefs ; But foon thefe bitter feeds (hall yield : The fruits of right’oufnefs.” 
fereak thro’the clouds, dear Lord, and fliine j Let us perceive thee nigh : 
And to each mourning child of thine Thefe gracious words apply. 

t ne rempeir, nre nno imoKe, |Not to the thunder of that word, j; Which God on Sinai fpoke : 

44- Sinai and Sion. Hefo. xii. r8,—14. 
OT to the terrors of the Lord, The tempell, fire and fmoke, 
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2 But we are come to Sion’s hill, The city of our God, Where milder words declare his will, 

And fpread his love abroad. 
3 Behold th’ innumerable hoft 

Of angels cloth’d in light ! Behold the fpirits of the juft, 
Whofe faith is turn’d to fight ! 

4 Behold the blefs'd aflembly there, Whofe names are writ in heav’n ! 
And God, the Judge of all, declare Their vileft fins forgiv’n ! 

5 The faints on earth, and all the dead, Bu: one communion make •, All join in Chrift their living Head, 
And of his grace partake. 

6 In fuch fociety as thi My weary foul would reft : The man that dwells where Jefus.is, Muft be for ever blefs’d. 
45. Heb. xiii. jo, II. 

T^ATHER of peace, and God of love. We own thy pow’r to fave, That pow’r by which our Shepherd rofe Victorious o’er the grave. 
2 Him from the dead tjiou brought’ft again, When, by his facred blood. 
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Confirm’d and feal’d for evermore 

Th’ eternal cov’nant flood. 
O may thy Spirit feal our fouls, And mould them to thy will, That our weak hearts no more may ftray But keep thy precepts ftill : 
That to perfeftion’s facred height 

We nearer ftill may rife, And all we think, and all we do, Be pleafing in thine eyes. 
46. Hope of heaven by the refurreRion of drift. 1 Pet. i. 3,-5. 

BLESS’D be the everlafling God, The Father of our Lord j Be his abounding mercy prais’d, 
His majefty ador’d. 

.When from the dead he rais’d his Son, 
And call’d him to the Iky, He gave our fouls a lively hope 1 That they ftiould never die. 

^hough fin has doom’d our mortal flefli To mingle with the duft, Yet as the Lord our head arofe, 
So all his followers muft. 

There’s an inheritance divine Referv’d againft that day 5 ’Tis incorrupted, undefil’d. 
And cannot wafte away. 



5 Saints by the power of God are kept. 
Till the falvation come ; We walk by faith as ftrangers here, 
Till thrift ihall call us home. 

47- Chrift unfeen and beloved, i Pet. i. S'. "VJ O h with our mortal eyes Have we beheld the Lord, Yet we rejoice to hear his name, It 
And love him in his word. 

2 On earth we want the fight Of our Redeemer’s face ; Yet, Lord, our inmoft thoughts delight i| To dwell upon thy grace. 
3 And when we tafte thy love, Our joys divinely grow Unfpeakable, like thofe above, And heav’n begins below. 

48, i John iii. i,—4, "DEHOLD th’ amazing gift of love The Father hath beftow’d On us, the finful fons of men, To call us fons of God. 
2 Conceal’d as yet this honour lies, By this dark world unknown, A world that knew not when he came, 

Ev’n God’s beloved Son. 
J High is the rank w7e now poffefs, ■ 

But higher we fliall rife ; 
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hough what we (hall hereafter be 
Is hid from mortal eyes. 

(ur fouls, we know, when he appears, Shall bear his image bright; br all his glory full difclos’d Shall open to our fight. 
. hope fo great, and fo divine, ' May trials well endure, ;nd purge the foul from fenfe and fin, ; As Chrift himfelf is pure. 

49- Perfeveringgrace. Jude 14, *5. rT’0 God the only wife, Our Saviour and our King, et all the faints below the (kies Their humble praifes bring. 
’Tis his almighty love, i.His counfel and his care, ?eferves us fafe from fin and death, "And ev’ry hurtful fnare. 
'He will prefent our fouls, , .lUnblemHh’d and complete, 1 sfore the glory of his face, 
With joys divinely great. 
Then all the chofen feed £5hall meet around the throne 
-all blefs the conduft of his grace, And make his wonders known. 
iTo our Redeemer God, 
|Wifdom and pow’r belongs, 



Immortal crowns of majefty, 
And everlafting fongs. 

50. Xev. i —9. is rT10 him that lov’d the fouls of men, 
And walh’d us in his blood, To royal honours rais’d our head, 

And made us priefts to God : 
2 To him let ev’ry tongue be praife, 0 

And ev’ry heart be love ! All grateful honours paid on earth, |0 And nobler fongs above ! 
3 Behold, on flying clouds he comes! ' J His faints ihall blefs the day ; While they that pierc’d him fadly mouri lit In anguifh and difmay. 
4 I am the Firft, and I the Laft : Time centres all in me ■, Th’ almighty God, who was, and is, • n And evermore fliall be. 

51. yudgment. Rev. i. 7 vi. 14,—17. xxii 17.10.! if ' T O ! he comes with clouds defcending « Once for favour’d finners flain ! Thoufand, thoufand faints attending a Swell the triumph of his train : 
Hallelujah ! Jefus now Ihall ever reign. 

2 Ev’ry eye (hall now behold him Rob’d in dreadful majefty j 
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'hofe who fet at nought and fold him, 
Pierc’d and nail’d him to the tree, deeply wailing, hall the great Meffiah fee. 

,v’ry ifland, fea, and mountain, Heav’n and earth (hall flee away : 111 who hate him muft, confounded, Hear the trump proclaim the day. lome to judgment ! pme to judgment! come atvay ! 
low redemption, long expe&ed, See in folemn pomp appear ! .11 his faints, by man rejected, Now (hall meet him in the air. 

.H lallelujah ! I se the day of God appear ! 
jnfwer thine own bride and Spirit, Haften, Lord, the gen’ral doom ! romis’d glory to inherit, Take thy pining exiles home. 'll creation ravails, groans, and bids thee come, 
ea, Amen ! let all adore thee, High on thine exalted throne : aviour, take the pow’r and glory, 
Claim the kingdoms for thine own. (• come quickly ; 

•Hallelujah ! come, Lord, come ! 
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52. A new Jong to the Lamb that was Jlain. Rev. v. 6 S, 9, io. ii 

"DEHOLD the glories of the Lamb Amidlf his Father’s throne : Prepare new honours for his name, And fongs before unknown. 
2 Let elders worfhip at his feet, The church adore around. With vials full of odour fweet, 

And harps of fweeter found. 
3 Thofe are the prayers of the faints, And thefe the hymns they raife : Jefus is kind to our complaints, He loves to hear our praife. 
4 Now to the Lamb that once was Cain, Be endlefs bleffings paid ; Salvation, glory, joy remain For ever on thy head, 
j Thou haft redeem’d our fouls with blood p. Haft let the pris’ners free, Haft made us kings and priefts to God, And we (hall reign with thee. 

53- Glrijl Jefus, the Lamb of God, wot flipped by all I creation. Rev. v. 11,-13. 
/"'♦OlVIE, let ns join our cheerful fongs; With angels round the throne - ’ Ten thoufaud thoufand are their tongueSj 

But all their joys are one. 
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Worthy the Lamb that died,” they cry, 
“ To be exalted thus Worthy the Lamb,” our lips reply, “ For he was flain for us.” 

|efus is worthy to receive Honour and pow’r divine : 
\nd bleflings more than we can give, Be, Lord, for ever thine. 
>,et all. that dwell above the Iky, And air, and earth, and feas, ;£onfpire to lift thy glories high. And fpeak thine endlefs praife. 
The whole creation join in one, To blefs the facred name j)f him that fits upon the throne, 

And to adore the Lamb. 
54- brijl't humiliation ami exaltation Rev. v. 11. Ilf HAT equal honours fliall we bring To thee, O Lord our God, the Lamb, ftThen all the notes that angels fing 

Ire far inferior to thy name ? 
Vorthy is he that once was flain, 'he prince of life that groan’d and died ; Vorthy to rife, and live, and reign it his almighty Father’s fide. 
’ow’r and dominion are hit due, tThom Pilate doom’d the crofs to bear } Fifdom belongs to Jefus too, "hough he was charg’d with inadnefs here. 
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4 All riches are his native right, Yet for our fakes he fuffer’d lofs j To him afcribe eternal might. 

Who left his weaknefs on the croft, 
j Honour immortal mull be paid, [ Inftead of fcandal and of fcorn ; While glory {bines around his head, 

And a bright crown without a thorn. 
6 Bleffings for ever on the Lamb, )j Who bore the curfe for wretched men Let angels found his facred name, \ 

And ev’ry creature fay Amen. 
55. Rev. vii. 13. to the end. HOW bright thefe glorious fpirits (hi ' Whence all their white array ? How came they to the bliftful feats 

Of everlafting day ? 
2 Lo ! thefe are they from fuff’rings grea Who came to realms of light, 

And in the blood of Chrilt have wafh’d Thofe robes which ftiine fo bright. 
3 Now, with triumphal palms they Hand . Before the throne on high, And ferve the God they love, amidft 

The glories of the Iky. 
4 His prefence fills each heart with joyj ' 1 

Tunes ev’ry mouth to fing $ 
By day, by night, the facred courts With glad hofannas ring. 
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hunger and thirft are felt no more, Nor funs with fcorching ray ; 
Sod is their fun, w.hofe cheering beams DifFufe eternal day. 
The Lamb that dwells amidft the throne Shall o’er them Hill prefide ; 
Teed them with nourilhment divine. And all their footfteps guide. 
Mong paftures green he leads his flock, j Where living ftreams appear j 
knd God the Lord from ev’ry eye Shall wipe off ev’ry tear. 

56. 
y U vifion ef the kingdom of Chrijt among mm. Rev. xxi. ir—4. 

[ O ! what a glorious fight appears To our admiring eyes ; khe former feas have pafs’d away, 
i The former earth and Ikies, 
itom heav’n the new Jerus’lem comes, All worthy of its Lord ; ■se all things now at laft renew’d, And paradife reflor’d. 
.ttending angels Ihont for joy. And the bright armies fing : pttortals, behold the facred feat > Of your defeending King. 
'he God of glory down to men 

Removes his blefs’d abode 5 
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He dwells with men ; his people they^i* y And he his people’s God. 

5 His gracious hand (hall wipe the tears fef From ev’ry weeping eye ; And pains, and groans, and griefs, and f< A; < 
And death itfelf {hall die. 

6 How Jong, dear Saviour, O how long jfe Shall this bright hour delay > 
Fly fwiftly round, ye wheels of time, A 

And bring the welcome day. 
57- Gbriji adored and ferried by Angels. 

There, in the boundlefs world of light, if Our great Redeemer reigns. , 
2 Legions of angels, flrong and fair, ► In countlefs armies (hine, At his right hand with golden harps, ^ 

To offer fongs divine. 
3 “ Hail, Prince ! they cry, for ever hailj A “ Whofe unexampled love “ Mov’d thee to quit thefe blifsful realii 

“ And royalties above !” 
4 While from the fons of men on earth He fuffer’d rude difdain, They laid their honours at his feet And waited in his train. 
5 Through all his travels here below 

They did his fteps attend ; 



Dft gsz’d and wonder’d where, at length, This wondrous fcene would end. 
t'hey faw him break the bars of death, Which none e’er broke before } 

i^knd rife in conqu’ring majefty, To ftoop to death no more. 
With chariots from above they bear Him to his heav’nly throne ; ^nd with a (hout, exulting cried. The glorious work is done.” 

58. Praife and confidence. 
T'HIS God is the God we adore, 

Our faithful, unchangeable friend j iVhofe love is as great as his power, Vnd knows neither meafure nor end. 
Tis Jefus, the firft and the laft, Vhofe Spirit ihall guide us fafe home j ?Ve’ll praife him for all that is paft, 
itnd truft him for all that’s to come. 

59- * Prayer for the extenfion of the gofpel. OLORD our God arife. The caufe of truth maintain ; ind wide o’er all the peopled world ' Extend her bleffed reign. 
Thou Prince of life, arife, Nor let thy glory ceafe ; i;ar fpread the conquefts of thy grace, 
And blefs the earth with peace. 
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60. Praife to God for creation and redemption!.' Eto- LE T them neglefl: thy glory, Lord. Who never knew thy grace ; But our loud fong (hall ftill record : The wonders of thy praife. 

2 We raife our Ihouts, O God, to tbee, | And fend them to thy throne v All glory to th’ united Three, The undivided One. 
3 ’Twas he (and we’ll adore his name) t That form’d us by a, word ; ’Tis he reilores our ruin’d frame : u Salvation to the Lord ! 
4 Hofanna ! let the earth and Ikies * q Repeat the joyful found ; Rocks, hills, and vales, return the voice u' In one eternal round. 

61. Grateful Refection. HAIL fov’reign Love, that firft bega The fcheme to refcue fallen man ! Hail matchlefs, free, eternal Grace, 
That gave my foul an hiding place. 

2 Againfi the God that rules the fky I fought, with hand uplifted high > Defpis’d the mention of his grace, Secure, without an hiding-place. 
3 " •* * ’• 
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Hadly l ran the finful race, i t'oo proud to fieek an hiding place. 

^(3ut thus th’ eternSl eounfel rah, ‘ Almighty grace, arreft that man •>” ■ felt the terrors of diflrefs, \.nd found I had no hiding place. 
•ndignant juftice flood in view y To Sinai’s fiery mount I flew ; 5ut Juftice cried, with frowning face, 1 This mountain is no hiding-place." 
jlre long a gracious voice I heard, !knd mercy’s heavenly form appear’d ) She led me on, with froiling face, ! To Jefus, as my hiding place. 

|Dn him the tenfold vengeance fell, That wmuld have funk a world to hell; • §de bore it for the chofen race, W t ms became their hiding-place. 
few more rolling funs at moft, 
ill land me on fair Canaan’s coaft ; here I (hall fing the fong of grace, fnd fee my glorious hiding place. 

62. Vhri/l the fubftance of the Levitical Prie/llood. T’HE true meffiah now appears, The types are all withdrawn : j}o fly the (hadows and the ftars Before the rifing dawn. 
t4o rich perfume, no bleeding lambs, 
1 Nor kid, nor bullocks flain $ 
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Incenfe and fpice of coftly names Would all be burnt in vain. 

3 Aaron muft lay his robes away, His mitre and his veil, When our Immanuel comes to be ,e The offering and the prieft. 
4 He took our mortal flelh, to (how The wonders of his love j For us he paid his life below, 

And prays for us above. 
63. Redeeming love. /^OME heav’nly love, infpire my fon With thy immortal dame, 

And teach my heart, and teach my tong The Saviour’s precious name. 
2 The Saviour ! O what endlefs charms Dwell in the blifsful found ! Its indueuce ev’ry fear difarms, And fpreads fweet comfort round ! 
3 Here pardon, life, and joys divine, 

In rich effufion dow, For guilty rebels loft in dn, And doom’d to endlefs woe. 
4 God’s only Son, (ftupendous grace) ! 

Forfook his throne above, And, fwifit to fave our wretched race, He dew on wings of love. 
5 Th’ almighty Former of the Ikies 

Stoop’d to our vile abode j , 
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iThile angels view’d with wond’ring eyes, And hail’d th’ incarnate God. 
I the rich depths of love divine ! f Of blifs a boundlefs ftore ! •ear Saviour, let me call thee mine, I cannot wilh for more. 

n thee alone my hope relies j Beneath thy crofs I fall, y Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice, 
My Saviour, and my all. 

64- Cbriji dying, rijing, and reigning. 
TE dies, the Friend of finners dies— Lo ! Salem’s daughters weep around j folemn daiknefs veils the Ikies, hidden trembling {hakes the ground. : ome, faints, and drop a tear or two 
ir him who groan’d beneath your load 5. : (hed a thoufand drops for you, thoufand drops of precious blood ! 
ere love and grief beyond degree, he Lord of glory dies for men : iut lo ! what fudden joys we fee ! this, though dead, revives again. Vow, rifing, he forfakes the tomb, p to his Father’s court he flies : ipleftial legions guard him home, : nd (bout him welcome to the Ikies. 
y up your tears, ye faints, and tell 

Ijovv high our great Deliv’rer reigns. 
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Sing bow be fpoil’d the bofts of bell, «i.;< 
And led the monfler death in chains. Say, “ Live for ever, wondrous King, . u Born to redeem, and ftrong to fave l’1 r. Then aflt the monfter, “ where’s thy ftii 
“ And where’s thy vid’ry, boafling grav« f V 

65. 1 

The rcfurretlion, i Cor. iv. 55. 
', the Lord, is ris’n to day Now may we exulting fay : Raife your joys and triumphs high, Sing, ye heav’ns,—-and earth reply. 

2 Love’s redeeming work is done ; . J Fought the fight, the. battle won : • J Lo ! the fun’s eclfpfe is o’er V Lo ! he fets in blood no more. 
3 Vain the ftone, the watch, the feal; Chrift hath burft the gates of hell $ i Death in vain forbids his rife, ^ Chrift hath open’d paradife. 
4 Lives again our glorious King, “ Where, O death ! is now thy fling Once he died, our fouls to fave •, ‘s Where’s thy vid’ry, boafting grave?” 
3 Soar we now where Chrift has led, Following our exalted Head ; Made like him, like him we rife, i Ours the crofs, the grave, the Ikie-s. 
6 What though once we peiilh’d all, Partners of our parents fall, 



HYMN S. 67 ; jcond life we now receive, r i. our beav’nly Adam live. 
fail the Lord of earth and heav’n ! raife to thee by both be giv’n ! * hee we greet triumphant now, • lf ail the refurreftion—thou. 

66. \Tbe refurreftionof Chrijl. Luke xxiv. 34. 
fcT’ES, the Redeemer rofe ; L The Saviour left the dead, ind o’er our hellilh foes ‘ jligh rais’d his conqu’ring head : In wild difmay The guards around I, Fall to the ground And fink away, 
io ! the angelic bands, 
h full affembly meet, (To wait his high commands, 1 ind worfhip at his feet: 1 Joyful they come, And wing their way From realms of day To Jefu’s tomb. 
Then back to heav’n they fly, 
The joyful news to bear : Tark, as they foar on high, iVhat mufic fills the air ! 

Their anthems fay, 
“ Jefus who bled 
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“ Hath left the dead— 
“ He rofe to day.” 

4 Ye mortals catch the found, 
Redeem’d by him from hell, And fend the echo round The globe on which you dwell} 

Tranfported cry, “ Jefus who bled “ Hath left the dead, “ No more to die.” 
5 All hail, triumphant Lord, Who fav’d us with thy blood ? Wide be thy name ador’d, Thou rifing Son of God ! With thee we rife, With thee we reign, And kingdoms gain Beyond the ikies. 

67- 
BLest morning, whofe firfl dawning rayi Beheld the Son of God Arife triumphant from the grave, And leave his dark abode. 

2 Wrapt in the filence of the tomb The great Redeemer lay, 
Till the revolving ikies had brought The third, th’ appointed day. 

4 Hell and the grave combin’d their force To hold our Lord in vain; 
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Sudden, the Conqueror arofe, 

And burft their feeble chain. 
To thy great name, Almighty Loyd I We facred honours pay, 

; And loud hofannas lb all proclaim The triumphs of the day. 
Salvation and immortal praife To our vidlorious King ! t-et heav’n and earth, and rocks and feas, 

With glad hofannas ring. 
!To Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft, The God whom we adore, Be glory, as it was, and is 

And (hall be evermore. 
68. The RefurreBion of ChriS. /CHRISTIANS, difmifs your fear5 | ^ Let hope and joy fucceed ; jThe great good news with gladnefs heav 

“The Lord is ris'ln indeed. 
The promife is fulfil’d, ' Salvation’s work is done $ Juftice with mercy’s reconcil’d. For God hath rais’d his Son. 
He quits the dark abode, 
From all corruption free : The holy, harmlefs child of God 
Could no corruption fee. 
Angels with faints above, The rifing viftor fing; 

E - 
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And all the blifsful feats of love, With loud hofannas ring. 

5 Ye pilgrims too below, Your hearts and voices raife : Let ev’ry breaft with gladnefs glow. 
And ev’ry mouth ling praife. 

6 My foul, thy Saviour laud, Who all thy forrows bore ; 
Who dyy for fin, but lives to God, 

And lives to die no more. 
7 His death procur’d thy peace j His refurrection’s thine: Believe, receive the full releafe, ’Tis feal’d with blood divine. 

69. Praife to God for Redemption. HRIST is rifen from the dead, Hallelujah ! 
High afcended as our head, Hallelujah ! 
Enter’d heaven with his blood, Hallelujah l 
Seated on the throne of God. Hallelujah ! 

2 Now his work appears complete,—Hal. For he reigns in glory great;—Hal. Angels found his praife aloud,—Hal. Praife him, all ye laiots -qf God—Hal. 
3 God is pleas’d in Cbrill his Son,-—Hal. 

For the work that he hath done,—Hal. 
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For the glory he hath giv’n—Hal. To the Lord of earth and heav’n.—Ha/. 

. ^uftice, now, has met with grace,—Hal. Jeace and right’oufnefs embrace ;—Hal. Hope has lifted up her head :—Ha/, 
i thrift is ris’n from the dead.—Hal. 

70. Another. 
n* LORY be to God on high, Hallelujah ! A^ho hath brought the guilty nigh, Hallelujah ! Through the true atoning blood, 

Hallelujah l jj)f the preciour Lamb of God. 
; Hallelujah! 
Jlory be to ChriR on high,— Hal. VLo for fi , ers came to die,— Hal. 
01 Jehovah’s wrath endur’d,—Ha/. (.ife to guilty men fecur’d.—Hal. 
now the 1 .'.v’s demands are paid,—Hal. |.ll Us precepts Chrift obey’d :—Hal. srloi v to redeeming grace,—Hal. bines in our Immanuel’s face.—Hah 

. Jlory to the facred Three,—Hal. STo are One, and all agree—Hal. 
:n their record of the Son,— Hal. 
declaring that the work is done.—Hah 
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71. It is f.ni/bed; or Redemption eornplettd. TT ARK ! the voice of love and ma Sounds aloud from Calvary j Hending rocks the words attefting, 

Shaking earth and veiled Iky ■/ “ It is EnKh’d !” 
Was the Saviour’s dying cry. 

J That which prophets long predi&ed, That which legal facrifice 
Only lhadow’d, not effected. That which juftice fatisfies, 

Now is finkh’d, 
So the dying Saviour cries. 

3 Now redemption is completed. Sin aton’d, the curfe remov’d, Satan, death, and hell defeated, As his rifing fully ptov’d ; 
All is finifh’d ! Here our hopes do reft unmov’d. 

4 O the life, the peace, the pleafure. Which thefe charming words afford 
Heav’nly faleffings without meafure Flow to us through Chrift the Lot' “ It is finith’d !” 

Let our joyful fongs record. 
5 Tune your harps anew, ye fcraphs, Sound aloud Immanuel’s fame j 

All creation fwell the chorus, Dwell on this delightful theme j 
“ It is finilh’d !” 
Glory to the worthy.Lamb. 
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72. The Jubilee. 

BLOW ye the trumpet, blow The gladly folemn found : 
Let all the nations know, Td earth’s remoteft bound, 

'he year of jubilee is come ; , leturn, ye ranl'om’d finners, home. 1 | Exalt the Lamb of God, The fin atoning Lamb ; Redemption by his blood Through all the lands proclaim 
"he year of jubilee is come ; Leturn, ye ranfem’d finners, home. 

Ye who have fold for nought The heritage above, 
5 Shall have it back unbought, The gift of Jefu’s love : ■'he year of jubilee is come ; teturn, ye ranfom’d finners, home, 

■j! Ye A wes of fin and hell, i Your liberty receive, 
, And fate in Jefus dwell, And bleft in Jefus live : rhe year of jubilee is come ; Return, ye ranfom’d finners, home. 

The gofpel trumpet hear, The news of pard’ning grace } 
Ye happy fouls draw near. Behold your Saviour’s face : 
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The year of jubilee is come $ ( Return, ye ranfom’d finners, home. , 

6 Jefus our great High Pried, Has full atonement made y b Ye weary fpirits, reft, Ye mournful fouls, be glad: , The year of jubilee is come ; Return, ye ranfom’d finners, home. 
73 The loving kitnhiefs of the Lord Pfal. Ixiii. 3. 

A WAKE, my foul, in joyful lays, And ling thy great Redeemer’s prai ^ He juftly claims a fong from me, 1, His loving kindnefs, O how free ! ■ 
2 He faw me ruin’d in the fall, Yet lov’d me notwithftanding all ; He fav’d me from my loft eftate, His loving kindnefs, O how great ! 
3 Though num’rous hofts of mighty foes, ; Though earth and hell my way oppofe, , He fafely leads my foul along, His loving-kindnefs, O how ftrong ! 
4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud, 

Has gather’d thick, and thunder’d loud, j He near my foul has always flood, His loving kindnefs, O how good I 
5 Often 1 feel my finful heart, Prone from my Jefus to depart 5 But though I have him oft forgot, His loving-kindnefs changes not. 
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•on (hall I pafs the gloomy vale, ■on all my mortal pow’rs muft fail; may my laft expiring breath is loving-kindnefs fing in death, 
hen let me mount, and foar away 3 the bright world of endlefs day ; nd fing with rapture and furprife, is loving-kindnefs in the Ikies. 

74* Redeeming Love. 
WOW begin the heav’nly theme, Sing aloud in Jefu’s name ; who his falvation prove, iumph in redeeming love. 

who fee the Father’s grace laming in the Saviour’s face, }to Canaan on ye move, feife and blefs redeeming love, 
turning fouls, dry up your tears, 
ni(h all your guilty fears : ; your guilt and curfe remove, 
ipcell’d by redeeming love. 
I, alas ! who long have been *i jlling (laves to death and fin, iw from blifs no longer rove, ip and tafte redeeming love; 
tlcome all by fin opprefs’d, fclcome to his facred reft ; thing brought him from above, thing but redeeming love. 
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6 When his Spirit leads us borne, . s When we to his glory come, We {hall all the fulnefs prove 

Of our Lord’s redeeming love. 
7 He fubdu’d th’ infernal pow’rs, Thofe tremendous foes of ours, From their boafted empire drove, ’ Mighty in redeeming love. 
S Hither, then, your mufic bring, Strike aloud each cheerful firing,. Mortals, join the bods above, Join to praife redeeming love. 

75. The gooinefs of God. Nahum i. 7. ji ‘‘ 
VE humble fouls, approach your Goi' -*■ With fongs of faered praife. 
For he is good, immenfely good, And kind are all his ways, 

a All nature owns his guardian care, In him we live and move} But nobler benefits declare The wonders of his love. 
3 He gave his Son, his only Son, To ranfom rebel worms $ ’Tis here he makes his goodnefs knows In its diviner forms. 
4 To this dear refuge, Lord, we come, ’Tis here our hope relies : 

A fafe defence, a peaceful home, When ilorms of trouble rife. 



HYMN S. 77 ine eye beholds, with kind regard, The fouls who truft in thee •, iir humble hope thou wilt reward ?Vith blifs divinely free, 
rat God, to thy almighty love, Vhat honours (ball we raiCe ? £ all the raptur’d fongs above, j^an render equal praife. 

76. 77j? •wonders of redemption. 
ND did the holy and the juft, The Sov’reign of the (kies, op down to wretchednefs and duft, That guilty worms might rife ? 

s, the Redeemer left his throne, iis radiant throne on high ; 
ariling mercy ! love unknown ! j o fuft'er, bleed, and die. 
took the dying traitor’s place, (ind fuffer’d s (lead } 'man, (O miracle of grace !) |j"or man the Saviour bled, 
r Lord, what heav’nly wonders dwell in thy atoning blood ! this are fanners fnatch’d from hell, tnd rebels brought to God. 

1 hs, my foul adoring bends ■ ~o love fo full, fo free ; ! 1 may I hope that love extends ts facred pow’r to me ? 
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6 What glad return can I impart For favours fo divine ? 

O take my all—this worthlefs heart, And make it wholly thine. 
77- Salvation afcnbed to Chrifi. CALVAXIOM ! O the joyful found ! t ^ What pleafure to our ears ! Il 

A fov’reign balm for every wound, i it A cordial for our fears. | Lit 
2 Salvation ! let the echo fly The fpacious earth around. While all the armies of the Iky j t Confpire to raife the found. 
3 Salvation ! O thou bleeding Lamb, [> To thee the praife belongs : A Salvation (hall infpire our hearts, And dwell upon our tongues. 

78: Traife for the fountain opened. ’HERE is a fountain fill' Pour’d from Immanuel’s veins ; And finners, plung’d beneath that flood Lofe all their guilty (tains. 
2 The dying thief rejoic'd to fee That fountain in his day ; And there have I, as vile as he, Wafli’d all my fins away. 
3 Thou worthy Lamb, thy precious blood Shall never lofe its pow’r, 
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I all the ranfom’d church of God 
3e fav’d, to fin no raore. 
;r fince, by faith 1 faw the ftream I fhy flowing wounds fupply, ; deeming love has been my theme, A.nd (hall be till I die. 

i en in a nobler fweeter fong, 
I’ll fing thy pow’r to fave, ien this poor lifping flamm’ring tongue Lies filent in the grave. 
ird, I believe thou haft prepar’d [Unworthy though I be s 
r me a blood bought free reward, A golden harp for me ! 
js flrung, and tun’d for endlefs years, A.nd form’d by pow’r divine, 1 found in God the Father’s ears 
Mo o her name but thine. 

79- Salvation. rtLVA.TION ! what a glorious plan, How fuited to our need ! grace that raifes fallen man wonderful indeed ! 
ras wifdom form’d the vaft defigrt, To ranfom us when loft: 

id love’s unfathomable mine [Provided all the coft. 
,jri£t juftice, with approving look, .TThe holy cov’nant feal’d •, 
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And truth and power undertook The whole (hould be fulfil’d. 
Truth, wifdom, juftice, pow’r and love ^ 

In all their gloty (hone, When Jefus left the courts above, And dy’d to fave his own. 
Truth, wifdom, juftice, pow’r and love L 

Are equally difplay'd, Now Jefus reigns enthron’d above, ‘ 
Our Advocate and Head. 

Now fin appears deferving death, Moft hateful and abhor’d : And yet the finner lives by faith, ] t: 

And dares approach the Lord. 
80. Praife for Redeeming Love. 

T ET us love, and and wonder. Let us praife the Saviour’s name ; He has hufh’d the Law’s loud thunder. He has quench’d mount Sinai’s flame : He has wafh’d us with his blood, 
He has brought us nigh to God. 

Let us love the Lord who bought us, 
Pitied us when enemies, Call’d us by his grace, and taught us, Gave us ears, and gave us eyes : He has wafh’d us with his blood, He prefents our fouls to God. 
Let x\% ling, though fierce temptations Threaten hard to bear us down ! 
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ir the Lord, our ftrong falvation, jlds in view the conqu’ror’s crown ; 

, He who walh’d us with his blood, Soon will bring us home to God. 
tt us wonder, grace and juftice in and point to mercy’s Itore ; hen through grace in Chrift our trull is, (lice fmiles and alks no more ; He who walh’d us with his blood, Has fecur’d our way to God. 

,, t us praife and join the chorus the faints enthron’d on high, :re they trufted him before us, *w their praifes fill the Iky j “ Thou hall walh’d us with thy blood ! Thou art worthy, Lamb of God !” 
(rk ! the name of Jefus founded 
Ud from golden harps above ! rd, we blulh, and are confounded, int our praifes, cold our love ! ftiVafli our fouls and fongs with blood. For by thee we come to God. 

81. Praife for the Incarnation. 
WEETER founds than mufic knows, 

i Charm me in Immanuel’s name j i 1 her hopes my fpirit owes i To his birth, and crofs, and lhame. 
haen he came, the angels fung, 1 Glory be to God on high 



Lord, unloofe my ftamm’ring tongue, pi: 

Who fliould louder fihg than I ? 
3 Did the Lord a man become, That he might the-law fulfil ? i T Bleed and fufftr in my room, And can’ll thou, my tongue, be ftil 3 

4 No, I mud my praifes bring, Though they worthlefs are and wea5 

For fhould 1 refufe to ling, Sure the very ftones would fpeak. 
5 O my Saviour, Shield, and Sun, Shepherd, Brother, Hufband, FrieOI Ev’ry precious name in one, I.will love thee without end, 

82. yehovah-Jefps. TV/| Y fong (hall blefs the Lord of all My praife (hall climb to his abo Thee, Saviour, by that name I call, 
The great, fupreme, the mighty God! 

2 Without beginning or decline, Obje£l of faith, and not of fenfe j Eternal ages faw him (hine, 
He (bines eternal ages hence. 

3 As much, when in the manger laid, Almighty Ruler of the (ky. As when the fix days work he made, Fill’d all the morning liars with joy. 
4 Of all the crowns Jehovah bears, * 

Salvation is his cleared claim ; 
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srat gracious found well pleas’d he hears, ?d owns Immanuel for his name. 
[cheerful confidence I feel, well plac’d hopes with joy I fee : bofom glows with heav’nly zeal, worlhip him who died for me. 
? kindly pities my complaint, pow’r and truth are all divine :• will not fail, he cannot faint, llvation’s fure, and mull be mine. 

83. ^ ofjejus. Cant. i. 3. OW fw eet the name of Jefus founds In a believer’s ear ! foothes his forrows, heals his wounds,.. 
jAnd drives away his fear. 

kes the wounded fpirit whole, ^A.nd calms the troubled breaft ; 
js manna to the hungry foul, And to the weary reft, 
kr name ! the rock on which I build,, SVIy Ihield and hiding place ; ver-failing treas’ry fill’d With boundlefs ftores of grace, 
thee my pray’rs acceptance gain. Although with fin defil’d j f an accufes me in vain, lAnd I am own’d a child, 
s! my Shepherd, Holland, Friend, 

Vly Prophet, Priell, and King; 
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My Lord, my life, my way, my end, Accept the praife I bring. 

6 Weak is the effort of my heart, And cold my warmeft thought; 
But when I fee thee as thou art, I’ll praife thee as I ought. 

7 Till then I would thy love proclaim With ev’ry fleeting breath j And may the mufic of thy name Refrefh my foul in death. 
84. Grateful remembrance of Cbrifi. o O EMEMBER thee ! rememberClf, 

While mem’ry holds her place, » 
Can we forget the Lord of life Who faves us by his grace ? 

2 The Lord of life, with glory crown’dj il On heav’n’s exalted throne, Forgets not thofe for whom, on earthJL He heav’d his dying groan. 
3 The promis’d joy he then obtain’d, When he afcended hence, Up from the grave to God’s right har A Saviour and a Prince. 
4 His glory now no tongue of man Or feraph bright can tell; Yet ftill the chief of all bis joys, 

That fouls are fav’d from hell. 
5 For this he came and dwelt on earthy For this his life was giv’n ; 



HYMNS. 85 
cr this he fought and vanquiih’d death j * For this he pleads in heav’n ! 
^in, all ye faints beneath the Iky, ' Your grateful praife to give : 
Ing loud hofannas to the Lord, Who died that you might live. 

85. 
|i Grateful Recollection—Ebcne<zer. 1 San>. vii. 12. 
■^OME, thcu Fount of ev’ry bleffing, •-* Tune my heart to fing thy grace, .reams of mercy never ceafing. 
Call for fongs of loudeft praife. “each me ever to adore thee ; [May I flill thy goodnefs prove j fhile the hope of endlefs glory )Fills my heart with joy and love. 

.ere I raife my Ebenezer, 'iHither by thy help Tm come } ^d I hope by thy good pleafure, iSafely to arrive at home, ifus fought me when a flranger, Wand’ring from the fold of God j e, to fave my foul from danger, 
Interpos’d his precious blood. 
1 to grace how great a debtor Daily I’m ponflrain’d to be ! :t that grace, Lord, like a fetter, 

idJBind my wand’ring heart to thee! 
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Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it; ^ 11 

Prone to leave the God I love— I Here’s ray heart, Lord,take and feal it t Seal it from thy courts above. ‘ j; 

Not q/hamed ofjefus. 
JESUS ! and (hall it ever be, 

A mortal man aflbam’d of thee ! Afham’d of thee whom angels praife, Whofe glories fhine through endlefs da] 
2 Afham’d of Jefus ! that dear Friend On whom my hopes of heav’n depend No ; when 1 blulh. be this my fhame, 

That 1 no more revere his name. 
3 Afham’d of Jefus! yes I may, When I’ve no guilt to wafli away, 

No tear to wipe, no good to crave, No fears to quell, no foul tp fave. 
4 Till then—nor is my boafling vain- 

Till then I boafl a Saviour flain ! And O may this my glory be, 
That Chrift is not afham’d of me ! 

87- 
Jefus precious to the > 

JEStJS, I love thy charming name,! ’Tis mufic to my ear j 
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in would I found it out fo loud, That earth and heav’n might hear. 

>, thou art precious to my foul, 
My tranfport and my truft •, kels to thee are gaudy toys, 
And gold is fordid dull. 

1 my capacious pow’rs can with, In thee doth richly meet 5 r to my eyes is light fo dear, friendlhip half fo fweet. 
ly grace (hall dwell upon my heart, 
And flied its fragrance there : ic nobleft balm of all its wounds, he cordial of its care, 

fpeak the honours of thy name "Vith my laft lab’ring breath ; id, undifmay’d, into thy hands Commit my foul in death. 
88. 

Chrift the burden of the fong. 
‘HOU great Redeemer, bleeding Lamb, We love to hear of thee ; mufic’s like thy charming name, Tor half fo fweet can be. 
Jet us ever hear thy voice, i To us in mercy fpeak, nd in our prieft we will rejoice, 
jThe great Melchifedec ! 
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3 Our Jefus (hall be ftill our theme, While in this world we (lay ; We’ll ling our Jefu’s bleffed name When all things elfe decay. 
4 When we appear in yonder cloud, With all thy favour’d throng, Then will we fing more fweet, more 1 And Chrift (hall be our long. 

89- Cbrift crucified and glorified. 
TT AIL, thou once defpifed Jefus! -*• Hail derided, injur’d King ! 
Thou didft fuffer to releafe us j Thou didft free falvation bring ! 

2 Hail, thou agonizing Saviour, Bearer of our (in and (hame ! 
By thy merits we find favour, Life is given thro’ thy name. 

3 Pafchal Lamb, by God appointed, All our fins were on thee laid ! 
For the glorious work anointed, Thou haft full atonement made ! 

4 All thy people are forgiven, Thro’ the virtue of thy blood ; 
Open’d is the gate of heaven ; Peace is made ’twixt man and God> 

5 Jefus, hail, enthron’d in glory, 
There for ever to abide 1 



the )CL j 
for finners thou art pleading, 'here thou doft our place prepare j rer for us interceding, 'ill in glory we appear. 

90. Vi's iutercejjion typified by Aaron's breajl-plate. Exod xxviii. ig. 
OW let our cheerful eyes furvey Our great High Pried above, 

id celebrate his condant care, .nd fympathetic love, 
tough rais’d to a fuperior throne, 

|Where angels bow around, id high, o’er all the (hining train, With matchlefs honouis crown’d, 
le names of all his faints he bears teep graven on his heart ; br (hill the meaned Chridian fay, | That he hath lod his part, 

i jofe charaflers (hall fair abide .j Our everlading trud, 
i l^hen gems, and monuments, and crowns, .Are moulder’d down to dud. 
! i, gracious Saviour, on my bread j jjVlay thy dear name be worn, 
; 1 (acred ornament and guard, 
i'ITo tndkfs ages borne. 
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91- e religion. 

T\/TY God, what gentle cords are thil ■^V-L How foft, and yet how ftrong ! While pow’r, and truth, and love coml To draw our foul%along. 
2 Thou faw’ft us crufh’d beneath the yoi 

Of Satan and of Sin ; Thv hand the iron bondage broke, 
Our* worthlefs hearts to win. 

3 The guilt of twice ten thoufand fins One oflf’ring takes away ; And grace, when firft the war begins, 
Secures the crowning day. 

4 Comfort through all thitf vale of tears, In rich profufion flows, And glory of unnumber’d years Eternity bellows. 
5 Drawn by fuch cords we onward move 

Till round thy throne we meet; And captives in he chains of love, 
Embrace our Conqu’ror’s feet. 

92. 

gEE, Lord, thy willing fubjefts bow Adoiiug low befortj thy throne j 
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Jfecept our humble cheerful vow— 
feou art our Sov’reign, thou alone, 
■bile on our fouls, and bid usfing b concert with the choir above, ■he glories of our Saviour king, Uhe condefcenfions of his love, 
■mazing love ! that ftoop’d fo low, 
ho view with pity’s melting eye ale men deferving endlefs woe 1 Imazing love ! did Jefus die ? 
| e died to raife to life and joy |he vile, the guilty, the undone j j let his praife each hour employ, 
jill hours no more their circles run ! 
le died !—ye feraphs tune your fongs, j.efound, refound the Saviour’s name > Ibr nought below immortal tongues lan ever reach the wondrous theme* 

93. 
The power of the gofpel. 

'"’HIS is the word of truth and love, ■ Sent to the nations from abovej this Jbhovah bids us trace phe ftrength of his almighty grace. 
ii'his remedy did wifdom find, : o heal difeafes of the mind ; 
fj?his heav’nly balm, whofe fov’reign pow’r 4iian guilty, ruin’d man reltore. 
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3 The gofpel bids the dead revive, Sinners obey the voice, and live; Dry bones are rais'd and cloth’d afrefli,}] s> 

And hearts of ftone are turn’d to flefti. | : 
4 Lions and beads of favage name Put on the nature of the Lamb ; 

While the wide world efteems it ftrangt Gaze, and admire, and hate the change., 
5 May but this grace my foul renew, 

Tho’ finners gaze and hate me too, The word that faves me does engage 
A fure defence from all their rage. 

94- Praife the Redeemer. 
T>LUNG’D in a gulph of dark defpair - •*- We wretched finners lay, Without one cheerful beam of hope, 

Of fpark of glimm’ring.day. I. 
I 2 With pitying eyes the Prince of grace ' 

Beheld our helplefs grief ; He faw, and (O amazing love !) 
He ftoop’d to our relief, 

i 3 Down from the fliining feats above With joyful hade he fied, 
Enter’d the grave in mortal dedr, And dwelt among the dead. 

I 4 Oh ! for this love, let rocks and hills 1 l Their lading filence break, And all harmonious human tongues 
The Saviour’s ptaifes fpeak. 



93 
Lngels, affift our mighty joys, ’ Strike all your harps of gold ; 
imt when you raife your higheft notes His love can ne’er be told. 

95. Walking -with God. 
BY faith in Chrift I walk with God, With heav’n my journey’s end in viewj lupported by his flaff and rod, »Iy road is fafe and pleafant too. 

travel through a defert wide, / ' Vhere many round me blindly ftray ; ut he vouchfafes to be my guide, 
nd will not let me mifs my way. 

'ho’ fnares and dangers throng my path, .nd earth and hell my courfe withftand, triumph over all by faith, uarded by his Almighty hand. 
'he wildernefs affords no food, iut God for my fuppprt prepares : 'rovides me ev’ry needful good, uAnd frees my foul from wants and cares. 

With him fweet converfe I maintain, 
iGreat as he is, I dare be freej I tell him all my grief and pain, : And he reveals his Jove to me. 
Some cordial from his word he brings, 1'Whene’er my feeble fpirit faints $ At once my foul revives and fings, 

1 And yields no more to fad complaints. 
E J 
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7 I pity ihofe who vainly talk 

Of pleafures that will quickly end : |j Be this my choice, O Lord, to walk r 
With thee, my guide, my guard, my frith' 

96. Tempted—butjlying to Cbrijl the refuge. 
JESUS, lover of my foul, 

Let me to thy mercy fly, While the raging billows roll, While the tempeft flill is high ! 1^ Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, Till the florm of life is pad } Safe into the haven guide ; 
O receive my foul at latt. 

2 Other refuge have I none, Hangs my helplefs foul on thee ; 9 f • Leave, ah ! leave me not alone, Still fupport and comfort me : 1. 
All my truft on thee is flay’d. All my help from thee I bring j 1 Cover my defencelefs head WithJLhe fliadow of thy wing. 

3 Thou, O^Lord, art all I want; All in all in thee I find ; Raife the fallen, cheer the faint, Heal the fick, and lead the blind. I 
Juft and holy is thy name, I am all unrighteoufnefs, Vile and full of fin 1 am, 

Thou art full of truth and grace. 



95 HYMNS. 
;nteous grace with thee is found, Grace to pardon all tny fin ; t the healing ftreatns abound, Make and keep me pure within. iou of life the fountain art, Freely let me take of thee ; .t thy love within my heart, '“"well to all eternity. 

97. The meal and cruife of oil. 
Y the poor widow’s oil and meal 

Elijah was fuflain’d ; o’ fmall the flock, it lafted well, For God the flore maintain’d, 
feem’d as if from day to day, They were to eat and die •, ftill, tho’ in a fecret way. He fent a freflj fupply. 

Tius to his poor he ftill will give Juft for the prefent hour : Ut for to morrow they muft live jUpon his word and pow’r. 
a barn or ftore houfe they poflefe On which they can depend ; et have no caufe to fear diftrefs. For Jefus is their friend, 
hen let no fears your minds affail, Remember God. has faid, The cruife and barrel (hall not fail, 
“ My people (hall be fed.” 
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A1 

98. 
The fulnejs of Chrifi. John i. 16. Col. i. 

Fulness refides In Jefus our head, And ever abides To anfwer our need : The Father’s good pleafure Has laid up in ftore A plentiful tieafure To give to the poor. 
2 Whate’er be our wants We need not to fear, Ouf nutn’rous complain's His mercy will hear : His fulnefs (hall yield us Abundant fupplies; His power (hall (hield us, When dangers arife.' 
3 The fountain o’eiHows Our woes to redrefs, Still more he bellows, 

And grace upon grace : His gifts in abundance We daily receive ; He has a redundance For all that believe. 
4 Whatever diftrefs Awaits us below. 
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Such plentiful grace Will Jefus bellow, As Hill (hall fupport us, And filence our fear ; For nothing can hurt us While Jefus is near. 

; When troubles attend, Or danger or ftrife, 
His love will defend And guard us through life : 
And when we are fainting, And ready to die, Whatever is wanting. 

His hand will fupply. 
99- 'The Coronation. Cant. ill. n. 

LL-hail the power of Jefu’s name, Let angels prolfrate fall: 
Jng forth the royal diadem, : *lAnd crown him Lord of all. 

i ibwn him, ye martyrs of our God, Who from his altar call ; ( ktol the Hem of Jeffe’s rod. And crown him Lord of all. 
» chofen feed of Ifrael’s race, 
A remnant weak and fmall ! iail him who faves you by his grace, And crown him Lord of all; 



4 Ye Gentile finners, ne’er forget 
The wormwood and the gall ; Go—fpread your trophies at his feet, Sr. And crown him Lord of all. 

5 Babes, men, and (ires, who know his loves* Who feel your fin and thrall; Now joy with all the hofts above, 
And crown him Lord of all. 

6 Let ev’ry kindred, ev’ry tribe, On this terreftrial ball, To him all majefty afcribe, And crown him Lord of all. 
7 Oh ! that with yonder facred throng, < We at his feet may fall; 

We’il join the everlafting fong, And crown him Lord of all. 
100. 

Trujl of the wicked and the righteoifs compared.^ 
A S parched in the barren fands, Beneath a burning Iky, The worthlefs bramble with’ring Bands, ' And only grows to die : 

Z Such is the finner’s awful cafe, Who makes the world his trufl, And dares his confidence to place In vanity and duB. 
A fecret curfe deflroys his root, And dries his moiBure up ; 
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: :e lives awhile, but bears no fruit, Then dies without a hope. 

happy he whofe hopes depend Upon the Lord alone : he foul that trufts in fuch a friend, Can ne’er be overthrown. 
:'ho’ gourds (hould wither, cifterns break, And creature comforts die : change his folid hope can lhake, Or Hop his fure fupply. 

thrives and blooms the tree whofe roots By conftant ftreams are fed 5 rray’d in green, and rich in fruits, 
It rears its branchi. g head, 
thrives tho’ rain {hould be deny’d, And drought around prevail; 

i'Xis planted by a river fide, i,\ Whofe waters cannot fail. 
101. 

Longing for the. fpread of the Gofpel. 
'^VER the gloomy hills of darknefs, 
I*-' Look, my foul, be {fill and gaze *, . Ij&Jl the promifes do travail With a glorious day of grace. Bleffed jubilee, J |.»et thy glorious morning dawn. 

! ^et the Indian, let the Negro, 
Let the rude Barbarian fee, 



That divine and glorious conqueft, 
Once obtain’d on Calvary $ Let the gofpel 

Loud refound from pole to pole. 
3 Kingdoms wide that fit in darknefs, Grant them, Lord, the glorious ligl And from eaftern coaft to weftern. May the morning chafe the night, 

And redemption Freely purchas’d win the day. 
4 By the beams of gofpel mercy, Let the path of life be (hewn $ 

To the idol ferving nations Let thy holy name be known. For poffeflion Give the heathen to thy Son. 
^ Fly abroad thou mighty gofpel. Win and conquer, never ceafe j May thy lafting wide dominions Multiply and Hill increafe ; Sway thy fceptre, Saviour, all the world around. 

102. Another. 
GREAT Sun of Righteoufnefs arifi Blefs the dark world with heav’n 
Thy gofpel makes the fimple wife, [light 
Thy laws are pure, thy judgments.right. 

2 Thy nobleft wonders here we view, M In fouls renew’d, in fins forgiv’n ; 
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;ive our fins, our fouls renew, make thy word our guide to heav’n. 

103. ■ The incrcafe of the Church. 
IOUT, for the great Redeemer reigns. Thro’ diftant lands his triumphs fpread; 3 finners, freed from Satan’s chains, 
n him their Saviour and their Head, 

'jd’sfons and daughters, from afar, |y at Sion’s gates arrive j fe who were dead in fin before, fov’reign grace are made alive, 
aay his conquefts ftill increafe, ev’ry foe his pow’r fubdue ! 51e angels celebrate his praife, faints his growing glories (hew. 
fd hallelujahs to the Lamb, n all below and all above ; ifty fongs exalt his name, • ngs as lafting as his love. 

104- I11 The excellence of the holy feriptures. \THER of mercies, in thy word What endlefs glory (hir.es 1 ever be thy name ador’d 
or thefe reviving lines. 

y the wretched fons of want ^.xhauftlefs riches find ; ihes, above what earth can grant, 
And lafting as the mind. 
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3 Here the Redeemer’s welcome voice Spreads heav’nly peace around ; And life and everlaftintr joys . Attend the blifsful found. 
4 O may thefe heav’nly pa^es be Through life my chief delight; And ftill new beauties may I fee, And ftill increafing light. 
5 Divine Inftrudlor, gracious Lord, Be thou for ever near ! Teach me to love thy facred word, 

And view my Saviour there. 
105. The refuge, rimer, and rock of the charch, Ifa. xxxii. a. 

TTE who on earth as man was knowa 
'*• And bore our fins and pains j Now ftated on the eternal throne, 
The God of glory reigns. 

2 His hands the wheels of nature guide 
With an unerring (kill; And countlefs worlds, extended wide, Obey his fov’reign will. 

3 While harps unnumber’d found his praife In yonder world above, His faints on earth admire his ways, m 
And glory in his love. 

4 His right’oufnefs, to faith reveal’d, - 
Wrought out for guilty worms, 



jfords a hiding-place and (hield, Rrom enemies and dorms. 
land through which his pilgrims go, !s defolate and dry : t dreams of grace from him o’erflow, Their third to fatisfy. 

hen troubles like a burning fun, - Beat heavy on their head, r flicker to this Rock they run, ifknd find a pleafifig (hade. 
ow glorious he ! how happy they In fuch a glorious friend ! hofe love fecures them all the way, 
\nd crowns them at the end. 

106> Rejignation. iON will the toilfome flrife be o’er Of forrow and of care, jjd life’s dull vanities no more 
‘This anxious bread enfnare. 
turage, my foul ! on God rely, (Deliv’rance foon will come ; f thoufand ways Jehovah has ]To bring believers home. 

1 -e firfl I drew this vital breath, : [Thom nature’s prifon free, 1 [oflVs in number, meafure, weight, 
IjAppointed were for me. 
jit thou, my (hepherd, friend, and guide, -1 Had led me kindly on, 
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Taught me to reft my weary head On Chrift, “ the corner-ftone.” 

5 So comforted, and fo fuftain’d, With dark events I ftrove, And found them, as I walk’d by faith, 
All meflengers of love. 

6 With lilent and fubmiflive awe, Adore a chaft’ning God, Revere his judgments, truft his word, And humbly kifs the rod. 
107- Love to Christ. TTARK, my foul, it is the Lord; A ’Tis thy Saviour, hear his word ; Jefus fpeaks, and fpeaks to thee ; “ Say, poor (inner, lov’ft thou me ? 

2 I deliver’d thee when bound, And when wounded, heal’d thy wou Sought thee wand’i ing, fet thee rightj Turn’d thy darknefs into light. 
3 Can a woman’s tender care Ceaife toward the child live bare ? Yes, Ihe may forgetful be, Yet will I remember thee. 
4 Mine is an unchanging love, 

Higher than the heights above : Deeper than the depths beneath, Free and faithful, ftrong as death. 
5 Thou (halt fee my glory foon, 

When the work of grace is done ; 
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.’artner of my throne (halt be, 
say, poor finner, lov’fl thou me 

;Lprd, it is my chief complaint, 'That my love is weak and faint ; Vet I love thee and adore : 
0 for grace to love thee more ! 

108. 
Precious promifes. 

OW firm a foundation, ye faints of the Lord, Is laid for your faith, in his excellent word I i'What more can he lay than to you he hath 
[ faid, i You, who unto Jefus for refuge have fled ? 

In ev’ry condition, in iicknefs, in health, I n poverty’s vale, or abounding with wealthj 1 At home and abroad, on the land, on the fea, [(hall be.” : “ As days may demand, fo thy fuccour 
t Fear not, I am with thee, O be not difmay’d, I, I am thy God, and will Hill give thee aid j I’ll (Lengthen thee, help thee, and caufe thee to (land, Upheld by my righteous omnipotent hand, 
t When through the deep waters I caufe thee to go, [flow j The rivers of trouble thee (hall not o’er- For I will be with thee, thy troubles to blefs, 

And fandify to thee thy deepeft'diltrefs. 
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5 When through fiery trials thy journey lie, 

My grace all-fufficient fliall be thy fupp The flame lb all not hurt thee, I only di 
Thy drofs to confume, and thy gold to i 

6 Ev’n down to old age, ail my people prove 
My fov’reign, eternal, unchangeable 1< And when hoary hairs fliall their temp adorn,• [born 
My children fliall flill in my bofom 

109- 
How fiall 1 put thee among the children ? Jer. il 

A LAS ! by nature how deprav’i How prone to ev’ry ill ! Our lives to Satan how enflav’d, How obftinate our will! 
2 And can fuch tinners be reftor’d, Such rebels reconcil’d ? Can grace itielf the means afford 

To make a foe a child 
3 Yes, grace has found the wondrous mea Which fliail effeflual prove, To cleanfe us from our countless fins, ; 

And teach our hearts to love. 
4 Jtfus for finners undertakes. And dy’d that we may live; His blood a full atonement makes, 

And cries aloud “ Forgive.” 



1 et one thing more muft grace provide, To bring us home to God, ir we (hall (light the Lord who dy’d, i And .trample on his blood. 
The Holy Spirit muft reveal i The Saviour’s work and worth ; 

'ben the hard heart begins to feel A new and heav’nly birth. 
* Thus bought with blood, and born again, '■ Redeem’d, and fav’d bv grace, ^ lebels, in God’s own houfe obtain 

A fon’s and daughter’s place. 
no. Breathing after the Holy Spirit. 

|/^OME, Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dove, With all thy quick’ning pow’rs, 
'Kindle a flame of facred love 1 In thefe cold hearts of ours. 

■Look how we grovel here below, i Fond of thefe trilling toys : ■Our fouls how heavily they go i To reach eternal joys. 
iDear Lord ! and (hall we ever lie i Jn fuch a lifelefs (late ? | Our love fo faint, fo cold to thee, ! And thine to us fo great ! 
^Coroe, Holy Spirit, heav’nly Dov;, 
, With all thy quick’ning pow’r<. Come (hed abroad a Saviour’s love, And that (hall kindle oui$. 
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111. Invitation to reft. ^OME, weary fouls, wi h fins difla Come and accept the promis’d r 

The Saviour’s gracious call obey. And call your gloomy fears away. 
1 Opprefs’d with guilt, a painful load, 

O come and fpread your woes abroad IP Divine compaflion, mighty love Will all the painful load remove. 
3 Here mercy’s boundlefs ocean Hows, To cleanfe your guilt, and heal your' Pardon, and life, and endlefs peace j How rich the gift ! how free the grai 
4 Lord, we accept with thankful heart, The hope thy gracious words impart: We come, believing we rejoice, 

And blefs the kind inviting voice. ■ 
5 Bled Saviour ! let thy pow’rful love Confirm our faith, our fears remove ; And fweetly influence ev’ry bread, And guide us to eternal red. 

112. As thy dtys.fo Jball thy ftrength he. Dcut. xxs A Fflicted faint, to Chrid draw ne ^ Thy Saviour’s gracious promifeiht His faithful word declares to thee, 1 
That as thy days, thy drength fliall be., 

2 Let not thy heart defpond and fay. 
How (hall I dand the trying day i 
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He has engag’d by firm decree, That as thy days, thy ftrength (hall be. 

.. Thy faith is weak, thy foes are ftrong; , iV-nd if the conflift (hould be long, I'hy Lord will make the tempter flee J For as thy days, thy ftrength ftiall be. 
Should perfecution rage and flame, 
Still truft in thy Redeemer's name j In fiery trials thou (halt fee, That, as thy days, thy ftrength (hall be. 
When call’d to bear the weighty crofs, 

r Or fore affliction, pain, or lofs, Or deep diftrefs, or poverty, , Still as thy days, thy ftrength (hall be. 
When ghaftly death appears in view, Chrift’s prefence (hall thy fears fubdue 5 He comes to fet thy fpirit free, 1 'And as thy days, thy ftrength (hall be. 

113. Grace reigning to the chief ofjinners. 
'WlHEN I my wicked heart furvey * * And courfe of life from day to day ; | There’s nought to meet my wretched view But fin, and death, its proper due. 

:r, But honour, praife, and glory rife 
: To Him who reigns above the (kies! To pardon guilt of deepeft (tains ' , j 

Unbounded mercy ever reigns ! 
Jehovah’s Tellosv—wondrous grace ! -■ Appear’d and fuffer’d in our place ; 

F 
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His blood upon the crofs was fhed, And he was number’d with the deadl f 

4 His chofen he redeem’d from death, When he for them refign’d his breathil. .Bearing the curfe, the wrath divine, jl 
That mercy might for ever fhine ! C 

5 See from the dead the firft born come;l The Lord of life hath burft the tomb | To all the world, from this bleft hour,] 
Declar’d the Son of God with pow’r.|L 

6^This is enough—’tis all we need ; II, The Lord of life is ris’n indeed : The vileft wretch that breathes the airii Has now no reafon to defpair. 
7 O may our joy and boafting be In him who died upon the tree ! Still may the work he finifh’d there Preferve from doubt and dark defpair f 

114- ’Buried and rifen with Chri/l. 
■ Ye heirs of glory hear ; For accents fo divine as thefe Might charm the dulleft ear. 

a Baptiz’d into our Saviour’s death, 1 Our fouls to iin mud die ; With Chrift our Lord we live anew, With Chrift afcend on high. 
3 There by his Father’s fide he fits, 

Enthron’d divinely fair j 
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ifet owns himfelf oar Brother ftill, And our Forerunner there. 
JVe from thefe eatthly trifles rife, Iropel’d by faith and love ; Above, our choiceft treafure lies,. And be our hearts above. 

115. Love to Ghrift. ET worldly minds the world purfue, -1 It has no charms for me j Once I admir’d its trifles too. But grace has fet.me free. 
Its pleafures now no Iqnger pleafe, No more content afford ; Far from my heart be joys like thefe. Now I have feen the Lord. 

, 'As by the light of op’ning day The Bars are all conceal’d j So earthly pleafures fade away, When Jefus is reveal’d. 
Creatures no more divide my choice, I bid them all depart ; His name, and love, and gracious voice, Have fix’d my wand’ring heart. 
Now, Lord, I would be thine alone, And wholly live to thee ; But may I hope that thou wilt own 

A worthlefs worm like me ! 
Yes! though of finners I’m the worfl, 

I cannot doubt thy will, 
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For if thou hadft not lov’d me firft, 

I had refus’d thee ftill. 
116 Defrription of Sion. SION, the city of our God, How glorious is the place ! 

The Saviour, there, has his abode, And dinners fee his face. 
2 Firm againft ev’ry adverfe (hock, Its mighty bulwarks prove ; ’Tis built upon the living rock, And wall’d around with love. 
3 There all the fruits of glory grow, And joys th it never die •, 

And dreams of grace and knowledge ic The foul to fatisfy. 
4 O Lord, regard thy people’s pray’r, Thy promife now fulfil; And young and old by grace prepare. 

To dwell on Sion’s hill. 
m- 1 ’will not let thee go except thou hie ft Gen. sx« k > 6 LORD, I caanot kt thee go. Till a blcffing thou bedow j Do not turn away thy fape. 

Mine’s an urgent, prellingcafe, 
2 Dod thou a Ik me who I am ? Ah, my Lord, thou kuow’d ray nanje 
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;t the queftion gires a plea j fupport tny fuit with thee, 
hou didft onee a wretch behold, rebellion blindly bold, 
orn thy grace, thy pow’r defy ; hat poor rebel, Lord, was 1. 
nee a finner near defpair, iught thy mercy feat by pray’r j lercy heard and fet him free, ord, that mercy came to me. 

i tany days have pafs’d fince then, 1 tany changes I have feen, ^et have been upheld till now j /ho could hold me up but thou ? 
'hou had help’d in ev’ry need j ’his emboldens me to plead j tfter fo much mercy pad, 
land thou let me fink at lad ? 
Jo—I mud maintain my hold, Sris thy goodnefs makes me bold j I can no denial take, yhen I plead for Jefu’s fake. 

118. 
The great Shepherd. 

"'HE Lord my flrepberd and my guide Will all my wants fupply ; 
.n fafety I diall dill abide, Beneath his watchful eye. 
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2 If from Ills fold I thoughtlefs ftray, i 1 He leads the wand’rer home j And (hews my erring feet the way. Where dangers cannot come. 
3 Though hafl’ning to the filent tomb, And death’s dark (hades appear, Thy prefence, Lord, (hall cheer the glq And banilh every fear. 
4 No evil can my foul difmay While I am near my God ; The (Length and comfort of my way His (faff and guiding rod. 

j 5 Thy favours compafs me around ; Thou giv’ll me peace and food ; 
By thee my fleeting life is crown’d , With every needful good. 

I 6 Thus let thy love, extended dill Through all my future days, Keep me obedient to thy will. And fervent in thy praife. 
119. I&in. by nature, grace, and glory. f ‘ 

T OR D, what is man ? extremes bow v ' In this myfterious nature join ! The fle(h, to worms and dud ally’d, The foul immortal and divine. 
2 Divine at firft, a holy flame Kindled by the Almighty’s breath ; Till, ftain’d by (in, it Coon became The feat of darknefs, (Life, and death. 
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ijefus, O amazing grace ! m’d out nature as his own, p’d and fuffer’d in our place, 1 took it with him to his throne, 

what is man, when grace reveals virtue of a Saviour’s blood ? %iiin a life divine he feels, Bipifes earth, and walks with God. 
a* 1 what, in yonder realms above, 

infom’d man ordain’d to be ? :h honour, holinefs, and love, 
feraph more adorn’d than he. 
ireft the throne, and firft in fong, a (hall his hallelujahs raife; jile wond’ring angels round him throng, J fwell the chorus of his praife. 

120. mtath of Chriji the only fource of peace of mini. 
Hen to my fight the Lord (hines forth, i' I’m fill’d with awe and fear j juftice with uplifted arm, ’ ii)’erwhelms me with defpair. 

t former figns of grace can then Relieve my troubled heart; i\ ! paft experiences of love lA.dd torture to my fmart ! 
iihere no room for mercy left ? i s grace for ever gone ? mind the years of thy right hand 
i And wonders thou haft done ; 
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4 When to be one with fons of men J Immanuel did not fcorn, .1. 

And when from Jtffe’s humble houfe A: The holy child was born. 
5 I’ll mind the greatnefs of that love | Which glow’d within his brealt. When all the wrath of God for fin 

His holy foul opprefs’d : 
$ When God’s own well beloved Son IP Went mourning to the grave, And died beneath the curfe, that grace Might dying finners lave, 
y This fign pf Jove my foul relieves ; jflti ’ l is eafe from all my pain : I will not dread to fee the Lord, For (thrift the Lamb was flain ! 

121. Zlinning the CkrijUan race. Phil Hi n,— J4 j|l A WAKE, my foul, ftretch ev’ry nervt,;| And prefs with vigour on ; 
A heav’nly race demands thy zeal, And an immortal crpwn. 

2 ’Tis God’s all-animating voice That calls thee from on high ; 
’Tis his own hand prefents the priz'e * To thine afpiring eye. 

3 A cloud of witneffes around Hold thee in full furvey : Forget the Heps already trod. And onward urge thy way. 



H(fs’d Savkmr, introduc’d by tbee, ■rdave we our race begun ; id, crown’d with viilory, at thy feet 
i<*Ve lay our trophies down. 

S 12^. The Chri/liarCs bap'pinefs. i.|[APPY indeed the Chriftian’s ftate ! 
l]'*' His fins are all forgiv’n T t cheering ray confirms the grace, nAnd lifts his hopes to beav’n. 
(■lough in the rugged path of life, i He heaves the penfive figh : 
t t, trufting in his God, he finds' ! Deliv’ring grace is nigh. 

to prevent his wand’ring fteps, s He feels the chaft’ning rod £' »e gentle flroke fhall bring him back o To his forgiving God. 
ad when the welcome meffage comes j To call his foul away ; i i s foul in raptures (hall afcend /ITo everlalting day, 

123- Gofpel privileges. A Happt they who know the Lord, ^ With whom he deigns to dwell! Pc feeds and cheers them by his word- 1: His arm fupports them well. 
I o t ,em in each diftrefling hour, 
f l His throne of grace is near 5 
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And, when they plead his love and pow He (lands engag’d to hear. 

3 He help’d his faints in ancient days, Who trufted in his name ; 
And we can witnefs, to his praife, His love is ftill the fame. 

4 Wand’ring in fin, our fouls he found, And bade us feek his face j Gave us to hear the gofpel-found, 
And tafte the gofpel grace. 

5 Oft in his houfe his glory (bines 
Before our wond’ring eyes; We wifli not then for golden mines, Or aught beneath the (kies. 

6 His prefence fweetens all our cares, And makes our burdens light; 
A word from him difpels our fears, And gilds the gloom of night. 

7 Lord, we expedt to fuffer here, Nor would we dare repine : 
But give us (till to find thee near, And own us (till for thine. 

8 Let us enjoy, and highly prize Thefe tokens of thy love, 
Till thou (halt bid our fpirits rife, To wor(hip thee above. 

124- The Chriflian'i future reft 
WE feek a reft beyond the (kies, In everlafting day; 
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jhro’ floods and flames the paflage lUsa But Jefus guards the way. 
I?he fuelling flood and raging flame Hear and obey his word j I'hen let us triumph in his name. Our Saviour is the Lord. 

125. The Lord 'will provide. 
THROUGH troubles affait, And dangers affright. Though friends fliould all fail* And foes all unite, Yet one thing fecures us, Whatever betide. The fcripture affures us. The Lord will provide. 

2 The birds without barn Or ftbrehoufe are fed, 
From them let us learn To truft for our bread : 
His faints, what is fitting Shall ne’er be deny’d, So long as ’tis written. 
The Lord will provide. 

3 We may, like the (hips. By tempefts be toft On perilous deeps, But cannot be loft : 
Tho’ Satan enrages The wind and the tide, 
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The protnife engages The Lord will provide. 

4 His call we obey. 
Like Abra’m of old. Not knowing our way, But faith makes us bold ; For tho’ we are fl rangers, We have a good guide, And truft in all dangers, The Lord will provide. 

.5 When Satan appears To flop up our path, And fill us with fears, We triumph by faith ; He cannot take from us, Tho’ oft he has try’d, This heart-cheering promife, The Lord will provide. 
<$ He tells us we’re weak, Our hope is in vain, 

The good that we feek , We ne’er (hall obtain •, But when fuch fuggeftions Our fpirits have ply’d, 
This anfwers all quefltens, 
The Lord will provide. 

7 No llrength of out own, Or goodnefe we chum •, Yet fince-we have known The Saviour’s great name, 



HYMNS. Ill 
In this our ftrong tow’r For fafety we hide, The Lord is our power, The Lord will provide. 

| 8 When life finks apace. And death is in view, This word of his grace Shall comfort us through j No fearing or doubting With Chrift on our fide, 
We hope to die (houting, The Lord will provide. 

126. ' the joy of the Lord is your strength. Neh. viii 10. 
JOY is a fruit that will not grow In nature’s barren foil : All we can boaft. till Chrift we know Is vanity and toil. 

| But wheie the Lord has planted grace, 
» And made his glories known . , There fruits of heav’nly joy and peace Are found, and there alone. 

A bleeding Saviour feen "by faith, A fenfopf pard’ning love, 
i A hope that triumphs ever death. Give joys like thofe above. 
. To take a glimpfe within the vail, To know thaf God is mine, Are fprings of joy that never fail, 

Unfpeakabk ! divine 1 



121 HYMNS. 
5 Thefe are the joys which fatisfy, And fan&ify the mind ; Which make the fpirit mount on high, v And leave the world behind. 
6 No more, believers, mourn your lot, But if you are the Lord’s, Refign to them that know him not Such joys as earth affords. 

127- Divine mercy. 
C EE mercy, mercy from on high, ^ Defcends to rebels doom’d to die : ’Tis mercy free which knows no bound How grand, how gladfome is the found ! ^ 

2 Soon as the re:gn of fin began, The light of mercy dawn'd on man, When God announc’d the early news, “ The woman’s feed thy head Ihall bruife. 
3 Brightly it beam’d on men forlorn, When Chrift the holy child was born; I 

And in its fulleft-fplendour (hone,' When Jefus dying, cried, “ ’Tis done.” J 
4 It triumph’d when from death he rofe, j And broke the power of all his foes j 

And fince he took his feat on high, Now mercy reigns eternally. 
5 Till we (hall join the happy throng. This mercy (hall be (till our fong; And ev’ry fcheme (hall God confound 

Of fuch as ftrive its courfe to bound ! 
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128. Grounds of rejoicing in Chrift.. 

P EJOICE, the Lord is King ! The Prince of Life adore O Sion, (hout and fing, And triumph evermore : Lift up your heart, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice aloud, ye faints rejoice. 

Jefus, the Saviour, reigns, The God of truth and love j When he had purg’d our fins, 
He took his feat above : ;f.ift up your heart, lift up your voice, ! Rejoice aloud, ye faints rejoice. 
His kingdom cannot fail, He rules o’er earth and heav’n : The keys of death and hell Are to our Jefus giv’n : Lift up your heart, lift up your voice, Rejoice aloud, ye faints rejoice. 

! He fits at God’s right hand, Till all his foes fubmit, And bow at his command, And fall beneath his feet: Lift up y-our he irt, lift up your voice, Rejoice aloud, ye faints rejoice. 
Hfe all our foes {hall quell, Shall death itfelf deftroy, And all his people fill 
With pure celeftialjoy : 
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Lift up your heart, lift up your voice*, || Rejoice aloud, ye faints rejoice. 

6 Rejoice in glorious hope, Jefus the Judge (hall come, 
And take hisfervaiits up To their eternal home. We foon (hall hear th’ arch angel’s voice 

The trump of God (hall found, “ Rejoice !" 
129- Detigbt in the chnrntter x>f God. r 

PARENT of good ! thy works of migi { I trace with w-onder and delight, j 
In them thy glories (hine ; There’s nought in earth, or fea, or air, h Or heav’n itfelf, that’s good or fair, But what is wholly thine. 

2 The riches of thy matchlefs grace, Difplay’d in the Redeemer’s face, Still more attraft my mind $ Here wifdom, love, and mercy meet, 
In all their dignity complete, With truth and juflice join’d. 

3 Thy glories here immenfely rife, They ftrike my foul with fweet furprife, 
And heav’nly pleafure yield ; An ocean vaft without a bound, 

Where ev’ry noble wi(h is drown’d, And ev’ry want is fill’d. 
4 Thy love is my unfailing (lore, 

Thy light in darknefs 1 implore, 



I 
123 HYMNS. 

. j To fet my heart at reft : Were I depriv’d of all below, And thou thy gracious fmile beftow, I (hould be tichly bleft. 
This all my gloomy path (hall cheer, And banifti ev’ry painful fear That can my foul invade : 

j Should earth and hell againft me join, ; The beamings of thy love divine Would give me fov’reign aid. 
What (hall I do to fpread thy praife, My God, through my remaining days, Or how thy name adore ? - To thee I confecrate my breath *, May I be thine in life and death, 

And thine for evermore. 
130. Heavenly joy on earth. 

/^OME, ye that love the Lord, 
^ And let your joys be known, foin in a fong with fweet accord, And thus furround the throne. 
The forrows of the mind Be banifh’d from the place j Religion neyer was defign’d To make our pleafure lefs. 
Let thofe refufe to ling. Who never knew our God, 0ut children of the heav’nly King May fReak their joys abroad. 
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4 The God who rules on high, Whofe thunder rends the clouds, Who rides upon the ftormy Iky, And calms the raging floods— 
5 This awful God is our’s, Our Father rich in love : He (hall fend down his heav’nly pow’j To carry us above. 
6 There (hall we fee his face, And never, never fin : There, from the rivers of his grace Drink endlefs pleafures in. 
7 Yes, and before we rife To that immortal ftate, The thoughts of fuch amazing blifs, Should conftant joys create. 
8 Then let our fongs abound, And ev’ry tear be dry ; We’re marching thro’ this barren ground, To fairer worlds on high. 

131- Chriji the hope of his people. 
N all my troubles (harp and ftrong, My foul to Jefus flies •, My anchor-hold is firm in him When fwelling billows rife. 

2 His comforts bear my fpirits up, I truft a faithful God ; The fure foundation of my hope 
Is in my Saviour’s blood. 
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joud hallelujahs fing, my foul, To thy Redeemer’s Name ; 
n joy and forrow, life and death, I His love is Hill the fame. 

132. I will trust, and not be afraid. 
•nEGONE unbelief, 

My Saviour is near, And for my relief Will furely appear : By pray’r let me wreftle, And he will perform ; With Chiift in the veffel I fmile at the ftorm. 
2 Tho’ dark be my way, Since he is my guide, ’Tis mine to obey, ’Tis his to provide : Tho’ cifterns be broken, And creatures all fai', The word he has fpoken Shall furely prevail. 
3 His love in time pall Forbids me to think 

He’ll leave me at laft In trouble to fink •, 
Each fweet Ebenezer I have in review. Confirms his good pleafure To help me quite through. 
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4 Determin’d to fave, He watch’d o’er my path, When Satan’s blind flave, I fported with death. And can he have taught me To truft in his name. And thus far have brought me, To put me to (hame ? 
5 Why (hould I complain 

Of want or did refs. Temptation or pain, 
He told me no lefs : The heirs of faivation, I know from his word. Thro’ much tribulation, 
Muft follow their Lord. 

6 How bitter that cup No heart can conceive, Which Jefus drank up That dinners might live ! 
His way was much rougher 
And darker than mine •, Did Jefus thus fuflfer, And thall I repine ? 

7. Since all that 1 meet Shall work for my good, The bitter is fweet. The med’eine is food ; Tho’ painful 'at prefent, ’Twill ceafe before long. 
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And then, O ! how pleafant The conqueror’s fong. 

133- Faith's review and expeHation. 1 Chron. xvii. 16, 17. 
Mazing grace! (how fweet the found!) 
That fav’d a wretch like me ! I once was loft, but now am found, Was blind, but now I fee. 

’Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, And grace my fears reliev’d j How precious did that grace appear, 
The hour I firft believ’d. 

Through many dangers, toils and fnares, 1 have already come j 
^Tis grace has brought me fafe thus far, And grace will lead me home. 
The Lord has promis’d good to me, His word my hope fecures: He will my (hield and portion be, 
1 As long as life endures. 
Yes, when this flefh and heart (hall fail, And mortal life (hall ceafe, I (hall poffefs within the vail A life of joy and peace. 
The earth fhall foon diffolve like fnow, 

The fun fdrbear to Ihine ; Eut God, who call’d me here below, 
Will be forever mine. 

; 
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134- Faith in Chrift. 

PPROACH, my foul, the mercy-f Where Jefus anfwers pray’r. There humbly fall before his feet, 
For none can perifti there. 

2 Thy promife is my only plea, 
With this I venture nigh ; Thou calleft burden’d fouls to thee. 
And fuch, O Lord, am I. 

3 Bow’d down beneath a load of fin By Satan forely preft, By war without, and fears within, I come to thee for reft. 
4 Be thou my flueld and hiding-place. That, (helter’d near thy fide, My fierce accufer I may face, And tell him, “ Thou haft died.” 
5 Oh wondrous love ! to bleed and die. To bear the crofs and ftiame, That guilty finners, fuch as I, 

Might plead thy gracious name. 
135. Confidence. 'Y’ES ! fince God himfelf has faid it, 

On the promife I rely j His good word demands my credit, What can unbelief reply ? He is ftrong, and can fulfil j He is truth, and therefore uv'/A 
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Sure the Lord thus far has brought me By his watchful tender care ; Sure ’tis he himfelf has taught me How to feek his face by pray’r j After fo much mercy paft, 

Will he give me up at laft ? 
In my Saviour’s interceffion ■Therefore I will ftill confide j Lord, accept my free confeflion, I have finn’d—but thou haft died : This is all I have to plead, This is all the plea I need. 

136. 7he word a fyjlem of knowledge and joy. Pfal. cxix. 105. 
TJOW precious is the book divine, By infpiration giv’n ! “Bright as a lamp its do&rines Ihine To guide our fouls to heav’n. 
It fweetly cheers our drooping hearts In this dark vale of tears : Life, light, and joy, it ftill imparts, And quells our rifing fears. 

I This lamp through all the tedious night Of life fhall guide our way, Till we behold the clearer light 
Of an eternal day. 

137- The light and glory of the tctrd. f I 'HE Spirit, by his holy word, 
-*• Reftores the blind to fight > 



132 HYMNS. 
Precepts and promifes afford 

A fanftifying light. 
2 A glory gilds the facred page, Majeflic like the fun, It gives a light to ev’ry age. It gives, but borrows none. 
3 By it Jehovah ftill fupplies The gracious light and heat; His truths upon the nations rife, 

They rife, but never fet. 
4 Let everlafting thanks be thine, For fuch a bright difplay. 

As makes a world of darknefs fhine With beams of heav’nly day. 
.5 My foul rejoices to purfue The fteps of him I love, 

Till glory breaks upon my view In brighter worlds above. 
138. Encouragement to perfeveranee. TOEHOLD what witneffes unfeen -* * Encompafs us around ; Men once like us by fufTring tried, 

But now with glory crown’d. 
2 Let us, with zeal like their’s infpir’d, Purfue the Chriftian race, And freed from each incumb’ring weigh. Their holy footifeps trace. 
3 Behold a witnefs nobler ftill 

Who trod affli&ion’s path ; 
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lifers at once the Finifher And Author of our faith, 

i He, for the joy before him fef, So gen’rous was his love, Endur’d the crofs, defpis’d the fhame 5 
And now he reigns above, 

if he the fcorn of wicked men With patience did fuftain. Becomes it thole for whom he died To murmur or complain 
No ; let our hearts no more defpoitfl^ Our hands be weak no more j 
Still let us truft our Father’s love^. His wifdom ffiii adore. 

139- Death f-wallo’wed up in •viftbry, 
HEN the laft trumpet’s awful voice 
This rending earth ihall fliake, , When op’ninggraves(hallyieldtheircharge, 

And dull to life awake : 
'I'hefe bodies that corrupted fell Shall uncorrupted rife, And mortal forms lhall fpring to life 

Immortal itOthe Ikies. 
Behold what nnaiint prophets fung Is now at length fulfil’d ! 
That Death Ihould yield his ancient reigr. And vanquilh’d, quit the field. ’ 
Irft Faith lift up her joyful voice, 

And thus begin to ling, 
G 
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“ O Grave, where is thy triumph now;{n And where, O Death, thy fling ?” ' 

5 Thy fling was fin and confcious guilt, S ’Twas this that arm’d thy dart j The law gave fin its ftrength and force - To pierce the finner’s heart. 
6 But God, whofe name be ever bleft, t Difarms the foe we dread, And makes us conqu’rors when w e die. 

Thro’ Chrift our living head. 
7 Theji ftedfaft let us ftill remain, Though dangers rife around, And in the work preXcrib’d by God Still more and morpjabound. 
8 Aflur’d that though \ye labour now', We labour not in vain, 

But thro’ the grace of Chrift our Lord Th’ eternal crown ftiall gain. 
140. 

Love to the Brethren. , 
BLESS’D be the tie that binds Our hearts in Chiiftian love ; 

The fellowlhip of kindred minds Is like to that above, 
a Before our Father’s throne We pour our ardent pray’rs •, Our fears, our hopes, our aims are tpe, 

Our comforts and our cares. 
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' When we afunder part, It gives iis inward pain * 
But we (hall dill be join’d in heart, And hope to meet again. 

This glorious hope revives Our courage by the way, While each in expectation lives, 
And longs to fee the day. 
From forrow, toil, and pain, And fin we (hall be free, 'And perfeft love and friendfliip reign Through all eternity. 

141. 
Chri/lian lout. Gal.,tit. 18. 

j TESUS, Lord, we look to thee* ^ Let us in thy name agree $ Shew thyfelf the Prince of peace, 
Bid all jars for ever ceafe. 
,By thy reconciling love, Ev’ry (tumbling block remove •, Each to each, unite, endear ; Come, and fpread thy banner here. 
Make us of one heart and mind, [Courteous, pitiful and kind ; . Lowly, meek in thought and word, ! Altogether like our Lord, 

j Let us each for other care, Each the other’s burden bear ; 
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To thy church a pattern give, Shew how true believers live. 

5 Let us then with joy remove To thy family above, 
On the wings of angels fly, She ow true believers die. 

142. 
Love anti unity. 

TTAIL, everlafting Prince of peace ! Hail, Governor divine ! How gracious is thy fceptre’s fway ! 
What gentle laws are thine ! 

2 Thy tender heart with love o’erflow’d Love Ipoke in ev’ry breath, "Vig’rous it reign’d through all thy life 
And>triumph’d in thy death. 

3 All thefe united charms how ftrong Our ftubborn hearts to move ! 
And this the proof of love to thee, “ That we each other love.” 

4 O be the fecred law fulfil’d In ev’ry aft and thought; Each angry pafiion far remov’d, Each felfifh view forgot. 
5 Be all our hearts dilated wide By our Redeemer’s grace. And, in one grafp of fervent love, His followers all embrace. 
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143. Wutchfulntfs and prayer. 

A LAS, what hourly dangers rife. What fnares befet my way ! 
Of thefe, my foul, be ftill appris’d. And hourly watch and pray. 
The world, the devil, and the flefti. My feeble foul invade ; I find my own refillance vain, 

And afk my Saviour’s aid. 
iWhene’er temptations would allure, Or fill with dread my heart, 
My God, to help in time of need, Thy powerful grace impart. 
May fear of thee, and hate of fin, My watchful foul poffefs ; 

| And lively faith and joyful hope My vigilance increafc. 
Help me to pray, and watch, and flrive; 

O bid the tempter flee j 1 And let me never, never ftray 
From happinefs and thee. 

144- A prayer for humility. ORD, if thou thy grace impart, ■ • Poor in fpirit, meek in heart, [ I (hall as my Mailer be, 1 Cloth’d with mild humility. 
I ; Simple, teachable, and mild, 
t Chang’d into a little child ; 
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Pleas’d with all the Lord provides, 
Wean’d from all the world belides. 

3 Father, fix my foul on thee, Ev’ry evil let me flee, 
Nothing want beneath, above, Happy in thy preeious love. 

4 O that all may feek and find 
Ev’ry good in Jefus join’d ! Him let Ifrael ftill adore, 
Trull him, praife him evermore. 

145. Meeknefs. 
UIET, Lord, my froward heart. V2 Make me teachable and mild, 

Upright, Ample, free from art, 
Make me as a weaned child •, From dilVruft and envy free, Pleas’d with all that pleafes thee. 

2 What thou (halt to-day provide, Let me as a child receive : 
What to morrow may betide, 
Calmly to thy wifdom leave. ’Pis enough that thou wilt care. Why fhould 1 the burden bear > 

3 As a little child relies On a care beyond his own, : 

Knows he’s neither ftrong nor wife. Fears to llir a fiep alone : Let me thus with thee abide. As my Father, Guard, and Guide. 
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Thus preferv’d from Satan’s wiles, Safe from dangers, free from fears, May I live upon thy fmiles, 
Till the promis’d hour appears. When the Tons of God lhall prove 

All their Father’s boundlefs love. 
146. The request. 

TPATHER, whate’e ^ Thy fov're 
of earthly bills ‘reign will denies, 

Accepted at thy throne of grace, Let this petition rife : 
Give me a calm, a thankful heart, “ From ev’ry murmur free ; The bleffings of thy grace impart, “ And make me live to thee. 

“ Let the fweet hope, that thou art mine, “ My life and death attend ; | “ Thy prefence through my journey (hine, 
“ And crown my journey’s end.” 

147. Vatience. Lord, though bitter is the cup Thy gracious hand deals out to me, I cheerfully would drink it up j. That, cannot hurt which comes from thee. 
I ’Tis mix’d by fhy unchanging love. And not a drop of wrath is there ; The faints who now are blefs’d above, Were often moft affixed here. 
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3 From Jeius, thy incarnate Son, I’ll learn obedience to thy will, And humbly kifs the chaft’ning rod. 

When its fevereft ftrokesf^l feel. 
148. She .Jbortnefs and mifery of life. \UR days, alas ! our mortal days Are (hort and wretched too j Evil and few the patriarch fays, 

And well the patriarch knew,’. 
2. ’Tis but at beft a narrow bound That Fieav’n allows to men, And pains, and fins run through the round 1 

Of three-fcore years and ten. 
3 Lord, let thy grace prepare my foul, And call me to the ikies, 

Where years of long falvation roll. And glory never dies. 
149- Confidence. CPRINKLED with reconciling blood 

I dare approacr approach thy throne, O God j ' Thy face no frowning afpeft wears. 
Thy hand no vengeful thunder bears ! 

2 Th’ incircling rainbow, peaceful fign ! Doth with refulgent brightnefs ihine : And while by faith I fee it near, I bid tfarewel to every fear. 
3 Let me my grateful homage pay ; 

With courage fing, with fervour pray j 

A 
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And tW myCelf a wretch undone. Hope for acceptance thro’ thy Son— 
Thy Son, who on th’ accurfed tree, 
Expir’d to fet the vileft free j On this I build my only claim, 
And all I afk is in his name. 

150. 
An hymn for morning »r evening. 

WJ E praife thy great and bleffed name, ’ ' For thy fupporting hand ; 
;r Thou, Lord, art evermore the fame, And hence fecure we ftand. 

That was a tnoft amazing power That rais’d us with a word. 
And ev’ry day, and ev’ry hour, We lean upon the Lord. 
The ev’ning refts our weary head. And angels guard the room j 

( We wake, rejoicing that the bed Has not been made our tomb. 
, The rifing morning can’t affure That we Ihall end the day j For death Hands ready at the door To fnatch our lives away. 
£ Our life is forfeited by fin To God’s avenging law $ 

We own thy grace, immortal King, In ev’ry breath we draw. 
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151. 

Cintent merit. PhiKp. tv. II. 
"C’lERCE paffions difcompofe the mil 1 

As teitpeffs vex the fea j But calm content and peace we find, 
When, Lord, we turn to thee, 

a In vain by reafon and by rule, We try to bend the will, 
For none but in the Saviour’s fchool Can learn the heav’nly {kill. 

3 Since at his feet my foul has fat, His gracious words to hear. Contented with my prefent ftatc, I caft on him my care. 
4 “ Art thou a tinner, foulhe fj'd, “ Then how canft thou complain ? How light thy troubles here, if weigh’d With everlafting pain ! 
5 If thou of murm’ring would’ft be cur’d, Compare thy griefs with mine; 

Think what my love for thee endur’d, And thou wilt not repine. 
(J ’Tis I appoint thy daily lot, And 1 do all things well, Thou foon (halt leave this wretched fpOt, And rife with me to dwell. 
7 In life my grace (lull ftrength fupply, 

Proportion’d to thy day > 
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At death thou ftill ihalt find me nigh. To wipe thy tears away.” 

.Thus I who once my wretched days, 
In vain repinings fpent, Taught in my Saviour’s fchool of grace, 
Have [earn’d to be content. 

152. Looking upwards in a Jlorm. 
/'~'i OD of my life, to thee I call, Afflifted at thy feet I fall; ’When the great water floods prevail, Leave not my trembling heart to fail. 
Friend of the friendlefs and the faint ! Where (hould I lodge my deep complaint ? Where but with thee, whole open door Invites the helplefs and the poor ? 
jDid ever mourner pkad with thee, 
And thou refufe that mourner’s plea ? Does not that word ftiU fix’d remain, 

:That none (hall feek thy face in vain ? 
That were a grief I could not bear, Didft thou not hear and anfwer pray’r } But a pray’r hearing, anfw’ring God, 

^Supports me under ev’ry load. 
Fair is the lot that’s cafl for mej I have an advocate with thee : They whom the woild careffes moll, 
Have no fuch privilege to boaft. 
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6 Poor though I am, defpis’d, forgot, Yet God, my God, forgets me not : And he is fafe, and muft fucceed, For whom the Lord vouchfafes to plea 

153- Temptation. f 1 'HE billows fwell, the winds are hif " 
Clouds overcaft my wintry Iky 5 Out of the depths to thee I call, ' 

My fears are great, my ftrength is fmali 
2 O Lord, the pilot’s part perform. And guide and guard me thro’ the florir- Defend me from each threat’ning ill, ( Controul the waves, fay, “ Peace be Ail *< 
3 A mid A the roaring of the fea, My foul Aill hangs her hope on thee j Thy conAant love, thy faithful care. 

Is all that faves me from defpair. 
4 Dangers of ev’ry Aiape and name, Attend the followers of the Lamb, Who leave the world’s deceitful Aiore, 

And leave it to return no more. 
j Tho’ by the tempeA’s fury toA, 

Let not my hope in him be loA ; Then neither winds nor ftormy main, Shall ever force me back again. 
154. Submiffion Lord, my beA defire fulfil, And help me to refign 
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Life, health, and comfort to thy will, 

And make thy pleafure mine. 
Why ftiould I (brink at thy command, Whofe love forbids my fears ? Or tremble at the gracious hand That wipes away my tears ? 
No, let me rather freely yield What moft I prize to thee, 
Who never haft a good withheld, Or wilt withhold from me. 
Thy favour all roy journey through. Thou art engag’d to grant ; What elfe I want, or think f do, ’Tis better ftill to want. 
Wifdom and mercy guide my wsfy, Shall I refill them both ? 
A poor blind creature of a day, And crufti’d before the moth ! 
But ah ! my inward fpirit cries, Still bind me to thy fway ; Elfe the next cloud that veils my (kies. 

Drives all thefe thoughts away. 
155. WclcQmecitft. 

’"T^IS my happinefs below Not to live without the crofs, 
But the Saviour.';, pow’r to know7, Sanflifying ev’ry IqB. ; Trials mult,,and.wilf befall;., 
But with humble faith to fee 
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Love infcrib’d upon them all. 
This is happinefs to me. 

2 God, in Ifrael, Tows the feeds 
Of affliction, pain, and toil j Thefe fpring up and choke the weeds, i'- " 
Which would elfe o’erfpread the foil. Trials make the promife fweet, Trials give new life to pray’r ; Trials bring me to his feet, Lay me low, and keep me there. 

3 Did I meet no trials here. No chatlifement by the way, 
Might I not, with reafon, feat I fflould prove a caft-away ? 
Baftard* may efcape the rod, Sunk in earthly vain delight; But the true-born child of God Muft not, would not, if he might. 

156. Prayer anfwered by crojfes. 
T Ask’d the Lord that I might grow. In faith, and love, and ev’ry grace j Might more of his falvation know, And feek more earneftly his face. 

2 ’Twas he who taught me thus to pray, 
And he I truft has anfwer’d pray’r $ But it has been in fucb a way, As almoft drove me to defpair. 

3 I hop’d that in fome favour’d hour, 
At once he’d anfwer my retjueft ; 
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And by hU love’s conftraining power, Subdue my fins and give me reft. 
Inftead <?f this, he made me feel 
The hidden evils of my heart; And let the angry pow’rs of hell Affault my foul in ev’ry part. 
Yea more, with his own hand he feem’d Intent to aggravate my woe ; • Crofs’d all the fair defigns 1 fehem’d j 
Blafied my gourds, and laid me low. 
Lord, why is this ? I trembling ery’d ; Wilt thou purfve thy worm to death ? ’Tis in this way,” the Lord reply’d, ,l I anfwer pray’r for grace and faith. 
Thefe inward trials I employ, !From felf and pride to fet thee free ; iAnd break thy fchemes of earthly joy, That thou may’ll feek thy all in me.” 

157. LightJhining out of dttrknefs. ©D moves in a myfterious way* His wonders to perform ; He plants his foo'.fteps in the fea, And rides upon the Harm. 
Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never-failing (kill, He treafures up bis bright defigos. And works his fov’reign will. 
Ye fearful faints, frelh courage take, 

The clouds ye fo much dread 



I48 HYMNS. 
Are big with mercy, and {hall break In bleffings on your head. 

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble fenfe, But truft him for his grace •, 
Behind a frowning providence, He hides a fmiling face. 

5 His purpofes will ripen fall, Unfolding ev’ry hour ; The bud may have a bitter tafte, But fweet will be the flow’r. 
6 Blind unbelief is fure to err, And fcan his work in vain $ 

God is his own interpreter, And he will make it plain. 
158. Prrfevcrance. 

IT EJOICE, believer, in the Lord, Who makes your caufe his own 
The hope that’s built upon his word Can ne’er be overthrown. 

2 Tho’ many foes befet your road, 
And feeble is your arm, Your life is hid with Chrift in God, Beyond the reach of harm. 

3 Weak as you are. you (hall not faint Or fainting (hall not die •, 
Jefus, the ftrength of ev’ry faint, Will aid you from on high. 

4 Tho’ be is not perceiv’d by fenfe, 
Faith fees him always near, 
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1 guide, a glory, a defence. 

Then what have you to fear ? 
Ls furely as be overcame, And triumph’d once for you io furely you that love his name Shall triumph in him too. 

159- Ebenetei.—New Year. T ET hearts and tongues unite, -*“l And loud thankfgivings raife j jl'is duty, mingled with delight, To ling the Saviour’s praife. 
To him we owe our breath, He took us from the womb, iAThich elfe had Ihut us up in death. 
And proved an early tomb. 
When on the breaft we hung. Our help was in the Lord} Twas he lirft taught our infant tongue To form the lifping word. 
When in our blood we lay, He would not let us die, Secaufe his love had fix’d a day To bring falvsrtion nigh. 
In childhood and in youth, His eye was on os (till ; Tho’ ftrangers to his love and truth. And prone to ev’ry HI. 
And fince his name we knew'. 
How gracious has he been ! 
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What dangers has he led us thro’, H 

WhaF mercies have we (een ! 
Now thro’ another year, 
Supported by his care. We raife our Ebenezer here, 
" The Lord has help’d thus far.” 

8 Our lot in future years, Unable to forefee, He kindly, to prevent our fears, 
Says, “ Leave it all to me.” 

9 Yea, Lord, we wifh to caft Our cares upon thy breaft ! Help us to praife thee for the pail, 
And trull thee for the reft. 

1(50. 
It is the Lord-—let him do ivhat feemeth him gat i Sam. iii. iS. 
TT is the Lord—enthron’d in light, Whofe claims are all divine $ Who has an undifputed right To govern me and mine. 

2 It is the Lord—(hould I diftruft, Or contradict his will ? Who cannot do but what is juft, 
And muft be righteous (till, 

3 It is the Lord—who gives me all. My wealth, my friends, my eafe } And of his bounties may recal 
Whatever part he pleafe. 
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it is the Lord—who can fuftain Beneath the heavieft load, 'rotn whom afliftance 1 obtain To tread the thorny road, 
t is the Lord—whofe mttchlefs fldll. Can from affli&ions railie Matter, eternity to fill 

With ever-growing praife. 
t is the Lord—my cov’nant God, Thrice bleffed be his name, ?^bofe gracious promife, feal’d with blood, Muft ever be the fame. 
^is cov’nant will my foul defend, Should nature’s felf expire, Soid the great fudge of all defcend In awful flames of fire, 
knd can my foul with hopes like thefe. Be fullen, or repine ? •Jo, gracious God, take what thou pleafe. 

To thee I alje, refign. 
161. 

Sion's deliverance. 
N the mountain’s top appearing. ^ Lo the facred herald ftands ! (Welcome news to Sion bearing, 

Sion long in hoftile lands. Wourning captive ! 
God himfelf will loofe thy bands. 
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2 Has thy night been long and mournfn | All thy friends unfaithful prov’d ? 

Have thy foes been proud and fcarnfu ( 
By thy figbs and tears unmov’d ? Ceafe thy mourning, Sion ftill is well belov’d. 

3 Lo thy fun is ris’n in glory ! God himfelf appears thy friend : All thy foes (hall flee before thee; Here their boafls and triumphs end. Great deliv’rance Sion’s King vouchfafes to fend. 
4 Enemies no more fhall trouble, All thy warfare now is paft ; For thy (hame thou fhalt have double.: ? Days of peace are come at laft. ! All thy conflifls 

End in everlafting reft. 
162. 

The death and burial of a faint. 
VT^HY do we mourn departed friend! ^ ^ Or (hake at death’s alarms > ’Tis but the voice that Jefus fends 

To call them to his arms. 
2 Why (hould we tremble to convey Their bodies to the tomb ? There the exalted Saviour lay, 

And cheer’d its dreary gloom. 
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•* 'he graves of atl his faints he blefs’d, And ibften’d ev’ry bed : 6 Vhere ihould the dying members reft, ; But with the dying Head > 

Thence he arofe, afcended high, 
And ftiew’d our feet the way ; Jp with the Lord to heav’n we’ll fly 

* On time’s concluding day. 
.Then let the laft loud trumpet found, ' ‘ And bid our kindred rife ; Lwake, ye nations under ground ; 

i Ye faiuts, afcend the flues. 
163. Tie Sabbath. : ANKS to thy name, O Lord,that we One glorious fabbath more behold j Dur (hepherd, let us meet with thee, 

jkmong thy Iheep, in this thy fold. 
^ow, Lord, among thy tribes appear, 
!^nd let thy prefence fill the throng ; Thy awful voice let finners hear, i^nd bid the feeble heart be flrong. 
Sather the lambs with thine own arm, 
And fatisfy their ev’ry want, And thofe with young defend from harm, And gently lead them left they faint. 
?ut forth thy fliepherd’s crook, and ftay Thy wand’ring ftieep, and bring them back J 
D bring the wand’ring home to day, 
And fave them for thy mercy’s fake. 



154 HYMNS. 
5 Thou tender hearted (hepherd look, ] And let our wants thy pity move ; And kindly lead thy chofen flock 

To the rich paftures of thy love. 
16'4. 

Love to the creatures is dangerous 
TTOW vain are all things here below ■*- How falfe, and yet how fair ! Each pleafure hath its poifon too, And ev’ry fweet a fnare. 

2 The brighteft things below the Iky Shine with deceitful light ; We ihould fufpeft fome danger nigh 
Where we poffefs delight. 

3 Our deareft joys and nearefl friends, The partners of our blood, How they divide our wav’ring minds, 
And leave but half for God ! 

4 The fondnefs of a creature’s love, How ftrong it ftrikes the fenfe ! Thither the warm affedtions move, Nor can we call them thence. 
5 O Saviour, let thy glories be My foul’s eternal food, And grace command my heart away From all created good. 
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165. 

Believers vjcrjhippiug. 
H^)W fweet to leave the world awhile 

And feek the prefence of our Lord ! Dell Saviour on thy people faille, According to thy faithful word. 
^from bufy fcenes we now retreat. That we may here converfe with thee 5 \h, Lord, behold us at thy feet! | Let this the “ gate of heaven” be. 

1 1 Chief of ten thoufand,” now appear, 
’ That we by faith may fee thy face ! 3 fpeak, that we thy voice may hear, , And let thy prefence fill this place ! 
Lord, thou haft caft a pleafant lot [own , For thofe whom thou haft call’d thine 'Tis true the world efteems them not, But thou wilt place them on thy throne. 

166. 
iumph over death in hope of the refurrehlion, 
A ND muft this body die ? This mortal frame decay > 

And muft thefe aflive limbs of mine Lie mould’ring in the clay ? 
What tho’ corruption’s worm, Devour this mould’ri’g fleftr, Boon my triumphant fpim comes 
To put it on afrefti. 
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3 God, our Redeemer lives, 

He knows his people’s dull : He’ll raife it up a purer frame ; His promife is our trail. 
4 Thefe lively hopes we owe To Jefus’ dying love ; We will adore his grace below,. And ling his pow’r above, 
t O Lord, accept the praife Of thefe our humble fongs, 

Till tunes of nobler found we raife With our immortal tongues. 
167. Happivefs appraachinj. 

E, ye faints, and raife yourc; 
And raife your voices high : Awake, and praife that fov’reign love, , That (hews falvation nigh. 

2 On all the wings of time it flies,.. Each moment brings it near; Tbert welcome each declining day. And each revolving year. 
3 Not many years their rounds (hall run, Nor many mornings rife, Ere all its glories Hand reveal’d To our admiring eyes. 
4 Ye wheels of nature, fpeed your coutfej| Ye mortal pow’rs decay ; 

Fall as ye bring the night of death, 
Ye bring eternal day. 

L 
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168. The end of the. ivorld. IX7HY ftiould this world delight us foi ▼ ▼ Why (liould we fix our eyes 

Dn this poor fpot where forrows grow, And ev’ry pleafure dies ? 
^hile time’s relentlefs hand prepares ' Our comforts to devour, There is a land above the liars, A joy beyond his pow’r. 

ature (hall be diffolv’d and die, bThe fun mull end his race, le earth and Tea for ever fly Before our Saviour’s face. 
Then (hall that glorious morning rife, When the laft trumpet’s found Shall call the righteous to the Ikies 

Who reft beneath the ground ? 
169. Divine forgivenefs. FORGIVENESS ! ’tis a joyful found To malefactors doom’d to die 1 ?ublilh the blifs the world around, 

Ife feraphs, Ihout it from the Iky. 
Tis the rich gift of love divine $ ■Tis full, effacing evJry crime ; 
Unfounded lhall its glories Ihine, I \nd feel no change by changing time. 
For this Itupendous love of Heav’n, 
(Vhat grateful honours lhall we Ihow! 

H 
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Where much tranfgreffion is forgiy’n, Let love with equal ardour glow. 

4 JBy this infpir’d, let all our days With ev’ry heav’nly grace be crown’d Let truth and goodnefs, pray’r and prai: In all abide, in all abound. 
170- The example ofChrijl. 

Y great Redeemer, and my Lord, I read my duty in thy word j But in thy life the law appears, Drawn out in living chara&ers. 
2 Such was thy truth, and fuch thy zeal. Such def’rence to thy Father’s will, Such love, and meeknefs fo divine, I would tranfcribe, and make them mine 
3 Cold mountains, and the midnight air, WitnefsM the fervour of thy pray’r ; The defert thy temptations knew, 

Thy conflift, and thy vift’ry too. 
4 Be thou my pattern j make me bear 

More of thy gracious image here ; Then.God, the Judge, (hall own my ns Amongft the followers of the Lamb. 
171. The examples of Chri/l and the faints. 

IVE us by faith in Clnift to rife Within the vail, and fee The faints above, how great their joy*, 
And bright their glories be. 

I Ci 



HYMN S. 159 1 Once they were mourning here below, And wet their couch with tears j They wreftled hard, as we do now, With fins, and griefs, and fears. 
“^We alk them, whence their vift’ry came ? They, with united breath, Afcribe their conqueft to the Lamb, Their triumph to his death. 
They mark’d the footfteps that he trod, His zeal infpir’d their brealt •, | And, following their incarnate God, Poffefs the promis’d reft. 
Our glorious Leader claims our praife For his example giv’n, 
While all the faints whofe race is run, Shew the fame path to heav’n. 

The church of Philadelphia. 
HUS faith the holy One and true, 

To his beloved faithful few, “ Of heav’n and hell 1 hold the keys, To fhiat, or open, as 1 pleafe. 
I know thy works, and I approve ; Tho’ fmall thy ftrength, fincere thy love : Go on, my word and name to own, 
For none ftiall rob thee of thy crown. 
Before thee fee my mercy’s door Stands open wide to ftmt no more ; Fear not temptation’s fiery day, 
For I will be thy ftrength and flay. 
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4 Thou haft my promife, hold Itfaft, The trying hour will foon be paft j Rejoice, for, lo ! 1 quickly come, To take thee to my heavenly home. 
5 A pillar there, no more to move, rhfcrib’d with all my name^s of love j 

A monument of mighty grace, Thou (halt for ever have a place.” 
6 Such is the conqueror’s reward, Prepar’d and promis’d by the Lord ! Let him that hath the ear of faith 

Attend to what the Spirit faith. 
173- Praijing God. 

T^ROM all that dwell below the Ikies, Let the Creator’s praife arife ; Let the Redeemer’s name be fung, Through ev’ry land, by ev’ry tongue. 
2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord, Eternal truth attends thy word, ' Thy praife (hall found from (hore to ftiore: ; 

Till funs (hall rife and fet no more, 

tent. 
174- Acknowledging God GReat God, where’er we pitch Let us an altar raife ; And there with humble frame prefent Our facrifice of praife. 

2 To thee we give our health and ftrengtb, 
While health and ftrength (hall laft j 
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Tor future mercies humbly truff, f Nor e’er forget the paft. 

175 [Praifefor the blejfings of Providence and Grace. Pfal. c*y 
LMIGHTY Father, gracious Lord, 

Kind guardian of my days. 
Thy mercies let my heart record In fongs of grateful praife. 
In life’s firft df«wn, my tender frame Was thy peculiar care. Long ere 1 could pronounce thy name. Or breathe the infant pray’r. 
Each rolling year new favours brought From thy exhauftlefs ftore ; But ah ! in vain my lab’ring thought Would count thy mercies o’er. 
While fweet refleftion, through my days, 

Thy bounteous hand would trace. 
Still dearer bleflings claim my praife, The bleflings of thy grace. 
Yes, I adore thee, gracious Lord ! For favours more divine ; That I have known thy facred word, 

Where all thy glories Ihine. 
Lord, when this mortal frame decays, And death (hall cjofe mine eyes, Complete the wonders of thy grace, And 1-aif* mo to the (kies. 



162 hymns. 
7 Then (hall tny joyful pow’rs unite, In raore exalted lays, And join the happy fonsof light In everlafting praife. 

176. The mercies of God. 
TX7HEN all thy mercies, O my God v * My rifing foul furveys, Tranfported with the view, I’m loft In wonder, love, and praife. 

2 Thy providence my life fuftairiM, And all my wa^.is redreft, When in the Glent womb I lay, 
And hung upon the oreaft. 

3 Unnumber’d comforts on my foul Thy tender care bellow’d, Before my infant heart conceiv’d From whom thefe comforts flow’d. 
4 When in the flipp’ry paths of youth With heedlefs fteps I ran, Thine arm, unfeen, convey’d me fafe, And led me up to roan. 
5 When worn with ficknefs, oft haft thou With health renew’d my face ; And, when in fins and forrows funk, Reviv’d my foul with grace. 
6 Through ev’ry period of my life Thy goodnefs I’ll proclaim : And after death, in diilant worlds, Relume the glorious theme. 
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When nature fails, and day and night Divide thy works no more, 
My ever grateful heart, O Lord, Thy mercy (hall adore. 
Through all eternity to thee, 

A joyful fong I’ll raife : For, Oh ! eternity’s too (hort To utter all thy praife. 
177- Praife for divine goodnefs. 

LIFT up to God the voice of praife, Whole breath our fouls infpir’d ; Loud and more loud the anthem raife, With grateful ardour fir’d ! 
Lift up to God the voice of praife, Whofe tender care fuftains Our feeble frame, encompafs’d round With death’s unnumber’d pains, 

t Lift up to God the voice of praife, Whofe goodnefs, paflThg thought, ' Loads ev’ry minute as it flies, With benefits unfought! 
4 Lift up to God the voice of praife, From whom falvation flows } . Who fent his Son our fouls to fave From everlafting woes! 
'5 Lift up to God the voice of praife, For hope’s tranfporting ray, 

That lights through darkeft lhades of death To realms of endlgfs day. 
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178. The blejprdjlate »f glorified faints. 

T7 A.R from thefe narrow fccnes of nigl i • Unbounded glories rife, And realms of infinite delight. 
Unknown to mortal eyes. 

2 Fair diftant land ' could mortal eyes But half its charms explore. How would our fpirits long to rife, And dwell on earth no more ! 
3 There pain and ficknefs never come, And grief no more complains. Health triumphs in immortal bloom, And endlefs pleafure reigns ! 
4 No cloud thofe blifsful regions know, For ever bright and fair ! For fin, the fource of mortal woe, 

Can never enter there. 
5 There no alternate night is known, Nor fun’s faint fick’ning ray ; But glory from the ficred throne 

Spreads everlafting day. 
179- 21'f grave ; or Cbrifi a guide through death to glory. 

GUIDE me, O thou great Jehovah ! Pilgrim through this barren land j I am weak, but thou art mighty, 
Hold me with thy powerful hand ; Bread of heaven, Feed me till I wan^ no more. 
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Open thou the cryfial fountain. 

Whence the healing ftreams do flow, >?i Let the fiery cloudy pillar Lead me all my journey through. Strong Deltv’rer, Be thou Hill my ftrength and fliield. 
When I tread the verge of Jordan, 't Bid my anx’ous fears fubfide, Death of death, and hell’s deftru&ion, I 

Land me fafe on Canaan’s fide ; : Songs of praifes 1 1 will ever ^ive to thee. 
180. 7he Chrijlidtt dying. 

I rT,HE hour of my departure’s come, I hear the voice that calls me home 3 : At laft, O Lord, let trouble ceafe, And let thy fervant die in peace. 
} The race appointed I have run : The combat’s o’er—the prize is won : 

And now my witnefs is on high 3. And now my record’s in the Iky. 
} Not in mine innocence I truft 3 I bow before thee in the duft : 

And through my Saviour’s blood alone I look for mercy at thy throne. 
4 I leave the world without a tear, Save for the friends I held fo dear 5 To heal their forrows, Lord, defcend, 

And to the friendlefs prove a friend. 

!  - 
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5 I come, I come at thy command, I give my fpirit to thy hand j Stretch forth thine everlafting arms, 

And ihield me in the laft alarms! 
6 The hour of my departure’s come, ' . I hear the voice that calls me home : ' Now, O my God, let trouble ceafe $ i ik;i 

Now let thy fervant die in peace. ,5 
181. 

Social •worjhip. 
JESUS, where’er thy people meet, There they behold thy mercy feat; | “ Where’er they feek thee thou art found.. 
And ev’ry place is hallow’d ground. 

2 Dear fhepherd of thy chofen few ! Thy former mercies here renew ; Here, to our waiting hearts proclaim The glory of thy faving name. 
3 Here may we prove the pow’r of pray’c, , To ftrengthen faith, and fweeten care ; To teach our faint delires to rife, 

And bring all heav’n before our eyes. 
4 Lord, we are few, but thou art near ; Nor (hort thine aim, nor deaf thine ear ; ; Oh rend the heav’ns, come quickly down, 

And wake a thoufand hearts thine own ! 
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182. 

The day of judgment. 
\Y of judgment, day of wonders ! 
Hark the trumpet’s awful foundj louder than a thoufand thunders, Shakes the vaft creation round ! fow the fummons 

Till the finner’s heart confound ! 
ee the Judge our nature wearing, 1 Cloth’d in Majefty divine ! rou who long for his appearing, 
Then ftiall fay, “ This God is mine!” 'tracious Saviour, Jwn me in that day for thine ! 

kt his call the dead awaken, Rife to life from earth and fea j 
111 the powers of nature, lhaken By his looks, prepare to flee $ 1 flThile rejoicing, ' feints to Chrift (hall gather’d be. 
Then to thofe who have confeffed, Lov’d and ferv’d the Lord below, le will fay, “ Come near, yeblefled, “ See the kingdom I bellow $ 'You for ever ‘ Shall my love and glory know.” 
tJnder forrows and reproaches, 

May this thought our courage raife, 
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Swiftly God’s great day approaches, Sighs (hall then be chang’d to praife 
May we triumph 
When the world is in a blaze. 

183- 
. ‘The blejjedntft of gofpcl times. Ifa. lii. 7. Mat xiii 16, 17. 

TJTOW beauteous are their feet *--*■ Who ftand on Sion’s hill, 
Who bring falvation on their tongues, And words of peace reveal! 

3 How charming is their voice, How good the tidings are ! 
“ Sion, behold thy Saviour King, “ He reigns and triumphs here.” 

3 How happy are our ears That hear this joyful found, Which kings and prophets waited for, 
And fought, but never found ! 

4 How bleffed are our eyes That fee this heav’nly light! Prophets and kings defir’d it long, 
But died without the fight. 

5 The watchmen join their voice, And tuneful notes employ •, Jerufalem breaks forth in fongs, And deferts learn the joy. 
6 The Lord mal^e? bare his arm Through all the earth abroad j 
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^et ev’ry nation now behold Their Saviour and their God. 

184- - The Son of God incarnate. Ifa. it. 1. 6, 7. ^PHE lands that long in darknefs lay. 
Have now beheld a heav’nly light } Nations that fat in death’s cold (hade. Are blefs’d with beams divinely bright. 

The virgin’s promis’d Son is born ; Behold tb’ expefted Child appear : ■What (hall his name or titles be ? The Wonderful, the Counfellor. 
He (hall be call’d the mighty God, Who (hall be evermore ador’d, 
Th’ eternal Father, Prince of Peace, 'The Son of David, and his Lord. 

I The government of earth and feas 
\ Upon his (boulders (hall be laid, ! His wide dominions (hall increafe, 
? And honours to his name be paid. 
i1 Jefus, the holy Child, (hall lit 

High on his father David’s throne, , Shall crulh his foes beneath his feet. 
And reign to ages yet unknown. 

185. The Chrijlians voyage. T) ELIEVERS now are tofs’d about On life’s tempeftuous main 5 But grace affures beyond a doubt, They (hall their port attain. 
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2 They muft, they (hall appear one day, Before their Saviour’s throne ; The (forms they meet with by the way/ But make his power known. , 
3 Their paffage lies acrofs the brink- I 

Of many a threat’ning wave ; The world expe&s to fee them fink, I’! 
But Jefus lives to fave. 

4 Lord, though we are but feeble worms, !i Yet fince thy word is pad, We’ll venture through a thoufand (forms,k 
To fee thy face at laft. I 

186. King trf Saints. 
'OME, ye that love the Saviour’s nami 2 ^ And joy to make it known, The fov’reign of your heart proclaim, And bow before his throne. 

2 Behold your King, your Saviour crown’d 
With glories all divine ; And tell the wond’ring nations round, How bright thefe glories (hine. 

3 Infinite pow’r and boundlefs grace 
In him unite their rays ; Ye that have e’er beheld his face, Can ye forbear his praife > 

4 When in his earthly Courts we view 
The glories of our King ; We long to love as angels do. 
And wilh like them to fing. 
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And fhall we long and wilh in vain ? Lord, teach our fong to rife ; ■ , Thy love can animate the drain, And bid it reach the Ikies. 
O happy period ! glorious day ! When heav’n and earth lhall raife, With all their pow’rs, the raptur’d lay, 

To celebrate thy praife ! 
187- Salvation by grace. 

ij T ORD, we confefs our num’rous faults, ' How great our guilt has been, Foolifh and vain were all our thoughts, And all our lives were fin. 
» But, O my foul, for ever praife, ’ For ever love his name, Who turns thy feet from dang’rous ways 

Of folly, fin and (hame. 
’Tis not by works of right’oufnefs Which our own hands have dose $ i But we are fav’d by fov’reign grace, Abounding through his Son. 
Rais’d from the dead, we live anew, ' And juftify’d by grace, ; We fhall appear in glory too, 

And fee our Father’s face. 
188 Cbri/l and. Aaron Heb. vii. and i*. JESUS, in thee our eyes behold 

A thoufand glories more, 
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Than the rich gems and polifh’d gold The fons of Aaron wore. 

2 They firft their own burnt-off’rings brou-1 To purge themfelves from fin : Thy life was pure without a fpot, 
And all thy nature clean. 

3 Freih blood, as conftant as the dayr Was on their altar fpilt; But thy one ofFring takes away i1 For ever all our guilt. 
4 Their priefthood ran through fev’ral hat i" For mortal was their race ; 'Thy never-changing office ftands ' 

Eternal as thy days. 
5 Once in the circuit of a year, 

With blood, but not his own, Aaron within the vail appears, Before the golden throne. 
6 But Chrift by his own pow’rful blood Afcends above the fkies, And in the prefence of our God, 

Shews his own facrifice. 
y Iefus the King of glory reigns On Sion’s holy hill ; Looks like a Lamb that has been fiain, i And wears his priefihood ftill. 
8 He ever lives to intercede Before his Father’s face ; Give him, my foul, thy caufe to plead, 

Nor doubt the Father’s grace. 
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189. Chrijlian jympathy- 

RATHER of mercies, fend thy grace, All pow’rful from above, o form in our obedient fouls, 
The image of thy love, 
may our fympathizing breads That generous pleafure know, jndly to {hare in others’ joy, And weep for others’ woe. 

Then the mod helplefs fons of grief In low didrefs are laid ; 
ibft be our hearts their pains to feel, And fwift our hands to aid. 
p Jesus look’d on dying man, ’ When thron’d above the {kies; ^nd, ’midd the glories he pofiefs’d, ! [ He felt compaffion rife, 
in wings of love the Saviour dew 
! To raife us from the ground ; tnd {bed his own mod precious blood, A balm for every wound. 

190. Tie true Aaron. Lev. viii. 7.-—9. TEE Aaron, God’s anointed pried, ^ Within the vail appear, D robes of mvdic meaning dred, \ Prefenting Ifrael’s prayer. 
ihe plate of gold which crowns his brows 

: His holinefs defcribes j 
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His breaft difplays, in (hining rows, The names of all the tribes. 

3 With the atoning blood he flands 1 Before the mercy-feat; And clouds of incenfe from his hands » Arife with odour fweet. 
4 Urim and Thummim near his heart, • 11 In rich engravings worn, The facred light of truth impart, To teach and to adorn. 
5 Through him the eye of faith defcries > A greater Prieft than he ; Thus Jefus pleads above the Ikies, ' 1 For finners loft like me. 
6 He bears the names of all his faints f Deep on his heart engrav’d ; 

Attentive to the ftate and wants > Of all his love has fav’d. 
7 In him a holinefs complete, Light and perfe&ion (bine : And wifdom, grace, and glory meet— A Saviour all divine. 
8 The blood, which as a prieft he bears For finners, is his own ; The incenfe of his pray’rs and tears Perfume the holy throne. 
9 In him my weary foul has reft, Though 1 am weak and vile ; I read my name upon his breaft, 

And fee the Father fmile. 
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191. Fortitude. 

\ R£ we the foldiers of the crofs. The followers of the Lamb ;— .! nd (hall we fear to own his caufe, Or bluflr to fpeak his name ? 

ow muft we fight, if we would reign ; Increafe our courage, Lord ; 
ire’ll bear the toil, endure the pain. 
Supported by thy word, 

t Thy faints, in all this glorious war, Shall conquer tho’ they’re flain ; 
"hey fee the triumph from afar, And (hall with Jefus reign, 
i^hen that illuftrious day (hall rife, 1 And all thine armies (bine 5 !)ne blifsful fong (hall rend the fldes: The glory, Lord, be thine. 

192. this thy kindnefs to thy friend ? 1 Sam. xvi. 17. ■ DOOR, weak and worthlefs, tho’ I am, *- I have a rich almighty Friend j . Jefus, the Saviour, is his name, Te freely loves, and without end. 
He ranfom’d me from hell with blood, 
?knd by his power my foes controul’d ; j He found me, wand’ring far from God, 
A.nd brought me to his chofen fold. 
He cheers mv heart, mv want fupplies, 
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Enthron’d with him above the fkies, t ■ Oh, what a friend is Chrift to me ! i; ■ 

4 But, ah ! my inmoft fpirit mourns, 
And well my eyes with tears may fwir V To think of my perverfe returns ; 1: I’ye been a faithlefs friend to him. 

5 Often my gracious Friend I grieve, i t Negleft, diftruft, and difobey, And often Satan’s lies believe, Sooner than all my Friend can fay. 
6 He bids me always freely come, t And promifes whate’er I alk : But l am ftrait’ned, cold, and dumb, ' , 

And count my privilege a talk. 
7 Before the world that hates his caufe, ■ u My treach’rous heart has throbb’d v Ihame •, Loath to forego the world’s applaufe, ; I hardly dare avow his name. 
8 Sure were not I moft vile and bafe, I could not thus my Friend requite; ,i 

And were not he the God of grace, 
He’d frown and fpurn me from his fight. .• 

193 AJk ivhot I/ball give thee. I Kings iii. 5. 
^OME, my foul, thy fuit prepare, Jefus loves to anfwer pray’r $. He bimfelf has bid thee pray, 
Therefore will not fay thee nay. 
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aou art coming to a King, • jrge petitions with thee bring; 
(r his grace and pow’r are fuch, ane can ever aflt too much. 

* ’ith my burden I begin, ard, remove this load of fin ! ;t thy blood, for finners fpilt, ;t my confcience free from guilt. 
3rd, I come to thee for reft, jake poffeflion of my breaft, jiere thy blood-bought right maintain, I ad without a rival reign, 
s the image in the glafs i1 mfwers the beholder’s face, 
bus unto my heart appear, tint thine own refemblance there. 1 rhile I am a pilgrim here, et thy love my fpirit cheer : < « my Guide, my Guard, my Friend, 
ead me to my journey’s end. 
Jew me what I have to do, v’ry hour my ftrength renew, iCt me live a life of faith, :5iet me die thy people’s death. 

194- The fame. 13 EHOLD the throne of grace ! 
The promife calls me near j Jeius (hews a gracious face, 

And waits to anfwer pray’r. 
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2 That rich atoning blood, Which fprinkled round I fee, Provides for thofe who come to God*; Fv An all-prevailing plea. 
3 My foul, afk what thou wilt, Thou canft not be too bold, Since his own blood /or thee he fpilt, :; What elfe can he withhold ? 
4 Beyond thy utmoft wants His love and power can blefs: To thofe who aflt he always grants j I More than they can exprefs. 
5 Since ’tis the Lord’s command, ,v My mouth I open wide ; 

Lord, open thou thy bounteous hand, i That I may be fupply’d. 
6 Thine image, Lord, beftow, Thy prefence and thy love ; I aflc 10 ferve thee here below, 

And reign with thee above. 
7 Teach me to live by faith, Conform my will to thine, Let me vidlorious be in death, And then in glory ftiine. 
8 If thou thefe bleflings give, And wilt my portion be, Cheerful the world’s poor toys I leave To them who know not thee. 
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195. The refuge. .ip’HOU refuge of the weary foul, On thee, when forrows rife, n thee when waves of trouble roll, My fainting hope relies, 

o thee I tell each rifing grief. For thou alone canft heal 5 rfhy word affords a fweet relief For ev’ry pain I feel. 
1 [aft thou not bid me feek thy face ? And ftiall I feek in vain ? Lnd can the ear of fov’reign grace Be deaf when 1 complain i* 
Jo ; ftill the ear of fov’reign grace Attends the mourner’s pray’r j 

) may I ever find accefs To breathe my fonows there, 
fhy mercy feat is open ftill 5 i Here let my foul retreat : 
|Vith humble truft attend thy will. And wait beneath thy feet. 

196. Worthy the Lamb. ^ LORY to God on high ! Let earth and Ikies reply, Praife ye his name ! His love and grace adore, , Who all our forrows bore j 
Sing aloud evermore, Worthy the Lamb. 
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2 Jefus, the Lord our God, Bore fin’s tremendous load, Praife ye his name : 

Tell what his arm hath done, What fpoils from death he won ; 
Sing his great name alone, Worthy the Lamb. 

3 Join, all ye ranfom’d race, Our holy Lord to blefs; Praife ye his name : 
In him we will rejoice, And make a joyful noife, Shouting with heart and voice, Worthy the Lamb. 

4 What tho’ we change our place, 
Yet we Ihall never ceafe Praifing his name : 
To him our fongs we bring, Hail him our gracious King, 
And without ceafing fing, Worthy the Lamb. 

5 Then let the hofts above. 
In realms of endlefs love, ' Praife his great name : 
To him afcribed be Honour and majefty, 
Through all eternity j Worthy the Lamb. 
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197. Ifracl's Journey, 
^ AVIOUR, thro’ the defert lead us; Without thee we cannot go ; Thou from cruel chains hail freed us; Thou haft laid the tyrant low. Let thy prefence Cheer us all our journey thro’. 
With a price thy love has bought us; I (Saviour, what a love is thine !) 
Hitherto thy pow’r has brought us: (Pow’r and love in thee combine !) Lord of glory, l Ever on thine Ifra’l fliine. 
Thro’ a defert wafte and cheerlefs, Tho’ our deftin’d journey lie ; Render’d by thy prefence fearlefs, , We may ev’ry foe defy, t Nought lhall move us 

k While we fee our Saviour nigh. 
j)Vhen we halt, (no traft difcov’ring,) ; Fearful left we go aftray, D’er our path thy pillar hov’ring, ■ Fire by night, and cloud by day, Shall dire£t us. 

Thus we lhall not mifs our way. 
JVhen we hunger thou wilt feed us; 

Manna lhall our camp furround. 
I 



Faint and thirfty, thou wilt lead us; I Streams fhall from the rock abound I ' Happy Ifra’l ! What a Saviour thou haft found.? 
6 When our foes in arms affemble, • Ready to obftruft our way, Suddenly their hearts (hall tremble, t 

Thou wilt ftrike them with difmay |i lis And thy people 
Led by thee (hall win the day. 

y Then lead on, Almighty Viftor, Scatter ev’ry hoftile band ; 
Be our guide, and our protestor, 1 

Till on Canaan’s (hores we (land : Shouts of vift’ry 
Then (hall fill the promis’d land. 

198. t ‘The believer's fafety. Pfal xci. 
TNcarnate God ! the foul that know's h 

Thy name’s myfterious power, 
Shall dwell in undifturb’d repofe, Nor fear the trying hour. 

2 Thy wifdom, faithfulnefs, and love, . r To feeble, helplefs worms, 
A buckler and a refuge prove From enemies and ftorms. 

3 In vain the fowler fpreads his net, To draw them from thy care j 
Thy timely call inftrufts th-eir feet : ) To ihun the artful fnare. 



HYMNS. i83 When, like a baneful peftilence, i Sin fweeps its thoufands down, On ev’ry fide without defence, Thy grace fecures thine own. 
No midnight terrors haunt their bed, No arrow wounds by day : Unhurt on ferpents they (hall tread, 
J If found in duty’s way. 
Angels, unfeen, attend the faints, And bear them in their arms, Support their fpirit when it faints, 

And guard their life from harms. 
The angels’ Lord himfelf is nigh 

To them that love his name, ,Ready to fave them when they cry, 
And put their foes to ftiame. 

|Croffes and changes are their lot , Long as they fojourn here ; . But fince their Saviour changes not, f What have the faints to fear i 
109. What Jball I render ? Pfal. cxvi. 12, 13, 

OR mercies, countlefs as the fands, Which daily I receive !‘From Jefus my Redeemer’s hands, 
-) My foul, what canft thou give ? 

i Alas ! from fuch a heart as mine, What can I bring him forth ? 
!My belt is ftain'd and dy’d with fin, My all is nothing worth, 
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3 Yet this acknowledgment I’ll make For all he has bellow’d, I in my mouth his name will take, And call upon my God. 
4 The bell return for erne like me, So wretched and fo poor, 

Is from his gifts to draw a plea, And afk him (till for more. 
3 I cannot ferve him as I ought, No works have I to boait $ Yet would I glory in the thought, That I lhall owe him moft. 

200. Salvation by grace. i Tim? i. 15. 
HE Gofpel comes with welcome ne.1 

To finners loft like me j Their various fchemes let others choofe “ Saviour, I come to thee ! 
2 Of finners fure 1 am the chief, But grace is rich and free ; 

This precious truth affords relief, '■ 
To Jvinersy ev’n to me. 

3 Of merit now let others fpeak, But merit I have none ! I’m juftified for Jefu’s fake, I’m fav’d by grace alone. 
4 ’Twas grace my wayward heart firft woi “ ’Tis grace that holds me fall : Grace will complete the work begun, And fave me to the latt. 



HYMNS. I85 Then (hall my foul with rapture trace, What God hath done for me j &nd celebrate redeeming grace, Throughout eternity. 
201. Vanity ef life. Eccl. i. 1. ■ I TIE evils that befet our path Who can prevent or cure > We Hand upon the brink of death When moft we feem fecure. 

If wTe to-day fweet peace poffefs, '[ It foon may be withdrawn : •Some change may plunge us in diftrefs 
Before to-morrow’s dawn. 

,-Difeafe and pain invade our health, f And find an eafy prey ; - ;And oft, when leaf! expefled, wealth Takes wings, and flies away. 
A fever or a blow can fliake Our wifdom’s boafted rule, 1 And of the brightefl genius make A madman or a fool. 
The gourds from which we look for fruit, Produce us only pain ; 

; A wTorm unfeen attacks the root, And all our hopes are vain. 
How foolifli thofe who feek no more 

Than fuch a world can give ! \ Wretched they are, and blind, and poor, And dying while they live. 
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7 Since fin has fill’d the earth with woe, And creatures fade and die, Lord, wean our hearts from things bela !' And fix our hopes on high. 

202. 0 Loyd, I <will praife thee. Ifa. xii. T Will praife thee ev’ry day, Now thine anger’s turn’d away ! Comfortable thoughts arife 
From the bleeding facrifice. 

2 Here, in the fair gofpel field, Wells of free falvation yield Streams of life, a plenteous ftore, j “ And my foul (hall third no more. • 
3 Jefus is become at length My falvation and my ftrength, And his praifes (hall prolong, While I live, my grateful fong, 
4 Praife ye then his glorious name, Puhlilh his exalted fame ! 

Still his worth your praife exceeds, Excellent are all his deeds. 
5 Raife again the joyful found, Let the nations fend it round ! Sion fnout, for this is he, 

God the Saviour dwells in thee. 
203- Sion, or the city of God. -Ifa. xxxiii. io, u. t LQRIOUS things of thee are fpoken 

Sion, city of our God ! 



, He, whofe word cannot be broken, 'orm’d thee for his own abode : 
c 3n the rock of ages founded, Vhat can fliake thy fure repofe ? Vith falvation’s walls furrounded, fhon may’ll fmile at all thy foes. 
See ! the dreams of living waters 
Springing from eternal love, ►Veil fupply thy fons and daughters, ?Vnd all fear of drought remove : Vho can faint while fuch a river 

* Lver flows their thirft t’ affuage ? 

j-race which, like the Lord the giver, Never fails from age to age. 
Elound each habitation hov’ring, See the cloud and fire appear ! For a glory and a cov’ring, Shewing that the Lord is near, rims deriving from their banner Light by night, and (hade by day ; |Safe they feed upon the manna 'Which he gives them when they pray, 

isiefl: inhabitants of Sion, 
jValh’d in the Redeemer’s blood ! rjefus, whom their fouls rely on, makes them kings and priefts to God. *Tis his love his people raifes 
With himfelf to reign as kings. And as priefts, his folemn praifes 
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5 Saviour, fince of Sion’s city, I, through grace, a member am, Let the world deride or pity, I will glory in thy name : Fading is the worldling’s pleafure, 

All his boafted pomp and (how ; Solid joys, and lading treafure, None but Sion’s children know. 
204- ’The birth ofChrift. 

TIT ARK ! the herald angels fing, “ Glory to the new-born King ! 
“ Peace on earth and mercy mild, “ God and Tinners reconcil’d.” 

2 Joyful, all ye nations, rife, Join the triumph of the (kies j With the heav’nly hod proclaim, 41 Chrift is born in Bethlehem.” 
3 Chrift, by higheft heav’n ador’d, Chrifl, the everlafiing Lord, Lowly lays his glory by ; 

Born for men, for men to die. 
^ Plail! thou glorious Prince of peace ; Hail! thou Sun of rightecufnefs ; 

Ris’n with healing on thy wings, Light and life thy rifing brings. 
205. The true light. T^OUNDLESS glory, Lord, be thine ! 

Thou haft made the daiknefs fhine ; 
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Thou haft fent a cheering ray ; I'hou haft turn’d our night to day. 
D irknefs long involv’d us round, ■Fill we knew the joyful sound : Then our darknefs fled away, 

f Chas’d by truth’s effulgent ray. 
They are blefs’d, and none befide, They who in the truth abide : Clear the light that marks their way, Leading to eternal day. 

1'Guide us, Saviour, through the road, 
I-Till we reach the faints’ abode j I!Till we fee thee thron’d above, As thou art, the God of love. 

206. Ephraim repenting Jer. xxxi. iS,—jo. 
MY God, till I receiv’d thy ftroke, How like a beaft was 1 ! 

jj So unaccuftom’d to the yoke, ‘l So backward to comply. 
# With grief my juft reproach I bear, 
j Shame fills me at the thought j | How frequent my rebellions were ! ; What wickednefs I wrought! 
3 Thy merciful reftraint 1 fcorn’d, j And left the pleafant road ; Yet turn me, and I (hall be turn’d, 

Thou art the Lord my God. 
4 Is Ephraim banifli’d from my thoughts, 

Or vile in my efteem ? 
I J 



No, faith the Lord, with all his faults 
I ftill remember him. 

5 Is he a dear and pleafant child ? Yes, dear and pleafant ftill: Though fin his toolifti heart beguil’d, 
Aud he withftood my will. 

6 My ftiarp rebuke hath laid him low, He feeks my face again ! 
My pity kindles at his woe, He Ihall not feek in vain. 

207- We fafcty of Sion. 
YE who love the caufe of Sion, Though defpis’d of men, and few 
On the word of God relying, Fear not all that men can do. 
What though all the world oppofe, 
God is ftronger than her foes, 

a Sion’s foes may all affemble, But their counfel (hall not Hand : Soon the ftouteft heart will tremble, When the Lord (hall raife his hand. 
Who to her would ruin bring, 
Firfi: muft conquer Sion’s King. 

3 Now, ye people, walk around her, View her walls and count her tow’rs 
See how God, her gracious founder, Keeps her fafe from hoftile pow’rs. 
Sion’s children live fecure, 
God has made their dwelling fure. 
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•ee her firm and deep foundation ! Sion ftands upon a rock : rod hath call’d her walls falvation, Form’d to ftand each adverfe (hock, Strength and glory here unite, ion is the Lord’s delight. 

208. The friend offinners. DNE there is above all others, Well deferves the name of friend $ 
iis is love beyond a brother’s, Coftly, free, and knows no end. [They who Jefus’ kindnefs prove, i Find it everlafting love. 
Which of all our friends, to fave us. Could or would have (hed his blood } 
put Jefus dy’d, that he might have us Reconcil’d in him to God. jlThis was boundlefs love indeed, Jefus is a friend in need. 
[When he iv’d on earth abafed, Friend of finners was his name j >jNow above all glory railed, He rejoices in the fame. [Still he calls us brethren, friends, f>And to all our wants attends. 
Give us grace our hearts to foften, Teach us, Lord, at length to love : j We, alas ! forget too often, 

What a friend we have above. 
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But when to our home we’re broughtll 
We will love thee as we ought. > 

209. 
'Thcyjhall be mine, faith the Lord. Mai. in. 1 

'VJT’HEN finners utter boafting wort * V And glory in their ftiame ; The Lord well pleas’d, an ear affords To thofe who fear his name. 
2 They often meet to feek his face, And what they do, or fay, Is noted in his book of grace 

Againft another day. 
3 For they by faith a day defcry, 

And joyfully expeft, When he, defcending from the Iky, His jewels will colleft. 
4 Unnotic’d now, becaufe unknown, 

A poor and fuff’ring few ; He comes to claim them for his own, 
And bring them forth to view. 

5 With tranfport then their Saviour’s care; And favour they {hall prove ; As tender parents guard and fpare 
The children of their love. 

6 Affembled worlds will then difcern The faints alone are bled j When wrath {hall like an oven burn, 
Aed vengeance flrike the reft. 
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S210. The love of Cbri/l. A Wake our fouls! awake our tongues ! L ^ The fubjefl: is divine ! \ Saviour’s love demands our fongs : 

ill Let all his people join. 
This Saviour is the mighty God, , Who fills the throne above; 
Reveal’d in flelh he Ihed his blood, i And thus declar’d his love. 

* Jefus thy love exceeds our thought, But this at leaft we fee ; '^The foul that feels its pow’r is taught 
To part with all for thee. 

And tho’ thy love be faintly feert, What’s feen demands our praife ; Without this view we ftill had been Engag’d.in folly’s ways. 
|But when we lay this flelh afide, And gain the realms of light, ,Obfcuring clouds no more (hall hide 

Thy glory from our fight. 
vT'hen to the praife of love divine, 

We’ll tune our founding lyres; With' heart and voice we’ll fweetly join, 
The evetlaftiiig choirs. 

211. Defiring the f tread of the gofpel. TT ARK the folemn trumpet founding, ■*- Loud proclaims the jubilee ; 
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’Tis the voice of grace abounding, Grace to finners rich and free j Ye who know the joyful found, 
Publifh it to all around. 

2 Is the name of Jefus precious ? 

Does his love your fpirits cheer ? Do you find him kind and gracious, 
Still removing doubt and fear ? Think that what he is to you, Such he’ll be to others too. 

3 Were you once at awful diflance, Wand’ring from the fold of God ? Could no arm afford affiftance, Nothing fave but Jefus’ blood ? Think how many ftill are found, Strangers to the joyful found. 
4 Brethren, join in fupplication, Join to plead before the Lord j ’Tis his arm that brings falvation, He alone can give the word. Father, let thy kingdom come, 

Bring thy wand’ring outcafts home. 
5 Brethren, let us freely offer •, A.11 we have is from above : Let us give, and a£i, and fuffer ; WThat is this to Jefus’ love ? Did he die our fouls to fave ? 

Then we’re his, and all we have. 
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212. 

An evening Jong. 
THREAD Sov’reign, let my ev’ningfong 

Like holy incenfe rife ; Affift the olf’rings of my tongue • To reach the lofty Ikies, 
through all the dangers of the day 
? Thy hand was ftill my guard, And ftill to drive my wants away ; Thy mercy flood prepar’d. 

i| Perpetual bleflings from above Encompafs me around ; 
But, O how few returns of love | Hath my Creator found ! 
WEat have I done for him that died , To fave my wretched foul ? j How are my follies multiplied, ? Faft as my minutes roll. 
^.ord, with this guilty heart of mine ! To thy dear crofs I flee, ^.nd to thy grace my foul refign, j To be renew’d by thee. 

213. 
Tsefu ing tbefprcad of the gofpel. 

REA I’ God, the nations of the earth Are by creation thine ; 
And in thy works, by all beheld, Thy radiant glories fhine. 
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2 But Lord, thy greater love has fent “ Thy Gofpel to mankind, Unveiling what rich ftores of grace ^ Are treafur’d in thy mind. 
3 Lord, when (hall thefe glad tidings fpre *l 

The fpacious earth around, 
Till every tribe, and every foul, ,r 

Shall hear the joyful found ? 
4 O when (hall Afric’s fable fons Enjoy the heavenly word, And vaffals, long enflav’d, become The freedmen of the Lord ? 
5 When (hall th’ untutor’d Heathen tribe1 E1 

A dark bewilder’d race, Sit down at our Immanuel’s feet, 
And learn and feel his grace 1 

6 Hafte, fovereign mercy, and transform Their cruelty to love ! Soften the tyger to a lamb, The vulture to a dove ! 
7 Smile thou on every effort, Lord, To fpread the Gofpel’s rays j And build on fin’s- demolifli’d throne, A temple to thy praife. 

214- Liberality to the poor. 
"I ESUS, my Lord, how rich thy grace ! 
^ Thy bounties how complete ! How (hall 1 count the matchlefs fum ? I 

How pay the mighty debt ? 
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igh on a throne of radiant light 
Doft thou exalted Ihine : Hi at can my poverty beftow ? The univerfe is thine. 

, ut thou haft brethren here below, The partners of thy grace ; ,nd wilt confefs their humble names Before thy Father’s face, 
b them thou may’ll be clotb’d and fed, And vifited and cheer’d ; nd in their accents of diftrefs, My Saviour’s voice is heard, 
hy face, with rev’rence and with love, We in thy poor would fee ; 1) let us rather beg our bread, Than keep it back from thee. 

215. ' %tife out of the mouth of babes. Mat. xxi. 15, 16. FTTHEN Jefus to the temple came, * ’ The voice of praife was heard j |5'he very children own’d his claim, 
“ And in his train appear’d. 
flosANNA* made the temple ring, > For many tongues agreed j Hosanna to the heav’nly King ! - To David’s promis’d feed ! 

1 When fome would have rebuk’d their zeal, 
1 Thou, Lord, the thought did’ft check : ilf they were harden’d, Hones would feel; If filent, ftones would fpeak. 
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4 O let thofe fcenes be now renew’d, rt Let children lifp thy praife ! Thou art as powerful and good, 

As in the former days. 
5 Work Lord on all our children’s hearts r For this will loofe their tongues; The love which heav’nly truth imparts, r Will animate their fongs. 

2i6. Tlje Chrijlian's confidence. Rom. viii. 31, 39 .P« 
T ET Chriftian faith and hope difpel The fears of guilt and woe : The Lord Almighty is our friend, 

And who can prove a foe ? 
2 He who his Son, moft dear and lov’d, Gave up for us to die, Shall he not all things freely give 

That goodnefs can fupply ? 
3 Behold the beft, the greateft gift, 

Of everlafting love ! Behold the pledge of peace below And perfeft bl'ifs above ! 
4 Where is the judge who can condemn, Since God hath juftify’d ? Who (hall charge thofe with guilt or crim< For whom the Saviour dy’d ? 
5 The Saviour dy’d, but rofe again Triumphant from the grave; And pleads our caufe at God’s right handii 

Omnipotent to fave. 
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no then fhall e’er divide us more, 
From Jefus and his love, break the facred chain that binds The earth to heav’n above ? 

tit troubles rife, and terrors frown, And days of darknefs fall ; 
0; trough him all dangers we’ll defy, ^A.nd more than conquer all. 

5r death nor life, nor earth nor hell, ,/ Nor time’s deftroying fway, in e’er efface us from his heart, 
' fOr make his love decay, 
ach future period he will blefs ’ As he has bleft the pad ; e lov’d us from the firfl of time, 
He loves us to the lad. 

217. 1 T,ook unto me, and be ye faved. Ifa. xlv. li. \ S the ferpent rais’d by Mofes Heal’d the burning ferpent’s bite; 
bTus thus himfelf difclofes o the wounded finner’s fight: fear his gracious invitation, I have life and peace to give, i4have wrought out full falvation, inner, look to me and live. 
Jefp ir of mercy now no longer, (lercy reigns to pardon guilt; for my love than death is dronger, 
my blood have freely fpilt ; 



Tho’ your heart has long been harden r Look on me—it foft (hall grow ; 
Part tranfgreffions ihall be pardon’d. And I’ll walh you white as fnow. 

3 I have feen what you were doing, 
Tho’ you little thought of me, You were madly bent on ruin, But I faid—It fhall not be : 
You had been for ever wretched, Had I not efpous’d your part; 
Now behold my arms outftretched To receive you to my heart. 

4 Well may (hame, and joy, and wonder,’ 
All your inward paflions move j I could cru(h thee with my thunder, But I fpeak to thee in love : See ! your fins are all forgiv’n, I have paid the countlefs fum ! Now my death has open’d heav’n, 
Thither you lhall Ihortly come.” 

O 

218. Sion comforted. 
Sion ! affli&ed with wave upon way 
Whom no man can comfort, whom man can fave ; With tfarknefs furrounded, by terrors dif- 
may’d, [cay’d. In toiling and rowing thy ftrength is de.| 



•g jud roaring, the billows would thee over- whelm, 
it Ikilful’s the Pilot that fits at the helm; is wifdom, his power, his faithfulnefs Hand ingag’d to conduct thee in fafety to land. 
O fearful, O faithlefs, (in mercy he cries,) My promife, my truth, are they light in thine eyes ? [keep, 
Still, ftill I am with thee, and faithful to Though feeming, amid the rough tempeft, 

| to tleep. 
Forget thee I will not; I cannot forget What Calvary witnefs’d to cancel thy debt: ! On the palms of my hands while looking, I fee [thee. S The wounds I received, in fuff’ring for 

■ I feel at my heart all thy fighs and thy groans, [my bones ; P For thou art moft near me, my flefh and P In all thy diftreffes, thy Head feels the 
j pain, P Yet all are nowneedful, notoneis in vain.” 
b Saviour, we truft thee, our life is fecure, Thy wifdom is perfeft, fupreme isthypow’r: 
pn love thou corre&eft, our fouls to refine, jTo make us at length in thy likenefs tolhine. 
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7 The foolifh, the fearful, the weak ai care ; [prs The helplefs, the hopelefs, thou heare) 

From all our affliftions thy glory (hall: 
The deeper our forrows, the louder fing. 

219. Travelling to Canaan. 
'P'ROM Egypt lately freed, By the Redeemer’s grace ; A rough and thorny path we tread, In hopes to fee his face. 

2 The- promis’d land of peace 
We fain would bold in view : How diff’rent from the wildernefs 
We now are palling through! 

3 Here, often from our eyes 
Clouds hide the light divine : There, we (hall have unclouded Ikies, 
Our fun will always (hine. 

4 Here griefs, and cares, and pains, And fears diftrefs us fore : But there eternal pleafure reigns, 
And we fliall weep no more. 

220. The refurreHion and the life John xi. 15. 
“ T AM, ! faith Chrift),yourglorioush< 

(May we attention give), The refurre&ion of the dead, 
The life of all that live. 
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i, y faith in me the foul receives •i New life tho’ dead before ; 
.und he that in my name believes, j] Shall live to die no more. 

::«'he finner, fleeping in his grave, Shall at my voice awake ; 
laid when I once begin to lave, - My work I ne’er forfake.” 
Fulfil, thy promife, gracious Lord, On us affembled here j i’our out thy Spirit with the word, And caufe the dead to hear. 
^referve the pow’r of faith alive 

In thofe who love thy name ; . for fin and Satan daily drive ; To quench the facred flame. 
JThy pow’r and mercy firft prevail’d, From death to fet us free ; , And often fince our life had fail’d, 

; If not renew’d by thee. 
To thee we look, to thee we bow, To thee for help we call 5 jbur life and refurredion thou, Our hope, our joy, our all. 

221. j DifmiJJion. 
ONCE more, before we part, We’ll blefs the Saviour’s name 5 

IRecord his mercies ev’ry heart, 
Sing ev’ry tongue the fame. 
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2 Let us hold fall his word, And feed thereon and grow ; Let’s follow on to know the Lord, 

And live by what we know. 
222. "Joy in believing. John xx. io. 

Z"'* LAD, when they faw the Lor The fight their doubts remov 
They faw a precious friend reftor’d, The mafter whom they lov’d. 

2 Glad, when they faw the Lord ! We ne’er beheld the fight; 
But, trufting in Jehovah’s word, We fhare the bleft delight. 

3 Glad, when they faw the Lord ! Let us proclaim our joy, Our hearts in unifon accord, 
And fongs our lips employ. 

4 Jefus the rifen Lord, Triumphant o’er the grave, Now reigns, by higheft heav’n ador’d Omnipotent to fave. 
5 Jefus, exalted Lord, Thy faints with thee are heirs: Firm is the hope thy words afford j Thy life’s the pledge of theirs. 

223- Praife for falvation. 
TLTAIL, Son of God ! the op’ning -*• Proclaims thy pow’r divine : 
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Thou to the uttermoft canft fave, We know, for we are thine. 
I'hou the atoning work haft done, The precious ranfom paid j The battle fought, the vid’ry won, On thee our help is laid. 

-M Salvation finilh’d, up on high i The conqueroj afcends, fie claims his manfions in the Iky, Prepares them for his friends, 
i pur eyes, O Lord, are fix’d on thee, 

Us for our houfe prepare : [Then where thou art, there we fhall be, And all thy glory lhare. 
224. Delight in God. 

DLord, we would delight in thee, And on thy care depend ; (To thee in ev’ry trouble flee, Our beft, our only friend. 
IVhen all created ftreams are dried, Thy fulnefs is the fame : slay we with this be fatisfied, And glory in thy name, 
mpart to us a ftronger faith, 

1 To look within the vail; |7o credit what our Saviour faith, Whofe word can never fail ! 
ale that has made our heav’n fecure, 
^ Will here, all good provide : 

K 
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When Chrift is rich, can we be poor J. What can we want befide 

j O Lord, we call our care on thee, We triumph and adore : Henceforth our great concern fhall b 
To love and pleafe thee more. | 

225. • Salvation drawing nearer. Rom. x::i. r 
DARKNESS overfpreads u*here, 

But the night wears fall away, \ 
Jacob’s ftar will foon appear. Leading on eternal day ! 

2 Now ’tis time to route from fleep, > ^ Trim our lamps and Hand prepar’d, 
For our Lord ftri£l watch to keep, Rr 
Left he find us off our guard. 

3 Let his people courage take. Bear with a fubmiffive mind 
AH they fuffer for his fake, Rich anjends they foon fhall find. 

4 He will wipe away their tears, Near himfelf appoint their lot: 
All their forrows, pains, and fears, , Quickly then fhall be forgot 

5 Tho’ already fav’d by grace, From the hour we firft believ’d, Yet, while fin and war have place, n- 
We have but a part receiv’d. 

6 Still we for falvation wait, 
Ev’ry hour it nearer comes ! 
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Death will br eak the prifon gate, und admit us to our homes. 

226. The offices of Chrijl. 
E blels the prophet of the Lord, vv Who comes with truth and grace •, 

efus, thy Spirit and thy word, 1 , Shall lead us in thy ways, 
t JVe rev’rence our high prieft above, t Who offer’d up his blood j 
And lives to Ihew his conftant love, By pleading with our God. 
We honour our exalted King j (How fweet are his commands !) 
I^ho keeps our fouls from hell and fin, In his almighty hands, 
rlofanna to his glorious name, Wondrous are all his ways; 
His mercy gives a rightful claim, To our unceafing praife. 

227. The friendfhip of Chrifl. 
A Friend there is, (your voices join, Ye faints, to praife his name j) Whofe truth and kindnefs are divine, Whofe love’s a conftant flame. 
When moft we need his helping hand, This friend is always near : With heav’n and earth at his commanc 

He waits to anfwer prayer. 
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3 His love no end or meafure knows, No change can turn its courfe ; j; Immutably the fame it flows, From one eternal Iburce. 
4 Our forrows in the fcale he weighs, 

And meafures out our pains ; The wildeft florm his word obeys, , His word its rage retrains. / 
5 And if our earthly comforts fall, j Before his fov’reign will ; He never takes away our all— k He is our portion Hill. % [ 

228. iJf 
God is lone. 

/^OME, ye that know a Saviour’s i | 
^ And raife your thoughts above : 
Let ev’ry heart and voice accord c To ling that God is love. 

2 This precious truth his word reveals, And all his mercies prove : 
Jefus, the bell of gifts, appears, To (hew that God is love. 

3 His patience, bearing much and long <1 With thofe who from him rove. 
His kindnefs, when he calls them hom j Both mark that God is love. 

4 The work begun is carried on By pow’r from heav’u above ; And ev’ry ftep, from firft to laft, Declares that God is love. 
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may we all, while here below, This bell of bleffings prove ; 1 nobler fongs, in brighter worlds, 
Proclaim that God is love. 

220. The fullicatien of the gofpel. • APTAIN of thine enlilted boll, ! Difplay thy glorious banner high : ic fummons fend from coaft to coaft. And call a num’rous army nigh, 
re folemn jubilee proclaim ; Proclaim the great fabbatick day : lert the glories of thy name ; Spoil Satan of his wilh’d-for prey. »rd, flied thy light, make plain the way, '"That leads to Sion’s lofty tow’r : erc’d by thy beams, let night be day ; So lhall we ling and praife thy pow’r. 

230. i -5, A profpeEl of heaven makes death eafy. "'HERE is a land of pure delight, L Where faints immortal reign, $uite day excludes the night, And pleafures banilh pain. 
< here everlafting fpring abides, t And never with’ring flow’rs; i^ath, like a narrow fea, divides This heav’nly land from ours, 

jveet fields beyond the fwelling flood fStand drefs’d in living green j o to the Jews old Canaan Hood, 
| While Jordan roll’d between. 
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4 But tim’rous mortals ftart and (brink :jr To crofs this narrow fca, And linger, (hivYing on the brink, 

And fear to launch away. 
5 Could we but climb where Mofes do®. And view the landfcape o’er ; Not Jordan’s dream—nor death’s cold , 

Should fright us from the (hore. 
231. Prayer for a hlejjing, 

OW, gracious Lord, thine arm re’ ^ And make thy glory known j ow let us all thy prefence feel, And foften hearts of done ! 
2 Help us to venture near thy throne, And plead a Saviour’s name j For all that we can call our own. Is vanity and (hame. 
3 Send down thy Spirit from above, That faints may love thee more $ 

And finnefs now may learn to love. Who never lov’d before. 
4 And when before thee we appear, In our eternal home, 

May growing numbers worlhip here, And praife thee in our room. 
232. Satisfaflion andfecvrity. 

ES, ’tis enough—I’m fafe and bled, 
If God be truly mine j 
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■ • others I can leave the reft, Nor at their ftores repine, 
hall not live without my Ihare 
Of all that’s good below, s »:neath his providential care I (hall fecurely go. 

t (hould 1 fuffer for his fake. 
He’ll needful ftrength impart; ; pace to my troubled foul he’ll fpeak, And raife my finking heart. 

31 ,nd when I pafs the vale of death, 1 With darknefs overfpread, !e on my foul will vigour breathe, 
And heav’nly comfort fhed. 

oon as the cords of life untie, Shall full rekafe be giv’n ; pnd angels will be waiting by To bear my foul to heav’n : 
'o heav’n, where boundlefs glories fhinc, And boundlels pleafures flow } Where blifs confuramate and divine No period e’er (hall know. 

233- Devot/tn ff ringing from gratitude. 
Y foul, triumphant in the Lord, 

Proclaim thy joys abroad j And march with holy vigour on, 
Supported by thy God. 
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2 Through ev’ry winding maze of life « His hand has been my guide •, And in his long experienced care ' My heart (hall ftill confide. 
3 His grace through all the defert flows if An unexhaufted ftream ; That grace cm Sion's facred mount, ‘ Shall be my endlefs theme. 
4'Beyond the choiceft joys of time Thy court* on earth I love ; But Oh ! ;I burn with ftrong defire t To view thy houfe above. 
5 Joining with all the (hioing band, i 'i My foul Would there adore ; A pillar in thy temple fix’d, To be remov’d no more. 

234- Chriffs aftenjion and reign- "VT OW raii’e a (bout of facred joy, To God the fov’reign King ! 
Let ev’ry land their tongues employ, And hymns, of triumph fing. 

2 Jefus, our Lord, afcends on high, His heavenly guards around Attend him rifing through the Iky, With trumpet’s joyful found. 
3 While angels (bout and praife their King. Let mortals learn their drains; Let all the earth his honours fing; 

O’er all the earth he reigns. 
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iehearfe his praife with awe profound ; Let knowledge guide the fang ; <Jor mock him with a folemn found 

Upon a thoughtlefs tongue, 
n Ifrael flood his ancient throne j He lov’d that chofen race ; ; ^ut now he calls the world his own,. 

And heathens tafte his grace. 
235. Man honoured above angels. 

,|\T OW let us join with hearts and tongues,, ^ And emulate the angels’ fongs: !^ea, finners may addrefs their King In fongs that angels cannot fing. 
They praife the Lamb who once was {lain, 3ut we can add a higher ftrain, 'Jot only fay “ He fuffer’d thus,”' But that “ he fuffer’d all for us."" 
jjefus, who pafs’d the angels by, Affum’d our flefh to bleed and die ; And ftill he makes it his abode : As man he fills the throne of God. 
lt)ur next of kin, our brother now, ,Is he to whom the angels bow •, They join with us to praife his name, liBut we the neareft int’reft claim. 
But ah ! how faint our praifes rife! Sure ’tis the wonder of the fkies, That we who fhare his richeft love, 
So cold and unconcern’d fhould prove. 



6 Oh, glorious hour, it comes with fpeec ir When we from fin and darknefs freed. Shall fee his face, who died for man, 
And praife him more than angels can. 

23^. Pratfe for grace and truth. 
"D E thou exalted, O my God, 

Above the heav’ns where angels dv Thy powV on earth be known abroad, l And land to land thy wonders tell. 
2 My heart is fix’d ; my fong (hall raife Immortal honours to thy name j Awake my tongue to found his praife, 

My tongue, the glory of rtiy frame. 
3 High o’er the earth his mercy reigns And teaches even above the iky ; His truth to endlefs years remains, When worlds diflblve and creatures die.n 1 4 Be thou exalted, O my God, Above the heav’ns where angels dwell. 

Thy pow’r on earth be known abroad, 
And land to land thy wonders tell. 

237- There the weary are at rejl /COURAGE, my ioul! behold the pfi i 
The Saviour’s love provides ; \ 

Eternal life beyond the ikies For all whom here he.guides. 
2 The wicked ceafe from troubling there,: The weary are at reft : 
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' yjirrow, and fin, and pain, and care, 

No more approach the bleft. 
. wicked world and wicked heart, ■ With Satan now are join’d : .ach afts a too fuccefsful part In harraffing my mind, 
rut fighting in my Saviour’s llrength, > «- Tho’ mighty are my foes, !, lhall a conqu’ror be at length O’er all that can oppofe. 

■ "hen why, my foul, complain or fear? The crown of glory fee ! .’he more I toil and fnffer here. The fweeter reft will be. 
238. Divine viorJIAp. 

"PHY prefence, gracious God, afford j Prepare us to receive thy word: 
Now let thy voice engage our ear, And faith be mixt with what we hear. Thus, Lord, thy waiting fervants blefs, And crown thy gofpel with fuccefs. 

iftra&ing thoughts and cares remove, 
nd fix our hearts and hopes above > 'ith food divine may we be fed, And fatisfied with living bread. Thus, Lord, &.c. 

To us thy facred word apply, 
J With fov’reign pow’r and energy 5 
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And may we, in thy faith and fear, Reduce to prattice what we hear. 

Thus, Lord, &c. 
4 Father, in us thy 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. Thus, Lord, &c. 
239- The <ivifdom of God a reafon for refigitatioii. 

\fcTAIT, O nay foul, thy Maker’s w $ Tumultuous paffions, all be (till Nor let a murm’ring thought arife $ His ways are juft, his councils wife. 
2 Thick darknefs round his throne he drsif His work performs, conceals the caufe * But, though his methods are unknown, 1 

Judgment and truth fupport his throne, 
3 In heav’n, and earth, and air, and feas, He executes his firm decrees j And by his faints it Hands confeft, That what he does is ever belt. 
4 Wait then, my foul, fubmillive wait, Proftrate before his awful feat; 

And, ’midft the terrors of the rod, Truft in a wife and gracious God. 
240. Faith in Chri/l for pardon and fanBifcation. TTOW fad our ftate by nature is ! ■*- -*• Our fin, hpw deeji it’s ftains ! 
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\nd Satan binds our captive minds Faft in his flaviih chains. 
But there’s a voice of fov’reign grace Sounds from the facred word : “ Ho ! ye defpairing finners, come, And truft upon the Lord.” 
Our fouls obey th’ Almighty’s call, • And run to this relief : JWe now believe thy promife, Lord, , Oh ! help our unbelief. 

»! Stretch out thine arm, victorious King, i Our feigning fins fubdue ; ! Drive fin and Satan from their feat, 
And ftill our fouls renew. 

r;Poor, guilty, weak, and helplefs worms,. 
' On thy kind arms we fall : '(Thou art our ftrength and righteoufnefs. Our Saviour and our all. 

241- ‘ The Load's day Hofaima to the rifen Saviour. i'T'HIS is the day the Lord hath made, The day he calls his own; 
,;Let heav’n rejoice, let earth be glad, 1 And praife furround the throne. 
To-day he rofe and left the dead, 

And Satan’s empire fell; To-day the faints his triumphs fpread, 
! And all his wonders tell. 
1 Blefs’d be the Lord, who comes to men With meflages of grace, 
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Who comes in greaf Jehovah’s name. To fave our {inful race. 

4 Hofanna in the higheft drains The church on earth can raife ; The higheft heav’ns, in which he reigns. triE 
Shall give him nobler praife. 

242. Lord's day morning. HAil! morning, known among the blel f Morning of hope, and joy, and lovi f. 
Of heav’nly peace and holy reft ; Pledge of the endlefs reft above ! 

2 Blefs’d be the Father of our Lord, Who f*om the dead hath brought his Sor ' Hope to the loft was then reftor’d, [ And everlafting glory won. 
j Scarce morning twilight had begun To chafe the (hades of night away, 

When Chrift arofe.—unfetting Sun !— The dawn of Joy’s eternal day ! 
4 Mercy look’d down with Trailing eye, When our Immanuel left the dead ; Faith mark’d his bright afcent on high, 

And Hope with gladnefs rais’d her head, i 
5 God’s goodnefs let us bear in mind, Who to his faints this day hath giv’n. For reft and holy joy defign’d, To fit our longing fouls for heav’n. 
6 Defcend, O Spirit of the Lord, Thy fire to ev’ry bofom bring y 
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it! Then fhall our ardent hearts accord, 

And teach our lips God’s praite to ling. 
243. Tie operations of the Holy Spirit. 

^ INTERNAL Spirit! wecor.fefs, ■*-J And ling the wonders of thy grace ; Thy pow’r conveys our bleffings down T'rom God the Father and the Son. 
<1 Enlighten’d by thine heav’nly ray, - ;; Our ihades and darknefs turn to day ; Thy gracious teaching makes us know, Our danger, and our refuge too. 

Thy pow’r and goodnefs work within, Mi And break the chains of reigning fin j iDo our imperious lufts fubdue, And form our wretched hearts anew. 
The troubled confcience knows thy voice, Thy cheering word awakes our joys j Thy word allays the ftorm within, i And laves us from the power of fin. 

244. Rejloriug and preferring grace. 
\\7 Ith all our pow’rs of heart and tongue > V We’ll praife our Maker in our fong 
Angels (hall hear the notes we raife, Approve the fong, and join the praiie. 
We’ll ling thy truth and mercy, Lord, W’ell ling the wonders of thy word $ Not all thy works and names below So much thy pow’r and glory ihew. 
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3 To God we cried when troubles vofe ; ! He heard us, and fubdu’d our foes; He did our rifing fears controul, / 

And ftrengtb diffus’d thro1 all our foul. 1 ; 
4 Amidft a thoufand fnares we (land, 

Upheld and guarded by thy hand ; Thy words our fainting fouls revive, J 
And Hill our faith is kept alive. 

5 Grace will complete what grace begins,"7 

To fave from forrows and from fins ; The work that wifdom undertakes Eternal mercy ne’er forfakes. 
245 The folly offelf dependence. r | 'HE fwift not always in the race Shall feize the crowning prize ; 

Not always wealth and honour grace ; j1 

The labour of the wife. 
2 Fond mortals but themfelves beguile When on themfelves they reft ; ! 

Blind is their wifdom, weak their toil, i By Thee, O Lord, unbleft. 
3 Evil and good before thee ftand, Thy millions to perform ; The blelfing comes at thy command, 

At thy command the ftorm. 
4 O Lord, in all our ways we’ll own Thy providential pow’r, Intrufting to thy care alone 

The lot of every hour. 
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246. Gcd's unchanging compajfisn. 7 E heav’ns,fend forth your fongof praifej - Earth, raife your voice below ! st hills and mountains join the hymn, And joy thro’ nature flow ! 

:hold, how gracious is our God ! 'Hear the confoling ftrains 1 which be cheers our drooping hearts, And mitigates our pains. 
■feafe ye, when days of darknefs come, In fad difmay to mourn, s if the Lord could leave his faints 

Forfaken or forlorn, 
nn the fond mother e’er forget The infant whom Are bore ? fr can its plaintive cries be heard, Nor move compaflion more ? 
he may forget •, nature may fail , A parent’s heart to move ; | tut Sion on my heart fhall dwell In everlafting love. 
’ull in my fight, upon my hands, I have engrav’d her name ; *fy hands (hall build her ruin’d walls, 

And raife her broken frame. 
247- Another. Hosanna to the Son Of David and of God, 
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Who brought the news of pardon dowr lit And bought it with his blood. 

2 To Chrift, th’ anointed King, Be endlefs bleflings giv’n ; Let tVe whole earth his glory fing. 
Who made our peace with heav’n. 

■248. The way of aceefs. NE glance of thine, eternal Lord, ,y Pierces all nature through ; Nor heav’n, nor earth, nor hell afford A fhelter from thy view. 
2 The mighty whole, each fmaller part, At once before thee lies: 

And ev’ry thought of ev’ry heart Is open to thine eyes. 
3 Tho’ greatly from myfelf conceal’d, Thou feed my inward frame ; To thee I always ftand reveal’d, Exaflly as I am. 
4 Since therefore I can hardly bear What in myfelf I fee, How vile and black muft I appear, 

Moft holy God, to thee ? 
5 But frnce my Saviour Hands between In garments dy’d in blood, ’Tis he, the righteous One, is feen, 

When I approach to God. 
6 Thus, tho’ a finner, I am fafe ; He pleads before the throne 
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Ifhat wondrous love, what matchlefs grace, 

In this appointment fiiine ! ly breaches of the law are his, And his obedience mine. 
249 • Divine mercies and judgments compared. 

• rN thy rebukes, all-gracious God, L What foft compafilOn reigns ! ! Vhat gentle accents of thy voice Affuage thy children’s pains ! 
‘ When I correct my chofen fons, “ A father’s bowels move ; f One tranfient moment bounds my wrath, 

“ But endlefs is my love.” 
By faith amidft our griefs below, We view thy gracious face ' 
And hope, amidft our fighs, ftiall tune An anthem to thy grace. 
Bring home at length my weary foul, To join thy faints above $ Cor I would learn a fong of praife As lafting as thy love. 

2&0. Heaven. "^OME, Lord, and warm each languid Infpire each lifelefs tongue $ [heart, 
nd let the joys of heaven impart Their influence to our fong. 
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2 Sorrow, and pain, and ev’ry care, ! And difcord there (hall ceafe ; And perfeft joy, and love fincere, 

Adorn the realms of peace. 
3 The foul, from fin for ever free. Shall mourn its pow’r no more ; But, cloth’d in fpotlefs purity, 

Redeeming love adore. 
4 There on a throne, (bow dazzling brigh y Th’ exalted Saviour (hines ; And beams ineffable delight 

On all the heav’nly minds. 
5 There (hall the foll’wers of the Lamb Join in immortal fongs ; And endlefs honours to his name Employ their tuneful tongues. 
6 Lord, tuae our hearts to praife and love, Our feeble notes infpire : Till, in thy blifsful courts above, We join the angelic choir. 

251. Home in vrtw. \ S when the weary trav’ller gains 
^ The height of fome o’erlooking hill. His heart revives, if crofs the plains He eyes his home, though diftant dill. 

2 While he furveys the much lov’d fpot, I He (lights the fpace that lies between j His pail fatigues are now forgot, 
Becaufe his journey’s end is feen. 
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Thus when the Chriftian pilgrim views 
By faith his manlion in the ikies, The fight his fainting ftrength renews, And wings his fpeed to reach the prite. 
The thought of home his fpirit cheers, No more he grieves for troubles paft } Nor any future trial fears. So he may fafe arrive at laft. 
’Tis there, he fays, I am to dwell 

"i* With Jefus in the realms of day, Then I (hall bid my cares farewell, I And he will wipe my tears away. 
Jefus, on thee our hope depends To lead us on to thine abode $ 
Allur’d our hope will make amends Tor all our toil while on the road. 

252. ’’ Vi&ory in tbe.Jfiritual warfare. 
FOR ever bleiTed be the Lord, My Saviour and my ihield, (He fends his Spirit with his word, To arm me for the field. 

' 'When fin and hell their force unite, He makes my foul his care, ’ Jnftru&s me for the heav’nly fight, And guards me through the war. 
A friend and helper fo divine. Does my weak courage raife ; 
'He makes the glorious vi&’ry mine, 

And his ihall be the praife. 
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253. Jobrr xiv. I,—7. 

LET not your hearts with anx’ous Be troubled or difmay’d j [thoi But truft in providence divine, And truft my gracious aid. 
2 I to my Father’s houfe return; There numerous manfions ftand, 

And glory manifold abounds Through all the happy land. 
3 I go your entrance to fecure, And your abode prepare ; Regions unknown are lafe to you, When I, your Friend, am there. 
4 Thence Ihall I come when ages clofe. To take you home with me •, There we (hall meet to part no more, And ftill together be. 
j I am the way, the truth, the life : No fon of human race, But fuch as I conduit and guide. 

Shall fee my Father’s face. 
254'- xiv. 15,—18. 

YOU now muft hear my voice no m My Father calls me home: But foon from beav’n the Holy. Ghoftj Your Comforter (hall come. 
2 That heav’nly teacher fent from God* Shall your whole foul infpire, 
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Ifoui minds fhall fill with facred truth, Your hearts with facred fire. 

{Peace is the gift I leave with you, jii My peace to you bequeath ; Peace that fliall comfort you through life. 
And cheer your fouls in death. 

[ give not as the world beftows, With promife-falfe and vain ■, Nor cares, nor fears, lhall wound the heart. In which my words remain. 
255. Titus iiii 3,—s>. TTOW wretched was our former ftate. When flaves to Satan’s fway. With hearts diforder’d and impure, O’erwhelm’d in fin we lay ! 

But, O my foul, forever praife, Forever love his name, Who turn’d thee from the fatal paths 
Of folly, fin, and foame. 

tyain and prefumpt’ous is the truft Which in our works we place j Salvation from a higher fource Flows to the human race. 
’Tis from the mercy of our God That all our hopes begin ; iHis mercy fav’d our fouls from death, 

And wafh’d our fouls from fin. 
His Spirit, through the Saviour fhed. His facred fire imparts, 
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Refines our drofs, and love divine ! Rekindles in our hearts. 

6 Thence rais’d from death, we live ar And juftify’d by grace, We hope in glory to appear, 
And fee our Father’s face. 

7 Let all who hold this faith and hope 
In holy deeds abound : Thus faith approves itfelf fincere 
By ufeful labours crown’d. 

256. The fpirit of lave and comfort. S: 
OME, Holy Spirit, from above, -1'. Our longing breads infpire B 

With the pure flame of heav’nly love, « And fan the facred fire. 
2 Thou comforted the heavy heart, By fin and forrow pred ; Life to the dead thou dod impart, And to the weary red. 
3 Let no falfc comfort lift us up To confidence that’s vain ; Nor let our courage ever droop, 

For whom the Lamb was flain. 
4 The Father fent his Son to die, The willing Son obey’d j The witnefs thou, to tedify The purchafe Ohrid has made. 
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257. God magnified. 

fp1 OD of falvation, wc adore Tby boundlefs love, thy faving pow’r j ^.i)d with oar utmoft flretch of thought < 4iail the redemption thou haft wrought. 
iVe love the ftroke, that breaks our chain| 

I The fword, by which our fins are flain : And, while abas’d in duft we bow, fVe fing the grace that lays us low. 
lie’ll pour contempt on all our pride, . :Let God alone be magnify’d : rlis glory let the heav’ns refound, 

t. ient forth from earth’s remoteft bouncf. 

We walk by faith, not by fight'. 
'T’IS by the faith of joys to come A We w’alk thro’ deferts dark as night, fill we arrive at heav’n our home ; Hfhen faith (hall be exchang’d for fight. 
’he want of fight faith now fupplies, he makes the pearly gates appear j ar into difiant worlds ihe pries, .nd brings eternal glories near, 
iheerful we tread the tiefert through, 

17hile faith infpires a heav’nly ray. 
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Thougli lions roar, and tempefts blow, 1- 
And rocks and dangers fill the wav. 

4 So Abram by divine command, Left his own houfe to walk with God: : 
His faith beheld the promis’d land, 
And fir’d his zeal along the road. 

25Q. Faith in Chrijl our facrif.cc. 
T all the blood of beafts 

^ ' On Jewifh altars flain Could give the guilty confcience peace, Or walh away the ftain. 
^ 2 But Chrift the heav’nly Lamb, 

Takes all our fins away; v A facrifice of nobler name, And richer blood than they. 
3 Believing, we rejoice To fee the curfe remove ; We blefs the Lamb with cheerful voice, fh And fing his dying love. 

260. Quietnefs under ajjtiilion. 
PEACE ! ’tis the Lord Jehovah’s ha Removes our friends by death ; 
Changes the vifage once fo dear, When he recals their breath. 

2 ’Tis he, the Potentate fupremc Of all the worlds above, 



'Vhofe fteady counfels wifely rule, Nor from their purpofe move. 
Tis he, tvhofe juftice might demand ! Our fouls a lacrifice •, 

: fet fcatters with unwearied hand A thoufand rich fupplies. 
Dur cov’nant-God and Father he, In Chrift our dying Lord ; Vhofe grace can heal the burfting heart With one reviving word, 
iilent we own Jehovah’s name ; We kifs thy chaft’ning hand ; Lnd yield our comforts, and our life, To thy fupreme command. 

201. \ Cbrijl's pity to his troubled difciples. 
DE ACE, all the forrows of the heart, L And all my tears be dry ; That Chriltian ne’er can be forlorn, 

' i That views his Saviour nigh. 
Let not your bofoms throb, (he fays) ! “ Nor be your fouls afraid ! 

I Truft ye in God’s almighty name, “ And truft your Saviour’s aid. 
Fair manfions in my Father’s houfe 
“ For all his children wait j And I, your elder brother, go 

jj/“ To open wide the gate. 
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4 “ And if I thither go before, 

“ A dwelling to prepare, “ I furely will return again, “ That I may lix you there. 
5 “ United in eternal love, 

“ My chofen (hall remain, 
“ And with rejoicing hearts lhall (hare ^ “ The honours of my reign.” 

6 Yes, Lord ; thy gracious words we hea' And cordial joys they bring : Frail nature may extort a groan, 
But faith (hall learn to fing. 

262. Chrifl's power. 
HAIL to the Prince of life and peace, ■ Who holds the keys of death and he. 
The fpacious world unleen is his, ^ And fov’reign pow’r becomes him well. 

2 In (hame and torment once he dy’d j But now he lives for evermore : Bow down, ye faints, around his feat, “ 
And, ye angelic-bands, adore. 

3 Now live for ever, glorious Lord, To crufh thy foes, and guard thy friends While all thy chofen tribes rejoice, ' 
That thy dominion never ends. 

4 Worthy thy hand to hold the keys, Guided by wifdom, and by love ; Worthy to rule with fov’reign pow’r 
O’er worlds below, and worlds above. 

> ^ 



H Y M N S. ?33 When death thy fervants fhall invade, When pqvy’rs of hell thy church annoy, ^ontroul’d by thee, their rage promotes The caufe they labour to deftrqy. 
For ever reign, victorious King : Wide thro’ the earth thy name be known 3 . (Vnd call my longing foul to ling Sublimer praifes near thy throne. 

263. The good.Sbephtrd. ]fa. liii. 6. 
LIKE (beep we went aftrav. And broke the fold of God, Each wand’ring in a difPrent way, But all the downward road. 
How dreadful was the hour, When God our wand’rings laid, And did at once his vengeance pour Upon the Shepherd’s head ! 
How glorious was the grace, When Cbriit fuftain’d the ftroke ! His precious blood the Shepherd pajs 
A raofom for the flock- 

j His honour and his life Were taken both away : Moin’d with the wicked in his death, 
He lay as low as they, 

j But God hath rais’d his head O’er all the fons of men \ And made him fee a num’rous feed, 
; Tq r$comp.enfe his pain. 

t 



6 “ I’ll give him (faith the Lord) “ A portion with the ftrong ; “ He (hall pofTefs a large reward, 
“ And hold his honours long.” 

264- IZvcnvig Hymn , TESUS, thou great atoning Lamb, ^ Lover of lo(I mankind. 
Salvation in whofe name alone A finful world can find : 

2 

3 

4 

5 

We a(k thy grace to make us clean j We come to thee our God, Open, O Lord, for this day’s fin, The fountain of thy blood. 
Hither our finful fouls be brought, And ev’ry idle word, And ev’ry work, and ev’ry thought, 

That hath not pleas’d our Lord. 
Hither oyr a&ions, righteous deem’d By man, arid counted good, As filthy rags by God efteem’d, Till fprinkled with thy blood. 
Jefus, we hail thy mighty pow’r 1 For pardon dill we’ll flee ; 
And ev’ry day and ev’ry hour, We’ll draw frefli rtrength from thee 

265. Ch'rijUdn Iodc- T ET Chriflians all agree, 
And peace among them fpread 
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jentile and Jew, and bond and free, Are one in Chrift their head. 

Among the faints on earth, 
Let fervent love be found ; Heirs of the fame inheritance, With common bleflings crown’d. 
Let envy, (child of hell!) Be baniftr’d far away ; 

Lhofe (hould in ftri&eft friendlhip dwelly. ^ Who the fame Lord obey. 
! Thus will the church below 

Referable ^hat above, Where ftreams of endlefs pleafure flow, And ev’ry heart is love. i 
266. I Encouragement for the ’weak'. 

/^AST thy burden on the Lord, 
V''* Only lean upon his word ; Thou wilt foon have caufe to blefs His eternal faithfulnefs. 
He fuftains thee by his hand, Tie enables thee to ftand ; Thofe whom Jefus once hath lov’d 1* rom his grace are never mov’d. 
Human counfels come to nought; 1 hat (hall ftand which God hath wrought, £His compaflion, love, and power, 

|Are the fame for evermore. 

I ’■ , 
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4 Heav’n and earth may pafs away, God’s free grace fhall not decay 4 He hath promis’d to fulfil 

All the pleafure of his will. 
5 Jefus, Guardian of thy flock, Be thyfelf our conftant rock ; 

Make us by thy powerful hand, Long as Sion’s mountain Hand. 

267. 
To the Holy Ghoft. 

I 
/^OME, Holy Spirit, come, ^ Let thy bright beams arife ; Difpel the forrow from our minds, 
The darknefs from our eyes. 
Raife our defponding hearts While we with trials meet; 

Give us to lie, with humble faith, At our Redeemer’s feet. 
0 ’Tis thine to cleanfe the heart, 

T’ illuminate the foul, To pour frelh life on ev’ry part, 
And new-create the whole. 

4 Dwell therefore in our hearts, Our minds from bondage free ; 
Then fltall we know, and praife, and 

And Ain be bjefi ,in Tb.f- 
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268. 
Pi aife to Chri/f. 

■VE fervants of God, -*• Your Matter proclaim, And publifti abroad His wonderful name, The name all vi&onous 
Of Jefus extol; His kingdom is glorious, 
And rules over all. 

2 God ruleth on high, Almighty to fave, And flill he is nigh. His prefence we have : 
The great congregation His triumph will fing, 
Afciibing falvation To Jefus our King. 

3 Salvation to God 
Who fits on his throne, Let all cry aloud, And honour the Son ; Our Jefus’s praifes All angels proclaim, Fall down on their faces, 
And worftu'p the Lamb. 
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4 Then let us adore, And give him his right, 

All glory, :nd power, And wifdoro, and might j 
All honour and blefling, With angels above, ^ And thanks never ceafing, For Jefus’s love. 

269. The fong of Mofes and the Lambi 
\ WAKE, and ling the fong 

Of Mofes and the Lamb, Wake ev’ry heart, and ev’ry tongue To praife the Saviour’s name. 
2 Sing of his dying love, 

Sing of his riling power, Sing how he intercedes above For thofe whofe fins he bore. 
3 Sing on your heav’nly way, Ye ranfom’d finners, fing ! 

Sing on, rejoicing ev’ry day In Chrilt, th’ eternal King. 
4 Soon (hall we hear him fay, 

Ye bleffed children, Gome ; Soon will he call us hence away, And take his pilgrims home. 
- There (hall each raptur’d tongue 

His nobler praife proclaim ; 
And fweeter voices tune the fong Of Moles and the Lamb. 
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‘270. ; The kingdom of Chrifl exalted. Pfal. Ixxii. 

ESU3 (hall reign where’er the fun His vaft fucceflive courfe (hall run ; is kingdom ftretch from (hofe to (hore, >11 moons (hall wax and wane no more. !o him (hall endlefs pray’r be made, ind ceafeltfs praifes crown his head ; is name, like fweet perfume, ftiall rife 
/ith ev’ry ev’ningfacrifice. 

' i eople, and realms of ev’ry tongue, • well on his love with Tweeted fong, 
.nd infant voices (hall proclaim "heir early bleflings on his name, 
iledings abound where’er he reigns, 'he pris’ner leaps to loofe his chains j ’he weary find eternal red, i |.nd all the fons of want are bled. 
^here he difplays his healing power, ^eath and the curfe are known no more ; h him the fallen race can boad 
^ore blefiings gain’d than e’er were lod. 
^et ev’ry creature rife and bring Peculiar honours to our King ; 

i^ngels defcend with fongs again, Vnd earth repeat the long Amen. 
271. Uappinefs of the Saints in death. Rev. xiv. 13. ■l^b‘KST are the fouls, the word proclaims. That are in Jefus dead 5 
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Sweet is the favour of their names, And foft their fteepingbed. 

2 They die in Jefus, and are bleft ; How foft their {lumbers are ! 
From fufPrings and from fins releas’d, And free from ev’ry care. 

3 Far from this world of toil and ftrife, 
And ever with the Lord : The labours of this mortal life 
End in a large reward. 

2?2. “Encouragement to joy and confidence. 
"V"OUR harps, ye trembling faints, 

Down from the willows take ; Loud to the praife of love divine 
Bid ev’ry firing awake. 

2 Tho’ in a foreign land, We are not far from home. And nearer to our houfe above 
We ev’ry moment come. 

3 His grace will to the end 
Stronger and brighter ihine ; Nor prefent things, nor things to Come, 
Shall quench this love divine. 

4 Bleft is the man, that hopes, And flays himfelf on thee ! Who waits for thy falvation, Lord, 
Shall thy falvation fee. 
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273- f>yi‘t new commandment. Pohn xiii. 34, 35. 
.> EHOLD, where breathing love divine, J Our dying mafler ftands, tis forrowful difciples wait ! To hear what he commands, 
i-om that mild teacher’s patting lips, What tender accents fell! 
"he gentle precept which he gave Became its author well, 
i Love one another fervently, 

“ As I have loved you ; To my poor brethren turn your tye, i “ And deeds of mercy (hew. 
j To meancft offices of love j “ With cheerfulnefs fubmit •, ! And me your Lord and Mailer prove, i “ Who wafh’d my fervants feet. 
sThe time is now at hand when I “ My life will give for you : Remember this endearing tie, 

“ And love my chofen few.” 
274- The Lord’s Supper. 

IN this one aft redemption (hines ! In all its parts complete ; ternal love ! thy wondrous plans 
Here view’d at once do meet. 
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2 This (hews the covenant of peace I Firm feal’d, and ratify’d : This opens all that (lore of grace \ Ey which vye’re juftify’d. 
3 Here God inviolably juft And holy doth appear ; Here he ftiines forth the Jealous God, I [i At once our hope and fear. 
4 Great God ! did e’er thy Juftice (htne ^ With fuch unfully’d ftame, 

As when the Son of God for fin iV A facrifice became ? 

5 When we this broken body fee, And this (lied blood behold,; Tho’ vile, O holy God ! ,to thee Approaching we are bold. 
6 High feated on thy throne of grace, Thy looks our fouls invite, Appeafed juftice now gives place To mercy thy delight. 

275'. The wifdom »f God mode known by the ibuncb, EpK.lii.iO. ‘ 
E love which thought on helplefs tnaj 
Does angels’tohgues employ ; The grace which flopp’d to Adam’s racej Fills heaven itfelf with joy. 

2 From all eternity this love, Glow’d in Jehovah’s bread ; 



The grand defign of fov’reign grace The church doth maniieil, 
iVhen we furvey that flruflure fair, Where heav’nly beauties fhine ; 
!n wonder loft, our fouls pronounce The architect divine. 
Fh’ angelic throng with raptures view Salvation’s ftrufture rife j i By it God’s wifdom manifold With wonder ftrikes their eyes. 

, When the head-ftone (hall be brought forth To corwn his work on high v 'Srace ! Grace ! ftiall faints and angels fhout, In fongs that ne’er lhall die. 
276. 

Mercy reigning. 
'"'O guilty mortals why fo kind, - So long indulgence ftiown ? 

So many bounties round the year Thus copioufly fent down ? 

Why does the fun renew the day, With all reviving beams ? The flues, like fprings which ne’er Refrelhment fend in ftreams ? run dry, 
Doth judgment fleep ? Can God the judge, On fin forget to frown ? ■Nay ! death devouring ev’ry hour, 

The human race cuts down.( 
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4 Bat ’midft the rage of fin and death, Proceeds a grand defign ; 

The glorious light of endlefs life, Acrofs the gloom doth (hine. 
5 The Lord is ris’n, the King of peace, The King of righteoufnefs; 

Pie bore the curfe, he reigns on high, The nations he will blefs. 
6 Pie fpares the world, till he complete Ilis grand defign of love : For this he makes his fun to fliine, And rain fends from above. 
7 For this the pow’rs ordain’d of God, Preferve the world in awe $ Let! vi’lence overwhelm the earth, 

Till thence his folk he draw. 
S Then let us raife our voice to God, And daily praife his name, Since all the bounties of the day That mercy reigns, proclaim. 

277- Chrijl our Shepherd John x. 
JESUS, Shepherd of the Iheep, Gracious is thine arm to keep 
All thy docks with tender care, Fed in paftures large and fair. 

3 Thee the (beep profefs and own, Thee they love, and thee alone, 
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own of them and known to thee, 
ey will never from thee flee, 
angers they will not obey, II they own thy fov’reign fway ; 

/ley delight to find thee near, jey delight thy voice to hear. ' 
plk before us in the way, 
ep us left we go aftray ; !;ich us in thy fteps to tread, ^ke us like our living Head, 
hen we (hall in judgment Hand, . ice us then at thy right hand ; •ileak the fentence of the bleft, d us enter endlefe reft. 

278. Chri/i's kingdom exalted. Pfalm xlv. ST E fing the glories of our King ; ^ His form how wondrous fair 1 
pne of the fons of mortal race |Can with our Lord compare. 
(veet is thy fpeech, and heav’nly grace, Upon thy lips is fhed ; jiiy God with bleflings infinite, Hath crown’d thy (acred head, 
fird on thy fword, vi£forious Prince, Ride with majeftic fway ; ’hy terror (hall ilrike through thy foes, And make the world obey, 
by throne, O God, for ever (lands, 
Thy word of grace (hall piov.e 
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A peaceful fceptre in thine hands, To rule the faints by love. 

5 Juftice and truth attend thy ftate, And mercy leads thee on, 
Till all thine enemies (hall yield Obedience to thy throne. 

279. The Pilgrim's Song. 
T> ISE, my foul, and ftretch thy win ' Thy better portion trace ; ' Rife from tranfitory things, 

Tow’rds heav’n thy native place. Sun. and moon, and liars decay, Time (hall foon this earth remove ;| Rife, my foul, and hade away To feats prepar’d above. 
2 Ceafe, ye pilgrims, ceafe to mourn, Prefs onward to the prize; Soon the Saviour will return Triumphant in the (kies. Yet a feafon, and you know Happy entrance will be giv’n, All our forrow's left below, 

And earth exchang’d for heav’n. 
280. The love ofChri/i. TOEHOLD the Saviour of mankind Nail’d to the (hameful tree ; How vaft the love that him inclin’d 

To bleed and die for me. 
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rk how he groans ! while nature (hakes, (knd earth’s ftrong pillars bend : e temple’s veil in funder breaks, The folid marbles rend, 
is done ! the precious ranfom’s paid. Receive my foul,” he cries ! 'i where he bows his facred head ! He bows his head, and dies, 

jjj t foon he’ll break death’s envious chain, And in full glory (hine ; : Lamb of God ! was ever pain, Was ever love like thine ? 
281. ; Heaven begun on earth. BAPPY the fouTs to Jefus join’d, 

And fav’d by grace alone •, hiking in all his ways, they find Their heaven on earth begun. 
K' church triumphant in thy love, heir mighty jovs we know’ ; jey fing the Lamb in hymns above, (And w’e in hymns below. 
free in thy glorious realm they praife, • And bow before thy throne ; ie in the kingdom of thy grace ■, 
The'kingdoms are but one. 
p more we feek the joy that fades, To thee our fpirits rife ; 
hd he that in thy flatutes treads ^Shall meet thee in the (kies. 
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28a. Chrift't grace fufficient. ^ Cor. xii. ; 

A LTHO1 temptations threaten rc And feeble as the moth I'm fof ’Alidft greateft dangers let me lee Thy grace fufficient, Lord, for me. 
2 And when my faith is like to fail. And doubts and darknefs moft: preva. Hold thou me up. and let me fee Thy grace fufhciifnt, Lord, for me. 
3 When Heav’n’s forgot, and ray weak' In this vain world would chufe its pa,5 

Call back the wanderer, Lord, to the ‘‘ And let thy grace my fafety be. 
4 When warring paflions vex me foie, ' And I dare trull myfelf no more ; Thy llrength, my flay in weaknefs be l\ Thy grace fufficient, Lord, for me. 
5 When all confpires to work my woe, r And in defpair to plunge me low, | When terror takes faft hold on me 5 

Lord, let thy grace my fafety be. 
6 And when thro’ death’s dark vale I g« O let me then thy guidance know $ Then comfort fend, and let me fee Thy grace fufficient, Lord, for me. 

283- Adam and Chrijl, Lardt of the old and new Crea\ LO*.d, what w’as man when made at fi 
Adam, the offspting of the dull ! 
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it thou (hould’ft fet him and his race juft below an angel’s place. 

' . O what brighter glories wait crown the fecond Adam’s ftate ? ■at honours (hall thy Son adorn, io condefcended to be born ! 
him below his angels made, '; him in duft among the dead, " fave a ruin’d world from fin : ; t He (hall reign with pow’r divine, 

e world to come, redeem’d from all ' e mis’ries that attend the fall, w made, and glorious, fhall fubmit 
our exalted Saviour’s feet. 

284- The highway to Sion. ! iNG, ye redeemed of the Lord, Your great deliv’rer ling, 
grims for Sion’s city bound, i^e joyful in your King. 

1 the fair way his hand hath rais’d. How holy and how plain ! ? ;r (hall the fimpleft travelers err, tsTof afk the track in vain. 
S rav’ning lion (liall deftroy, Yor lurking ferpent wound ; safure and fafety peace and praife, j Through all the path are found. 

"hand divine (hall lead you on 
^Through all the blifsful road, 
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TUI to the facred mount you rife, And fee your faithful God. 

2”85 God's condtfcenfiun in becoming the Shepherd 
A ND will the Majefty of heav’n ^ Accept us for his (heep ? And with a ihepherd’s tender care Such worthlefs creatures keep ? I 

2 And will he fpread his guardian arm Round our defencelefs head ? 
And caufe us gently to He down, 

In his refrelhing fhade ? 
3 And will he lead our weary fouls To that delightful fcene, Where rivers of falvation flow 

Through paflures ever green ? 
4 What thanks can mortal man repay For favours great as thine ? Or how can feeble tongues like ours, Proclaim fuch love divine ? 
5 Eternal God, how mean are we ! How richly gracious thou ! 

Our fouls, o’erwhelm’d with humble In filent tranfports bow. 
286. Prifoners delivered by the blood of the covena) Zech ix 11. 

YE pris’ners, svho in bondage lie, In daiknefs and the pit, 



25l HYMNS. 
iold the grace that fets us free, Ind to that grace fubmit. 

! b tidings of deliv’rance hear, > 'onfefs the cov’nant good, 
d blefs the ranfom God hath found, n our Immanuel’s blood. 
[ice no more afferts its claim ; pur forfeit lives to take ; t fmiling mercy quick defcends Dur heavy chains to break. 
• walk at large, and ling the hand To which we freedom owe ; 
id drink thofe rivers with delight, Which through this defert flow. 

! that hath liberty bellow’d, 
Will give a kingdom too; i that hath loos’d the bonds of death, . The path of life will Ihew. 

287. The Chrijiian Sabbath. WAKE our languid fouls, . ■ Shake off each flothful band $ 
The wonders of this day pur nobleft fongs demand : klpicious morn ! thy blifsful rays hail in grateful fongs of praife. 
At thy approaching dawn, The Prince of life arofe ; [He burlt death’s feeble bands, ;,And fpoH’d our cruel foes : 
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And now he reigns with pow’r com.| 
To crufh them all beneath his feet.' 

3 “ All hail! triumphant Lord,” 
Heav’n with hofannas rin * ; While earth, in humbler drains, Thy praife refponifve fings, “ Worthy art thou who once waft lla fc 

“ Through endlefs years to live and 
(. Great King, gird on thy fword, 

Afcend thy conqu’ring car j. While juftice, truth, and love Maintain the glorious war : Victorious, thou thy foes (halt tread, And fin and bell in triumph lead, 

'hi 

288. 
Prnytr far a blejfing. 

"VTOW may the Spirit’s holy fire,. ' Defcending from above, 
His waiting family infpire WTith joy, and peace, and love ! 

2 How wretched do our fouls appear, If thou refufe to blefs ! 
Our lips will utter heartlefs prayer, And offer vain addrefs. 

3 Now may we prove thy worlhip fweet, And love thy facred courts j Where faints in bleft communion meet, 
And God, our God reforts. 
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289- The buffed gofpel, 

J LEST are the fouls that hear and know * The gofpel’s joyful found ; sace (hall attend their path below, And light their Heps furround. 
his gofpel bears their fpirits up, They know their Saviour’s name ! lis righteoufnefs exalts their hope, Nor Satan dares condemn, 
he Lord, their glory and defence, Strength and falvation gives : fr’el, thy King for ever reigns, 
Thy God for ever lives. 

290. Thrift the foundation of bis Church. ^HRIST is the fure foundation-done Which God in Sion lays, Ve build our hopes on him alone, To him afcribe the praife. 
hofen of God, to finners dear, Who know his precious name ; 

"hey place their whole falvation here, Nor (hall they fuffer (hame. 
I the foolifti builders, fcribe and pricft, Rejeft it with difdain j 1 fet on this rock the church (hall reft. And Satan rage in vain. 
jjVhat tho’ the gates of hell withftood. 

Yet muft this building rife ; 
M 
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’Tis thy own work, Almighty Godr And wondrous in our eyes. 

291. A blejjing reqitefied. 
COME, thou foul transforming Sp Blefs the lower and the feed : Let each heart thy grace inherit, Raife the weak, the hungry feed 
From thy Gofpel Now Ihfxply thy people's need. 

2 O may all enjoy the blefling, Whitfh thy word’s defign’d to give Let us all, thy love pcflefling, Joyfully the truth receive : And for ever To thy praife and glory live. 
292. 7he fame. 

AS the dew from heav’n ditlilling^ Gently on the grafs defcends, 
And revives it, thus fulfilling What thy providence intends : 
Let thy word, Lord, ever gracious, Thus defcending from above, Bieft by thee, prove efficacious To fulfil thy work of love. 

2 Lord, behold thy congregation j Now thy promifes fulfil j From thy holy habitation 
Let the dew of life diftil: 
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, t our cry come up before thee, 

And thy influence (bed around j thy people ihall adore thee, 
And confefs the joyful found. 

293- 
'The fame. 

r'HY promife, Lord, and thy command,, h Have brought us here to-day ; 
md now we hambly waiting Hand ,To hear what thou wilt fay. 
feet us, we pray, with words of peace, r And fill our hearts with love ; 
hat from our follies we may ceafe, And henceforth faithful prove. 

294- 
The fame. 

HUNGRY, and faint, and poor, 
Behold us. Lord, again 

ul’embled at thy mercy’s door, ■ Thy bounty to obtain. 
. Thy word invites us nigh, Or we muft llarve indeed •, ’or we no money have to buy, ■ No righteoufnefs to plead. 
The food our fpirits want Thy hand alone can give ; p hear the pray’r of faith, and grant 

I That we may eat and live. 
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200. ‘the preaching of the gofpcl. 

TV/TAY the pow’r that brings falvati- . Now exerted in the word, By its quick’ning operation, 
Life impart and joy afford ! Life to finners ! 
Joy to thofe who know the Lord ! 

2 Hark the voice of love proclaiming, Mercy thro’ a Saviour’s blood ! Vain the fchemes of human framing $ This alone is own’d of God. ’Tis the gofpel, 
Opens heav’n and (hews the road. 

296. A blejjing reque/led, 2 Cor. xiii. 14. MAY the grace of Chrift our Saviov And the Father’s boundlefs love, With the Holy Spirit’s favour, Reft upon us from above. 
2 Thus may we abide in union With each other and the Lord ; 

And poffefs in fweet communion, Joys which earth cannot afford. 
297. . . The fame. Heb xiii. 20. 24. NOW may he who from the dead, 

Brought the Shepheid of the (beep, Jefus Chrift, our King and Head, 
All our fouls m fafety keep. 
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iy he teach us to fulfil nat is pleafing in his fight ; 
rfe£t us in all his will, id preferve us day and night, 
that dear Redeemer’s praife, Iho the cov’nant feal’d with blood, t our hearts and voices raife iud thankfgivings to our God. 

298. Prayer for a llefjing on the word. 
PRAISE we him, by whofc kind favour, ’ Heav’nly truth has reach’d our ears! [ay its fweet reviving savour, Fill our hearts, difpel our fears! iruth—How facred is the treafure ! Teach us Lord its worth to know ! iain’s the hope, and ftiort the pleafure, jJ Which from other fources flow. 1 ord, the truth we have been hearing, Now to ev’ry heart apply ! h the day of thine appearing, May we fliare thy people’s joy ! ( "ill thou take us hence for ever, ! Saviour guide us with thine eye ; 

s day this be our foie endeavour, Thine to live and thine to die ! 
290. Baptifm. 

utJOW large the promife ! how divine, To Abra’m and his feed 1 
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“ I’ll be a God to thee and thine. 

Supplying all their need !” 
2 The words of his extenfive love 

From age to age endure ; The angel of the cov’hant proves, And ieals the blefliog fare. 
3 Jefus the ancient faith confirms, To onr gre*t fathers giv’n ; He takes young children to his arms, And calls them heirs of heav’n. 
4 Our God, how faithful are his ways ! His love endures the fame ; Nor from the promife of his grace 

.Blots out the children’s name. 
300. 

Lird's/upper. Mat. xxvi. 
’ T^VVAS on that night when doom’d 

The eager rage of every foe, fki That night on which he was betray’d. 
The Stviour of the world took bread. 

2 And after thanks and glory giv’n To him that rules in earth and heav’n, The fymbol of his fle(h he broke. 
And thus to all his followers fpoke : 

3 My broken body thus I give, For you, my friends, take, eat and live And oft the facred rite renew, 
That brings my wondrous love to view. 
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aen in his hinds the cup he rais’d, 
ad God anew he thank’d and prais’d ; bile kindnefs in his bofom glow’d, ad from his lips falvation flow’d, 
y blood I thus pour forth, he cries, 3 cleanfe the foul in fin that lies j ' this the covenant is feal’d, 
hd heav’n’s eternal grace reveal’d. 
Hth love to man this cup is fraught, 
et faints partake the facred draught $ j hrough lateft ages let it pour l mem’ry of my dying hour. 

301 
iucifixlon to the world by the crofs of Chrijl, Gal. vi. 14. 

HEN I fu vey the wondrous crofs ^ » On which the prince of glory died, My richefl gain I count but lofs, I And pour contempt on all my pride. 
*orbid it, Lord, that I fhould boaft, ! Save in the death of Chrift my God: 
Ml the vain things that charm me moft, 1 facrifice them to his blood. 
Vere the whole realm of nature mine, 

That were a prefent far too fmall } .ove fo amazing, fo divine, 
Demands my heart, my life, my all. 
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302.    Cbri/l and bis church. ,'F'HE King of faints, how fair his fa r 

Adorn'd with raajefly and grace 
He comes with bleffings from above, , And wins the nations to his love. 

2 At his right hand our eyes behold \ The bride array’d in pufeft gold : How fair appears her heav’nly drefs; ; Her rpbe of joy and righteoufnefs. 
3 He forms her beauties like his own ; He calls and feats her near his throne : Fair ftranger, let thine heart forget 

The idols of thy native Hate. 
4 So (hall the King the more rejoice In thee, the fav’rite of his choice j Let him be lov'd, and yet ador’d, 

For he’s thy maker and thy Lord. 
5 O happy hour, when thou (halt rife To his fair palace in the ikies, And all thy fons (a num’rous train) 

Each like a prince in glory reign. 
f? Let endlefs honours crown his head ; 

Let ev’ry age his praifes fpread ; While we, with cheerful fongs approve 
The condefcenfion of his love. 

303f .. >/"* bajlinz to fuffcr. ' I 'HE Saviour, what a noble flame 
Was kindled in his breaft, 
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Vhen hafting to Jerufalem, He march’d before the reft! J jood will to men, and teal for God, ' His ev’ry thought cngrofs ; ■ ie longs to be baptis’d with blood. He pants to reach the crofs. 
A^ith all his fuff’rings full in view, And woes to us unknown, forth to the talk his fpirit flew, ’Twas love that urg’d him on. 

:Lord, we return thee what we can! Our hearts (hall found abroad, Salvation to the Son of man, Who brought us back to God. 
knd while thy matchlefs fuff’rings here Engage our wond’ring eyes, Ve learn our lighter crofs to bear. 

And haften to the (kies. 
304 The faitbfulnefi of God. SR.VL, tho’ freed from Pharaoh’sliand ^ Yet long in defert (fray’d ; Their promis’d reft from year toyear. To prove them was delay’d, 

fet Abra’m’s God forfook them not. Nor falfe his promife made ; lis word was pall; and them at length. To Canaan’s land he led. 
. b is it for a feaibn here, 

: With all the chofen race j 
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And fo at laft fhall ev’ry faint Ee brought to endleis peace. 

4 The (torn) may rage, the floods may 1 ir Awak’ning all our fear ; 
But ftill his grace, in raging florms And floods, does moll appear. 

5 Our cov’nant God who call’d us fai th, i!'; When we in bondage lay, 
In faithfulnefs will guard our fleps Thro’ perils of the way. 

■6 Our toils, our pains, and forrows deep,: Under his fltilful hand, 
Shall bleflings prove, and lead us on ' i Safe to the promis’d land. 

•j The path is try’d, the num’rous hoft, ^ That now furround the throne, 
Had fears like ours, bad fuif’rings grea K And comforters had none. 

8 Yet, by our tender Shepherd’s care, Thro’ all the darkfome way, 
Safely they pafs’d, and wond’ring came 

To everlalting day. 
305. €ommuvion <witb the Sainti in glory. j 

REFRESHED by the bread and u The pledges of our Saviour’s love Now let our hearts and voices join 
In fongs of praife with thofe above. 

3 Do they fing, “ Worthy is the Lamb ?|n 
Although we cannot reach their flrains,!|[ 
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' t we, through grace, can fing the fame, 

us he died, for us he reigns. 
1 hey behold him face to face, I die we a glimpfe can only fee j It equal debtors to his grace, fate and as belov’d are we. 
\ ey had, like us, a fuff’ring time, t cares, and fears, and griefs they knew ; ■1 It they have conquer’d all through him, d we ere long (hall conquer too. 

ough all the fongs of bunts in light ie far beneath his matehlefs worth, 
(> grace is fuch, he will not flight ' e feeble praife of worms on earth, 

St)6- belicier’s rigbteoufne/s. Phil. iii. 7, 8, . O more, my God, I boafl no more 1 Of all the duties I have done y (juit the hopes I held before, truft the merits of thy Son. 
.Ijlw, for the love I bear his name, 
Htjat was my gain, I count my lofs y r former pride I call my (hanae, i id nail my glory to his crofs. 

*S, and I muft, and will efteem ! { things but lofs for Jefus’ lake y j tj I at lad be found in him, j id of his righteoufnefs partake ! 
j e bed obedience of my hands | res not appear before thy throne ; 



But Jefiis anfwer’d thy demands ; 
I plead, O Lord, what he hath done. 

307- Life and immortality brought to light by the 
"OEHOLD what human glory is ! * A fading dying flow’r. 
How vain a toy is worldly blifs! 

How empty earthly pow’r ! 
2. The foremoll of the human kind, The great, the wife, the juft, The men to mercy’s deeds inclin’d, Mingle alike with dull. 
3 But Jefus, rifen from the dead, Eternal life difplays ; 

And Ihews us joys, that never fade, Before his Father’s face. 
4 He fits, a prieft, on heavVs high th And intercedeth there, 

That all his folk may be with him, And in his glory (hare. 
5 Then let us follow where he leads, And gladly bear his crofs : 

And for his knowledge let us count All other things but lofs. 
6 Let his reward our hope infpire, And raife our fouls above : Our life, through him, is to enjoy The kindnefs pf his love. 
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308. 

i ijl's tondefcenjion a pattern to bis followers. 
! who the name of Jefus bear, - His facred fleps purfue nd let that mind which was in him Be alfo found in you. 

ho, though the form of God he bore, His nature, though the fame, or deem’d it robb’ry in himfelf I To equal God fupreme : 
;et as a man on earth appears, And (loops a fervant low 5 ibmits to death, nay, bears the crofs In all its (hame and woe. 
i fnce God this gen’rou# love to men « With honours juft hath crown’d, ,jhd rais’d the name of Jefus far Above all names renown’d ; 

iha*, in this name, with facred awe, Each humbled knee (hould bow, f hofts immortal in the (kies. And nations fpread below ; 
!hat all the vanquilh’d pow’rs of hell 1 Might tremble at his word, 1 nd ev’ry tribe, and ev’ry tongue, 

j Confefs that he is Lord. 
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30.Q. Charity JJjall la ft when faith and hope Jhall ATimb (hall come, when conitant fi And patient hope (Tvill die j One loft in certainty of fight, 

And one difiblv’d in joy : 
2 Eut love (hall laft, when thefe no more Shall warm the pilgrim's bread, 

Or open on his weary eyes His long-expelled reft. 
3 Love’s unextinguilh’d ray (hall bum, Through death unchang’d its frame ’y Its lamp (hall triumph o’er the grave 

With uncorrupted ffame. 
310. Pfalm ciii. "pX POL Jehovah’s name, -*-4 Whofe mercies are fo great ; Whofe anger is fo flow to rife, So ready to abate. 

2 High as the heav’ns are rais’d Above the ground we tread j 
So far the riches of his grace Our higheft thoughts exceed. 

3 His pow’r fubdues our fins, And his forgiving love, Far as the eaft is from the weft. Doth all our guilt remove. 
The pity of the Lord 

To thofe that fear his name. 
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Is fuch as tender parents feel *, He knows our feeble frame. 

Our days are as the grafs. 
Or like the morning flow’r : If one (harp blalt fweeps o’er the field, It withers in an hour. 
But thy companions, Lord, To endlefs years endure ; 

Arid children’s children ever find Thy words of promife fure. 
311. The fvfferiii^s of ChriJ! for the Jins of his -people. 

"s' O AVE me, O God, becaufe the floods ^ Break in upon my foul : 
“I fink, and forrows o’er my head Like mighty waters roll. 

} “ I cry till all my voice is gone ; “ In tears l W'afte the day : ■ “ My God, behold my longing eyes, “ And Ihorten thy delay, 
j “ They hate my foul without a caufe, I | And Hill their number grows: “ ?.Iore than the hairs around my head, “ And mighty, are my foes.” 

i| Thus Jefus utter’d his complaint, I Irrtime of deep diftrefs, | While guilty men derided all His perfeft righteoufnefs. 
Ilf Then—then he paid that dreadful debt Which men could never pay, 
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And gave tbofe honours to the law Which finners took away. 

6 Now fhall his chofen furely find Salvation in his name ; 
For he hath borne their heavy load 

Of forrow, pain and lhame. 
7 ’Twas in a moil accepted hour His pray’r arofe on high ; And for his fake the Lord (hall hear ^ The needy when they cry. 

312. 
On receiving members into a church of Chrijt. *1 
T ORD, we adore thy fov’reign grace, y Who crown’ll thy gofpel with fucc Subjefting rebels to thy yoke. 
And bringing to the fold thy flock. 

2 May thofe who have thy truth confeft. As their own faith, and hope, and reft, From day to day dill more increafe 
In faith, and love, and holinefs. 

3 As living members may they (hare The jovs and griefs which others bear, 
And aftive in their Rations prove, In all the offices of love. 

4 From all temptations now defend. And keep them ftedfaft to the end. While in thy houfe they ftill improve, 
Until they join the church above. 



313- 
Prayer for pajlors. 

",HIEF Shepherd of thy chofen fheep, ^ From death and fin fet free, ay ev’ry under (hepherd keep His eye intent on thee ! ?ith plenteous grace their hearts prepare To execute thy will; »mpaflion, patience, love, and care, 
i And faithfulnefs, and flcill. 
inflame their minds with holy zeal 

.j The flock to feed and teach, nd let them live, and let them feel, I! The facred truths they preach. 
' never let the fheep complain, That toys which fools amufe, mbition, pleafure, praife or gain, 

Debafe the fhepherd’s views. 
314 Intreating the prefence of Chrijl. 

VHere two or three, with fweet accord, Obedient to their fov’reign Lord, ieet to recount his a£ts of grace, id offer folemn prayer and praife : 
’here,” fays the Saviour, “ will I be, : Amid this little company •, >'To them unveil my gracious face, 

f And (lied my glories rotfrid the place.11’ 
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3 We meet at thy command, O Lord, Relying on thy faithful word : Now fend thy Spirit from above, 

Now fill our hearts with heav'nly love. 

3 

315, 
The kingdom of Chrifl. 

'rT''RUE to his word ! the God of gr Our hope no more delays: 1 Time’s tardy footfteps onward fpeed, ) And bring the latter days. 
Self-roov’d, his heart has ne’er forgot i The love that once it knew ; 1 it 
In all the ways of Providence, The kingdom was in view. 
Great though the guilt of Jacob’s feed, And for deftruftion fit, “ Deftroy the clufter not,” he faid, / “ The new wine’s found in it.” )t 

4 Shook were the kingdoms of the earth, ! 
And oft to others .giv’n : But when the heir of all is born, { He (hakes both earth and heav’n. 

5 Hewn without hands, that chofen (lone ^ Breaks down the image great— The kingdom that the Lord fets up, 1 

Survives each earthly (late. 
6 Soon (hall the angel, in the fea, 

The heavy^ mill-Hone call j 
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nd BabMon mourn her woes to come, 
More than Ihe mourn’d the paft. 

hy chofen from the four winds fought-— Oh ! gather into one : ue is each life indeed to thee, 
For which thou gav’ft thine own ! 

316. yff parting. BLESS’D be the dear uniting love That will not let us part, ur bodies may far off remove, But we ate join’d in heart, 
in’d in one fpirit to our Head, We wait his will to know, tat we in all his fleps may tread, i And do his work below, 
may we ever walk in him, And nothing know befide, jthing defire, nor aught efteem, . But Jefus crucified ! 

» him fiill clofer let us cleave And all his laws embrace, i speift his fulnefs to receive, 
j And grace to anfwer grace. 

317. Love and vnity. Epb. v. 2. fOW be that facrifice furvey’d, 
That ranfom which the Saviour paid : at fight familiar to my view, 

! t always wondrous, always new. 
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2 The Lamb of God that groan’d and bl , When all our fins were on him laid : What love to finners fir’d his heart. When he endur’d the piercing dart! 
3 Bleft Jefus, while thy grace I fing, What grateful tribute (hall I bring, That earth, and heav’n, that all may fee ^ 

My love to him, who dy’d for me ? 
4 That tribute, Lord, thy word hath taUj Nor be thy new command forgot, That, if their Maftet’s death can move, 

Thy fervants (hould each other love. 
5 While we thy wondrous crofs defcry, This makes each hurtful paflion die ; And mercy, feal’d with blood divine. Melts our cold hearts to love like thine, 

i” 

318. DifmiJJion hymn. 
T ORD, difmtfs us with thy blefling!1 

Fill our hearts with joy and peaejv’ 
Let us each, thy love pouelhug, i 

Triumph in redeeming grace : 
O refrelh us! See. Trav’ling through this wildernefs. 

2 Thanks wTe give and adoration, For the, gofpel’s joyful found ' 
May the fruits of thy Mvation,. 

in our hearts and lives abound ; j 
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ay thy prefence, &c. ith us evermore be found. 
So whene’er the fignal’s given. Us from earth to call away j Borne on angels’ wings to heaven. 

Glad the fummons to obey, # ay we ready, &c. 
ife and reign in endlefs day. 

319- The Marriagefeaji. Ifa. xxv. C. TOW fweet and lolemn is the place. Where Jefus meets his friends ; 
ho there receive with fongs of praife, The food his bounty fends. 

Hrile ev’ry heart, and ev’ry fong. Join to admire the feaft, *ch cries aloud with thankful tongue, Lord, why was I a gueft ? 
yfhy was I made to hear thy voice, “ And enter while there’s room ; When thoufands make a wretched choice, J‘ And rather fiarve than come ?” 
'was the fame love that fpread the feaft, That kindly brought us in ; |fe we had ftill refus’d to tafle, 
And perifli’d in our fin. 
:y the blinded world, O God ! ^onftrain the earth to come j 
id thy all-conqu’ring word abroad, '.nd bring the ftrangers home. 

N 



May, with one voice, and heart, and fi 
Sing thy redeeming grace. 

320. 
The <wifdom of God foolijhnefs 'with vie*, , 

Saviour., thou thv myfteries, , 
often cover’d from the wife, i ^ And babes thy glory Chew’d ; Thy wifdom far furpaffes all, That ftudious mortals wifdom call, j Thou holy Lamb of God. 

2 The nat’ral man cannot conceive The glorious things which we believe^. How thou didft us redeem : The things thy Spirit teaches us. The merits of thy blood and crofs Are foolifhnefs to him. 
3 They this world’s wifdom fecit, and ga That wifdom which thou called vain, But ah ! are ftrangers dill, 

To that which makes our fpirits wife.: And fets before our waiting eyes, ' What is our Saviour’s will. 
.4 Thrice happy then are we who prove, The peace of God, his truth, and love Things freely to us giv’n : Thefe earneds are of greater blifs, 

The earned of that happinefs, Which we dull have in heav’n. 

, 
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321. 

Ifratl's happinefi, 
T71TH 1fra el’s God who can compare *■ * Or who like Jfrael happy are ? ■people faved by the Lord, 1 e is thy fhield and great reward ! 

: )held by everlafting anos, hou art fecure from foes and harms: . vain their plots, and falfe their boafts, 
Ur refuge is the Lord of hofls, 

322. 
jin euening hymn. 

N LORY to thee, my God, this night, For all the bleffings of the light ; 
! fep me, O keep me, King of kings, fneath thy own Almighty wings. 

,! *rgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 
he >11 that I this day have done ; hat with the world, myfelf, and thee^ 
ere I fleep, at peace may be. 
jiacb me to live, that I may dread ae grave as little as my bed ; each me to die, that fo I may fe glorious at the awful day. 
let my foul on thee repofe, nd balmy ileep mine eye lids clofe ; pep that my frame fliall vig’rous make, 3 ferve my God when 1 awake. 
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5 If in the night I fleeplefs lie, My foul with heav’nly thoughts fupply Let no ill dreams difturb my rell, 
* No potv’rs of darknefs me moleft. 

323. The traveller's p/alm. HOW are thy fervants blefs’d, O L 
How fare is their defence ! Eternal wifdom is their guide, Their help Omnipotence. 

2 In foreign realms, and lands remote, Supported by thy care, Thro’ burning climes they pafs unhurt,1 

And breathe in tainted air. 
3 When by the dreadful tempeft borne ) High on the broken wave, They know thou art not flow to hear, ; Nor impotent to fave. 
4 The ftorm is laid, the winds retire, Obedient to thy will $ 

The fea that roars at thy command, ' At thy command is ftill. 
5 In midft of dangers, fears and deaths, Thy goodnefs we’ll adore, We’ll praife thee for thy mercies paft, 

And humbly hope for more. 
6 Our life, while thou preferv’ft that life, Thy fsrcrifice (hall be, And death, when death (hall be our lot Shall join our fouls-to thee. 
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324. A welcome to Cbrijlian friends. ' r INDRED inChrift, for his natne’sfa ^ A hearty welcome here receive , I ‘ay we together now partake, : he joys which only he can give ! 

, d you and us hy grace ’tis giv’n II !5 know the Saviour’s precious name, 
jnd Ihortly we (hall meet in heav’n, iir hope, our way, our end the fame, 
hy he, by whofe kind care we meet, -nd his good Spirit from above, ! ake our communications fweet, - 1 pd caufe our hearts to burn with love 

t»rgotten be each worldly theme, 
. ‘hen Chriflians fee each other thus, ’e only wi(h to fpeak of him, ‘j 'ho liv’d, and dy’d, and reigns for us. 

e’ll talk of all he did and faid, i p.d fuffer’d for us here below* 
he path he mark’d for us to tread, > lad what he’s doing for us now. 

taus, as the moments pafs away, '’e’ll love, and wonder, and adore, I ad haften on the glorious day, t hen we (hall meet to part to more. 
325. Trifmijfion hymn. ORD, difmifs us with thy blefling, 1 Bid us all depart in pe-ce, 
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Still on bread of heaven feed us, And our love to thee increafe. 

2 Fill each bread with confolation, Up to thee our voices raife. When we reach our blifsful ftation, 
Tnen we’ll give thee nobler praife. 

3 And fing Hallelujah to God and the La For ever and ever, for ever and ever. 
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Ai 

326. 
The fame. 

Raise God, from whomallbleffingsfit A ^raife him, all creatures here belo\ 
Praife him above, ye heav’nly hoft ; 
Praife Father, Son, and Holy Gholl. 
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