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· AND 
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Living hy Chrift. P,"'"om the German. 

J ES U, t-hy bounaleis Love to me 
No Thought can reach, no Tongue declare.: 

, O knit my th:mkful Heart to Thee, 
And reign without a Rival there. 

'Thine wholly, thine alone ,I am : 
.Be Thou alone my conftant Flame. 

2. 0 grant that nothing in my Soul 
May dwell, but thy pure Love alone: 

0 may thy Love poffefs me whole, 
My Joy, my Treafure, and my Crown. 

Strange Fires far from my Soul remove, 
My ev'ry Act, Word, Thought, be Love. 

3. 0 Love, how chearing is thy Ray? 
All Pain before thy Prefence flies ! 

·Care, Anguiili, Sorrow melt away 
Where' er thy healing Beams arifo: 

B 0 Jefu, 
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. O J efu, nothing may I fee, 

'Nothing hear, feel, or think but Thee ·! 

~ Unwearied may I this purfue, 

Dauntlefs to the high Priz.e afpire ; 

Hourly within my Breafl: renew 

This holy Flame, this heavenly Fire; 

And Day and Night be all my Care 

To guard this facred Treafure there . 

.. 5· My Saviour, Thou thy Lo:ve to n1e 

In Want, in Shame, in Pain, haft !how'd; 

for me on the accurfed Tree 

Thou pouredfl: forth thy guiltlefs Blood; 

Thy Wounds upon my Heart imprefs., 

_Nor ought fhall the lov'd Sta1np efface. 

:6. More hard than Marble is my Heart. 

And foul with Sins of deepeft Stain: 

.But Thou the mighty Saviour art, 

Nor flow' d thy cleanfing Blood in vain. 

_Ah! foften, .. melt this Rock:, and may 

Thy ).3loqd w~!h aJl thefe Stains away. 

7. 0 that ·my Heart, which open :fl:ands., 

· May catch each Drop, that tort'ring Pain 

Arm'd by my Sins, wrung from thy Hands, 

Thy .Feet, thy Head~ thy ev'ry Vein : 

That frill my Breafi may heave with Sighs, 

;Sti.H. T~ars of Love o'erflow my Eyes. 

8. 0 that I as a -little Child 

May follow Thee, nor ever refl: 

Till fwcetly Thou haft pour'd thy mild 

1
J}..nd lowly Mind into my Breaft: 

• 
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Nor m:l y we ever parted be 
Till I becom·e one Sp'rit with Thee. 

9. 0 draw me, Saviour, after Thee,. 
So £hall I run and never tire : 

With gra<:ious \.Vords fim comfort me ;
Be T11ou my Hope,1ny fole Defire :

Free me from ev'ry vVeight : nor Fear 
Nor Sin can come, if Thou art here. 

10. My Health, .my Light, my Life, my Crown,. 
My Portion, and my Treafure Thou_; 

0 take me, feal me fo r thine own ; 
To thee alone rn y Soul I bow: 

vVithout Thee all is.Pain: my TV1ind'• 
Repofe in nought but ,.rhee can fin<lo · 

II. Howe'er I rove, where'er I turn, 
In Thee alone is all my Refr. 

Be Thou my Flame ; within me burn, 
Jefu, and I in . Thee am bleft. 

T 'hou art the Balm of Life- : My Soul 
Is faint; 0 fave, 0 make it whole! 

i2. What in thy Love polfefs I not f 
My Star by Night, my Sun by Day; 

My Spring of Life when parch' cl with Drought:,~ 
My Wine to chear, my Bread to flay, 

My Strength, my Shield, my fafe Abode, 
My Robe before the Throne of God ! 

13. Ah Love! Thy Inftuence withdrawni 
What profits me that I am born ? 

All my Delight, my Joy is gone, 
Nor know I Peace, till Thou return: 

B 2 
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Thee may I feek till I attain; 
And never may we part again. 

I 4· From an Eternity with Love 
Unchangeable Thou hafi me view'd ;, 

Ere knew this beating Heart to move, 
Thy tender Mercies me purf u' d. 

Ever with me may they abide,. 
And clofe me in on ev' ry Side. 

15. Still let thy thy Love point out my Way,_ 
(fiowwondrousThings th};.,Love had wrought!) 

Still lead me left I go a:frray : 
Diretl: my Work, infpire my Thought: 

And when I fall, foon may I bear 
Thy Voice, and know that Love is near •. 

16. In Suff'ring be thy L.ove my Peace., 
In Weaknefs be thy Love my Pow'r ;. 

And when the Storms of Life ihall ceafe_,, 
Jefu, in that important Hour, . 

In Death as Life be Thou my Guide,. 
And fave n1e, who for me hafi: died f. 

Virtue. Altered from Herbert. 

S VV EE T Day , fo cool, fo calm , fo bright, 
'The BriJal of the Earth and Sky : 

The Dew !hall weep thy Fall to Night, 
For Thou with all thy Sweets mu ft die! 

-2. Svreet Rofe, fo fragrant and· fo brave, 
.., zling the rafu Beholder's Eye : 

T11y 
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Thy Root is ever in its Grave, 

And thou with all thy Sweets mufl: die! .. 

3. Sweet Spring, fo beauteous and fo ,gay?· 
Storehoufe, where Sweets unnumber d he : : 

Not long thy fading Glories fray, 
But thou with all thy Sweets muft die! · 

4. Only a Sweet and Virtuous Mind, . 
When Na tu re all in Ruins lies, 

When Earth and Heav'n a Period find)i , 
Begins a Life that never dies ! 

Doomfda y. . From Herbert .. -

"'· c·o ME to Judgment, come away P~ 
. (Hark I hear the Angel fay,. . 

Summoning the Dufi to rife) 
'< Hafie, refume, and lift· your Eyes i · 
" Hear, ye Sons of Adam, hear, 
" · Man, before. thy God ap.pear !" ' 

2. Come to Judgment; come away ! '. 
This the Lail, the Dreadful Day •. 
Sov 'reign Author, - Judge. of al1, , 
Dufi obeys thy quickning ·Call, : 
Dufl: · no other Voice will heed ·: · 
Thine the Trump that wakes the Dead: . 

3.· Come to Judgment come away! · 
Lingring Man no longer fray; 
Thee let Earth at length refi:ore, 
P.ris'ner in her Womb no more .i , 

B J . a~rft ~ 
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Budl the Barriers of the Tomb, 

R ife to meet thy inftant Doom ! 

4. Come to Judgment, come away ! 

Vlide djfperH: howe'e.r ye i1ray, 

L oft in F ire, or Air, or Main, 

Kindred Atoms meet again- ; . 

Sepulchred where'er ye refr, 

:rv1ix'd with f ilh, or Bird, or Beaft 

5. Come to Judgment, come away !' 

Help, _ 0 Chrill, thy Work's Decay :. , 

Man is out of Order hurl'd~ . · 

P-arc:ell'd out to all the World ;· 

Lord thy broken Concert raife, 

4,nd the_ M_µfo:k fhall b~ Praife~_ 

Spiritu8l Slumber. , From the German. 

0 Tho~, wlio an· things canfr tontroul; 

C hafe this dead Slumber from my Soul;·. 

With ]Py and F~ar, . with Love and Awe .. 

Give me to· keep thy perfect Law. 

2. 0 may one Beam of thy blefl: Light 

Pierce thro', difpel the Shades of Night : 

Touch my cold Breafl: with heav'nly Fire, 

With holy, conq'ring Zeal infpite. 

3•. For Zeal I · figh, for Zeal I pant; 

Yet heavy is my Soul · and faint : 

With Steps unwav'ring, undifmay'd 

~; 'e me in all thy Paths to tread;. 

,L 
4· T by 
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4.With out--firetch'dHands,and.fl:reatning_Eye:;,, 

Oft I begin to grafp tfie Prize;· 
I groan, I fhive, I watch, I pray :· 
But ah ! how foon it dies away ! 

5. The deadly Slumber foon I feel 
Afre!h upon my Spirit ffeal :· 
Rife, Lord; 11ir up thy quick'ning Pow'r,, 
And wake me thatl fleep no more. 

6. Single of Heart 0 may I be,_ 
Nothing may I defire but Thee: 
Far, far from me the World remove;. 
And all that. holds me from thy Love ! . 

Farewell . to the World .. 

From the French. 

W~ 0 R L D adieu, thou real Cheat i ! 
, · Oft have thy deceitfol Charms._, 

Fill'd my Heart with fond Conceit, 
F oolifh Hopes and falfe Alarms : . 

Now I fee as clear as Day,., 
How thy Follies pafs awayo . 

2. Vain thy entertaining Sights, , 
Falfe thy Promifes renew'd, .. 

All the Pomp of thy Delights 
Does_ but Ratter and cl.elude.: 

Thee I quit for Heav'n above, _ 
Obj~Ct of· the nobleft Love. J 

3 .. Earewell 
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J· Farewell 8:onour's em~ty Pride! 

· Thy own nice, uncertam Guff,. 

If the lea fr Mif chance betide, 

Lays thee lower than the Duft: 

Worldly Honours end in Gall,, 

Rife to Day, . to Morrow fall .. 

4. Foolifh Vanity farewell, 

More inconfiant than the Wave !' 

Where thy foothing F ancies dwell, 

Purefi Tempers they deprave : 

He to whom I Ry, .fr01n thee 

J efos ChriH: {hall fet me free. 

S. Never £hall my wand' ring Min cl 

Follow after fleeting Toys, 

Since in God alone I find 

Solid and fubfl:antial Joys : 

Joys that never overpafr, 

~~hrough Eternity fhall lafr .. 

6. Lord, . how happy is a Heart 

After Thee while it afpires : 

True and faithful as Thou art, 

Thou fhalt anfwer its Defirei : 

It ihall fee the glorious Scene. 

Of thy everlafiing Reign. 

The Thanf giving. From Herbert. 

0 King-of Grief, · (how firange and true 

, The. Name, to Jefus only due;) 

/ 
· How, 
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How, Saviour, ihall I grieve for Thee, 

Who in all Griefs preventefi: n1e. 

2. Then let me vie with Thee in Lovej 

And try who there ihall Conq'ror prove. 

Giv'fi: thou m.e Wealth ? I will refl:ore. 

All back unto Thee by the Poor. 

3. Giv'fr Thou me Honour ? Al1 ili.all fee 
'I'he Honour doth belong to Th~e : 

A Bofom-Fri~nd ? If falfe he prove 

To Thee, I will tear thence his Love. 

4. T'hee fnall my Mufick knd : Each String_ 

Shall have his Attribute to Sing ;. 

And ev'ry Note accord in Thee, 
To prove one God, one Harmony. 

5. Giv'flthou n1e Knowledge-? It ihall fl:ill' 

Search out thy Ways, thy Works, thy Will; . 

Yea, I will fearch thy Book, nor move 

Till I have found therein thy Love. 

6. Thy Love I will turn back on Thee:: 

0 my de;;ir Saviour, Victory! 
Then for thy Paffion, I for That 

Will do alas, I know not what f 

'Ihe Reprifal. From the fame. 

W ELL have I weigh7'd it, Lorcf, and find 

Thy mighty Paffion mocks my Skilt : 
Though. 
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'l'hough I die for Thee, I'm behind ; 
l\11 y Sins deferve the Death to feel. 

2. 0 ·were I innocent, that I 
~/light bring Thee Off'rings pure and free r 

Still my A t tem pt thy Wounds defy, 
For they require me dead for Thee. 

3. -~{et will I !hare the Conquefl: too: 
Though I can do againil: Thee nought, 

In T hee, 0 L ord, I will fubdue 
The M an th2t once againft Thee fought!' 

.A.. Single Eye. From the · fa1ne, . 

T EA CH me, my God and King, 
In All things Thee to fee ; 

And. what I do in any Thing,, 
To do it as for Thee f 

2. To fcorn the Senfo's Sway7 

While fiill to Thee I tend : 
In all I do, be Thou the Way,. 

In all be Thou the End. 

:f· A NI an- that fooks on G1afs, 
On That may fix his Eye ; 

Or unoppos'd may through it pafa,_ 
And Heav'n behind def cry. 

4,. All may of Thee partake: 
Nothing fo fmalL can. be, 
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But drav.rs., w }1e11 _ . _..;;, 
.. G-reatnefs and \Vc1 d1 fr0ni 'T'he.e. 

-5. If done t'obey thy Laws, 
Ev'n ferviJe Labours fhine ; 

Hallow'd is Toil, if this the Caufe, 
The meanefi Work Divine. 

6. This is the long-fought Stone 
Which a11 conv.erts to Gold : 

For that which God for his doth own, 
Cannot for lefs be told. 

Grace before Meat. 

Fountain of Being, Source of Good! 
At whofe Almighty Breath 

·The Creature proves our Bane or Food, 
Difpenfing Life or Death : 

2. Thee we addrefs with humble Fear~ 
V ouchfafe thy Gifts to crown ; 

Father of all, thy Children hear, 
And fend a Bleffing down. 

3. 0 may our Souls for ever pine 
Thy Grace to tafl:e and fee; 

Athirfi: for Righteoufnefs Divine, 
And hungry after Thee! 

4. For this we lift our longing Eyes, 
We wait the gracious Word ; 

Speak-and our Hearts from Earth ihall rife, 
And feed upon the Lord. 
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Another. 

EN fiav' d to Senfe, to Pleafure prone, 
Fond of created Good ; 

Father, our Helplefsnefs we own, 
And trembling taile ou.r Food. 

2. Trembling we tafie: for a·h ! no more 

To Thee the Creatures lead; 
Chang'd they exert a Fatal Pow'r, 

And poifon while they feed. 

3. Curfi for the Sake of wretched Man, 
They now engrofs him whole, 

With pleafing Force on Earth detain, 
And fenfualize his Soul. 

4. Grov'ling on Earth we fl:ill mufi lie 
Till Chrifl: the Curfe repeal ; 

Till Chrifi defcending from on high 
InfeB:ed Nature heal. 

5. Come then, our Heav'nly Adam, come 1 
Thy healing Influence give; 

ifa_llow our Food, referve our Doom, 
And bid us eat and live .. 

6.. ·The Bondage of Corruption break 1 
For this our Spirits groan ; 

Thy ·only Will we fain would feek; 

0 fave us from our own. 
7. Turn 
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7. Turn the full Stream of Nature's Tide : 
Let all our Actions tend 

To Thee their Source; · thy Love the Guide, 
Thy Glory be the End. 

8. Earth then a Scale to Heaven !hall be, 
Senfe !hall point out the Road ; 

The Creatures then £hall lead to Thee, 
And all ''°'e tafl:e be God! 

Grace after Meat. 

BEing of Beings, God of Love, 
To Thee our Hearts we raifo; 

Thy all-fufiaining Pow'r \Ve prove, 
And gladly fing thy Praife. 

2 . Thine, wholly thine we pant to be, 
Our Sacrifice receive ; 

Made, and preferv'<l, and fav'd by thee1 

To thee Ourfclves we give. 

3. Heav'nward our ev'ry Wifh afpires: 
For all thy Mercy's Store 

,.r he fole Return thy Love requires, 
Is that we ask for inore. 

4. For more we ask, we open then 
Our Hearts t'embrace thy Will : 

Turn and beget us, Lord~ again, 
With all thy Fulnei~ fiH ! 

c 5. Come 
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5. Come, Holy Ghofi, the ~aviour's Love 
Shed in our Hearts abroad ; 

So £hall we ever live and move, 
And Be,-with Chrifi, in God. 

Frailty. From llerbert. 

L 0 RD, how in Silence I defpife 
The giddy 'Vorldling's Snare! 

This Beauty, Riches, Honour, 1'oys · 
Not worth a Moment's Care. 

2.· Hence painted Duft, and gilded Clay ! 
You have no Charms for me : 

Delufive Breath, be far awav ! 
.I 

I wafl:e no Thought on 'I'hee. 

3. But when abroad at once I view 
Both the World's HoH:s and Thine ! 

Thofe fimple fad affliB:ed, few, 
Thefe nutn'rous gay and :fine : 

4. Loft my Refolves, my Scorn is pafl:, 
I boaft my Strength no more ; 

A willing Slave they bind me fafl: 
With unrefified Pmv'r. 

5. 0 brook not this ; let not thy Foe 
Profane thy ha1low' d Shrine : 

Thine is my Soul by facred Vows 
Of ftritl:eft u ·nion 'T"hine ! 

Hea.r 
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Hear then my jufi, tho' late Requei1, 

Once more the Captive free; ~ 
Renew thy Image in my Breaft, 

And claim my Heart for Thee. 

Grace. From the fame. 

M Y Stock lies dead, and no Increafe 
Does thy Pail: Gifts improve : 

0 let thy Graces without ceafe 
Drop gently fro1n above. 

2. If fl:ill the Sun fuould hide his Face, 
Earth would a Dungeon prove, 

Thy Works Night's Captives: 0 let Grae~ 
Drop gently from above. 

3. The Dew unfought each Morning falls, 
· Lefa bounteous is thy Dove ? 

The Dew for which my Spirit calls, 
Drop gent! y from above. 

4. Death is {l:ill digging like a Mole 
My Grave, where'er I move; 

Let G·race work too, and on my Soul 
Drop gently from above. 

,. 

5. Sin is frill fpreading o'er my H~art 
A Hardnefs void of Love ; J. · 

Let fuppling Grace, to crofs her :.\rt,. ' 
Drop gently from above. 

c 2 6. 0 
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6. 0 come; for Thou dofl: know the Way ! 
Or if Thou wilt not move, 

Tranflate me, where I need not fay 
Drop gently from above. 

----------------------

Gratefulnefs. From the frime. 

T HOU, who haft giv'n fo much to me, 

Oh give a grateful Heart: 

See how thy Beggar works on Thee 
By acceptable Art ! 

2. He n1akes thy Gifts occafion more ; 

And fays, if here he's croft, 
All Thou hafi giv'n him heretofore, 

Thyfelf and all is .loft. 

3. But Thou didfi reckon, when at firA: 
Our Wants thy Aid did crave, 

l\That it would come to at the worft 

· . Such needy Worms to fave. 

4. Perpetual Knocking£ at thy Door, 

Tears fullying all thy Rooms ; 

Gift upon Gift; much would have more, 

1\nd frill thy Suppliant comes . 

. '>· Yet thy unweary'd Love went on; 

Allow'd us all our Noife ; 

Nay Thou haft dignify'd a Groan, 
And made a Sigh thy ] oys. 

5. Where-
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6. Wherefore I cry, and cry agam, 

Nor canH: · Thou quiet be, 

Till my repeated Suit obtain 

A thankful Heart from thee. 

7. Hear then, and Thankfulnefs impart 

Continual as thy Grace ; 

0 add to all thy Gifts a I-Ieart 

Whofe Pulfe may beat thy Praife ! 

The Method. From the fame .. 

LAment, unhappy Heart, lament ! 
Since G-od refufes fiill 

To hear thy Pray'r, fome Difcontent 

Unknown muft cool his Will. 
, . 

2. Doubtlefs thy heav'nly Father could 

Give all thy Suit does move; 

For he is Pow'r: And fure He would 

Give all ; for He is Love. 

3. Go then the fecret Caufe explore, 

Go fearch thy 'inmoft Soul . 
Let Earth divide thy Care no morel 

Since Heav'n requires the whole. 

Ha ! What do I here written fee ? 
It tells me " Y efterday 

C old I prefer'd my carelefs Plea, 

_And only feem'd to Pray.", . 

C 3 .S· But 
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5. But fray--What read I written there? 

" Something I would have done ; 

Ii is Spirit mov' d me to forbear, 

Yet boldly I went on." 

6. Then bend once more thy Knees and pray, 

Once more lift up thy Voice : 

Seek Pardon :fidt and God will fay,
'' Again, Glad Heart, rejoice." 

· Grie~1e not the Holy Spirit.. ~From 

tbe June. 

t\ ND art thou griev'd, 0 Sacred Dove,. 

~rl.. \Vhen I defpif~. or crofs - thy Love ? 

t_;ri€v'd far a Worm;· when ev'ry Tread. 

\Cruilies,, and leaves the Reptile dead ! 

z .. Then Mirth be ever banifh'd hence; 

Si.nee Thou, art pain'd, by 1ny Offence ; 

] fin not tor my Grief alone; 

irhe Com.forter within doth groan .. 

3. Then: weep my Eyes, for God doth grieve-! -

Weep, fooliih Heaft, and weeping live : 

Tears for the livinK· Muurner plead,. 

·But ne'er avail the hopelefs D.ead .. 

4. Lord,. I adjudge myfelf to Grief,. 

'To endlefs 'Fears without Relief: 

Yet, 0 ! t'exafr thy Due forbear-, . 

And f pare a freble Creature, f pare ! 

S· Sti~ 
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5. Still if I wail not, ( il:ill to wail 

Nature denies, and Flefh would fail) 

Lord, pardon----for thy Son makes good 

My Want of Tears, with Store of Blood. 

'The Flower. From the fan;e . 

W HILE fad my Heart, and blafied mourns9 

How chearing, Lord, are thy Returns, 

How f weet the Life, the Joys they bring ! 
Grief in thy prefence melts away: 

Refre!h'd I hail the gladfome. Day, 

As Flow'rs falute the rifing Sprii1g~ . 

2 . Who would have thought my wither' cl I-Ieart. 

Again !h.ould' feel thy fov'reign Art, 

A kindly Warmth again fhould know ? 

Late like the Flow'r, whofe drooping Head 

Sinks down, and feeks its native Bed 

'I'o foe the l\.1other-root below. 

3. Thefo are thy Wonders, Lord· of Pow'r:;ico 

Killing and Qiick' ning one fhort Hour. 

Lifts up to Heav'J;_l, and finks to Hell : 

Thy Will fupreme dif pofes All; 

We prove thy J ufi:ice in our Fall, 

Thy Mercy in our Rife we feel. 

~, 0 that my lateff Change were o'er ! 
0 were I plac'd where Sin no more, 

With its Attendant Grief, could come !' 
Stranger to Change, l th€n fhould rife 

Amidfi: the Plants of Paradife, 

And fiQurilh in E ten1al Bloom. 
5. Many 
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5. Many a Spring fince here I grew, 

I feem'd my Verdure to renew, 
And higher frill to rife and higher : 

Water'd by Tears, and fan'd by Sighs, 

I pour' d my Fragrance through the Skies, 

And hea.v'nward ever feem'd t'afpire. 

6. But while I grow as Heaven were mine, 
Thine Anger comes and I decline ; 

Faded my Bloom, my Glory loft:: 

Vvho can the deadly Cold fufiain, 

Or fiand beneath the chilling P:iin ! 
When blafied by thine Anger's Froft. 

7. And now in Age I bud again, 

Once more I feel the Vernal Rain, 

Though dead fo ofr, I live and write : 

Sure I but ·dream ! It cannot be 

That I, my - God, that I am He 

On whom Thy Tempefts fell all Night ! 

8. 'I'hefe are Thy Wonders, Lord of Love, 

Thy Mercy thus delights to prove 
We are but Flow's that bl9om and die ! 

Soon as 'I'his faving Truth we fee, 

Within thy Garden plac'd by : Thee, 

Time we forvive, and Death defy. 

Defertion. From the .fame .. 

J 0 Y of my Soul, when Thou art gone, 

And I (which cannot be) alone ; 

(It cannot, Lord ! for I on Thee 

Depend, and Thou abid'ft in me.) 
2. Bu~ 
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2. But when Thou dofi the Senfe reprefs, 

Th'extatic Influence of thy ·Grace; 

Seem to defert thy lov'd Abode, 

And leave me funk beneath my Load: 

3. 0 what a Damp and deadly Shade, 

What Horrors then my Soul invade! 

Lefs ghafily low'rs the gloomidt Night 

Than the Eclipfe that veils thy Light. 

4. 0 do not, do not thus withdraw, 

L'eft Sin furprize me void of Awe, 

And when Thou dofl: but fuine lefs clear, 

Say boldly, That thou art not here. 
. 

5. Thou, Lord, and only thou cafi: tell 

How dead the Life which then I feel ; 

Purfu'd by Sin's infulting Boafr, 

That " I may feek---but Thou art loft !'' 

6. I half believe (the deadly Cold 

Does all my Pow'rs fo faft infold) 

That Sin fays true. But while I grieve, 

Again I fee thy Face, and Live! 

A True Hymn. From the fame~ 

M y Joy, my Life, my Crown of Blifs, 

My Heart was mufing all the Day, 

Fain would it fpeak ; yet only this, 

"My Joy, iny Life, my Crown," could fay. 

2. Few 
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z. Few as they are, and void of Art. 

Yet flight not, Lord, thefe humble Words :. , 
Fine is that Hymn which fpeaks the Heart, 

The Heart that to the Lines accords. 

3. He who requires his Creature's Time, 
And all his Soul, and Strength, and Mind, 

Complains, if Heartlefs flows the P hytnP-,. 
What makes the I-:Iymn is frill behind:. 

4. 1"he fcanty Verfe himfelf fopplies, 
Let but the fervent Heart be mov'd ; 

And when it fays with longing Sighs, 
"0 could I love !" God writeth " Lov'd I" 

Bitter-Sweet. From the fams. 

A H my dear, angry. Lord, . 
Since T bou <loft love, yet :llnke, 

Caft down, and yet thy Hdp afford, 
Sure I will do the like. 

2. I w'1ll complain yet oraife, 
Bewail, and yet approve, 

And all my mournf.Jl, joyful Days 
I will lament and love. 

A Hymn for Midnight. 

W Hile Midnight Shades the Earth o'erfpread, 
And veil the Bofom of the Deep, 

Nature 
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Nature reclines her weary Head, 

And Care refpires and Sorrows fleep : 
My Soul frill aims at Nobler Refi, 
Afpiring to her Saviour's Breafr. 

2. Aid me, ye hov'ring Spirits near, 
Angels anci ~J!inifiers of Grace ; 

Who ever, while you guard us here, 
Behold your heav'nly Father's Face ! 

Gently n1y raptur'd Soul convey 
To Regions of Eternal Day. 

3. Fain would I l~ave this Earth below) 
Of Pain and Sin the dark Abode ; 

Where :lhadowy Joy, or folid \Voe 
Allures or tears 1ne from rny God : 

Doubtful and Infecure of Blifs, 
Since Death alone confi nns me his. 

4. Till then, to Sorr0\\7 born I figh, 
And gaf p and languifh ·after Home; 

Upward I fend n1y fl:reaming Eye, 
Expecting till the Bridegroo1n come : 

Come quickly, Lord! Thy own receive, 
Now let me fee thy Face an<l live. 

5. Abfent from Thee, my exil'd Soul 
Deep in a Flefhly Dungeon groans ; 

Aroun@ me Clouds of Darknefs roll, 
Andlab'ringSilence fpeaksmy Moans: 

Come quickly,Lord, Thy Face difplay, 
And look my Midnight into Day. 

6. Error and Sin, and Death are·o'er, 
If Thou reverfe the CreaturesDoom; 

Sad 
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Sad Rachel weeps her Lofs no more, 
If Thou the God, the Saviour come: 

0( Thee poffeft, in Thee we prove 
The Light, the Life, the Heav'n of Love. 

_ Mifery. Fro1n the Janie. 

LO RD, let the Angels praife thy Name, 
Man is a Feeble, F ooliih Thing ! 

Folly an<l Sin play all his Game, 
Still burns his Houfe, He Still doth fing : 

To Day he's here, to Morrow gone: 
The Madman knows it-.--and fings on. 

2. I-low canft Thou brook h'.s Fooliilinefs ? 
When heedlefs of the Voice Divine, 

Himfelf alone he feeks to pleafe, 
And carnal Joys prefers to Thine ; 

Eager through 1;-J a tu re's Wilds to rove, 
Nor aw'd by Fear, nor charm'd by Love. 

3. What firange Pollutions does he wed, 
Slave to his Senfes and to Sin ! 

Naked of God, his Guilty Head 
He fhives in Midnight Shades to skreen : 

Fondly he hopes from Thee to fly, 
U nmark'd by Thine all-feeing Eye. 

4. The bell of Men to Evil yield, 
If but the fiightefi: Trial come ; 

They fall, by Thee no more upheld : 
And when AffiiB:ion calls them home, 

Thy gentle Rod they fcarce endure, 
And 1nurmur to accept their Cure. 

5. Wayward 
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5. Wayward they hafie, while Nature leads, 

T'efcape Thee ; but Thy Gracious Dove 
Still mildly o'er their Folly fpreads 

The Wings of his expanded Love: 
Thou bring'H: them back nor fu.ff'rcfl: thofe 
Who Would be, to remain thy Foes. 

-6. My God, Thy Name Man cannot praife, 
All Brightnefs Thou-, all Purity .! 

The Sun in his Meridian Blaze 
Is Darknefs, if compar'd to Thee. 

Oh how !hall finful W orn1s proclai1n, 
Shall Ivian prefume to fpeak Thy Name? 

7 . Man cannot ferve Thee : All his Care 
Engrofs'd by grov'ling Appetite, 

I s fixt on E arth ; his yrreafure there, 
His Portion, and his bafe Delight : 

He frarts from Virtue's thorny Road, 
Alive to Sin, but dead to God ! 

S. Ah fooliili l\1an, where are thine Eyes ? 
Loft in a Crowd of Earthly Cares : 

Thy Indolence negleB:s to rife, 
While Husks to I-Ieav'n thy Soul prefers ; 

.Carc1efs the ftarry Crown to feize, 
By (Pleafure bound, or lull'd by Eafe. 

9 . To God, thro~gh all Creation's bound 
Th'unconfcious Kinds their Homage brino- : 

His P raife through ev' ry Grove refounds, 
0 

Nor . know the Warblers whom they fing : 
But 1\1an, Lord of the Creatures, knows 
'The Source fron1 whence their Beings flows., 

D 1 0. He 
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Io. He owns. -a God----but eyes him not, 

But lets his mad Diforders reign : 

PI'hey make his ·Life a con!tant Blot, 

And 'Blood Divine an Off'ring vain . 

. Ah Wretch! thy Heart unfearchabJe, 

Thy Ways .myfterious who can tell! 

TI. ·Perfeet at fidl, and bJeH h is State, 

Man in his l\1aker's In1age :lhone ; 

In Innocence divinely great 

He liv'd ; he liv'd to God alone : 

.His Heart was Love, his Pulfe was Praife, 

And Light and Glory deck'<l hi s Face. 

12. But alter'd now and Jain he is, 

/mmerjl in FJe{h, and dead within ; 

Dead to the Tafie of native Blifs, 

And ever finking into Sin : 

Nay, by his wretched Self undone. 

Such is Man's State and fuch my own. 

t ..... 

The Sinner. From the fame. 

W H E N all the Secrets of my Heart 

With Horror, Lord, I fee, 

1 -'hine is, I find; the fmallefi: Part, 

Though all be due to Thee. 

2. Thy F ootfieps fcarce appe~r within, 

But Lufl:s a countlefs Crowd ; 

1'h'immenfe Circumference is Sin, 

A Point is all my Good. 
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3" 0 break my Bonds, let Sin enthrall 

My firuggling Soul no more ; 
Hear thy fall'n Creature's feeble Call, . 

ThineJmage Lord reftore. 

t· And tho' my Heart fenfelefs and hard ~ 
To Thee can fcarcely groan, 

Yet, 0 remember, gracious Lord, 
Thou once didft,_ write. in Stone ~ : 

Complaining; From the Jame. 

T HOU, Lord, my Pow'r and Wifdom art~ 
0 do not then rejea my Heart ! 

Thy Clay that Weeps, thy Duft I am 
~hat calls, 0 " put me not to Shame J 

2. Thy Glories, Lord, in all Things lhine~ 
Thine is the Deed, the Praife is Thine ; 
A feeble, helplefs Creature I 
Do at T~y' Pleafure live or die. 

3. Art Thou All J ufl:ice ?---!hews Thy Word 
Through ev'ry Page an Angry Lord ? 
Am I all Tears ?---Is this to live? 
Is all in y Bufinefs here, to grieve ? 

4. Fill not my Life's ihort Hour with Pain: 
Or, 0 contraa the wretched Span ; 
So ihall I mount from Sorrow free, 
And find l,lelief, and Heav'n in Thee ! 

D 2 Ho1ne. 
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Home. Fro1n the fame. 

F. A INT is my Head, and fick my Heart, 
While Thou doH: ever ever fray ! 

Fixt in my Soul I feel thy Dart,. 
Groaning I feel it Night and Day : 

Come, Lord, and fhew thyfelf to me, 
Or take, 0 take me up to Thee! 

:l. Cani1: Thou with-hold Thy healing Grace, 
So kindly lavilh of Thy Blood ; 

When f wiftly trickling down Thy .Fa<:e, 
For ine the purple Current Row'd' 

Come, Lord, and fuew, &,·. 

3. \V hen Man was loft, L 0 VE look' d about~ 
To fee what Help in Earth or Sky : 

Jn vain; for none appear'd without, 
The Help did in Thy Bofom lie ; 

Come, Lord, &c. 

4. There lay thy Son: but left his Reff: 
Thraldom and Mis'ry to remove 

From thofe, who Glory once poffefl, 
But wantonly abus'd Thy Love. 

Come, Lord, &c. 

5. He came 0 my Redeemer dear ! 
. And canfl: Thou after this be :firange ? 

Not yet within my Heart appear? 
Can Love like Thine, or fail or change ? 
Come, Lord, &c. 

6. But· 
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6. But if Thou tarrieft, why muft I~ 

My God, what is this World to me! 
This World of Woe-hence let them Ry., 

The Clouds that part my Soul and Thee .. 
Come, Lord, &c. 

7. Why fhould this weary World delight?< 
Or Senfe th'immortal Spirit bind ? 

Why fhould frail Beauty's Charms invite,.. 
The trifling Charms of Womankind ?: 

Come, Lord, &c. 

8. A Sigh Thou breath'{! into my Heart'.J . 
And earthly Joys I view with Scorn : 

Far from my Soul, ye Dreams depart, 
Nor mock me with your vain Return 1' 

Come, Lord, &c .. 

9. Sorrow and Sin, and Lofs,. and Pain. 
Are all that here on Earth we fee; . 

Reftlefs we pant for Eafe in vain, 
In vain----till Eafe we find in Thee~. 

Come, Lord, C:tc. 

Io. Idly we talk of Harvefts here;. 
Eternity our Harv.efi: is : 

Grace brings the great Sabbatic Year,, 
When ripen'd into Glorious. Blifa. 

Come, Lord, &c. 
I 1. 0 loofe this Frame, Life's Knot untie~. 

That my free Soul may ufe her Wing ; 
Now pinion'd with Mortality, . . 

A weak, entangled, wreKhed, Thing 1· 
~me, Lord, & '· 

rz. Why 
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12. Why fuould I longer fiay and groan r 
The moft of me to Heav'n is fled : 

My Thoughts and Joys are thither gone ; 
To all below I now am dead. 

Co1ne, Lord, &c. 

13, Come, dearefi: Lord ! my Soul's Defire ' 
With eager Pantings gafps ' for Horne : 

~Thee, Thee my refHefs Hopes require : 
My Flefh and · Sprrit bid Thee come! 

Come, Lord, and ihew T'hyfdf to · me, 
Or tcike, 0 take ine up to Thee! 

Longing. From the Jenne~ 

W ITH binding Knees, and aking Eyes,. 
V\Teary and faint, to Thee my Cries, 

'ro 'Thee my Tears, my Groans I fond .;, 
0 when {hall my Cornplainii1gs end'?' 

·x, Wither'J my Heart, like barren Ground, 
A ccur fl: of God ; my Head turns round, 
!~1 y T'hroat is hoarfe : I farnt, I fall, _ 
Yet faJling :fl:ilL for Pity call. 

l ·· E ternar Streams of Pity fl.ow 
F r~m T. hee . their Source to Earth below, : · 
11others are kind, becaufe Thou art, 
'Thy Tende.rnefs o'er.flows their Heart. 

4. Lord of my Soul, bow down thine Ear, 
_H~r, .Bowels of CQF'"affion, hear ! 

0 give· 



HYMNS and SACRED PoE Ms. sx 
O give not to the Winds my Pray'r : 
Thy Name, thy hallow'd Name is there r 

5. Look 0ri my Sorrows, mark them wel!,_ 
The Shame, the Pangs, the Fires I feel : 
Confider, Lord ; Thine Ear inclirie r 
Thy Son hath made my Suff'rings Thine. 

6. Thou, Jefu, on' th'accurfed Tree 
Didfi: bow Thy dying Head for me ! 
Incline it now 1· Who made the Ear, 
Shall He, ihall He forget to hear ! 

7. See thy poor Duft, in Pity fee, , 
It fiirs, it creeps, it aims at Thee ! 
Hafie, fave it fro1n the greedy Tomb r 
Come!--Ev'ry Atom bids Thee co1ne 1' 

8. 'Tis Thine to help! Forget me not~ , -
0 be thy I\1ercy ne'er forgot ! 
Lock' cl is Thy Ear ? yet fiill my Plea 
May f peed : For Mercy keeps the Key. 

· 9. Thou tarriefi:, while I fink, I die, 
And· fall to Nothing ! T 'hou on nigh 
Seefi me undone.. Yet am I fiil' d 
By Thee Uofi: as I am) thy Child r 

10. D~dfi: Thou for 'Fhis forfake thy Thron~ ? 
Where are Thy ancient Mercies gone ? 
Why :lhould my Pain my Guilt furvive, 
And Sin be dead, yet Sorrow live? 

.I I. Yet Sin, is .dead ; And yet abide_ 
Thy Pro1nifes ; they fpeak, they chide : 

T:hcy 
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They in Thy Bofom pour my Tears, 
And my Complaints prefent as theirs. 

I 2. Hear J efu ! hear my broken Heart ! 
Broken fo long, that ev'ry Part 
Hath got a Tongue that ne'er !hall ceafe, 
Till Thou pronounce " Depart in Peace." 

13. My Love, my Saviour, hear my Cry; 
By thefe Thy Feet at which I lie! 
Pluck out Thy Dart ! Regard my Sighs; 
Now heal my Soul, or now it dies. 

The Search. Fro1n the Jame. 

WHither, 0 whither art Thou fle<l~ 
My Saviour and my Love ? 

My Searches are my daily Bread, 
Yet unfuccefsful prove. 

My Knees on Earth, on Heav'n mine Eye· 
Is fixt ; and yet the Sphere, 

And yet the Center both deny 
'That Thou, my God, art there. 

2. Yet can I mark that Herbs below 
Their fragrant Greens difplay, 

As if to meet Thee they did know, 
While wither'd I decay. 

Yet can I mark how Stars above 
With confcious Luthe fuine, 

J'heit 
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Their Glories borrowing from thy Lovf, 

While I in Darknefs pine. 

3. I fent a Sigh to feek thee out, 
Drawn from my Heart in Pain, 

Wing'd like an Arrow: but my Scout 
Return' d alas ! in vain. 

Another from my endlefs Store 
I turn'd into a Groan, 

~ecaufe the Search was dumb before : 
· But all alas ! was one. 

4. Where is my God ? What fecret Place 
Still holds, and hides Thee ftill? 

What Covert dares eclipfe thy Face ?--
Is it Thy awful Will? 

0 let not That thy Prefence bound : 
Rather let Walls of Brafs, 

' . 
Let Seas and Mountains gird Thee round, 

And I through all will pafs. 

5. Thy Will fo vaft a Diftance is, 
Remoteil: Points -combine, 

Eafr toucnes Weft, compar'd to this, 
And Heav'n and Hell conjoin. 

Take then thefe Bars, thefe Lengths away,. 
· Turn and reilore my Soul : 

Thy. Love omnipotent difplay, 
Approach! and make me whole .. 

6. When Thou, my Lord, my God art nigh, 
Nor Life, ·nor Death can move, · 

Nor deepeft Hell, nor Pow'rs on hig_h 
Can .!1art me fron1 thy Love. 

For 
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For as thy Abfence paffes far 
The wid~ Difiance known, 

Thy Prefence brings my Soul fo near, 
That Thou and I are One! 

Difcipline. From the Jame. 

0 Throw away thy Rod, · 
0 throw away thy Wrath! ' 

· My gracious Saviour and my God, . 
0 take the gentle Path. 

2. Thou feeft, my Heart's Defire} 
Still unto Thee is bent: 

Still does my longing SouL afpire: 
To an entire Confent •. 

3. Not ev'n a Word or Look: -
Do I approve or own, 

But by the Model of thy Book,, 
Thy facred Book alone. 

4. Although I fail, I weep ; 
Although I halt in Pace, 

Ye frill with trembling Steps I creep 
Unto the Throne of Grace. 

5. 0 then let Wrath remove : 
For Love will do the Deed ! · 

Love will the Conqueft gain; with Love 
Ev'n ftony Hearts will bleed •. 

6~ For 
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6. For Love is f wift of Foot, 
Love is a Man of War; 

Love can refifHefs Arrows !hoot, 
And hit the Mark from far. 

7. Who can efcape his Bow? 
That which hath wrought on Thee, 

Which brought the King of Glory low, 
Mufi furely work on ine. 

8. 0 throw away thy Rod; 
• What though Man Frailties hath ~ 
1·hou art my Saviour and 1ny G-od ! 

0 throw away thy Wrath I 

,· . ._... 

Divine Love. From the Gern1an. 

T HOU hidden Love of God~whofe Height, 
Whofe Depth unfathom'd no Man knows, 

I fee from far thy beauteous Light, 
Inly I figh for thy Repofe. 

IVI y Heart is pain'd, nor can it be 
At Refi, till it finds Refi in Thee. 

2. Thy fecret Voice invites me frill 
'I'he Sweetnefs of thy Yoke to prove; 

And fain I would : but tho' my Will 
Be fixt, yet wide my Paffions rove. 

Yet Hindrances {hew all the .Way; 
l aim at Thee, yet from Thee ftray. 

, 3. 'Tis 

• 
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3. 'Tis Mercy all that Thou haft brought 
My Mind to feek her Peace in Thee ! 

Yet while I feek, but find Thee not, 
No Peace my wand'ring Soul ihall fee. 

0 when £hall all my Wand rings end, 
And all my_ Steps to Thee-ward tend? 

4. Is there a Thing beneath the Sun, 
That £hives with Thee my Heart to iliare? 

Ah tear it thence, and reign alone, 
The Lord of ev'ry Motion there: 

Then fhall my Heart from Earth be free, 
When it has found Repofe in Thee. 

5. 0 hide this SELF from me, that I 
No more, but Chrifr in me 1nay live ! 

My vile Affections crucify, 
Nor let one darling Luft furv ive. 

In all things nothing may I fee, 
Nothing defire, or feek but Thee. 

6i 0 LOVE, thy Sov'reign Aid impart, 
To fave me from low-thoughted Care: 

Chafe this Self-will thro' all my Heart, 
Through all its latent Mazes there. 

1'Iake me thy duteous Child, that I 
Ceafelefs inay Abba Father cry. 

7. Ah no! ne'er will I backward turn: 
Thine wholly, thine alone I a1n ! 

Thrice happy He, who views with Scorn 
Earth's Toys for Thee .his conftant Flame. 

0 help, that I may never move 
From the bleft F oodl~ps of thy Love ! 

8. Each 



H v MN s and SA c R :E n Po E Ms. 3 ~ 
8. Each Moment draw from. Earth away 

My .Heart, that lowly waits thy Call ! 

Speak to my inmofi: Soul, and fay . .I 

I am thy Love, thy God, thy All r . 
To feel Thy Pow;r, to hear ~hy Voicet 
To tafi:e thy Love is all my Choice! 

' • . . . .. 

'.the Refignationo 

A. ND wiit thou yet be found l 
_ And may I frill draw near ? 
T hen liften to the plaintive Sound; 

Of a poor Sinner's Prayer. 

J efu 1 thine Aid . afford, 
If ftill the fame--T hou art ; , 

To Thee I look; to Thee, n1y Lord; ; 
Lift up· an helplefs Heart. 

2. Thou feefr my tortur'd Breall-, 
. The ftruglings of my Will, 

The Foes that interrupt my Reft, 
The Agonies I feel ; 

Th~ daily Death I prove, 
Saviour, to Thee is known: 

'"Tis worfe than Death my God to love, 
And not my God alone. . 

3· My peevifh Pafilons chide 
Who only Can'ft controul; 

E Can'11: 
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Can' fr turn the Stream of Nature's Tide, 
Aud calm my troubled Sout 

0 my offended Lord, 
Reftore .my inward Peace: 

l know Thou canfi: 0 fpeak the Word, 
And bid the Tempefi ceafe. -

4. Abate the Purging Fire~ 
And Draw me to my Good ; 

Aliay the Fever of Defire 
By fprinkling me with Blood. 

I long to fee thy Face 
'Thy Spirit I implore; 

The living Water of Thy Grace, 
That I may thirlt no more. 

5. When fha11 Thy Love confirain, 
And force me to Thy Breafr? 

\Vhcn !hall my Soul return again 
'To her Eternal Refl: ? 

Ah what avails my Strife, 
My wandring to and fro ? 

Thouhafl: the Words of Endlefs Life ; 
Ah whether !hould I go ? 

6. Thy condefcending Grace 
To me did freely move ; 

It calls me frill to feek Thy Face, 
And fl:oops to ask my Love. 

Lord, at Thy Feet I fall, 
I groan to be fer free, 

I fain 
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I fain would now obey the Call, 

And give up all for Thee. 

7. To ref cue m·e from \\roe 
Thou didfi: with all Things part : 

Didfi: lead a fuff'ring Life below, 
To gain my worthle[s Heart : 

My worthleis He·art to gain, 
The God of all that breathe 

Was found in F afuion as a Man, 
And died a curfed Death. 

8. And can. I yet delay 
My little All to give, 

To tear my Soul from Earth away, 
For J efus to receive ? 

Nay, but I yield, I yield ! 
I can hold out no more, 

I fink by dying Love compeII'd, 
And own Thee Conqueror ! 

9. Tr.')ugh late I all forfake, 
My Friends, my Life refign, ' 

Gracious Redeemer, take, 0 take, 
And feal me ever Thine. 

Come and poffefs me whole, 
Nor hence again remove, 

Settle and fix my wav'ring Soul 
With all Thy Weight of Love. 

10. My one Defire is This, 
Thy only Love to know, 

E2 
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To feek and tafie no other Blifs, 
No othe,r Good"below. 

~My Life my Portion Thou, 

Thou all-fo:fficient art, 

1v'.Iy I-Iope, my Heav'nly Treafure now, 

Enter and keep my Heart. 

I I. Rather than let it burn 

For Earth" 0 quenc}) it's .He.-at; , 

Then, when it w_ould to Earth ".return, 

0 let it ceafe ~o beat. 

22. Snatch me from Ill to oome, 

When I from Thee would fly ; 

0 take my wand'ring Spirit home, 

And grant me 1,hen to die._ 

After a Recovery from Sicknefi, 

A N D live I yet h'y Pow'r Divine ? · 

A nd have I fl:ill my Courfe to ryn ? , 

Again brought back in its Decline 

The Shadow of my parting Sun? 

:2. W ond'ring I ask, Is this the Breafi: 

Struggling fo late and torn with Pain f 

The Eyes that upward look'd for Refr, 

And dropt their weary Lids again ! 

3. The recent Horrors frill appear: 

0 may they never ceafe to awe ! 
Still be the King of Terrors near, 

·Whom late in all his Pomp I faw. 

. l 

4. Tortcre 
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4. Torture and Sin prepar'd his Way, 

And pointed to a yawning Tomb ! 
Darknefs behind eclips'd the Day, 

And check' d my forward Hopes of Homei 

5. My feeble Fleili refus' d to bear 
Its ilrong redoubled Agonies : 

vVhen Mercy heard my fpeechlefs Pra-y'r, 
And faw me faintly gafp for Eafe. 

6. Jefus to my Deliv'rance flew, 
Where funk in mortal Pangs I lay : 

Pale Death his antient Conqu'ror knew, 
And trembled and ungrafp'd his Prey! 

7. The Fever turn'd its backward Courfe, 
Arrefied by Almighty Pow'r; 

Sudden expir'd its fiery Force, 
And Anguiilignaw'd mySidenomore. 

8. God of my Life, what jufl: Return . 
Can finful Duft and Afhes give? 

I only live my Sin to mourn, 
To love my God I only live! 

9. To Thee, benign <:ind faving Pow'r, 
I confecrate my lengthned Days ; 

While mark'd with Bleffings,ev'ry Hour 
Shall fpeak thy co-extended Praife. 

IO. How £hall I teach the World to love, 
Unchang'd myfelf, unloos'd my Tongue? 

Give me the Pow'r of Faith to prove, 
And Mercy !hall be all my Song. 

. ' ... • 'I' 
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IL Be All my: Added Life employ'd 

Thy I1nage in my Soul to fee: 

Fill with thyfelf the mighty Void; 

Enlarge my lieart to com pafs Thee ! 

12. 0 give me, Saviour, give me more ! 
Thy Mercics :to my Soul reveal: 

Alas ! I fee their'endlefs Store, 

Yet 0 1 I cannot, cannot feel ! 

13. The B!effing of Thy Love beftow: 

For this my Cries fhall nevel' fail ; 

W reftli ng I will not let Thee go, 

I will not, till my Suit prevail. 

14. I'll weary Thee with my Complaint; 

Here at 'rhy Feet for ever lie, 

With longing fick, v.rith groaning faint : 

0 give me Love, or elfe I die! 

I 5. Without this befi, divineit Grace, 

'Tis Death, 'tis worfe than Death to live; 

' Tis Hell to want Thy Blifsful Face, 

And Saints in Thee their Heav'n receive. 

i6. Come then, my Hope, my Life, my Lord, 

And fix in ~e Thy lafiing I-Iome -! 

Be mindful of thy gracious Word, , 

Thou, with ~Thy promis'd Father, come ! 

17. Prepar~, and then poffefs .my Heart, 

0 take me, feize me from above : 

Thee ·Do I love, for God Thou art ; 

Thee Do i feel, for God is Love !-



HY'MNS and S.A:cR ED PoE M!. 43 

A Prayer. under Convi!Jions. 

FATHER of Lights, from whom proceeds 
Whate'er Thy ev'ry Creature needs, 

Vlhofe Goodnefs providently nigh 
Feeds the young Ravens when they cry; 
To Thee I look ; my Heart prepate, 
Suggefi, and hearken to my Pray'r. 

2. Since by Thy Light myfelf I fee 
Naked, and poor, and void of Thee, 
Thine Eyes mufr all my Thoughts Curvey, 
Prevent1ng what my Lips would f.1y : 
Thou feeft my Wants ; for Help they call, 
And ere I fpeak, Thou know'fi them all. 

3. 1"'hou know' fr the Bafenefs of my Mind, 
Wayward, and impotent and blind : 
Thou know'fi: how ~nfubdu'd my Will, 
A verfe to Good, and prone to 111 : 
Thou know'fi how wide my Paffions rove, 
Nor check'd by Fear, nor charm'd by Love. 

4. Fain would I know, as known by Thee, 
And feel the Indigence I fee ; 
Fain would I all my Vilenefs own, 
And deep beneath the Burthen groan i 
Abhor the Pride th4t lurks within, 
Deteft and loath myfelf and Sin. 

· 5· .Che 
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5. Ah give me, Lord, myfelf to fed, 
My total Mifery reveal : 
Ah give me, Lord, (I fiill would fay) 
A Heart to mourn, a Heart to pray ; 
My Bufinefs this, my only Care, 
My Life, my ev'ry Breath be Pray'r. 

6. Scarce I begin my fad Complaint, 
When all my warmefi: Willies faint; 
Hardly I lift n1y weeping Eye, 
When all my kindling Ardors die; 
Nor Hopes nor Fears my Bofom move, 
For frill I cannot, cannot love. · 

_ 7. Father, I want a thankful Heart; 
I want to tafte how good Thou art, 
To plunge me in Thy Mercy's Sea, 
And comprehend Thy Love to me; 
The Breadth, and Length, and Depth, and Height 
Of Love divinely infinite. 

8. Father, I long my Soul to raife, 
And dwell for ever on thy Praife; 
Thy Pra1fe with glorious Joy to tell, 
In Extafy unfpcakable, 
While the fu]l Pow'r of Faith I know, 
And reign triumphant here below. 

c:!he 53d Chapter of Ifaiah. 

W H 0 hath believ' d the Tidings ? Who·? 
Or fe}t the Joys our Words impart? 

Gladly confefs'd our Record true, 
And found the Saviour in his Heart ? 

flante~ 



Planted ,in Nature's barren Ground, 
And cheri£h'd .by Jehovah's Care, 

There fuall the~I1nmortal Seed be found, 
The Ro~t Divine !hall flourifh there! 

2. See the Defire of Nations comes ; 
Nor outward Pomp befpeaks him near~ 

A Veil of Fle£h the God affumes, 
A Servant's Fonn he fi:oops to wear; 

He lays hi~ every Glory by ; 
Ignobly low, obfcurely mean, 

Of Beauty void, in Reafori's Eye.,. ', 
The Sourfe of Lovelinefs is feen. 

3. RejeCl:ed and defpis'd of · Men, 
A Man of Griefs, inur'd to Woe ; 

His only In~imate is Pain, 
And Grief is all his Life below. 

Wefaw, and from the irkfomeSight 
Difdainfully our Faces turn'd; 

Hell follow'd him with fierce Defpight, 
And Earth the humbleAbjeCl: fcorn'd. 

4. Surely for us, He humbled was, 
And griev' d withSorrows not his own: 

Of all his Woes we.re We the Caufe, 
We fill' d his Soul with Pangs unknown. 

Yet him th'Offender we efi:eem'd, 
Stricken by Heaven's vindietive Rod, 

AffiiB:ed for himfelf we ~eem'd, . 
And punifh'd by an angry God. 

5. But 0 ! with our Tranfgreffions fiain'd, 
For our Offence he wounded was ; 

Ours were the Sins that brujs'd, and pain'd, 
And fcourg'd, and nail'd him to the Crofs. 

The 
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The Cha:!l:ifement that bought our Peace, 
To Sinners due, on him was laid : 

Confcien<;e be ftill ! Thy Terrors ceafe ! 
The Debt's difcharg'd, the Ranfom paid. 

6. What though we all, as wand'ring Sheep,. 
Have left our God, and lov'd to firay, 

Refus'd his mild Commands to keep, 
And madly urg'd the downward Way ; 

Father, on him thy Bolt did fall,. 
Th.e Mortal Law thy Son fulfill'd, ~ 

Thou laid'ft on him the Guilt of All, 
And by his Stripes we All are heal'd. 

7. Accus'd his Mouth he open'd not, 
He anfwer'd not by Wrongs opprefr 1' 

Pure though he was from fi.nful· Spot, 
Our Guilt he Silently c·oflfefi ! 

Meek as a Lamb to Slaughter led:,. 
A Sheep · before his Shearers dumb,. 

To fuffer in the Sinner's :!l:ead, · · · 
Behold the fpot-lefs Victim comer . 

1. Who could his heav'n"ly Birth declare 
When bound by Man he filent ftood, 

When Worms arraign'd him at their Bar, 
And doom'd to Death th'Eternal God! 

Patient the Suff'rings to fufiain, 
The Vengeance to Tranfgreffors due, 

Guiltlefs he groan'd, and dy'd for Man : 
Sinners rejoyce, he dy'd for you! 

9. F0r your imputed Guilt he· bled, 
Made Sin a tinful World to fave ; 

Meakly he furrk among the Dead : 
· The Rich fupply'd an honour'd Grave ? 

For 
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For 0 ! devoid of Sin, and free 

From aB:ual or intail'd Offence, 
No Sinner in himfelf was he, 

But pure and perfetl: Innocence. 

10. Yet him th' Almighty Father's Will 
With bruifing Chafiifements purfu'd, 

Doom'd hi111 the Weight of Sin to fee], 
And fternly juft requir'd his Blood. 

But lo ! the Mortal Debt is paid, 
The cofily Sac~ifice is o'er, 

His Soul for Sin an Off'ring made 
Revives, and he !hall die n1ore. 

1 I. His numerous Seed he now :Chall fee, 
Scatter'd through all the Earth abroad, 

Blefl: with his Immortality, 
Begot by him, and born of God. 

Head to his Church o'er all below 
Long !hall he here his Sons fufrain ; 

Their bounding Hearts his Pow'r £hall know, 
.And blefs the lov'd Me.ffiah's Reign. 

12, 'Twixt God and Them He fl:ill fhall fl:and, 
The Children whom his Sire hath giv'n, 

Their Caufe fhall profper in his Hand, 
While Righteoufnefs looks down fro1n Heav'n ~ 

While pleas'd he counts the Ranfon1'd Race, 
And calli, and draws the1n from above ; 

The Travail of his Soul furveys, · 
And refis in his redeeming Love. 

13 'Tis ' done! my J uH:ice asks no more, 
The SatisfaCtion's· fully made: 

Their Sins he in his Body bore ; · 
Their Surety all the Debt has· paid". 

My 
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My Righteous Servant and my Son 
Shall each believing Sinner cleat, 

And All, who fioop t'abjure their own; 
Shall in his Righteoufnefs appear. 

14. Them £hall he claim his juft Defert, 
Them his inheritance receive, 

And many a contrite humble Heart 
Will I for -his Poffeffio!l give. 

Satan he thence lhall ~hafe a:way1 

Affert his Right, his Foes o'ercome; 

Stronger than Hell, retrieve the Prey; 

And bear the Spoil triumphant home. 

15. For charg' d with all their ·Guilt he flood,. 

Sinners from SufP ring to redeem, 

For Them he pour'd out all his Blood, 

Their Subftitute, he dy'd for Them. 

He dy'd ; and rofe his Death to plead, 
To tefiify their Sins forgiven

And fiill I hear him interceed; 
And ftill he makes Their Claim to Heaven. 

HEB. xii. 2. 

Looking ttnto Jejits, the Author an...) 
Finijher of our Ftjith. 

,,, 

WEARY of ftruggling with my Pain, 
Hopelefs .to burft my Nature's Chain, 

Hardly I give the Conteft .o'er, 
I feek to free my felf no more. , 

2. From 
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2. From my own Works at lafi: I ceafc, 
God that creates mufr feal my Peace ; 
Fruitlefs my Toil and vain my Care, 
And all my Fitnefs is Uefpair. 

3. Lord, I def pair rnyfelf to heal, 
I fee my Sin but cannot feel : 
I cannot, till thy Spirit blow, 
And bid th' obedient Waters flow. 

4. 'Tis Thine a Heart of Fleili to give, 
T'hy Gifts I only can receive: 
Here then to thee I all refign, 
To draw, redeem, and feal is t_hine. 

5. With fimple Faith, to thee I call, 
My Light, my Life, my Lord, my All: 
I wait the n1oving of the Pool ; 
I wait the Word that fpeaks me Whole. 

49 

6. Speak gracious Lord, my Sicknefs cure, 
Make my infeeted Na tu re pure ; 
Peace, Righteoufoefs, and Joy impart, 
And pour thyfelf into my Heart. 

GAL. iii. 22. 

The Scripture hath concluded all under 
Sz'n, that the Promije by Faith ef 
Jejus Chrifl might be given to them 
that believe. 

JES U, the Sinner's Friend, to Thee 
Loft and undone for Aid I flee, 

.F · Weary 
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1Veary of Earth, in yfelf and Sin-
Open thine Arms, and take me it. 

2. Pity and heal my Sin-fick Soul, 
1 'Tis thou alone canfi make me whole, 

F al'n, till i·n me thine Image !hine, 

And curfi I am till thou art mine. 

3. Hear, J efu, hear 1n y helplefs Cry, 
0 fave a V./ retc1~ conJemn'd to J ic l _ 
'I 'he Sentence in m yfelf I feel, 
An<l all rn y N atur~ teems with 'Hell. 

4. When iliall Concupifcence and Pride 
No more my tortur'd Heart divide! 

When ihall this Agony be o'er, 

And the Old Adam rage no more 1 

5. Awake, the Woman's Conqu'ring Seed, 

A wake, il.nd bruife the Serpent's HeaJ: 

Tredd down thy Foes, with Pow'r controul 

1'he Beafi and Devil in my Soul. 

6. The rvL:mfion for thyfelf prepare, 

I; Difpofe my Heart by en tring there! 

'Tis T 'his alone can m ake me clean, 

'T'is 'r his alone can cafi OLlt Sin. 

7. Long have I Yainly hop'J ~nJ ihove . 

'To force my H ardneL into Love, 

,I'o give thee all thy Laws rcqu[re ; 

And labour\! in the purging Fire. 

8. A thoufand fpecious Arts cffay'd, 
-Call'd the deep Myjlic to iny Aid : 

His 
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His boafl:ed Skill the Brute refin'd, 
But left the fubtler Fiend behind. 

9. Frail, dark, impure, I fiill remain :i 
Nor hope to break my Nature's Cha ir. ~ 
The fond felf-emptying Scheme is p:.ift 
And lo ! confhain'd I yield at laft. · 

10. At lafl: I own it cannot be 
That I iliould fit myfelf for Thee : 
Here then to Thee I all refign, 
Thine is the Work, and only Thine. 

II. No more to lift n1y Eyes I dare, 
Abandon'd to a jufl: Defpair ; 
I have my Punifhment in View, 
I feel a thoufand Hells my Due. 

12. What £hall I fay thy Grace fo move?' 
Lord, I am Sin but thou art Love : 
I give up every Plea befide 
" Lord I a1n damn'd-but thou haft died!' 

I 3. While groaning at thy F cet I fall 
Spurn me away, refu{e my Call, 
If Love permit, cont ract thy Brow, 
And, if thou canft, deihoy me now! 

Hoping for Grace. FrCJn the Germ, n. 

My Soul before Thee pro{hate lie~, 
To thee her Source my Spirit fle;, 

F 2 My 

,, 
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l\11y Wants I mourn, my Chains I fee : 

0 let thy Prefence fet me free ! 

2. Lon and undone for Aid I cry : 
In thy Death, Saviour, Jet me die! 
(}riev'd with thy Grief, pain'd with thy Pain, 
Ne'er 1nay I feel Self-Love again. 

3. J efu, vouchfafe n1y Heart and Will 
\Vith thy weak Lowlinefs to fill; 
No more her Pow' r let Nature boa.ft, 
But ·n thy Vvill may mine be lo:{l-. 

4. In Life's ihort Day let me yet more 

Of thy enliv'ning Pow'r implore: 
My Mind muH: deeper fink in thee, 

My Foot ftand Erm from Wand' ring free. 

---- 5. Ye Sonsof Men, here nought avails 

Your Strength, here all your Wifdom fails; 

\Vho bids a finful Heart be clean? 
J'hou only, Lord, fupreme of Men. 

6. And well I know thy tender Love ; 

Thou never didH unfaithful prove : 
And well I know thou Rand'ft by me, 

Pleas'd fron1 n1yfelf to fet me free. 

7. Still will I watch, and labour Hill 
To banifh ev'ry Thought of Ill ; 
'I'ill thou in thy good T'ime appear, 

And fav'ft me from the Fowler's Snare. 

8. Already fpringing Hope I feel ; 

God will defiroy the Pow'r of Hell : 
God 
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God from the the Land of W ars and Pain 
Leads me, where P eace and Safety reign. 

9. One only Care my Soul £hall know;. 
Father, all th y C ommands to do: 
Ah deep engrave it on my Breaft, 
That I in thee ev'n now am blefr ... 

I o. When m y warm'd Thoughts I fix on Thee,~ 
And plunge m e in th/ M erc y's Sea, · 
Then ev' n on me thy Face fhall fhine, . 
And quicken th is dead Heart of mine. 

r r. So ev 'n in Storms m y Zeal fliall grow; '. 
So £hall I t l-y H id Sweetnefs know ; 
And feel (wnat enulefs Age fuall prove) 
T hat thou,. my Lord, my G od, art Lo\1'e ! 

The Dawning. From f.Ierbert. 

A vVake, fad Hear~ whom Sorrows drown, 
Lift up thine E yes, and ceafe to mourn, , 

Unfo ld thy Forehead's fettled Frown; 
· Thy Saviour, and thy Joys return. 

2. Awake, fad drooping Heart, awake ! · 
No more lament, and pine, and cry : . 

His Death thou ever doff partake, 

Partake at. lafi his ViB:ory ·-
F 3 3. Ar~fo , 
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3. Arife ; if thou dofl: not withfiand, 
Chrifi's Refurred:ion thine may be : 

0 break not fron1 the Gracious Hand 
Vvhich, as it rifes, raifes thee. 

'4-· Chear'd by thy Saviour's Sorrows rife; 
He griev'd, that thou may'it ceafe to grieve; 

D ry with his Burial Clothes thine Eyes, 
f-Ie dy'd himfelf, that thou mayit live! 

Longing after Chrifi:. 

JES U, the Strength of all that faint, 
. V/hen wilt thou hear my fad Complaint ! 
J efu, the weary Wanderer's Refi, 
\Vhen wilt thou take me to thy Breafi ! 

2. lVfy Spirit m ourns by thee forgot, 
,,,"-nd droops my Hc~rt where thou art not; 
l'vly Soul is all an aking void, 
AnJ pines, and thidts, and gafps for God .. 

3. The Pain of Abfence Still I prove 
S'.ck of Defire,, but not of Love; 
V/ e:uy of Life I ever groan, 
And long to lay the Burden down. 

4. 'Tis Burthen a11,. and Pain, and Strife; 
0 give me Love, ancl take my Life! 
Jefu, my . oflly Want fupply, 
0 let me tafie thy Love and die ! 
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Try me, 0 God, and ftek the Ground 
of my Heart. 

JES U ! my great High Prieft above, 
My Friend before the Throne of Love! 

If now for me prevails thy Prayer, 
If now I find thee pleading there; 
If thou the fecret Willi convey, 
And f weetly prompt my Heart to pray, 
Hear, and m y weak Petitionsjoin, 
Almighty Advocate, to thine 1 

2. Fain would I know mv utmofi: Ill'.} 
And groan my Nature's W~ight to feel, 
To feel the Clouds 'that round ine roll, 
The Night that hangs upon my Soul, 
The Darknefs of my Carnal Mind, 
My Will perverfe, my Paffions blind,, 
Scatter' cl o'er all the Earth abroad, 
lmmeafurably far from . God. 

3. J efu ! my Heart's Defire obtain, 
My Earneft: Suit prefent and gain, 
My F ulnefs of Corruption fhow, 
The Knowledge of myfelf befl:ow; 
A deeper Difplicence at Sin, 
A ~arper Senfe of Hell within, 
A {honger Struggling to get free, 
A keener Appetite for thee . .... 

it!-.· Fo~ 

• 
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4. For thee my Spirit often pants, 
Yet often in pul'fuing faints, 
Drooping it foon neglects t'afpire, 
Nor fans the ever-dying Fire: 
No more thy Glory's Skirts are feen, 
The World, the Creature fieals between; 
Heav'nward no more mv Wifhes move, 

.{ 

And I forget that thou art Love. 

5. 0 fov'reign Love, to thee I cry ; 
Give me thyfelt~ or elfe I die. 
Save me from Death, from Hell fet free,. 
Death, Hell, are but the Want of thee. 
Qyick'ned by thy imparted Flame, 
Sav'd, when poffdt of thee, I am· ; 
My Life, my only Heav'n thou art:-
When iliall ! I feel thee in my Heart! 

The Change. From the Gennan. 

J ES U, whofe Glory's fireaming Rays, 
Though duteous to thy high Command 

Not Seraphs view with open Face, 
But veil'd before thy Prefence fiand : 

How fhall weak E yes of Flelh, weigh'd <low.a 
With Sin, and dim with Error's Night, 

Dare to behold thy awful 1' hrone, 
Or view thy unapproached Light ? 

• i, Refiore 
, (C,, _ ,.. 
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2. Reftore my Sight ! let thy free Grace 

An Entrance to the Holieft give! 

Open my Eyes of Faith ! thy Face 

So fuall I fee; ·yet feeing live. 

Thy golden Scepter from above 

Reach forth: fee my whole Heart I bow: 

Say to my Soul, Thou art my Love, 

My chofen midft ten thoufand Thou. 

3. 0 J efu, full of Grace ! the Sighs 

Of a fick Heart vvith Pity view ! 
Hark how my Mis'ry fpeaks ; and cries, 

Mercy, thou God of Mercy, fuew ! 
I know thou canfi: not but be good! 

How fhouldH thou, Lord, thy Grace reftrain t 
Thou, Lord, whofe Blood fo largely ffow'Ct 

To fave me from all Guilt and Pain. 

4. Into thy gracious Hands I fall, 

And with the Arms of Faith embrace ! 
0 King of Glory, hear my Call t 

0 raife me, heal me by thy Grace f' 

-Now Righteous through thy W oun'4s I am: 

No Condemnation now 1 dread : 

I tafie Salvation in thy Name, 

Alive in thee n1y living I-lead ! 

5. Still let thy Wifdo1n be n1y G·uide, 

Nor take thy Light from me away: 

Still with me let my Grace abide, 

That I from thee may never firay. 

Let thy Word richly in me dwell; 

Thy Peace and Love my Portion be, 

My Joy t'endure, an<l do thy Will, 

'I'ill perfelt I am foµnd in thee! 

6.Arm 
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6. Arm n1e with thy whole Armour, Lord, 

Support my Weaknefs with thy Might: 
Gird on my Thigh thy conqu'ring Sword, 

And fhield me in the threat'ning Fight. 
From Faith to Faith, from Grace to Grace, 

So in thy Strength £hall I go on, 
Till Heav'n and E.arth flee from thy Face_, 

And Glory end what Grace begun. 

RoMANS vii. 24. 25. 

FAther of Mercies, God of Love, 
Whofe Bowels of Compaffion move 

To finful Worms, whofe Arms embrace 
And frrain to hold a frruggling Race ; 

2. With me frill let thy Spirit frrive, 
Have Patience till my Heart I give, 
Affifr me to obey thy Call, 
And give me Pow~r to pay thee all. 

3. If now my N aturc's Weis:ht I feel, 
And groan to render up my Will,. 
Not long the kind Relentings fiay:t 

. The Morning Vapour fleets away. 

_ 4, .. 0

A tvf onfi:er to myfelf I am, 
A£ha1n'd to feel no deeper Shame,, 
Pain'd that my Pain fo foon is o'er, 
And griev' d that I can grieve no more.-

• > 
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5. 0 who !hall fave the Man of Sin! 

When, when lhall end this War within ? 
How fuall my captive S0ul break thro' 1 
Who !hall attempt my Ref cue, who ? _ 

6. A Wretch from Sin and Death fet free r 
Anfwer, 0 anfwer, Chrifi:, for me, 
" The Grace of an atoning God, 
" T he Virtue of a Saviour's Blood. 

Chriil the Friend of Si'nners. 

W Here fhall my wond'ring Soul begin ? 
How lhall I All to Heav'n afpire l A Slave redeem' d from Death and Sin, 

A Brand pluck'd from Eternal Fire, 
How fuall I equal Triumphs raife, 
And fing my great Deliverer's Praife ! 
:2 . 0 how £hall I the Goodnefs tell, 

Father, w hich thou to me hafi: ihow'd, T hat I, a Child of Wrath, and Hell, 
I fhould be call'd a Child of God ! 

Should know, fuould feel my Sins forgiv'n, . ~ Blefi with this Antepaft of Heav'P ! / , . , 
3. And iliall I ·flight my Father's Love, 

Or bafely fear his Gifts to own ? 
Unmindful of his Favours prove ·? 

&.hall I the hallow'd Crofs to ihun 
Re fe his Righteoufnefs t'impart 
~ hiding it within my Heart ? 

4· No 
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4. No---though the Antient Dragon rage 

And call forth all his Hofl:s to War, 

Though Earth's [elf-righteous Sons engao-e ; 

Them, and their God alike I dare : 
0 

J efus the Sinner's Friend proclaim, 

J efus, to Sinners frill the fame. 

5, Outcafl:s of Men, to You I call, 

Harlots and Publicans, and Thieves! 

~e fpreads his Arms t'em.brace you all; 

Sinners alone his Grace receives : 

No Need of hitn the Righteous have, 

He came the Loil to feek and fave ! 

6. Come all ye Magda/ens in Lufr, 

Ye Ruffians fell in Murders old ; 

Repent, and live : defpair and trufi r 
J efus for you to Death was fold ; 

Th'ough Hell protefr, and Earth repine,., 

He died for Crimes like Y ours----and Mine. 

7. Come 0 my guilty Brethren come, 

. Groaning beneath your Load of Sin f 

His bleeding Heart £hall 1nake you room, 

His open Side ihall lake you in: 

He calls you Now, invites you home--

Come, 0 my guilty Brethren come ! 

~8. For you the purple Current flow' d 

· "''in Pardons from his wounded Side:. 

Languifu'd for you th'Eternal God, 

For you the Prince of .~lory ~y:d : 

Believe ; and all your Guilt s forg1v n, 

Only Believe i\Jld yours is Heav'n. 
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On the Converfion of a Comrnon Harlot. 

LUKE xv. 10. 

'There i's Joy in the Preflnce of the An
gels ef. God over one Sz'nner that re
penteth. 

SING ye Heav'ns, and Earth rejoice, · 
Make to God a chearful N oife, 

He the Work alone hath done, 
He hath glorify'd his Son. 

2. Sons of God exulting rife, 
Join the Triumph of the Skie~, 
See the Prodigal. is come, 
Shout to bear the Vl ano'rcr home! 

3. Strive in J ~y with Angels fhive~ 
Dead !he was, but ·now's alive! 
Loud repeat the glorious Sound, 
Loft She was, but now is found f 

4. This through Ages all along, 
This be frill the Joyous Song, 
'\Vide diffus'd o'er Earth abroad, 
Muflck in the Ears of G·od. 

G S .Refcu·d 
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5. Refcu'd from the Fowler's Snare 

Jefus fpreads his Arms for her, ' 

Jefu's Arms her facred Fence: 

Come, ye Fienas, and pluck her thence! 

6. Thence £he never ilia II remove, 

:Safe in his redeeming Lmre : 

·'This the Purchafe of his G ro~rns ! 

This the Soul he died for once ! 

7. Now the gracious Father fmiles, 

Now the Saviour boafts his Spcils; 

Now the Spirit grieves no more : 

Sing ye Heav'ns, and Earth adore! 
Hallelujah ! 

Rom. iv. 5. 

:To hint that worketb not, but 6e!ievet h · 

on him that jufltlieth the Ungodb1, his 

Faith is counted jor Righteo~ijnijs. 

L ORD, if to me thy Grace hath giv'n, 

A fpark of Life, a 'Tafl:e 'of Heav'n, 

T'he Gofpel-pearl, the Woman's Seed, 

The Bruiter of the Serpent's Head ; 
• . 
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3. Buried,o'erwhelm'd·,and !oil: in Sin ~ 
And feemingly extinct within, 
Th'immortal Seed unaB:ive li1es., 
The Heav'nly Adam finks and dies : 

4. Dies, and revives the Dying Flame, 
Cafi down, but not defrroy'd I am, 
'Midfr thoufand Lufts 1 ftill refpire, 
And tremble, unconfum'd in Fire. 

5. Suffer'd awhile to want my God, 
To groan beneath my Nature's Load, 
That all may own, that all may fee 
Th' Ungodly jujlify' d in Me, 

ACTS i.· 4. 

Wait for the Promifl of the Father 
1which ye have heard of me. 

SAviour of l\!fen, how long :Chall I 
Forgotten at thy F ootH:ool lie ! 

vVatb'd in the Fountain of thy Blood=> 
Yet groaning frill to be rencw'd ; 

2. A Miracle of Grace and Sin, 
Pardon'd, yet frill, alas! unclean! 
'Thy J.lighteoufnefs is counted Mine : 
When will it in my Nature fhine ? 

Gt 3. Dark .. 
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3. l ) arkfo me I frill re main and void, 
A nd painfully unlike my God, 
'Till thou diffufe a brighter Ray, 
And turn the Glimm'ring into Day. 

-
4. Why didil thou the firfi: Gift impart, 

And fprinkle with thy Blood my Heart, 
But that my fprinkled Heart might prove, 
The Life and- Liberty of Love? 

5. vVhy di dfl: thou brd my Terrors ceafe, 
And fweetly fill my Soul with Peace, 
But that my peaceful Soul might know 
The Joys that from Believing flow? 

6. See then thy ranfom'd Servant fee, 
I hunger, Lord, I thirfr for thee ! 
Feed me with Love, thy Spirit give, 
I gafp, in him, in thee to live. 

7. The promis'd Comforter impart, 
Open the Fountain in my Heart ; 
There let him flow with fpringing Joy!. 
And into Life Eternal rife. 

8. There let him ever, ever dwell~ 
The Pledge, the Witnefs, and the Seal ; 
I'll glory then in Sin Forgi v'n, 
In Chrifr my Life, my Love, my Heav'n ! 

HYMN 



I-:Iymn of Thankfgiving to the Father. 

T HEE, 0 my God and King, 
My Father, Thee I fing ! 

Hear well-pleas' cl the joyous Sound, 
Praife from Earth and I-leav'n receive; 

Loil:, I now in Chrifl: am found, 
Dead, by Faith in Chrift I live.-

2. Father, beho!-j thy Son,; 
In Chriil I am thy own : 

Stranger long to thee and Reff,, 
See the Prodigal is come:_ 

Open wide thine Arms and Brealf,,, 
Take the weary Wand'rer home. 

3. Thine Eye obferv'd from far,~ 
'Thy Pity Look'd me near: 

I\!Ie thy Bowels yearn'd to fee, 
Me thy Mercy ran to find, , 

Empty, .. poor,- and v.oid of thee, . 
Hungry, fick, and faint, _ and blind~ . 

4-. Thou on my Neck didft fall,, 
Thy Kifs forgave me all: 

Still the gracious Words I hear, , 
Words that made the Saviour mine~ 

Hafl:e for him the Robe prepare, 
His be Righteoufnefs Divine ! 
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5. Thee then, my God and King, 
My Fatt~r thee I fing ! 

Hear well-pleas'd the joyous Sound, 
Praife from Earth and Heav'n receive ; 

Lofi, I now in ChriH: am found, 
Dead, by Faith. in Chrift I live. 

Hymn to the Son. 

0 Filial Deity, 
· Accept my New-born Cry ! 

See the 'Travail of thy Soul, 
Saviour, and be fatisfy'd ; 

Take me now, po!fefs me whole, 
Who for me,_. for me hail dy'd.! 

2 . Of Life thou art the Tree, 
My Immortality! · 

Feed this tender Branch of thine, 
Ceafelefs Influence derive, 

Thou the true> the heav'nly Vinej. 
Grafted in to thee I live. 

3. Of Life the Fo:-rntain· thou, 
l know--- I feel it now! 

!aint and dead no more I droop : 
Thou art in me: . Thy Suppliee 

:Ev'ry Moment fpringing up 
lnto Life Eternal rife. 

~·Thou 
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4. Thou the good Shepherd art, . 
From thee I ne'er !hall part : 

Thou my Keeper and my Guide, 
Make me frill thy tender Care,_ 

Gently lead me by thy Side, 
Sweetly in thy Bofom bear •. 

5. Thou art my daily Bread ; 
0 Chrifi, thou art my Head : 

Motion, Virtue, Strength to me-,. 
Me, thy living Member flow ; 

N ourifu' d I, and fed by thee, 
UP· to Thee in all things grow, 

6. Prophet, to me reveal 
Thy Father's perfeti Will. 

Never Mortal fpake like thee, 
Human Prophet like Divine; 

Loud and firong their Voices be, 
Small and frill. and. inward thine f: 

7. On thee, my Priefi, I cal1, 
Thy Blood aton'd for all.._ 

Still the Lamb as {lain appears, 
Still thou fiandfi-" before the. Throne,, 

Ever off'ring_ up thy Ptay'ts, 
Thefe prefenting_ with . thy own •. 

8. J efu ! thou art my King, 
From. thee my Strength I bring r 

Shadow'd by thy m1ghty Hand, 
Saviou:, who !hall pluck me thence ! 

Faith fupports~ by Faith I fiand 
Strong as· thy Omnipotence}. 
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9. 0 Filial Deity, 
Accept my New-born Cry! 

See the Travail of thy Soul, 
Saviour, and. be fatisfy"d ; 

Take me now, po:ffefs me whole, 
Who for me, for mc hail dy'd ! 

Hymn to the Holy Ghofr .. 

HEAR, Holy Spirit, hear, 
My inward Comforter r 

Loos'd by thee my fiamm'ring Tongu..e 
Firft effays to praife thee now,. 

This the new, the Joyful Song, 
Hear it in thy Temple thou t 

2. L~ng o'er my F ormlefs Soul 
T.~e dreary Waves did roll ; 

V0ld 1 1~y, and funk in Night : 
:~ ~ , .,, )u, the overfhadowing Dove, 

\...all'aft the Chaos into Light, 
Bad'ft me Be, and live, and love. 

3. Thee I exult to feel, 
Thou in my Heart doH: dwell :. 

There Thou bear'it thy Witn€fs true, 
Shed'fi the Love of God abroad; 

I in Chrift a Creature new, 
l. l, ev'n I, am born of God ! 

.;. Ere. 
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"4-· Ere yet the Time was come 
To fix in me thy Home,. 

With me oft thou didfi refide : 
Now, my God, thou in me art !' 

Here thou ever £halt abide ; 
One we are, no more to part. 

5. Fruit of the Saviour's Pray'r,. 
My protnis'd Comforter ! 

Thee the ·world cannot receive, 
rrhee they neither know nor fee, 

Dead is all the Life they live, 
Dark their Light, W'hile void of thee. 

6. Yet I partake thy Grace, 
Through Chritt my Righteoufnefs ; 

Mine the Gifts thou dofi impart, 
Mine the U nltion from above, 

Pardon written on my Heart, 
Light, and Life, and Joy, and Love •. 

7. Thy Gifts, beft Paraclete,, 
I glory to repeat : 

Sweetly Sure of Grace I am, 
Pardon to my Soul apply'd, 

Int'refi in the fpotlefa Lamb ; 
Dead for AJI, for me he d y' d. 

8. Thou art thyfelf the Seal ; 
I more than Pardon feel, 

Peace, unutterable Peace, 
Joy that Ages ne'er can move, 

Faith's Affurance, Hope's Increafe, 
All the Confidence. of Love ! 

9. Pled~ 



70 Hv MNS ant! SACRED PoE Ms. 
9. Pledge of the Promife giv'n, 

~· My Antepafr of Heav'n; 
Earnefi thou of Joys Divine, 

Joys Divine on Me beftow'd, 
Heav'n and Chrifr, and All is mine, 

All the Plenitude of God. 

, 10. Thou art my Inward Guide, 
I ask no Help befide : 

Arm of God, to Thee I call, 
Weak as Helplefs Infancy r 

Weak I am---yet cannot fall 
Stay'd by Faith, and led by thee f 
tI. Hear, Holy Spirit hear, 
My inward Comforter ! 

Loos'd by thee my framm'ring· Tongue 
Firfi effa ys to praife thee now; 

This the new, the Joyful Song, 
Hear it in thy Temple thou ! 

Praife. From Herbert. 

0 King of Glory, King of Peace, 
Thee only will I love : 

Thee, that my Love 1nay never ceafe1 
Inceliant will I move f 

2. For thou hafl: grarited my Requeft, 
For thou 1ny Cries haft heard, 

Mark'd all the Workings of my Breaft,. 
And haft in Mercy f par' d. 

. 3 Wherefore 
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3. Wherefore with all my Strength and Art 

Thy Mercy's Praife I fing ; 
To thee the Tribute of my Heart, 

My Soul, my All I bring. 

4. What though my Sins againfl: me cry'd ? 
Thou didft t he Sinner fpare : 

In vain th' Accufer frill reply'd, 
For Love had charm'd thy Ear. 

5. Thee fev'n whole Days, not one in fev'n, 
Unweary'd will I praife, 

And in rn y Heart, a little Heav'n, 
Thy Throne triumphant raife. 

6. Soften'd and vanquifh'd by my Tears., 
Thou couldfl: no more withfiand, 

But when fiern Juil:ice call'd for Fears, 
Difarm'd her lifted Hand. 

7. Small is it in this humble fort 
Thy Mercy's Pow'r to raife : 

For ev'n Eternity's too fhort 
To utter all thy Praife. 

The Glance. From the Jameo 

W Hen firft thy gracious Eye's furvey, 
Ev'n in the midfl: of Youth and Night, 

Mark'd me, where funk in Sin I lay ; · 
I felt a ftrange unknown Delight. 

2. I 
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2. I feem ' d in all my Pow' rs renew'd 
By the Divine Phyfician's Art, 

So fwift the healing Look bedew'd, 
Embalm'd, o'er-ran, and fill'd my Heart. 

3. Since then I many a bitter Storm 
Have felt, and feeling fure had dy'd, 

Had the malicious fatal Harm 
Roll'd on its unmolefied Tide : 

4. But working fl:ill, within my Soul, 
Thy fweet Orig'nal Joy remain'd ; 

Thy Love did all my Griefs controul, 
Thy Love the ViCl:'ry more than gain'd. 

5. If the firft Glance, but open'd now 
And now feal' d up, fo pow' rful prove, 

What wond'rous Tranfports !hall we know 
When glorying in thy full-ey'd Love! 

6. When thou ilialt look us out of Pain, 
And raife us to thy Blifsful Sight, 

With open Face !hong to fufiain 
The Blaze of thy unclouded Light ! 

Dejiring fQ praife r.vorthily. 

}ronz the Gennan. 

M onarch of All, with lowly Fear 
To whom Heaven~s Hofis their Voices raife, 

Ev'n Earth and Dufi thy Bounties £hare : 
Let Earth and Duft attempt thy Praife. 

2. Before 
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2. Before thy Face, 0 Lord moil: High, 

Sinks all created Glory down : . 
Yet be not wroth with me, that I 

r Vile Worm, draw near thy awful Throne. 

3. Of all Thou the Beginning art, 
Of all things 'I'hou alone the End : 
On thee fi:iil fix my fiedfaft Heart , 
To thee let all 1ny Athons tend. 

4. Thou, Lord, art Light: T'hy Native Ray 
No Shade, no Variation knows : 
On my dark Soul CY'" e Clouds avi'ay) 
The B1ightnefs of thy E..ace difclofe. 

5. Thou, Lord, art Love: from thee pure Lon~ 
Flows forth in unexhaufied Streams; 
Let me its quickning Influence prove, 
Fill my whole Heart with Sacred Flames. 

6. Thou, Lord, art Good, and Thou alone : 
With eager Hope, with warm Defire, 
Thee may I fiill my Portion own, 
'I'o thee in ev'ry 'I'hought afpire. 

7. So fuall my ev'ry Power to thee 
In Love, Thanks, Praife ince:!fant rife, 
Yea my whole Soul and Fleih !hall be 
One Holy, Living Sacrifice. 

8. Lord God of Armies, ceafelefs Praife 
In Heaven thy Throne to Thee is giv'n, 
Here as in Heaven thy Name we raife, 
For where thy Prefence fhines, is Heav'n. 

H Free 
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Free Grace. 

A ND can it be, that I {hould gain 
An Int'reil: in the Saviour's Blood ! 

Dy'd he for me ?---who caus'J his Pain! 
For me ?---who him to Death purfu'd. 

Amazing Love r how can it be 
'I' hat th~u iny God ilioulJfi die for me ? 

z. 'Tis M yfi'ry all ! th'Irnrnortal dies! 
Who can explore his il:range Defign ? 

In vain the firfl:-born Seraph tries 
To found the Depths of Love Divine: 

'T 1s ~Iercy all ! let Earth adore; 
Let Angel l\1inds enquire no more. 

z. :He left h~s Father's Throne above, 
(So free, fo infinite his Grace ! ) 

Empty'd himfelf of All but Love, 
And bled for Adam's hel_plefs Race : 

'Tis Mercy all, irnmenfe and free! 
For, 0 my God ! it found out me! 

4. Long my imprifon'<l Sµirit lay, 
Fafl: bound in Sin and Nature's Night: 

Thine Eye diffus'd a quickning Ray; 
I woke; the Dungeon Bam'd with Light; 

:rv1 y Chains fell off, my Heart was free, 
I rofe, went forth, and follow' d thee. 

5. Still 



HYMNS and SACRED Po:t:MS. 75· 
5. Still the fmall inward Voice I hear, 

That whifpers all my Sins forgiv'n; 
Still the atoning Blood is near, 

That qucnch'd the Wrath of hoHile H e:.iv'n: 
I feel the Life his Wounds impart ; 
I feel my Saviour in my Heart .. 

6. No Condemnation now I dread, .. 
J efus, and aH in him, is mine : 

Aiive in him, my living Head, 
And cloath'd in Righteoufnefs Divine,. 

Bold I approach th'Eternal Throne, 
And claim the Crown, through Chrifr my owm 

The Call. From Herbert. 

COME, 0 myvVay, my Truth, my Lifo 1 
A Way that gives us Breath, 

A Truth that ends its Follower's Strife, 
A Life that conquers Death ! 

2. Come, 0 my Light, my Feafi, my Strength! 
A Light that iliews a F ea:fl: ; 

A Fea:fl: that 11.ill improves by Length, 
A Strength that makes the Gueft ! 

3. Come, 0 my Joy, my Love, my Heart! · 
A Joy that none can move ; 

A Love that none can ever part, 
A Heart that Joys in Love I 

H 2 True 
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True Praife. 

Vl THEN :firfl: my feeble Verfe effay'd, 
' r V Of heav~n!y Joys .to fing, 
Fancy was frinnnon'd to my Aid 

Her choic.clt: Stores tb bring. 

2. With fiudy'd Words each rifing Thought 
I deck'd, with niceft Art, 

And ihining Metaphors I fought 
To burniili ev'ry Part. 

3. Thoufands of Notions fwift did run, 
And fill'd my lab' ring Head ; 

I blotted oft' what I begun, 
This was to Rat, that dead. 

+ To c1oath the Sun, no Drefs too fine 
I thought, no Words too gay, 

Much lefs the Realms that glorious lhine 
In one Eternal Day~ 

5. Mean while I whifpring heard a Friend, 
· " Why all this vain Pretence? 

'" Love has a Sweetnefs ready penn'd, 
" 'Take that, and fave Expcnce. 

'Tbe 
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The Dialogue. From the Jan1e. 

SA VI OUR, if Thy precious Love 
Could be merited by mine, 

Faith thefe Mountains would remove; 
Faith would make me ever thine. 

But when all my Care and Pains, 
Worth can ne'er create in Me, 

Nought by me thy Fulnefs gains;. 
Vain the Hope to purchafe thee. 

2. C. Ceafe, my Child·, thy Worth to weigh,, 
Give the needlefs Contefi: o'er: 

Mine thou art ! · while thus I fay, 
Yield thee up, and ask no inore. 

What thy Efiimate may be, 
Only can by him be told', 

Who to ranfom wretched thee, 
Thee to gain, himfelf was fold~· 

3. S. But when all in me is Sin,. 
How can .l thy Grace obtain ? 

How prefume Thyfelf to win? 
God of Love, the Doubt explain--· 

Or if thou the Means fupply, 
Lo ! to thee I All refign ! 

Make me, Lord, (I ask not why, , 
flow, I ask not) ever thine ! 

H Ja; · ' ' 
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4. C. This I would---That humbly frill 
Thou fubmit .to ~ny Decree, 

Gladly fubjcB:ing_ thy Will, 
Tvieekly copying :ifter Me : 

That as I did leave my 'Throne ; 
Frnely from my Glory part; 

Die, to make thy Heart my own-
s. Ah ! no more---thou break'fi my Heart f 

Subjection to Chriil. Frotn tle Germana 

JESU, to thee my Heart I bow, 
Strange Flames far from my Soul remove ; 

; :a\refl among ten thoufand thou, 
Be thou my Lord, my Life, my Love. 

2 . AH Heav'n thou fi1l'ft with pure Defire ; 
0 fhine upon my frozen BreaH: ; 

V\Tith facred Warm th my Heart infpire, 
lVIay I to? thy_ hid Sweetnej"s tafie. 

3 . I fee thy Garments roll'd in Blood, · 
T'hy fireaming Head, thy Hands, thy Side: 

All .hail, thou Su ff' ring, conquering God ! · 
t-~ ow Man iliall liv~ for God hath d y'd. 

' 

+ 0 kill in me this Rebel Sin, 
And triumph o'er my willing Breafr: 

ReB:ore thy Image, Lord, therein, 
And lead me to my Father's Rdt. 

' . 
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5. Ye earthly Loves, be far away! 

Saviour, be thou my Love alone ; 
No more mav ·mine ufurp the Sway, 

But in me,thy great w;11 be done f 

6. Yea Thou true Witnefa, fpotlefs Lamb, 
All Things for thee I count but Lofs ; 

My fole Defire, my confiant Aim, 
My only Glory be thy Crofs ! 

~ -···---""" ... - --.. ------~·-----

Renouacing all for ChriCl. 
French. 

C 0 r\1E , Saviour Jefu, from above, 
. Affifr me wirh thy Heav'nly Grace, 

V'Vithdraw my f-Ieart from Worldly Love, 
And for Thyfelf prepare the Place. 

2. 0 let thy facred Prefence fill 
And fet my longing Spirit free, 

Vlhich pants to have no other Will, 
But 1~ ight and Day to frafl: on thee~ 

3. While in thele Regions here below, 
No other Good will I purfue ; 

- I'll bid this World of N oife and Show 
With all it's £att'ring Snares adieu. 

4 .. That Path with humble Speed I'll feek 
Wherein my Saviour's Footfieps !hine, 

Nor will I hear, nor will I fpeak 
Of any other Love than thine, · ... 5. To 



80 HYMNS and SACRED PoEMS.' 
5. To thee my earnefi Soul afpires,. 

To thee I offer all my Vows, 
Keep me from falfe and vain Defires, 

My God, my Saviour, and my Spoufe. 

6. Henceforth n1ay no profane Delight 
Divide this confecrated Soul ; 

Pofrefs it Thou, who hafi the Right, 
As Lord and Mafl:er of the whole. 

7. Wealth, Honour, Pleafure, or what elfe 
This fhort enduring World can give, 

Tempt as you will, my Heart repels, 
T -o Chriil: alone refolv'd to live. 

8. Thee I can love, and thee alone, 
\N"ith holy Peace and inward Blifs ; 

To find thou tak'fl: n1e for thine own,, 
0 what a Happincfs is this ! 

9. Nor Heav'n, nor Earth do I defire· 
But thy pure Love within my Breaft,. 

This, this I always will require, 
And freely gjve up all the refl. 

io. Thy Gifts, if call'd for, I refign, 
Pleas' d to receive, pleas' d to- refiore ; 

Gifts are thy vVork; it iliall be mine 
The Giver only . to adore. 

The Invitation. From Herbert. 

C 0 ME hither all, whofe grov'ling. Tafte 
InJlaves your Souls,, and lays them wafie; 

. Sau 
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Save your Expence, and mend your Cheer: 
Here God himfelf's prepar'd and dreft, 
Himfelf vouchfafes to be your Feafr, · 

In whom alone all Dainties are. 

2. Come hither All, whom tempting \?Vine 
Bows to your Father Belial's Shrine? 

Sin all your Boafl:, and Senfe your God : 
W cep now for what you've drank amifa, 
And lofe your Tafle for fenfual Blifs . 

By drinking here your S;]xiour's Blood .. 

3. Come hither All, whom fearching Pain, 
Whom Confcience's loud Cries arraign, 

Producing all your Sins to view: 
Tafl:e; and difmifs your guilty Fear, 
0 tafle and fee that God is here 

To heal your Souls and Sin fubdue. 

4. Come hither All, whom carelefs Joy 
Does with alluring Force defhoy, 

While loofe ye range beyond your Bounds ~ 
'I' rue Joy is here, that pafres quite, 
And :all your tranfient mean Delight 

Drowns., as a Flood, the lower Grounds. 

5. Come hither All, whofo IdoI-Love, 
While fond the pleafing Pain ye prove, 

Raifes your fooli{h Raptures high : 
True Love is here; whofc dying Breath 
G ave Life to us : who tatte Death, -
An~ tafling once no n1C're can die. 

6. Lord, I have now invited All, 
And inHant frill the Guefl:s :llrnll call, 

Still 
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Still fuall I All invite to thee·: 
For, 0 my God, fr foems but right 
In mine, thy meanefi Servant's Sight, -

1"hat where All Is,. there All ihould be ! 

The Banquet. From the fame. 

W Elcome, delicious Sacred Cheer, 
Welcome, my God, my Saviour dear, 

0 with me, In me live and dwell ~ 
Thine, Earthly Joy f urpaffes quite, 

~Depths of thy fupreme Delight 
~ Not Angel Tongues can tafie or tell .. 

2. What Streams of Sweetnefs from the Bowl 
Surprize and deluge all my Soul, 

Sweetnefs that is, and makes Divine ! 
Surely from God's right Hand they flow, 
From thence deriv'd to Earth below, 

To chear us with i1n1nortal vVine. 

3. Soon as I tafie the Heav'nly Bread, 
What Manna o'er my Soul is ilied, 

Manna that Angels never knew ! 
Victorious Sweetnefs fills my Heart, 
Such as my God delights t'impart, 

Mighty to fave, and Sin fubdue. 

4· I 
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4. I had forgot my Heav'nly Birth, 
My Soul degen'rate clave to Earth, 

In Senfe, and Sin's bafe Pleafure drown' d : 
When God affum'd Humanity, 
And fpilt his Sacred Blood for me, 

To find me grov' ling on the Ground. 

5. Soon as his Love has rais'd me up, 
He mingles Bleffings in a Cup, 

And f weetly meets my ravifh'd Tafl:e: 
Joyous I now throw off my Load, 
I cail: my Sins, and Care, on God, 

And Wine becomes a Wing at lafl:. 

6. U pborn on this, I mount, I Ry; 
Regaining fwift my native Sky,--

I wipe my flreaming Eyes, and fee 
Him, whom I feek, for whom I fue, 
My God, my Saviour there I view, 

Him, who has done fo much for me ! 

7. 0 let thy wondrous Mercy's Praife 
Infpire, and confecrate my Lays, 

And take up all my Lines, and Life ; 
Thy Praife my ev'ry Breath employ : 
Be all my Bufinefs, all my Joy 

To fl:rive in this, and love the Strife ! 

Therefore with .AJzg.els, &c. 

L ORD and God of Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
Theirs---yet OhJ benignly ours, 

- Gloriow~ 

. .... 
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Glorious King let Earth proclaim, 
Worms attempt to chunt thy Name. 

2. Thee to laud, in Songs Divine 
Angels and Archangels join ! 
We with them our Voices raife, 
Echoing thy Eternal Praife : 

3. Holy; Holy, Holy Lord, 
Live. by Heav'n and E c. rth ador'd ! 
Full of thee, they ever cry 
Glory be to God 1noH High ! 

Glory be to God on high. &c. 

GLORY be tc God on high, 
God whofe Glory fills the Sky : 

Peace on Earth to Man forgiv'n, 
!v1an, the W ell-belov'd of Heav'n ! 

2. Sov'reign Father, Heav'nly King ! 
Thee we now prefume to fing ; 
Glad thine Attributes confefs, 

, G1orious all and numberlefs. 

3. Hail ! by all thy Works ador'd, 
Hail ! the everlafring Lord ! 
Thee with thankful Hearts we prove 
Lord of Pow'r, and God of Love. 

• 

-4-· ChrHt. 
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4. Chriil: our Lord and G-od we own, 

Chriil: the Father's only Son ! 
Lamb of God for Sinners flain, 
Saviour of offending I\;fan ! 

5. Bow thine Ear, in l'v1ercy bow, 
Hear, the World's Atonement thou ! 
J efu, in thy Name we pray, 
Take, 0 take our Sins away. 

6. Pow'rful Advocate with G·od, 
J uftify us by thy Blood! 
Bow thine Ear, in lVIercy bow, 
Hear the World's Atonement Thou ! 

7. Hear ; for Thou, 0 Chrifi alone 
'\Vith thy gracious Sire art One! 
One the Holy Ghofi with Thee, 
One Supreme, Eternal Three. 

Hymn to Chri11:. Altered froin Dr .. 
Hickes' s Reform' d Devotions. · 

JES U, behold the Wife from far 
Led to thy Cradle by a Star, 

Bring Gifts to Thee their God and Ki;1,,.. 
0 guide us by thy Light, that we 

0 

The 'Vay may find, and frill to Thee 
Our Hearts, our All for Tribute bring. 

I 2. Jefu 
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2. J efu, the pure, the fpotlefs Lamb, 
Who to the Temple humbly came 

Duteous the Legal Rights to ray : 
-0 make our proud, our frubborn Will 
All thy wife, gracious Laws fulfil, 

Wbate'er rebellious Nature fay. 

3. J efu, who on the fatal Wood 
Poured'{!: out thy Life's lafi Drop of Blood, 

Nail' d to th' accu rfed :fham eful Crofs : 
0 may we blefs thy Love, and be 
Reacly, dear Lord, to bear for Thee 

All Shame, all Grief, all Pain, all Lofs. 

4. J efu, who by thine own Love flain, 
By thine own Pow'r took'it Life ag:iin, 

And Conqueror from the Grave didft rife: 
0 11.1ay thy Death our Souls revive, 
And cv'n on Earth a New Life give, 

A rrlorious Life that never dies . . ,_, 

5. J efu, who to thy Heav'n again 
Return'dfi: in Triumph, there to reign 

Of l\!1en and Angels Sov'reign King: 
') may our parting Souls take Flight 
IJ p to that Land of Joy and Light, 

And there for ever grateful fing. 

6. AB Glory to the facred Three, 
One undivided Deity, 

All Honour, Pow'r, and Love and Praife; 
1-. tiil m2.y thy bleffed Name ihine bright 
In Beams of uncreated Light, 

Crown' d wi.th its own eternal Rays. 

On 
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On the Crucifixion. 

BEholJ the Saviour of Mankind 
Nail' d to the fnameful T' ree ! 

How v ail the Love that him inclin' d 
To bleed an<l die for Thee ! 

2. Hark how he groans ! while ·N .::tu re fhakes;i 
And Earth's {hong Pillars benc1 ! 

T'he Temple's Veil in funder breaks, 
The folid Marbles rend. 

3. 'Tis done ! the precious Ranfoni's paid ; 
Receive my Soul, he cries ; 

See where he bows his facred Head ! 
He bJws his Head and dies ! 

4. But foon he'll break Death's envious Chain, 
And in full Glory fhine ! · 

0 Lamb of Goel, was ever Pain, 
·Was ever Love like Thine ! 

Part of the lxiii Chapter of Ifaiah, 
Altered from lvfr. N orriso 

N O common Vifion this I fee 
. In more than human A1ajefty ! 

I 2 · Whe 
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Vv7ho is this mighty Hero, _ who, 
With glorious Terror on his Brow? 

His deep dy'd Crimfon Robes outvie 

T fJe Blufl-ic_s of the Morning Sky: 
Lo, how triumphant he appears 

And Vict'ry in his Vifage bears ! 

2. How !hong, how flately does he go ! 
Pompous and folemn in his Pace, 

And full of Majefi:y his Face, 

Who is this mighty Hero, who? 

'Tis -I, who to my Promife fiand : 

I, who Sin, Death, Hell, and the Grave 

Have foil'd with this all-conqu'ring Hand : 

'Tis 1, the Lord mighty to fave. 

3!- Why wear'fi: thou then this Crimfon Dye ; 
Say, Thou all-conquering Hero, why f 
Why do thy Garments look all red 

Like them that in the Wine Fat tread ? 
The Wine-prefs I alone have trod, 

That pond'rous Mafs I ply'd alone: 
And with me to affift was none: 

A Task, worthy the Son of God! 

4-· Angels flood trembling at the Sight, 
lnrag'd I put forth all my Might, 

And down the Engine prefr; the Force 

Put frighted Nature out of Courfe ; 

• The Blood gulh'd out, and chequer'd o'e~ 

My Garments with its deepefr Gore: 

With glorious Stains bedeck'd I flood, 

And writ my Victory in Blood. 

5. The Day, the fignal Day is come 

Ve.n~eance of all my Foes to take ; 
The. 
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The Dav, v,rhcn Death fhall have its Doom, 
And the. d:irk Kingdom's Pow'rs fuall fhake. . 
I look'd, who to affift fiood by : 
Trembled Heav'n's H ofis nor ventur'd nigh ~ 
Ev'n to my Father did I look 
In Pain: My Father me forfook ! 

6. A while amaz'd I was to fee 
None to uphold or comfort me: 
Then I arofe in Might array'd, 
And ca1l'd my Fury to my Aid; 
My fingle Arm the Battle won, 
And fir3it t\'acclaiming Hof!:s above 
Hy mn'd, in new Songs of Joy and Love, 
'Jehovah and his conquering Son. 

The Magnificat. 

My Soul extols the mighty Lord~ 
In God the Saviour joys my Heart: 

. Thou haft not my low State abhorr'd ; 
Now know I, Thou my Saviour art. 

2. Sorrow and Sighs are fled away, 
Peace now I feel, and Joy and Re.fl: : 

Renew'd I hail the Fefial Day, 
Henceforth by endlefs Ages blefr. 

3. Great are the Things which Thou has done, 
How holy is thy Name, 0 Lord ! 

How wondrous is thy Mercy :lhewn 
To all that tremble at thy \V ord ! 

I 3 4· Thy 
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4. Thy congu'ring Arm w.ith Terror crown'"d, 
Appear'd the f-Iumble to fuilain : 

And ail the Sons of Pride have found 
'J"heir boaited Wifdom void and vain. 

5. The Mighty from their native Sky, 
Cail down, 'I'hou hail in D:irknefs bound~ 

And rais'd the VV'" orms of Earth on high, 
With Majefry and Glory crown'd. 

6. The Rich have pin'd amidi1 their Store,, 
Nor e'er the Way of Peace have trod ; 

Mean while the hungry Souls thy Pow'r 
Fill'd wich the Fulnefs of their God. 

7. Come', Saviour, come, of old decreed r 
Faithful and true be Thou confefr: 

By all Earth's Tribes, in Abraham's Seed,_ 
Henceforth through endlefs Ages blefr. 

Pfalm XLVI. 

ON God fupreme our Hope depends, 
Whofe omniprefent Sigh!: 

Ev'n to the pathlefs Realms extends 
Of uncreated Night . 

.2. Plung' d in th' A byfs of deep Difirefs, 
To him we rais'd our Cry : 

His Mercy bad our Sorrows ceafe, 
And fill'd o.ur Tongue with Joy. 

3. Tho" ,. 
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3. Tho' Earth her ancient Seat forfake, 

By Pangs convulfive torn, 
Though her felf-balanc'd Fabrick iliake, 

And ruin'd Nature mourn: 

4. Tho' Hills be in the Ocean loft 
With all their trembling Load, 

No Fear !hall e'er difiurb the J uft,. 
0 r £hake his T ruft in God. 

5. Nations remote and Realms unknown 
In vain refifi his Sway ; 

For lo ! 7ehovah's Voice is iliewn, 
And Earth £hall melt away. 

6. Let War's devouring Surges rife 
And f well on ev'ry Side : 

The Lord of Hofis our Safeguard is, 
And Jacob's God our Guide. 

Pfalm CXIII. 

Y E Priefl:s of. God, whofe happy Days 
Are fpent m your Creator's Praife, 

Sti~l more and. more his Fame exprefs ! 
Ye pious W c rfutppers proclaim 
With Shouts of Joy his holy Name; 

Nor fatisfy'd with praifing, blefs. 

~,Let 
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2. Let God's high Praifes fl:ill refound 
Beyond old Time's too fcanty Bound, 

And thro' eternal Ages pierce, 
From where the Sun firfi gilds the Streams 
To where he fets with purpled Beams, 

Through all the wide-frretch'd Univerfe. 

3. The various Tribes of Earth obey 
Thy awful and i1nperial Sway ; · 

Nor Earth thy fov'reign Pow'r confines; 
Above the Sun's all-chearing Light, 
Above the Stars, and far n1ore bright 

Thy pure eilential Glory iliincs. 

4. What Mortal fonn'd of fading Clay, 
What Native of eterna~ Day 

Can with the God of Heav'n compare? 
Yet Angels round thy glorious !'hrone 
Thou ftoop'fi to view: Nor they alone ; 

Ev'n Earth-born Men thy G·oodnefs !hare. 

5. The Poor Thou liftefl: from the Dufl:; 
The Sinner, if in Thee he trufl:, 

From Depths of Guilt and Shame Thou'lt 
raife; 

That he, in Peace and Safety plac'd, 
With Pow'r and Love and Wifdom grac'd, 

May fing aloud his Saviour's Praife. 
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Pfalm CXVI. 

0 Thou, who when I did complain> 
DidCT: all my Griefs remove, 

0 Saviour, do not now difdain 
My humble Praife and Love. 

2. Since thou a pitying Ear didfr give, 
And hear me when I pray'cl, 

I'll call upon thee while I live, 
And never doubt thy Aid. 

3. Pale Death, with all his ghaflly Train, 
My Soul encompafr round, 

Anguifh and Sin, and Dread, and Pain 
On ev'ry Side I found. 

4. To thee, 0 Lord of Life, I pray'd, 
And did for Succour flee : 

0 fave (in my DiHrefs I faid) 
The Soul that truits in -rhee ! 

5 How good thou art! How large thy G·race ! 
How eafy to forgive ! 

'I'he helplefs thou delight'fl: to raife : 
And by thy Love I live. 

6. Then, 0 my Soul, be never more 
With anxious Thoughts difirefl:, 

God's bounteous Love doth thee refl:ore 
'f o Eafe and Joy and Refi:. 

7· My 
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7. My Eyes no longer drown'd in Tears, 
· My Feet fro1n falli ng free, 
R edeem '<l from Death, and guilty F ears 

0 L ord, I'll live to thee ! 

Pfaln1 CXVII. 

Y E N ations, who the G lobe divide, 
Ye num'rous Nat ions fcatter'd wide, 

T o God you r grateful Voices raife : 
To all his boundlefs Mercy 's iliown, 
I.-I is Truth to endlefs Ag€s.known 

R equire our endlefs L ove and Praife. 

2. To him who reigns enthron'd on high,. 
To his dear Son, who deign'd to die 

Our Guilt and Errors to remove ; 
To that bleft Spirit who Grace imparts, 
Who rules in·all Believing Hearts , 

Be ceafelefs Gl.ory , Praife, an d Love I 

Tru!l: in Providence. From the German. 

Commit them all thy Griefs 
And W avs into his Hands;: 

J 

To his fure Truth and tender Care, 
Who Earth and Heav'n commands. 

2. Who 
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2. Who points the Clouds their Courfe, 
Whom \Vinds and Seas obey ; 

I-fe fhaH direct thy wandring Feet, 
He fhall prepare thy Way. 

3. Thou on the Lord rely, 
So fafe fhalt thou go on ; 

Fix on his Work thy itedfall Eye~ 
So £hall Thy Work be done, 

4. No Profit can11: thou gain 
By felf-confuming Care ; 

To him commend thy Caufo·.? :~i_? Ear 
Attends the foftei1: Pray' r: .. : : , .~ ; : .. · · J ~ 

i ~ ... ~ 

5. 'I'hy everlafiing Truth, 
F ather, thy ceafelefa Lo'/e 

•' 

Sees all thy Children's Wants, and knows 
vVhat befi for each will prove. 

6. And whatfoe'er thou will'{t, 
Thou doCT:, 0 King of K.ings ; 

What thy unerring Wifdom chofe _\ 
Thy Pow' r to Being brings. 

7. Thou ev'ry where hafl: \Vay, 
And all things ferve thy lVIight ; 

Thy ev'ry AB: pure Ble.ffing is, 
Thy Path unfully'd Light. 

8. When Thou arifefr, Lord, 
What iliall thy Work withfl:and? 

When all thy Children want Thou giv'ff, 
Who, who fhall fray thy Hand? 

9. Give to the Winds thy Fears ; 
Hove, and be undifmay'd; 
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God hears thy Sighs; and counts thy Tears, 
God £hall lift up thy Head. 

10. Thro' Waves, and Clouds, and Storms 
He gently clears thy \.Vay ; 

"\Vait thou his Time, fo £hall this Night 
Soon end in joyous Day. 

1 I. Still heavy is thy Heart? 
Still fink thy Spirits down? 

Cafi off the Weight, let Fear depart, 
And ev'ry Care be gone. 

12. What tho' thou rule{t not? 
Yet Hea v'n, ~nd Earth, and Hell 

Proclaim, God fitteth on the Throne, 
And ruleth all things well I 

I 3. Leave to his Sov'reign Sway 
To choofe, and to command; 

So !halt thou wondring own, his Way 
How wife, how !hong his Hand. 

14. Far, far a)ove thy Thought 
His Counfel £hall appear, 

"\Vhen fully He the vVork hath wrought, 
That caw,'d thy needlefs Fear. 

15. ·Thou feefiourWeaknefs, Lord, 
Our Hearts are known to thee ; 

O lift Thou up the finking Hand, 
Confirm the feeble Knee! 

16. Let us in Life, in Death, 
Thy fiedfaft Truth declare, 

And publiili with our latefi: Breath 
'f hy Love and Guardian Care! 

.. 

.. 

le 
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In Affiicrion,, 

ETernal Beam of Light Divine, ' 
Fountain of unexhaui1:e<l Love, 

In whom the Father's Glories fhine, 
'1,hro' Earth beneath, and Hcav'n above! 

2. J efu ! the weary Wand?rer's Refl:; 
Give ·me Thy eafy Yoke to bear, 

With fl:edfafl: Patience arm my Brea ft , 
With fpotlefs Love, 3.nd lowly Fear. 

·a.. Thankful I take the Cup from Thee, 
' Prepar'd and mingled by Thy Skill : 

'I'ho' bitter to the rrafie it be, 
Pow'rful the wounded Soul to heal. 

4. Be Thou, 0 Rock of Ages, nigh : 
So iliall each murm'ring Thought be gone, 

And Grief, and Fear, and Care fhall fiy, 
As Clouds before the Mid-day Sun. 

5. Speak to my warring Paffions, " Peace; 
Say to my trembling Heart, " Be fbll : 

Thy ·Pow'r my Strength and Fortrefs is, 
For all things ferve 'I'hy Sov'reign 'Vill. 

6. 0 Death, where is thy Sting? \Vhere now· 
Thy boafied Victory, 0 Grave? 

Who !hall contend with God : 0 r Who 
Can hurt whom God delights to fave? 

. K In 
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In Affliction or Pain. Froni the 
German. 

T HOU Lamb of God, Thou Prince of Peace, 
For Thee my thirfiy Soul doth pine! 

l\1y longing Soul implores Thy Grace, 
0 make in me Thy Likenefs iliine. 

2. vVith fraudlefs, even, humble l\1ind, 
Thy \Vill in all Things may I fee: 

In Love be ev'ry vVifh refign'd, 
And hallow'd my whole H eart to Thee. 

3. \Vhen Pain o' er my vveak Fleili prevails, 
With Lamb-like Patience arm my Breaft ; 

vVhen Grief my wounded Soul aifails, 
In lowlv l\1eeknefs mav I reft. 

~ J 

4. Clofe by Thy Side fiill may I keep, 
Howe'cr Life's various Current flow; 

'Vith fl:edfaft Eye mark ev'ry Step, 
And follow T'hee \lirhere'er 'T'hou go. 

5. Thou, Lord, the dreadful Fight haft won; 
Alone Thou haft the vVine-prefs trod: 

In me Thy Hrengthning Gra.ce be fhown, 
0 may I conquer through Thy Blood ! 

6. So vvben on Sion Thou fhalt ftand, 
And all H.eav'n's Hoft adore their King, 

Shall I be found at Thy right Hand, 
A.nq, fr~ fr0-m Pain2 Thy Glories fing . 

.dnother. 
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Anot'her. Fr01n the fame~ 

A LL Glory to th~Eternal Three, 
Of Light and Love th'unfathom'<l Sea ! 

\Vhofe bound!e(s Pow'r, whofo faving Grace, 
Reliev'd me in my deep Difrrefs. 

2. Stil1, Lord, from thy exhaufl:lefs Store 
Pure Bleffing and Salvation iliow'r; 
Till Earth l 1e1ve, and foar away 
'To Regions cf unclcude<l Day. 

3. l\11 y f-k·:rt from ~11 Pollution ck~1 n,_ 0 purge it, thu' with G ricf ~ml P .lin: 
To Thee lo ! I my All reGgn, 
Thine be my Will, my Soul be Thine. 

4. 0 guide me, lead me in Thy Ways: 
'Tis Thine the finking Hand to raife. 
0 may I ever lean on Thee : . 
'Tis Thine to prop the feeble Knee. 

5. 0 Father, fanB:ify this Pain, 
Nor let one Tear be {bed in vain ! 
Sofren, yet arm my Breafi: No Fear, 
No Vv rath, but Love alone be there. 

6. 0 leave not, caCT: me not away 
In fierce Temptation's dreadful Day : 
Speak but the ''lord ; infiant iliall ceafe'rhe Storm, and all iny Soul be Peace ! 

K 2 Bleffed 
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Blefled are they that mourn. 

GRacious Soul! to whom are given 
Holy Hung'rmgs after Heaven, 

Refr]efs Breathings, earnefi: Moans, 
Deep unutterable Groans, 
Agonies of frrong Defire, 
Love's Supprefi untonfcious Fire ; 

- '2. Turn again to God thy Reft ,. 
Jefus hath pronounc'd Thee bleft: 
Humbly to Thy Jefus turn 
Comforter of all that mourn: 
Happy Mourner, -Near and fee, . 
Claim the Promife made to T bee. 

3. Lift to Him thy weeping Eye~ 
Heav'n behind the Cloud defcry, 
If with Chrifi thou fuffer here. 
When his Glory fhall appear, 
Chrifi his fuff'ring Son fuall own, 
Thine the Crofs, and thine the Crown. 

4. Jufi thro' Him, behold thy Way 
Shining to the perfeB: Day ; 
Dying thus to all l{eneath, 
Fafhion'<l to thy Saviour's Death, 
Him the RefurreCl:ion prove, 
Rais'd to all the Life of Love. 

5. What 
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5. What if here a while thou grieve, 
God !hall endlefs Comfort give : · 
Sorrow may a Night endure,. 
Joy returns as Day-light fure : 
Praife fhall then thy Life employ, 
Sown in Tears, and reap'd in Joy. 

6. Doth thy Lord prolong H is Stay? 
Mercy wills the kind Delay : 
Hides He fiill his lovely Face ?· 
Lo! He waits to· {hew his Grace : 
Seems Ife abfent from thy Heart ? 
'Tis, that He may ne'er depart. 

j. Gently wili He lead the vVeak, 
Bruifed Reeds Her.e'er will break, 
Touch'd with frmpathizing Care, 
Thee He in his Arms fhall bear, 
Blefs with late, but lafiing Peace, 
:r~ill with all His Righteoufnefa. .. 

8. Could''{t thou the Redeemer fee, 
How His Bowel~ yearn on thee ! 
How He marks with pitying Eye,. 
Hears his New-born Children cry,, 
Bears what ev'ry Member bears,, 
Groans their Groans, and weeps their Tears r 

9. Could'"fi: thou know, as thou art known, 
J efus would appear thy own; 
Me>fi abandon'd tho' it feem, 
Darkly fafe thy Soul with Him, 
Farthefl: when from God remov'd;, 
Nearefr then, and moil belov'd. 

KJ ro. Feebly 
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10. Feebly then thy Hands lift up, 

Hope, amidfr defpairing, hope : 

Stand beneath thy Load of Grief, 

Stagger not thro' Unbelief, 

Make thy own Election fure, 

Faithful to the End endure. 

I r. God, to keep thee fafe from Harms,. 

Spreads his E vcrlafi:ing Arms, 

Feeds with fecret Strength Divine, 

Waits to whifper "Thou art Mine!" 

His that thou may'H ever be, 

Now he hides Himfelf from thee. 

12. Meekly then perfifi to mourn,. 

Soon he will, He muil: return ; 

Call on Him; He hears thy Cry : 

Soon he will, He mufi draw nigh: 

Tbis th'' Hot)e which nought can mov('.,. 

God is Truth, and God is Love ! 

ln Temptationo 

Sink'.ng underneath my Load, 
LJai kly ke11m; after Thee, 

L~t me ask, my God, my God f' 
Vvhy hafi Thou forfaken me 1· 

Vvhy, 0 why a1 I forgot r 
Lo d I r.~c:k,' but find T'hee not .. 

2. S ill I ask, not yet receive, 

KncLk at the unopen'd Door, 
Still 
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Still I firuggle to believe, 

Hope, tho' urg' d to hope no more, 
Bearing what I cannot bear, 
Yielding, fighting with Defpair. 

3. Hear in Mercy my Complaint, 
Hear, and hafien to my Aid, 

Help, or utterly I faint, 
Fails the Spirit Thou hafi made;· 

Save me, or my Foe p·revails, 
Save me, or Thy Promife fails. 

4. StruggHng in the Fowler's Snare,. 
Lo ! I ever look to Thee: 

Tempted more than I can bear
No, my Soul, it cannot be, 

True and faithful is the Word, 
Sure the coming of thy Lord. 

5. Come then, 0 my Saviour, come~, 
G·od of Truth, no longer Ray, 

God of Love, difpel the Gloom, 
Point me out the promis'd Way~ 

Let me from the Trial fly, 
Sink into Thy Arms, and die ! . . 

6. Waft me to that happy Shore, 
Port of Eafe, and End of Care; 

All Thy Storms ihall there be o're,, 
Sin fhall never reach me there, 

Surely of my God poffefr, 
Safe in my Redeemer's Breafi ! 

In 
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In Defertion or Temptation. 

AH ! my dear Lord, whofe changelefs Love 
To me nor Earth nor I-Iell can part ; 

When £hall my Feet forget to rove? 
Ah, what {hall fix this faithlefs Heart ? 

2. Why do thefe Cares my Soul divide,_ 
If Thou indeed hafi fet me free ? 

Why am I thus, if God hath dy'd; 
If God hath d y' d to purchafe me ? 

; . Around me Clouds of Darknefs roll,.. 
In deepefi: Night I Hill walk on;. 

He.lVily moves my fainting Soul, . 
My Comfort, and my God are gone • 

. 
-4-· Chearlefs, and all forlorn I droop; 

In vain I lift my weary Eye ; 
No Gleam of Light, no Ray of Hope 

Appears throughout the darken'el Sky. 

5, My feeble Knees I bend again,. 
My drooping Hands again I rear :: 

Vain is the Task, the Effort vain, 
My Heart abhors the. irkfome Pray'r. 

6., Oft with thy Saints my Voice I raife,. 
And feem to join the taftlefs Song : 

Faintly afcend th'imperfetl: Praife, 
Or dies upon my thoughtlefs Tongue. 

7. Cold 



HYMNS and SACRED PoE MS. 105 

7. Cold, weary, languid, heartlefs, dead 
To thy dread Court~ I oft repair; 

By Confcience drag'<l, or Cuf1:om led, 
I come ; nor know that God is there ! 

8. Nigh with my Lips to Thee I draw, 
U nconfcious at Thy Altar found ; 

Far off 1ny Heart: Nor touch' cl with Avie, 
Nor inov'd-tho' Angels tremble round. 

9. In All I do, M yfelf I feel, 
And groan beneath the wonted Load, 

Still unrenew' d, and carnal fiill, 
Naked of Chrifr, and void of God. 

10. Nor yet the Earthly Adam dies, 
But lives, and moves, and fights again, 

Still the fierce Gufis of Paffion rife, 
And rebel Nature fhives to reign. 

l I. Fondly my foolifu Heart e!fays 
T'augment the Source of perfect BlifS,1 

Love's All-fu:fficient Sea to raife 
With Drops of Creature-Happinefs •. 

12. 0 Love ! thy Sov'reign Aid impart, 
And guard the Gifts Thyfelf haft giv"n: 

My Portion Thou, my Treafure art, 
And Life, and Happ'inefs> and Heav'n. 

I 3. Would ought with Thee my Willies :£hare, 
Tho' dear as Life the Idol be, 

The Idol from my Breafl: I'd tear, 
Refolv'd to feek my All fron1 'I'hee. 

14. Whate'er 
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14. vVhate'er I fondly counted n1ine, 
To 'rhee, my Lord, I here refiore: 

Gladly I All for thee refign : 
Give me Thyfolf, I ask no more ! 

J t1fiified, but not Sanetified .. 

My G od , (if I may call T'hee Mine 
From Heav'n and Thee remov'd fo far) 

Draw nigh; Thy pitying Ear incline, 
And cafi not out my languid Pray'r,. 

Gently the vVeak Thou lov'fi to lead, 
T'h~u lov'il: to prop the feeble Knee, 

0 break not tbe:i a bruifeJ Reed, 
Nor quench the fn10aking Flax in me. 

2. Bury'd in Sin, Thy Voice I hear, 
And burft the Barriers of my To1nb, 

In all the Marks of Death appear, 
Forth at thy Call, tho' bound I come. 

Give me, 0 give me fully, Lord, 
Thy RefurreB:ion's Pow'r to know; 

Free me indeed; pronounce the Word, 
And loofe my Bands, and let me go .. 

3. Fain would I go to Thee, m-y God·, 
1-.hy Mercies, and my Vv ants to tell: 

I feel my Pardon feal' d in Blood ; 
Saviour, Thy Love I wait to feel. 

Freed from the Pow'r of cancel'd Sin; 
When fh.all my Soul triumphant prove r 

Why breaks not out the Fire within 
In Flames of Joy, and Praife, and Love? 

4. When 
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4. When fh:ill my Eye affect my Heart, 

Sweetl y di{folv'd in gracious Tears ! 
Ah, Lord, the Stone to Fldh conve rt ! 

And till thy lovely Face appears, _ 
Still may I at thy F ootfiool keep, 

And wa tc h the Smile of op,-ning Heav'n: 
Much wouid I pray, and love, and weep ; 

l would ; for I have much forgiv'n. 

5. Yet 0 ! ten thoufand Lu!l:s remain, 
And vex my Soul abfolv'd from Sin, 

Still rebel Nature {hives to reign, 
Still am I all unclean, unclean ! 

AITail'd by Pride, allur'd by Senfe, 
On Earth tbe Creatures court my Stay ; 

Falfe fhtt'rtng Idols get ye hence, 
Created Good be far away! 

6. J efu, to Thee my Soul afpires, 
Jefu, to Thee I plight my Vows, 

K eep me from Earthly bafe Defires, 
1\1 y G·od my Saviour and iny Spoufe. 

Fountain of all-fufficient Bl ifs, 
Thou art the Good I feek below; 

Fu lnefs of Joys in '['hee there is, 
Without 'tis l\1is'ry all and Woe. 

7 . Take this poor wand ring, worthlefs Heart, 
Its Wandrings all to Thee are known, 

May no falfe Rival claim a Part, · 
Nor S.in ddfeize Thee of Thine own. 

Stir up Thy interpofing Pow'r, 
Save me from Sin, from Idols fave, 

Snatch me from fierce Temptation's HoJr, 
And hide, 0 hide me in the Grave! 

8.J 
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8. I know Thou wilt accept me Now, 

I know my Sins are now forgiv'n ! 
My Head to Death 0 let me bow, 

Nor keep my Life to lofe my Heav'n. 

Far from this Snare my Soul remove, 

This only Cup I would decline, 
I deprecate a Creature- Love, 

0 take me, to fecure n1e Thine. 

9. Or if thy Wifer Will ordain 
The Trial, I would die to fhun, 

Welcome the Strife, the Grief, the Pain, 

Thy Name be prais'd, Thy Will be done! 

I from thy H and the Cup receive, 
Meekly fu b1nit to thy Decree, 

·Glad y fo r T bee confent to live ! 
Thou, Lord, haft liv'd, haft died for me f 

Is A I A H xliii. 1 , 2, g . 

PEace, doubti~g Heart-rny God's I am ! 
Who form' d 1ne Man forbids my Fear : 

The Lord hath call'd me by my Name, 
1."'he Lord proteCl:s for ever near : 

His Blood for me did once atone, 
And frill he loves, and guards his own. 

2 . "\Vhen paffing thro' the Watry Deep 

I ask in F aith his promis'd Aid, 
The W aves an awful Difiance keep, 

And ihrink from my devoted Head: 

Fearlefs their Violence I dare: 

They cannot hann, for God is there ! 
3. To 
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3. To Him my Eye of Faith I turn, 

And thro' the Fire pudue my 11-Vay; 
The Fire forgets its Pow'r to burn, 

The lambent Flames arounJ me play: 
I own his Pow'r, accept the Sign, 
And {hou t to prove the Saviour mine. 

4. Still nigh me, 0 my Savio_ur, fiand, 
And guard in fierce ,...f'emptation's Hour ; 

Hide in the Hollow of Thy Hand, 
Shew forth in n1e thy faving Pow'r: 

Still be Thy Arm my fure Defence: 
Nor Earth, nor Hell i11all pluck me thenceo 

5. Since Thou haft bid me come to Thee, 
(Good as T hou art, anJ {hong to fave) 

l'il walk o'er Life's tempefl:ous Sea, 
U phorn by the unyielding Wave; 

Dauntlefs, tho' Rocks of Pride be near, 
And yawning Whirlpools of Defpair. 

6. When Darknefs intercepts the Skies, 
And Sorrow's Waves around me roll ; 

When high the Storms of Paffion rife, 
And half o'erwhelm my finking Soul; 

1'1y Soul a fudden Calm £hall feel, 
And hear a Whifper, " Peace be frill.'' 

7. Tho' in Affiiltion's Furnace tried, 
Unhurt on Snares, and Deaths I'll tread ; 

Tho' Sin affail, and Hell thrown wide 
P o· tr all its Flames upon 1ny Head, 

Like iktujes' 0 Bu.lh I'll mm .. nt the higher, 
And l ourifh unconfum'd in Fire. 
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~he Believer's Support. From tht 
German. 

0 Thou, to whofe all-fearching Sight 
The Darknefs iliineth as the Light, 

Search, prove my Heare ; it pants for Thee : 
0 bur.ft thefe Bands, and fet it free. 

:z. . Waih out its Stains, refine its Drofs, 
:Nair my Affc8:ions to the C rofs ! 
Hallow each Thought : L et all within 
l k clean , as 'rhou, my Lord, art clean. 

~ . I f in this darkfome \Vild I fhay, 
B;: ·"'rl' hou my Light, oe Thou n1y Way : 
?\Jo Foes, no Violence I fear, 
.N'o F raud, while 1'hou, my God, art near. 

4 . Vlhen rifing Floods my Head o'erflow, 
' Vhen fin ks my H eart in Waves of Woe, 
J efo, Thy 'timely Aid impart, 
._\nd raife my Head, and chear my Heart. 

5. $aviour, where'er Thy Steps 1 fee, 
D auntlefs, untir'd I follow Thee : 
0 let Thy Hand fuppor~ me fiill, . 
And lead me t0 Thy Holy Hill. 

6. If rough and thorny be my Way, 
My Strength proportion to my Day : 
Till Toil, and Grief, and Pain £hall ceafe, 
Where all is Calm, and Joy, and Peace. 

God's 
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God's Love to Mankind. From the Jame. 

0 God, of Good th'unfathom'd Sea,. 
Who would not give his Heart to 1~hee? 

Who would not love Thee with his Might? 
0 J efu, Lover of Mankind, 
Who would not his whole Soul, and Mind> 

With all his Strength:} to Thee unite?. 

2. Thou' thin'ft with everfafiing Rays .s 
Before the unfufferable Blaze 

Angels with both Wings veil their Eyes: 
Yet free as Air thy Bounty fheams 
On a11 Thy Works ; Thy Mercy's Beams 

Diffufi .. ve, as Thy Sun's, arife~ 

3. Aftoni!h'd Af Thy frowning Brow, 
Earth, Hell, and Heav'ns fhong Pillars bow,. 

Terrible Majefiy is Thine! 
Who then can that vaft Love exprefs 
Which bows thee down to me, who lefs 

Than nothing am-, till thou art mine t 

4. High-thron'd on Heav'ns E'ternal Hill;; 
In 1--J umber, "\Veight and Ivleaiure fiill 

'I'ho.u f-wectly ord'reft all that is: . 
And yet Thou deign'fi to come to me;, 
And guide my Steps, that I with Thee 

Enthron'd, may reign in _endlefs Blifs..-

5. Fountain of Good, aJl Bleffing flows 
From Thee : no \Vant thy Fulnefs knows :-

1 
' 

• I 

! 

L 2 \Vhat 
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What but Thyfelf cafl: Thou defire r 
Yes : Self-fu:fficient as Thou art, 
Thou clofi defire my worthlefs Heart, 

This, only this Thou doft require. 

6. Primeval Beauty ! in Thy Sight 
The fi rfi-born, fairefi Sons of Light 

See all their brighteft Glories fade: 

\Vhat then to me thy Eyes could turn, 
In Sin conceiv'd, of Woman born, 

A Worm, a Leaf, a Illa.fl, a Shade? 

7. Hell's J\rm..ies tremble at Thy Nod, 
And trembling own th' Almighty God 

Sov'reign of Earth, Air, Hell; and Sky. 
But who is This that comes from far,. 
Whofe Garments roll'd in Blood appear? 
· 'Tis God made Man, for Man to die! 

8. 0 God, of Good the unfathom'd Sea, 
Who would not give his Heart to Thee? 

Who would not love Thee with his Might? 

0 Jefu, Lover of Mankind, 
Who would not his whole Soul, and Mind, 

With all his Strength, to Thee unite r 

Hymn. on the Titles of Chrift. 

A Rife, my Soul, arife · 
Thy Saviour's Sacrifice ! 

All the Names that Love could find, 
All the For ms that Love could take, 

Jefr 
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Jefus in himfelf has joyn'd, 

Thee, my Soul, his owrn to m'ake~. 

2. Equal w ith God,. moa High, , 
He laid his G.1.)ry by : 

He,. th' Eternal God, was born, 
Man with l'v1en He deign'd t'appcar,. 

ObjeB: of his Creature's Scorn, 
Pleas'd a Servant's For.m-to 'wearo 

3. Hail Everlafl:ing Lord, 
Divine, Incarnate Word t 

Thee let .. all my Pow'rs confefs, . 
Thee my late.fl: Breath proclaim"' ; 

Help, ye Angel Choir~ to. blefs, 
Shout the lsv'd Immanuel's Name~, 

4. Fruit of a Virgiri7s Womb;
The Promi.s'd Bleffing's come·:· 

Chrifi the Father's · Hope· of old; 
Ch rift tHe ·Woman's conqu 'ring Seed.,. 

<Chrifi: the Saviour 1 long foretold, 
Born to bruife the Serpent's Heado. _ 

5. Refulgent from afarj-
See the bright Morning-jlar:· F 

See the Day-Jpring from· on high · 
Late in deepeH D.arknefs rife,,,. 

Night recedes, the Shadows fly, 
Flame..~with' . Day the, O.p,'ning .Skies 1 

6. Our Eyes on Earth forvey 
The dazling Shechinah I 

Bright, in endlefs Glory bright, 
Now in Flefh He flops to dwell~~ 

God of God, and 'Light of Light; _, 
· lmage of th'Invifible. · 

· ' 
;, 

L -3 .. 7~ He 
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7. He fhines on Earth ador'd,_ 

The Prefence ~f the Lord : 

God, the Mighty God and true,. 

God by higheft Heav'n confeft,. 

Stands difplay'd to Mortal View, 

God Supreme for ever bleit. 
, 

8. Jefu ! to Thee I bow, 

Th' Almighty's Fellow Thou!' 

Thou, the Father's only Son; 

Pleas'd He ever is in Thee, 

Jufi~ and Holy, Thou al'one, 

Full of Grace, and Tru.th-for Me~ 

9. High abovi.z ev'ry Name 

J efus, the Great I _,f M ! 
:Bows to J efus ev'ry Knee, 

'rhings in Heav'n, and Earth,. and Hdi, 

Saints adore Him, Demons flee,. 

Fiends,. and Men, and Angels feel. 

Io. He left his . Throne above; 

Emptied of a11, but Love : 

Whom the Heav'ns cannot contaip 

God vouchfaf'd a 'Vorm t'appear,. 

Lord of Glory, Son of Man, 
Poor, and vile,_ and ab jell here. 

I ·I. His.own on Earth He fought:r

His own receiv'd him not: 

Him, a Sign by All blafphem'd,. 

Outcafi and defpis'd of Men, 

Him they all a M2dinan deem'd, 

Bokl to fcoff the Nazarene. 

1·2. Hail 
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I 2. Hail Galilean King r 
Thy humble State I fing; 

Never !hall my Triumphs end, 
Hail derided Majefiy, 

Jefus, hail!' the S~nner's Friend, , 
Friend of Publicans-and Me! 

I 3. Thine Eye obferv'd my Pain 
Thou God Samaritan I 

Spoil'd I lay,. and bruis'd by Sin, 
Gafp'd my faint, expiring Soul : 

Wine and Oil 'I'hy Love pour'd in, 
Clos' d my Wounds,. and made me wholeQ 

I 4. Hail the Life-giving Lord, 
Divine, Engrafted Word r 

Thee the Life my Soul has found, 
Thee the Refurreflion prov'd: 

Dead I .teard the ~ick1ning Sound, 
Own~J thy Voice; Believ,.d and Lov'd ~ · 

15. With Thee gone upon high 
I live, no more to die : 

Firjl and La.ft, I feel Thee now, 
Witnefs of thy Empty Tomb, 

Alpha and Omega Thou 
W afr, and Art, and Art to come ! 

Second Hymn. to Chrift .... 

SAviour, the World's and Mine, 
Was ever Grief like Thine! 

Thou my. Pain, my Curfe haft took,.' 
~ :All my Sins_ were laid en Thee ; 

t .. Help 
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Help me, Lordi to Thee I look,. 
Draw me, Saviour, after Thee.,. 

2. 'Tis done! My G'ocf hath died·,, 
My Love is crucify' cl ! 

Ereak this fiony Heart of mine, 
Po1u my Eyes a ceafelefs Flood,, 

Feel, my £Dul', the Pangs Divine, 
Catch, my Heart, the ilfuing Blood t 

3. When, 0 my God,, ihall l. 
For Thee fubmit to die?_ 

How the mighty Debt repay, . 
Rival of Thy Paffion prove? 

Lead me in Tbyfelf the Way:r 
Melt my Hardnefs into Lov.e ... . 

4. To love is all· my Wiili, 
I only live for This .: 

Grant me,_ Lord, my Heart's Ddire,, 
There by Faith forever dwell: 

This I always .will require, . 
Thee,. ana only Thee, _to feel. 

5. Thy Pow'r l pant to prove~ 
Rooted, aad .. fixt in Love, . 

Strengthned by Thy Spirit's Might, 
Wife to fathom. Things Divine;-

What the Length,. and .Breadth, and Height, . 
What- the Depth .. of Love like Thine. 

6. Ah! give me This to .know,. 
Witlt all Thy Saints below. 

S·wells my Soul to c01npafs Thee,
Gafps in Thee to live, and ·move.)

Fill'd with A-11 theDeity, 
All imll\Crit and loft in,Lov.e .. t~ 

'I/JirJ. 
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Third Hymn to Chrift. 

ST ILL, 0 my s;ul, prolo-ng 
The never-ceafing Song!. _ 

Chrifi my Theme, my Hope;my Joy.;. 
His be all my happy Davs, 

Praife my ev,ry Hour employ, 
Ev'ry Breath be fpent in Praife .. 

2. His would I wholly be 
Who liv'd and died for me ~ 

Grief was all his Life below, 
.,. Pain and Poverty and Lofs : 
Mine the Sins that bruis' d Him fo, 

ScoLirg'd, and nail'd him to the Crofs. 

3. He bore the Curfe of AU,. 
A Spotlefs Criminal: 

Burden'd with a World of Guilt~ 
Blacken'd with imputed- Sin, 

Man to fave His Blood He fpilt, 
Died, to make the Sinner clean. 

4. ] oin Earth and fleav'n to blefs 
The Lord our Righteaufnefs ! 

11yfi'ry of Redemption this, 
This the Saviour's firange Defign, 

1\1an's Offence was counted His, 
Ours is Righteoufnefs Divine. 

5. Far as our Parent's Fall, 
The Gift is come to All : 

. . 

Sinn-'d 
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Sinn'd we All, and died in One ? 

. J ufl: in 0 ne we All are made, 
Chrift the Law fulfill' cl alone, 

Dy'd for All, for All G)bey'd. 

6. In Him compleat we fuine, 
His Death, His Life is Mine. 

Fully am I juilify'd, 
Free froni Sin, and more than free ; 

Guiltle{s, fincc for Me He dy'd, 
Righteous, fince He Liv'd for Mer 

1· Jefu ! to· Thee I bow,. 
Sav'd to the utmofl now .. 

/ ;[) the Depth of Love Divine f 
Who thy Wifilom's Stores can tell? 

Knowledge infinite is Thine, 
All Thy Ways unfearchable ! 

Hymn to Chrift the King. 

JESU, my God and King, 
Thy Regal State I fing. 

Thou, and only Thou art great, 
High Thine everlafiing Throne; 

T .hou the Sov'reign Potentate, ' 
Bleft, Immortal Thou alone. 

' 

2. Effay your choicefi Strains,. 
The King Mejfiah reigns! 

Tune your Harps, Cel~Hial ~ire, 
Joyful all; your Voices raife, 

Chrifi: than Earth-born Monarchs higher, 
So~ of Men and Angels praife. 

, .. 

3. Hail 
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3. Hail your dread Lord and Ours, 
Dom·inions, Thrones, and Pow' rs! _ 

..Source o'.f Pow'r He rules alone~ 
Veil your Eyes, and proftrate fall, 

Caft your Crowns before his Throne, 
Hail the Caufe, the Lord of all ! 

4. Let Earth's remoteft Bound 
With ecchoing Joys refound; 

Chrifr to praife let all confpire : 
Praife doth all to Chrift belong ; 

Shout ye firft-born Sons of Fire, 
Earth repeat the Glorious Song. 

5. Worthy, 0 Lord, art Thou, 
That ev'ry Knee lhould bow, 

Ev'ry Tongue to Thee confefs, 
U niverfal Na tu re join 

Strong and Mighty Thee to blefs, 
Gracious, Merciful, Benign ! 

6. Wifdom is due to Thee, 
And Might and Majefi:y : 

Thee in Mercy rich we prove; 
Glory, Honour, Praife receive, 

Worthy Thou of all our Love, 
More than all we pant to give. 

7. J uf1ice and Truth maintain 
Thy everlafiing Reign. 

One with rrhine almighty Sire, 
Partner of an equal Throne, 

}(ing of Hearts, let all confpire, 
Gr£tefully Thy Sway to own. 

B. Prince 
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8. Prince of the Hofts of God, 
Difplay Thy Pow'r abroad : 

Strong, and high is Thy Right-hand, 
Terrible in Majefiy ! 

Who can in Thine Anger fiand ? 
Who the vengeful Bolt can Ree? 

9. 1~ hee when the Dragon's Pride 
To Battle vain defy'd, 

Brighter' than the Morning..:fiar 
Luci fer, as Lightning fell, 

Far from Heav'n, from Glory -fa r, 
P:Ieadlong llurl'd to deepefi Hell. 

10. Sin felt of old Thy Pow'r, 
Thou Patient Conqueror ! 

Long he vex'd the VJ' orld below, 
Long they groan' J beneath his Reign ; 

Thou deft roy 'cfi the 'Tyrant Foe, 
Thou reocem'J H rhe Captive, l\/Ian. 

I I . 'Trembles the Ki ng of Fears, 
\ Vhene't r thy C rnfs appears. 

Once its drea(eJ Force he found : 
Saviour, cleave 3gain the Sky; 

Slai n by an Eternal \Vound, 
J;ea th iliall then for ever die ! 

Seccnd Hymn to Chrifi the KiHg. 

JESU, Thou art our King, 
, T o me Thy Succour bring . 

. Chrifi the Mighty One art Thou , 
H elr , for :1 11 on 1"'h::r~ i. hi <l : 

ir1 .. 
j ~ 113 
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This the Word ; I claim it now, 

Send me now the P romis' d Aid. 

2. High on Thy F'ather's Throne, 
0 look with Pity ·down! 

Help, 0 help! attend my Call, 
Captive lead Captivity, 

King of Glory, Lord ·of All, . 
Chrifr, be Lord; be King to M~ 1 

3. I pant to feel Thy Sway, -
And only Thee t'obey: 

Thee my Spirit gafps to meet., _ 
This my one, my ceafelefs Pray'r~ 

Make, 0 make m_y Heart thy Seat, 
0 fet up Thy K.ingdom there! 

4. !'riumph_, and teign in ~/le:> 
And fpread Thy ViB:ory :. 

-~Hell, and De~th, and Sin controul, 
Pride, and Self, andev'rr Foe., 

All fobdue ; thro' all my s;ul, 
Conqu'ring, aitd to tohquer go. 

·The Saviour glbr!fied by Ali. From the 
German. 

T, HOU-, Jefu, art our King, 
Thy ceafelefs Praife we fing: 

M Praift, 



'' 
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IJraife fhall our ghd Tongue employ, 
PraifC: o'erfiow our grateful Soul, 

While we vital Breath enjoy, 
\V hi le eternal Agc:s roll. 

2. Thou art th'Eternal Light, 
1'hat iliin'ft in dcepefi Night. 

\Vondring gaz'J th' Angelic T'rain, 
\ V hile T 'hou bow'JH: the I-:Ieav'ns beneath., 

C~ed vi i th Go<l wert Man with Man, 
!\Jan to fave from endlefs Death. 

-i. 1.'hou for our Pain didfl: mourn, 
1_-' hou hafl: our Sicknc(s born: 

A11 cur Sins on Thee \1vere laid; 
Thou with unexampled Grace, 

Jdl rbc mighty Debt haft paid 
Due from Adam's help'.efs Race. 

4. T'hou ha-fl: o'erthrown the Foe, 
Coj's Kingdom fix'd below. 

Cnnqu' ror of all Adverfe Pow'r, 
1'hou Heav'n's G2tcs haft ooen'd wide: 

Thou 'Thine own doH: lead fec~re 
In Thy Crofa, and by 'I'hy Side. 

5. Enthron'J above yon Sky, 
1~hou rcign'il: with God moft high. 

.. Proitrate at 'Thy Feet we fall : 
Pov/ r fupremc to '[bee is giv'n; 

T'11ee, the righteous Judge of all, 
· Sons of Earth and Hofts of Heav'n. 

J 6. Cherub~ 



' 
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6. Cherubs vvi ~ h Seraphs join, 
And in Thy Praife combine : 

All th-::ir ~ires'I'hy Glories fing: 
Who fhall dare with Tl-ice to vie ? 

Mighty Lord, Eternal King, 
Sov'reign both of Earth, and Sky ~ 

7. Hail venerable Train, 
Patriarchs, firfi- born of Men ! 

liail Apo:G:1es of the Lamb, 
By whofe Strength ye faithful prov' d : 

Join t'extol his facred Name, 
Whom in Life, and Death, ye lov'J. 

8. The Church th~ough all her Bounds,, 
With Thy high Praife refou.nds. 

Confe!fors undaunted here · 
Unafham'd prodaim their !{ing·; , 

Children's feebler Voices there 
To Thy Name Hofanna's fing. 

9. 'Midfr Danger's blackefr Frown~ 
· Thee Hofis of Martyrs own. 

Pain, and and Shame, -alike they dare, 
Firmly, fingularly G ood; 

Glorying thy Crofs to bear,, 
Till they feal their Faith with Blood .. 

JO. Ev-'n Heathens feel Thy Power, ' 
Thou fuff'ring Conqueror f 

Thoufand Virgins, chafie and clean, 
From Love's pleafing Witchcraft free, 

Fairer tl:.u the Sons of 1\1en, 
C0!!fecrate their I-Iearts to Thee. 

Mz II. Wide 
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I I. Wi<le Earth's remotefl: Bound 

Full of thy Praife is found : 
And all Heav'ns eternal Day 

With Thy fireaming Glory flames: 

All Thy Foes iliall melt away 
Fro_m th'infufferable Beams. 

I 2. 0 Lord, 0 God of Love-, 
Let Us Thy :t\!Jercy prove ! 

King of all, with pitying Eye 
l\1ar k the T oiJ, the Pains we feel -:-

1 !vJ id H the Snares of Death we lie, 

'iv1idf!: the banded Povv'rs of Hell. 

- 13. Arife, .ftir up Thy Pow'r, 

Thou deathlefs Conqueror ! 
Help us to obtain the Prize, 

Help us wdl to clofe our Race ; 

That with Thee above the Skies 

Endlefs Joys we may poffefs. 

A Morning Hy1nn. 

''SEE the Day-fpring from afar 
" Ufher'd by the !v1orning-Star ! 

Hai1e; to Him who fends the Light, 

Hallow the Remains of Night. 

2. Souls, put on your glorious Drcfo, 
Waking into Righteoufnefs: 

J 

Cloath'd 
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Cloath'c1 with Chtiff: afpire to ihine, 
Radiance He of Light Divine; 

2· Beam of the Eternal Beam,. 
I--Ie in God, and God in Hirn! 
Strive we Him in Us to fee, 
Tranfcript of the D~ity. 

4. Burfi: we then th~ Bands of Death-,., 
Rais'd by His all-quickning Breath ; 
Long we to be loos' d from Earth, 
Struggling into fecond Birth. 

5. Spent at length is Nature's Night; 
Chrifi: attends to give us Light, 
Chrifl: attends Himfelf to give ; 
God we now may fee; and hvc. 

6. Tho' the Outward Man decay ; 
Form'd within us Day by Day 
Still the Inner Man we.. view,. 
Chrifi: creating all things New .. 

7. T ·urn, 0 turn us, Lord, 2gam;)' 
Raifer Thou of fallen Man! . 
Sin defrroy, and Nature's Boafi, · 
Saviour Thou of S.pir-its Lofi ! 

8. Thy great Will in, Us be done : 
Crucified, and dead Our own, 
Ours n0 Jong.er let us be ; 
Hide us from Ourfelves in 'I'hee r 

9. Thou the Life, the Truth, 
Suffer us no more to fira y ; · 
Give us, Lord; and ever give 
7Thee to know, in Thee to live l. 

fy1 .3, 

the Wayr;. . , . 
' II 



A J\r1orning Dedication of ourjelves to 
Chrift. From the Gern1an., 

JESU, Thy Light again I view;_ 

Again Thy Mercy's Beams I fee:v, 

And all within me wakes, anew 

To pant for Thy lmmenfity: 

Again my Thoughts to Thee afpire, · 

ln fervent Flames of ftrong Delire. , 

2 , But 0 I' what Offering !hall I give 

To T -hee, the Lord of Earth and Skies ?· 

j\1y Spirit, , Soul, and Fldh. receive 

A holy, living Sacrifice . . 

Small as it is, 'tis all my Store=~ 

More :lhouldfi rrhou.have, if I had inore~ 

3; Now then,, my God~, Thou hafi my Soul;.: 

No longer mine, but Thine I . an1 ·: 

Guard 1'hou Thy own; poffefs -it whole,_ 

Chear it by Hope, with Love inflame •. 

Thou hafi my Spirit ; There difplay 

Thy Glory, to the perfeet Day. 

+.· !hou lia!l: my Fldh ; ~·hf. ha11ow'd Shrine,. 

JJ("Jotcd iolcly to Thy "\Vil . : 

H~re !et Thy Light for ever {hine, 

'fh,is Houfe fi:ill · let 'I'hy Prefence fiff,: 

0 Source of Life, live, dv~Tll, . and move 

ln Mc, till all rny L~fe be Love .. 
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5. 0 never in thefe Veils of Shame, 

Sad Fruits of Sin, my Glorying be ! 
Cloath with Salvation, thro' Thy Name, 

My Soul, and may I put on Th(te ! 
Be living Faith my coHly Drefs, 
And my befi: Robe, Thy Righteoufnefs r 

6. Send down thy Likenefs from above,. 
And let this my Adorning be: 

C1oath me with Vvifdom, Patience, Love.; 
With Lowlinefs, and Purity, 

Than Gold, andPearls,.moreprecious far, . 
And brighter than the Mon~ing-fiar • 

. / 

7. Lord, arm me with Thy Spirit's Might>. 
Since I am call>d by Thy great Name: 

ln Thee my wandring Thoughts unite, 
Of all my Works be Thou the Aim: 

Thy Love attend me all my Days, 
And my fole Bufinefs be Thy Praife ! 

Chrift prote[/ing and fanC!ifyingf>. 
From the German. 

0 J efu, Sourfo ·of calm Repofe, 
Thy Like nor Man, nor Angel knows:r 

Faireft among ten thoufand fair ! 
Ev!'n thofe whom Death;'s fad Fetters bound, 
Whom thickefi Darknefs compafi round, 

.Find. Light and .. Life, . if Thou appe.ir. 
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2. Effulgence of the Light Divine, 

Ere rolling Planets knew to iliine, 

Ere Time its ceafelcfs Courfe began ; 

Thou, when th'appointed Hour was come 

Didfi not abhor the Virgin's Womb, ' 

But God with Goel wert Man with Man, 

3. The vVorld, Sin, Death, oppofe in vain, 

Thou by Thy dying Death hait Dain, 

My great Deliv'rerand my God! 

In vain does the old Dragon rage, 

In vain all Hell its Pow' rs engage ; 

None can withfiand Thy conqu'ring Blood. 

4. Lord over a1I, fent to fulfil 

Thy gracious Father's fov'i·eign WiH,. 
To Thy dread Scepter will I bow : 

With duteous Rev'rence at Thy Feet, 

Like humble Mary, lo, I fit : 

Speak, Lord, Thy Servant heareth now# 

5. Renew thy Image, Lord, in me, 

Lowly and gentle may I be ; 
No Charms but thefe to Thee are dear : 

No Anger may'ft Thou ever find, 

No Pride i-n my unruffied Mind, 

But Faith and Heav'n-born Peace be there, 

6. A patient, a victorious Mind, 

That, Life and all Things cai1 behind, 

Springs forth, obedient to Thy Call, 

A Heart, that no Defire can move, 

But Hill t'adore, . believe, and k ve, 

Give me, n1y Lord, my Life, my All • 

. . _,. 
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·Supplication for Grace. From the fame~ 

0 God of Gods, in whom combine 
The Heights and Depths of Love Divine_, 

With thankful Hearts to Thee we fing l 
To Thee our longing Souls af pi re 
In fervent Flames of fhong Defire: 

Come, and Thy facred Unction bring,. 

2. All Things in Earth, and Air,and Sea> 
Exifr, and live, and move, in Thee ; 

All NatuJ"e trembles at Thy Voice: 
With Awe e'vn we Thy ChHdren prove 
Thy Pow'r : 0 let us tafi:e Thy Love; 

So evermore fhall we rejoice. 

3. 0 pow'rful Love, to Thee we bow, 
Object of all our Willies Thou, 

• 

(Our Hearts are naked to Thine Eye) 
To Thee, who from th"Eternal 'Throne 
Carn'ft, empty'd of Thy God.head, down, 

For Us, to groan, to bleed, to .die .. 

• Grace we implore; when Billows roll, 
Grace is the Anchor of the Soul ; 

Grace ev'ry Sicknefs knows to heiill: 
Grace can fubclue each fond Defire, 
And Patience in all Pain infpire, 

Howe' er rebellious Na tu re f well. 

5. 0 Love, our fiubborn Wills fubdue, 
Create our ruin'd Frame anew i 

Difpel 
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Difpel our Darknefs by Thy Light ·= 
Iqto all Truth our Spirit guide; 
But from our Eyes for ever hide 

All 'r hings difplea:fing in Thy Sight .. 

6. Be I-Ieav'n ev 1n now our Soul's Abode,, 
Hid be our Life with Chrifl: in G od , 

Our Spirit, Lord, be one vvi th Thine: 
I.,et all ~Jur Works in Thee be wrought, 
And filrd with 1-.hee be all our Thought, 

Till in us Thy foil Likenefs ihine. 

Hymn to the Holy Gnoft._ 

COme Holy Ghoft, all-quickning Fire1 
Come, and in Me delight to reft ! 

Drawn by the Lure of {hong Defire, 
0 cor,ne, and confecrate my Breafr: 

The Temple of my Soul prepare, 
And fix Thy facred Prefence there! 

~. If now Thy Irtfluence I feel, 
Jf now in Thee begin to live; 

Still to my Heart Thyfelf rev($a1;.: 
Give me Thyfelf, for ever giVe : 

A Point my Good, a Drop my Store:· 
Eager I ask, an<l pant for. more. 

3. Eager for Thee I ask and pant, 
So {hong the Principle Divine 

Carries me out with f weet Conf1:rain~, 
Till all my hallow' d Soul be Thine : . 

Plu1w'd 0 
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Plung'd in the Godhead's deepeit Sea, And lo.fr in 'I'hy I1nmenfity. 

4. My Peace, my Life, my Comfort now, · My Treafure, and my All Thou art! True Witncfs of my Soniliip Thou, 
Engraving Pardon on my Heart : Seal of my Sins in Chri:ft forgiv'n, 
Earne:ft of Love, and Pledge of Heav'n. 

5. Come then, my God, mark out Thy Heir) Of Heav'n a larger Earnefl: give, 
\Vi th clearer Light Thy Witnefs bear; 

More fenjibly within me live: 
Let all my Pow'rs Thy Entrance feel, ·And deeper framp 'I'hyfelf the Seal. 

6. Come, Holy Ghofi, all-quick'ning Fire, Come, and in tne delight to refl: ! 
Drawn by the Lure' of ftrong Defire, 0 come, and confecrate my Breaft: The Temple of my Soul prepare, 
And fix Thy facred Prefence there! 

On the D~fcent ef the Holy Ghoft at Pentecofl:. Altered from Dr. H. More • 
. 

W Hen Chrifl: had left his Flock below, 
The Lofs his faithful Flock deplor'd; Hi1n ;n the FJe{h no more they know, 

~nd languiih for their atfent Lord. 

2.~ot 
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2'. Not long--for He gone up on high 

Gifts to receive, and claim his Crown; 

l3ehold them for rowing; from his Sky, 

And pour'd the Mighty Bleffing down, 

3. He, for the Prefehce of his Fle1h, 

'I'he Spirit's fev'n-fold Gifts imparts, 

A·nd living Streams their Souls refrefh, 

And Joy Divine o'erflows their Hearts, 

~· While all in fweet Oevotion joiri;d, 

. -Humbly to wait for God retire, 

The promis'd Grace in ruiliing Wind 

Defcends, and cloven Tongues of Fi.-e~ 

5. God's mighty Spirit fills the Dome, 
Th€ feeble Dome beneath him fhook., 

1"rembled the Crowd to feel him come, 

Soon as the Sons of Thunder fpoke. 

6. Fat her ! If jufily fiill we claim 
To Us, and Ours, the Promife made, 

To Us be gracioufly the fame, 
And crown with living Fire our Head. 

7. Our Claim admit-, and from above. 

Of Holinefs the Spirit fhow'.r, 

Of wife Difcetnmerit, humble Love; 
And Zeal, and Unity, and Pow're 

°'The Spirit of convincing Speech, 

Of Pow'r demonflrative impart; 

Such as may ev'ry Confcience reach, 

L And found the Unbelieving Heart. 
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iJ. The Spirit of refining Fire : 
Searching the Inmoft of the Minj 

To purge a~1 fierce and foulDefire, .. 
And kindle Lite more pure and kl nd. 

IO. The Spirit of Faith, in this 1'hy D.1y~ 
To break the Pow'r of cancel'J Sin, 

Tread down its Strength, o'erturn its Swa} .. , 
A·nd fiill the Conquefi more than win. 

Ir. The Spirit breath of I11ward Life; 
Which i·n our Hearts Thy Laws may write; 

Then Grief expires, and Pain, ahd Strife, 
''I'is Nature all, ·and all Delight. 

12. On all the Earth Thy Spirit ihow'r, 
The Earth in RighteoufnefS renew ; 

1.-.hy Kingdom come., and Hell's o'erpow'rt 
And to Thy Stepter all fubdue. 

I 3. Like mighty Win~, or Torrent fierce, 
Let in Oppofers all o'er-run, 

And ev'ry Law of Sin reverfe, 
That Faith and Love niay ri-i.ake all one. 

14. Yea, let Thy Spirit in ev~ry Place 
, I ts Richer Energy declare, 
\Vhile lovely Tempers, Fruits of Grace, 

The Kingdom of Thy Chrdt prepare. 

z5. Grant this, 0 Holy God, and True! 
_ The antient Seers Thou didft infpire : 
To us perform the Promife due, 

Defc:end, and crown us Now with Fire. 

N 
• • ..J Publ"Jiil.. 
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Pu blick W oriliio. 
d.. 

From the Germane 

LO, God i-s here ! Let us adore, 
~ Ancl own, how dre:lclful is this Place f 
Let aH within us feel his Pow'r, 

And Glent bcw before his Face~ 
vVho know his Pow'r, his Grace who prove, 
.Serve him with A we, with Rev' rence love. 

2. Lo, God is here ! I-Iim Day and Night 
1~h'united ~1ires of Angels fing: 

To Him enthron'd above all Height 
He:iv'n's Hofl:s their noblefi: Prai(es bring : 

Difdain not, Lord, our meaner Song, 
Who pra.ife Thee with a ftamm'ring Tongue~ 

3. Gladly the Toys of Earth we leave, 
\Vealth, Pleafure, Fame, for Thee alone: 

rro Thee cur Will, Soul, Fiefh we give; 
O take, 0 feal them for Thy own. 

Thou art the God ; Thou art the Lord : 
Be Thou by all rfhy Works ador'd ! 

4. Being of Beings, ma.y our Praife . 
Thv Courts with grateful Fragrance fill, 

,/ 

Still may we ftand before Thy face, 
Still hear and do Thy fov'reign Will. 

To T·hee may all our Thoughts arife, 
Ceafelefs, acceptecl Sacrifice ! . 

'• 

s~ In 
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5. In Thee we move. All Things of rrh~e 

Are full, Thou Source of Life of All 1 
Thou vafi:, unfathom.able Sea!· 

Fall profhate, loft in Vv onder, fall:,, 
Ye Sons of Men ; for God is l\!lan t 
All may we lofe, fo Thee we gain .. 

6. As Flow' rs their op'ning Leaves difiJhy, 
And glad drink in the foiar Fire, 

So may we catch Thy ev'ry Ray, 
So may Thy Influence us infpire: 

Thou Beam of the Eternal Beam, 
Thou purging Fire, Thou quickning Flamer 

Prayer to Chrift before the Sacramenta
From the flune. 

0 Thou, whom Sinners love, whofe c~re~ 
Does all our Sicknefs he~d, 

Thee we approach with Heart fi.ncere, 
Thy Pow'r we joy to feel, 

To Thee our humbleft Thanks we pay3 
To Thee our Souls we bow ; 

Of Hell erewhile the helplefs Prey, 
Heirs of Thy Glory now. 

2. As Incenfe to Thv Throne above 
0 let our Pray'rs ~rife! 

0 wing with Flames of Holy Love 
Our living Sacrifice. 

Stir up Thy Strength, 0 Lord of Might, 
Our willing Breafis in{pire : · 

N 2 Fill 

.. 



I 3 6 I-Iv M N s rznd SA c It z D Po i M ~ 
Fill our whole Souls with heav'nly Light, 

Melt with Seraphic Fire. 

3~ From thy bleil: Wounds our Life we draw; 
Thy all-atoning Blood 

Daily we drink with trembling Awe; 
Thy Fldh our daily Food. 

Come, Lord, 1~hy fov'reign Aid impart, 
Here make Thy Likenefs ihine ! 

Stamp Thy whole Image on our Heart., 
And ail 0ur Souls be 1'hine ! 

Hymn after the Sacrament-

SOns of God, triumphant rife, 
Shout th'accompli:lh'd Sacrifice! 

Shout Your Sins in Chrift forgiv'n~ 
Sons of God, and Heirs of Heav'n r 

2. Ye that round our Altars throng, 
Lift'ning Angels join the Song: 
Sing with Us, ye Heav'nly Pow'rs, 
Pardon, Grace, and Glory Ours! 

3. Love's myfierious Work is done ! 
Greet we now th'accepted Son, 
H cal'd and quickned by his Blood, 
J oin'd to Chrifi, and one with God. 

4. Chrifi, of all our Hopes the Seal; 
Pe:ice Divine in Chrifi we feel, 
Pardon to our Souls apply'd : 
Dead for AV., for me He dy'd ! 

5. Sin 
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5. Sin £ha11 tyra nnize no more, 
Purg'd its Guilt, di{folv'd its Pow'r ; 

J efus makes our Hearts H is 'I'h ·one, 

There He lives, and reigns alone~ 

6. Grace our e:'ry rfhought controuis, , 

Heav'n is oµen'd in our Souls, 
Everlafiing Life is v1on, 
Glory is on Earth begun. 

7. Chrifi in Us ; in Him we fee ·: 

Fulnefs of the Deity, 
. Beam of the cternai Beam ; 

Life Divine we tafie in Him! 

8. Him we only tafie below ·; 
Mightier Joys ordain'd to know· 

Him when fully Ours we prove, 
Ours the Heav'n of perfect Love ! · 

A-cTs i i. 4 l '-; &c. 

T HE \Vord pronounc7d, the Gofpel-Worct~ , 

The Croud with various Hearts receiv'd.:. 

In many a Soul the Saviour ffirr~a, 

Three thoufand yielded, and believ'd, 

2. Thefe by th' Apofi:le's Counfels led, 

With them in mighty Pray'rs combin'd~ ... 
.Broke the commemorative Bread, 

Nor fro1n the F ellowfhip de~liri' d .. 

N 3 
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3. God from above., with ready Grace; 

And Deeds of Wonder, guards his Flock, 

Trembles the World before their Face, 

By Jefus cruih'd, their Conqu'ring Rock. 

4. 'I'he bappy Pand whom_ Chrii1 redeems, 

One only Will, one Judgment know: 

None tbis contentious Earth eiteems,, 

Difiinctions, or Delights below. 

5. The Men of Worldly Wealth poffefr, 

'Their felfiih Happinefs remove); 

Sell, and divide it to the Re.ft-, 
And buy the Bleffednefs of Love-.. 

6. Thus in the Prefence of tneir God, 

J efus their Life, and H·eav'n their Care,_ 

With fingle Heart they took thei'F Food, 

Heighten'd by Eucharift, and Pray'r. 

7. God in their ev'ry 'Work was prais'd: 
'I'he People blefs'd the Law benign: 

Daily the Church, his Arm had rais'd,. 

Receiv'd the Sons of Mer-cy in. 

'Io be fling at . Work~ 

SON of the Carpenter, receive' 
This humble Work of mine·;· 

Worth to my mcanefi: Labour give, 

By joinin~ it lo Thine, 

2. Servant 
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2. Servant of a11, to toil for Ivfan 

Thou wouldfi not, Lord, refufe: 
Thy Majefiy did not difdain 

To be employ'd for us. 

3. Thy bright Example I purf we, 
To Thee in all things rife, 

And all I think, or fpeak, or do7 
Is one great Sacrifice. 

4. Carelefs thro' outwards Cares I go, 
From all Di{hachon free : 

My Hands are but engag'd below, 
My Heart is Hill with Thee. 

5. 0 when wilt Thou my Life appear! 
How gladly woulcl I cry 

'Tis done, the Work 'Thou gav'fi: one here, 
'Tis finiili'd,, Lord-and die, 

Another. 

SU mm-011' d my Labour to renew, 
And glad to act my Part, 

Lord1 in --.rhy Name, my Task I do, 
And with a fingle Heart. 

2. End of my ev'ry Altion Thou J 
Thyfelf in All I fee: 

Accept my hallow'd Labour now"; 
I do it "nto Thee. • 

J 

3. Vlhta .... 
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3·. Whate'er the Father views as TlJine, 
He views with gracious Eyes: 

J efus ! this mean Oblation join 
To Thy great Sacrifice. 

4. Stampt with an infinite Defert 
My Work he then ihall own ; 

W ell-pleas'd in Me, when mine Thou art, 
And I His fav'rite Son! 

God with us. From the German ~ 

ETernalDepth of Love Divine 
InJefu, God-with-Us, difplay'd, 

How bright Thy beaming Glories thine! 
How wide Thy healing Streams are fpread J 

With who1n doft Thou delight to dwell? 
Sinners, a vile, and thanklefs Race: 

0 God! what Tongue aright can tell 
How vail: Thy Love, how great Thy Grace¥ 

2. The Dictates of Thy Sov'reign Will 
With Joy our grateful Hearts receive: 

All Thy Delight in us fulfill, 
Lo ! all we are to Thee we give. 

To Thy fure Love, Thy tender Care,. 
Our Flefh, Soul, Spirit we refign; 

0 ! fix Thy facred Prefence there, 
And feal th' Abode for ever Thine. 

3. 0 King of Glory, Thy rich Grace 
Our ihort Defi~es furpaiies far J 

'nt · .. l 
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Yea, ev'n our Crimes, tho' numberlefs, 
Lefs num'rous than Thy Mercies are. 

Still on Thee, Father, may we re:fl: ! 
Still may we pant Thy Son to know! 

Thy Spirit Hill breathe into our Breafr, 
Fountain of Peace and Joy below 1 

4. Oft have we feen Thy mighty Pow'r, 
-Since from the World Thou mad' fi us free : 

Still may we praife Thee more and more, 
Our Heart more firmly knit to Thee ! 

S~iH, Lord, Thy faving Health difplay, 
And arm our Souls with heav'nly Zeal : 

So, fearkfs ihall we urge our Way 
Thro' all the Pow'rs of Earth and Hell! 

God our Portion. From the Spanifh. 

0 God, my God, my All Thou art; 
E're !hines the Dawn of rifing Day, 

Thy fov'reign Light within my Heart, 
Thy all-enliv'ning Pow'r difplay. 

2. For Thee my thir:fl:y Soul does pant, 
While in this de fart Land I live': 

And hungry as I am, and faint, 
Thy Love alone can Comfort give. 

3. In a dry Land, behold I place 
My whole Deft re on 1~ hee, 0 Lord : 

And· more I joy to gain thy Grace, 
Than all Earth's Treafures can afford. 

4. In 
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4. In Holinefs within thy Gates 
Of old oft have I fought for Thee! 

Again my longing Spirit waits 
That F ulnefs of Delight to fee. 

5. More dear than Life itfelf, thy Love 
My Heart and 1"'ongue £hall fi:il1 employ,,. 

And to declare thy Praite will prove 
lvly Peace, my Glory, and my Joy. 

6. In bleffing Thee with grateful Songs 
My happy Life fhall glide away; 

The Praife that to thy Name belongs 
Hourly with lifted Hands I'll pay. 

7.' Abundant Sweetnefs, while I fing 
Thy L ove, my ravifh'd Soul o'e,·flows,. 

Secure iu 'Thee, my God and King, 
Of Glory, that no Period knows. 

S. Thy Name, 0 , Lord, ~pon my Bed 
Dwells on my Lips, and fires my Thought, 

With trembling A we in midnight Shade, 
I mufe on all _thy Hands have wrought,. 

9. In all I do I feel thy Aid '; 
Therefore thy Greatnefs will I .fing; 

0 God, who bid'fl: my Heart be glad 
Beneath the Shadow of thy Wing .. 

JO. My Soul draws nigh, and cleaves to Thee;. 
Then let or Earth or Hell aifail, 

Thy mighty Hand fhall fet me free, 
For whom Thou fav'fi, He ne'er ihall fail. 

Gra-
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Gratitude far our Converfion. 
the Gennan. 

Fronz 

T HEE will I love, my Strength, my Tower; Thee will I love, iny Joy, my Crown, Thee will I love with all my Power, _ 
In all my Works, and Thee alone ! 

Thee will I love, till the pure Fire 
Fill my whole Soul with chafie De!irn. 

2. Ah! why did I fo late Thee know, 
T bee lovelier than the Sons of Men ! Ah ! why did I no fooner go 
To Thee, the only Eafe in Pain ! 

Afham'd I figh, and inly mourn 
That I fo late to Thee did turn. 

3. In barknefs willingly I ftray;d ; 
I fought Thee, yet from Thee I rov'd : For wide my wandring 'I'houghts were fpread, Thy Creatures more than r>I' hee I lov' d. And now if more at length I fee, 

'Tis thro' thy Light, and comes from Thee. 

4. I thank Thee, Uncreated Sun, 
That thy bright Beams on me have fhin'd : I thank Thee, who haft overthrown 
My Foes, and heal'd my wounded Mind : l 1 thank Thee, whofe enliv'ning Voice :Bids my freed Heart in Thee rejoice. 

5• Up .. 



144 HYMN s and SA c RE D Pol! M ~o 
5. Uphold me in the doubtful Race, 

Nor fuffer me again to !hay : 
Strengthen my Feet, with fieady Pace 

Still to prefs forward in thy Way. 
My Soul and Fldh, 0 Lord, of Might, 
Fill., fatiate with thy heav'nly ~ight. 

6. Give to nty f:yes refrefhing Tears, 
Give to my Heart chail:e, hallow'd Fires; 

Give to my Soul with Filial Fears, 
The Love that all Heav'n'sHofi infpires: 

" That all my Pow'rs with all their Might 
" In Thy fole Glory may unite. 

7. Thee will I love, my Joy, my Crown! 
Thee will I love, my Lord, my God! 

Thee will I love, beneath thy Frown, 
Or Smile, thy Scepter, or thy Rod : 

What tho' my Fle{h and Heart decay ? 
Thee !hall I love in endlefs Day ! 

• 

Boldneis in the Gofpel. 
fame. 

Fronz tbe 

·sHall I, for fear of feeble Man, 
Thy Spirit's Courfe in me refirain? 

Or undifmay'd, in Deed and Word 
Be a true W i tnefs to my Lord ? 

2. Aw'd 



HY MN'S and SA c RE n PoE MS. t45 
2. Aw'd by a l\,1ortal's Frown, £lull I 

Conceal the Vv ord of God moB: high? 
How then before '"f hee ihall I dare 
)'-r o H:and, or how thy Anger bear ? 

3. Shall I, to footh th'unholy Throng, 
Soften thy Truths, and fmooth my Tongue t 
'T'o 'gain Earth's gilded 1'"'oys, or Bee 
'I'he Crofs endur'd , my God, by 'T'hee? 

4. What then is He, whofe Scorn I dread? 
Whofe Wrath or Hate makes me afraid ? 
A Man ! an Heir of Death, a Slave 
To Sin! a Bubble on the \tV ;:ive ! 

5. Yea let Man rage! fince T'hou wilt fpreaci 
Thy fhadowing Wing aroun 1 my Fiead : 
Since in all Pain thv tender Love 
\Vill fiill my f weet~Refrefhment prove. 

6. Saviour of 11en! thy fearching Eye 
:Poes all my inmofi Thoughts defcry; 
})oth ought on Earth my \Viihes raife; 
Or the World's Favour, or its Praife? 

7. The Love of Chriil: does me confhain. 
To feek the wandring: Souls of A-1en: 

LI 

With Cries, Intreat'.es, Tears, to fave, 
To fnatch then1 fro1n the gaping Grave. 

. .8. For this let 1vien revile my Name, 
No Crofs I fuun, I fear no Shame: 
All hail, Reproach, and welcome Pain! 
Only thy Terrors, Lord, ref.train~ 

0 

• 

9.Mj 
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9. ~1y Life, my Blood, I here prefent ; 
If for thy Truth they m:iy be fpent'l 
Fulfil thy fov'reign Counfel, Lord ! 
'I'hy '\Nill be done! thy Name ador'd ! 

IO. Give me thy Strength, 0 God of Pow'r ! 
Then let vVinds blow, or Thunders roar, 
'T'hy faithful Witn.efs will I be-
'Tis fix'd ! I can do all thro' Thee ! 

Hymn far Chrifi:mafs-Day. 

HARK how all the \Velkin rings 
" Glory to the King of Kings, 

~, Peace on Earth, and Mercy mild, 
" God and Sinners reconcil'd ! · 

2. Joyful all ye Nations rife, 
Join the Triumph of the Skies, 
Univerfal Nature fay 
'' Chrifi, the Lord, is iorn to Day ! 

3_. Chrifi, by bighefl: Heav'n a<lor'd, 
Chrifr, the Everlafiing Lord, 
Late in 'rime behold hir:1 ccme, 
Offspring of a Virgin's \Vomb. 

4. Veil'd in Flcfh, the Godhead fee, 
Ilail th'lncarnate Deitv ! _, 

Pleas'd as Man with Men t'appear 
J efus, our Immanuel here ! 

5- Hail 
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5. Hail the Heave11-bo:rn Prince of Peace! 

Hail the Sun pf Righteoufne fs ! 
. L~ght and Life to All he hrings, 

Ris'n with Healing in his Wings. 

6. Mild he lays his Glory by, 
Born-that Men no more may di-e, 
Born-to raife the Sons of Earth, 
.Born-to give them fecond Birth. 

7. Come, Defire of Nations, come, 
Fix in Us thy humble Home, 
Rife, the W ~man's Conqu'ring Seed, 
Bruife in Us the Serpent's Head. 

8. Now difplay thy faving Pow'r, 
Ruin' d Nature now refiore, _ 
Now in M yfric Union join 
Thine to Ours, and Ours to Thine. 

9. Adcmz"s LikencGi, Lord, efface> ' 
Stamp thy Image in its Place, 
Second /!dam from above, 
Reinfiate us in thy Love. 

10. Let us Thee, tho' lo!l, regain, 
Thee, the Life, the Inner Man: 
0 ! to All Thyfelf impart, 
Fonn'd in each Believing Heart. 

O· ~. 
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Hy1nn fir the Epiphany. 

SO }JS of Men, behold from far 
Ha il the lqng-expell:ed Star ! .. 

Jacob's Star that gilds the N ight, 
Guides bewilder'd Nature right. 

2 . Fear not hence tbat Ill fuould Row, 
Wars or Pefiilence below, 
Wars it bids, and Tumults, ceafe, 
U!h'ring in the Prince of Peace. 

3. Mild he fuines on all beneath, 
Piercing- thro' the Shade of Death., 
Scatt'ring Error's wide-fpread Night, 
Kind1ing Darknefs into Light. 

4-· Nations all, far off and near, 
Hafle to fee your .God appear! 
Hafie, for Him your Hearts prepare, 
Meet him manifefl:ed there:! 

5. 'I)1e.re behold the Day-fpring rife, 
P ouring Eye-fi.ght on your Eyes, · 
God in his own Light furvey, 
Shining to the perfect Day. 

6. Sing., ye Ivlorning-il:ars again, 
God defcends on Earth to reign, 
Deign5 for Man his Life t'employ; 
~hQut) ye Sons of God, for Joy! 

Hymn 



Hyn1n far Eaiterd1y. 

''CHrift, the Lord, is ris'n to D.iy ," 
Sons of Men and Angels fay, 

Raife yo 1r Joys and Triumphs high, 
Sing ye Heav'ns, and Earth reply. 

1 
2. Love's Redeeming Work is done,, 

Fought the Fight, the Battle won, 
Lo! our Sun's Eclipfe is o'er,, 
L o ! He fets in Blood no n1ore •. 

3. Vain the Stone, the Watch,, the Seal ; 
Chrifi: has burfl: the Gates of Hell l 
Death in vain-forbids his Rife : 
Chriit has open'd Paradife r 

4. Lives again our glorious King, 
'\Vhere, 0 Death, is now-thy Sting? 
Dying once he All doth fave, . 
Where thy Victory, 0 Grave? 

5. Soar we now, where Chrifl: has led-~ 
Fallowing our exalted Head, 
Made like Him, like Him we rife, 
Ours the Crofs-the Grave-the Skies! 

6. What tho' once we peri!h'd All~ 
Partners in our Parents Fall? 
Second Life we All receive,, 
In our Heav'11ly .ddam live,. 
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7. Ris'n with Him, we upward move, 
_.Still we feek the Things above, 
Still purfue, and kifs the Son 
Seated on his Father's Throne;. 

8. Scarce on Earth a Thought befl:ow~ 
Dead to all we leave below, 
Heav'n our Aim, and lov'd Abode, 
1-lid our Life with ChriH: in God ! 

9. Hid; till Chrift our Life appear, 
Glorious in his Members here: 
Joi n'd to Him, we then fhall fuine 
All Immortal, all Divine! 

io. H~11 the Lord of Earth anc Heav'n ! 
Praife to Thee by both be giv'n: 
Thee we gre~t T'riumphant now ; 
Hail the Refu.rrectwn Tbou ! 

t I. King of Glory, Soul of Blifs,. 
Everlafiing Life is This, 
'Thee to know, thy Pow'r to prove,. 
1'hus to fing, and thus. to.love 1 

I1ymn for Afcenfion-D·ay. 

T __ 'f AIL t;be Day .that fees H·im rife, r1 RaV<iih~d from C'UT wiihful Eyes;. 
Corifr awhile to l\1ortals giv'n, 
.Re-afcends his native Heav'n !. 

2 .. There. 
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2. There the pompous Triumph waits, 

c, Lift your Heads, Eternal Gates, 
" Wide unfold the radiant Scene, 
" Take the King of Glory in ! . 

3. Circled round with A11gel Pow' rs; 
Their triumphant Lord, and ours, 
Conqu'ror over Death and Sin, 
Take the King of Glory in! 

4 . Tho' returning to his Throne, 
Still he calls Man kind his own ; 
Him tho' higheH: Heav'n recei ves, 
Still he loves the Earth he leaves. 

, 

5. See ! He lifts his Hands above! 
See ! He £hews the Prints of Love ! 
Hark! His gracious L.ips befiow 
Bleffings on his Chur .:h below ! 

6. Still for us his Death he pleads.; 
Prevalent, He intercedes; 
~.Jear Himfelf prepares our Place, 
Harbinger of human Race. 

7. l\!lafier, (will \Ve ever fay} 
Taken from our Head to Day; 
See thy faithful Serva.nts, fee, 
Ever gazing up to Thee. 

8. Grc.nt, tho'' pJrted from our Sight, 
High above Son azure Height, 
Grant our H€arts may thither rife-, 
:Follovv·ing T hce beyond the Skies, 

. " . . ' 
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6. Ever upward let us move, 

Wafted on the Wings of Love, 

Looking when our Lord ihall come, 

Longing, gafping after Home. 

10. There we £hall with Thee remain, 

Partners of thy endlefs Reign, 

There thy Face unclouded fee, 

Find our Heav'n of Heav'ns in Thee! 
' 

Hymnfar \\Thitfunday. 

GRanted is the Saviour's Prayer, 

Sent the gracious Comforter ; 

Promife of our parting Lord, 

J efus to his ·Heav'n reHor'd: 

2. Chrifi:; who now gone up on high, 

Captive leads Captivity, 
Wh:le his Foes from him receive 

Grace, that God with Man 1nay live. 

3. God, the everlafting -God, 

Makes with Mortais his Abode, 

Whom the Heav'ns cannot contain, 

He vouchfafes to dwell in Man. 

4. Never will he thence depart_, 

Inmate of an humble Heart; 

Carrying on his Work within, 

Suiving till h.e C'.ai1: out Sin~ 
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5. There I-Ic he1ps our feeble M.oans, 

Deepens our imperfotl: Groans; - -
In tercedes in Silence there., 
Sighs th'Unutterable Prayer. 

6. Come, Divine and peaceful Guefr_, 
Enter our devoted Breafl: ; 
I-Iol? Ghoft, our 'Hearts infpire~ 
Kin.dle there the Gofpel-Fire • 

• 
7. Crown the agonizing Strife, 

Principle, and Lord of Life ; 
Life Divine in us renew, 
Thou the Gift, and Giver too! · 

8. Now defcend and !hake the Earth1 
Wake us into Second Birth ; 
Now thy quick' ning Influence give, 
Blow-and thefe dry Bones fhall live ! 

9. Brood Thou o'er our Nature's Night, 
Darknefs kindles into Light ; 
Spread thy over-fhadowing '\Vings, 
0 rder from Confufion fprings. 

IO. Pain and Sin, and-Sorrow ceaf~, 
Thee we tafie, and all is Peace ; 
Joy D ivine in Thee we prove, 
Light of Truth, and Fire of Love. 

Grace 
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Grace before Meat. 

PArent of Good, whofe plenteous Grace · 
O'er all t11y Creatures flows, 

I-I umbly we ask thy Pow'r to blefs 
The Food thy Love be.flows. 

2. Thy Love provides the fober Feafr: 
A Second Gift impart, 

Give us with Joy our Food to tafie, 
And with a fingle Heart. 

3. Let it for Thee new Life afford, 
For Thee our Strength repair> 

Blefi: by thine all-fufraining Word, 
And fanetify'd by Prayer. 

4. Thee let us tafie ; nor toil below 
For perifhable Meat : 

The Manna of thy Love befl:ow, 
Give us Thy Flefu to eat. 

5. Life of the World, our Souls to feed 
Thyfelf defcend from high ! 

Grant us of Thee the Living Bread 
To eat, and never die ! 
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At Meals. 

FAther, our Eyes we lift to Thee, 
A nd tafl:e our daily Bread : 

'Tis now thy Open Hand we fee, 
And on thy Bounty feed. 

2. 'Tis now the meaner Creatur.es join 
Richly thy Grace to prove; 

Fulfil thy primitive Defign, 
En joy' d by thankful Love. 

3. Still, while our Mouths are fi.ll'd with Good, Our Souls to Thee we raife; 
Our Souls partake of nobler Food, 

And banquet on thy Praife. 

4. Yet higher {till our farthefl: A im ; 
To m ingle with the Bleft, 

T'attend the Marriage of the Lamb, 
And Heav'ns Eternal Feafi .. 

Grace after Meat. 

BL efl: be the God, whofe tender Care 
Prevents his Children's Cry, , 

\ Vhofe Pity providently near 
Doth all our Wants fupply. 

' ,. 

2 . Bk!± 
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2. Bleft be the God, whofe Bounty's Store 

Thefe chearing Gifts imparts ; 

Vvho veils 1n Bread, the fecret Power 

That feeds and glads our I-Iearts. 

3. Fountain of Bleffing, Source of Good, 
To Thee this Strength we owe, 

Thou art the Virtue of our l'"ood, 

Life of our Life below, 
l ; ' 

4. When fndl our Souls regain the Skies! 

'Thy Heav'nly Sv1eetnefs prove ? 
vVhere Joys in all their Fuinefs rife, _.J 

And all our Food is Love. 

Another. 

F. Ountain of all the Good we fee 

Streaming frotn Heav'u above, 

Saviour ! our Faith we aB: on Thee, 

And exercife our Love. 

2. 'Tis not the outward Food we e~t 
Doth this new Strength afford, 

'Tis Thou, vvhofe Prefence makes it Meat, 
Thou the Life-giving Word. 

3. rvfan doth not live by Bread alone, 

vVhate'er T'hou wilt, can feed ; 

Thy Pow'r converts the Bread to Stone, 

And turns the Stone to Bread. 

4. Thou art our Food: we taHe Thee now_, 
In Thee we move, and breathe, 

Our Bodies' only Life art Thou, 
And all befides is Death ! 

. .. 

JoH~ 
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JOHN X'fi. 24. 

/lfk, and ye jhall recieve, that your Joy 
may be full. 

RISE my Soul with Ardor rife, 
Breath thy Wifhes to the Skies; 

Freely pour out all thy Mind, 
Seek, and thou art fure to find ; 
Ready art thou to receive l 
Readier is thy God to give. 

2. Heav'nly Father, Lord of all, 
Hear, and fhew Thou hear'ft my Call; 
Let my Cries thy Throne affai1, 
Entring now within the Veil ; 
Give the Benefits '! claim-
Lord, I ask in J efu's Name! 

3. FricnJ of Sinners, King of Saints, 
Anfwer my minutefl: Wants, 
All my largefi: Thoughts require, 
Grant me all my Heart's Defire, 
Give me, till my Cup run o'er, 
All, and infinitely more. 

4. Meek and lowly be my Mind, 
Pure my Heart, my Will reilgn'd ! 
Keep me dead to all below, 
Only Chrifi refolv'd to know, 
Firm and difengag'd arnl free, 
Seeking all my Blifs m Thee. 

J? 5. Suffe.r, 
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5, Suffer me no more to grieve 

Wantmg vhat T'Lou long'ft to give, 

Shew ITi~ aH thy Goodncfs I~ord,. 

BeJ.ming frorr1 th'incarnate '-Vord, 

Chrifi, in whom thy Glories fhine, 

Eillux of the Light Divin~. 

6 . S~nce the Son hath made me free, 

Let me ta~le my Liberty, · 
'I'hee behold with open Face, 

Triumph in thy fa ving Grace, 

Thy g1 eat Will delight to prove, 

Glory in thy perfeB: Love. 

7 . Since the Son hath bought my Peace~ 
i\1.inc Thou art, as I am His : 

l\;line the Com fortcr I fee, 

Chrifl: is full of Grace for me : 

Mine (the Pu:·cliafc cf his Blood) 

All the Plenitude of Gcd. 

8. A bba, Father r l1ear thy Child 

Late in J efus reconcil'd ! 
Hear, and all the Graces :!bower, 

All the Joy, and Peace, and Pow'rS' 

All my Saviour asks above, , 

All the Life and Eeav'n of Love .. 

9. Lord, I will not let Thee go~ 

'Till the Bleffing Thou befiow: 

Hear my Advocate. Divine; 
Lo! to his my Suit I join : 
Join'd to His it cannot fail

Blefs me, for I Will prevail l 
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IO. Stoop from thy Eternal Throne, 

See, thy Promife calls 1~hee down! 
High and lofty as Thou art, 
Dwell within my worthlefs Heart ! 
Here a fainting Soul revive; 
Here for ever walk and live . .. 

I I. I-Ieav'nly Adam, Life Divine, 
Change my Nature into Thine: 
Move, and f pread throughout my Soul,, 
Actuate and fill the whole: 
Be it I no longer now, 
Living in the Fleih, but Thou. 

12· Holy Ghofr, no more delay, 
Come, and in thy Temple fiay; ' 
Now thy Inward Witnefs bear, 
Strong, and permanent, and clear; 
Spring of Life, Thyfelf impart, 
Rif~ Eternal in 1ny I-Ieart ! 

IsAr~H li. 9, &c. 

A RM of the Lord, awake, awake ' 
Thy own .imm9rtal Strength put on: 

With Terror cloath'd, the Nations fhake, 
And cafi: thy Foes, in Fury, down. 

As in the antient Days appear ! 
The Sacred Annals fpeak thy Fame: 

Be now omnipotently near, 
Through end1efs Ages fl:ill the fame. 

z. Thy tenfold Vengeance knew to quel1, 
And humble haughty Rahab's Pride : 

Groan' Ct 
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Gr0an'd her pale Sons thy Stroke to feel, 

The firfi:-born ViB:ims groan'd, and died ! 

The wounded Dragon rag'd in vain; 

Vlhile bold thine UtmoH: Plague to brave, 

l\1adly he dar'd the parted 1\tlain,. 

And funk beneath th' o'er whelming Wave •. 

3. ·He funk ; while lfrael's chofen Race 

Triumphant urge their wondrous Way : 

Divinely led, the Favourites pafs 

Th'unwatry Deep, and emptied Sea • 

. At Difiance heap'd on either Hand, 

Yielding a firange, unbeaten Road, 

ln cryfial Walls the vV aters £land, 

And own the Arm of lfrael's God! 

+· That Arm, which· is not 1'.hort'ned Now, 

Which wants · not Now the Pow'r to fave: 

Still prefent with thy People Thou 

Bear'fl: them thro' · Life's .difparted Wave. 

:By Earth and Hell purfued in vain, 

To Thee the ranfom'd Seed fhall come; 

.,Shouting their Heav'nly Sion gain, 

And pafs thro' Death triumphant home. 

5. The Pain of Life iliall' there be o'er;. 

The Anguilh and difhatl:ing Care; 

There fighing Grief fhall weep no more, 

A·nd Sin :Chall never enter. there ! ·. 

Where pure effential Joy is found, 

The Lord's Redeem'd their Heads lhall raife, 

With everlafring G·ladnefs crown'd, 

And fill'u with Love, and loft in Praife ! 

tf F I N I S . .11 
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