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Rev.v. 9. Andtleyfunga nnujvngfn_ylnb, Thou art worthy, ¥c. for
tho 1oaft flai <y and baft redeemed u;

Sallf effent (i c. Gbriflant) comvenire, capssemaiee Chrifioguaf Deo
dicere. PLIN. in Epi.

Hail, heav’n-born Mufe ! that with celeflial flame
And high feraphick numbers durft attempt
To gain thy pative fkic .———With thought fablime
And high fonornus words thou fweetly fing'it
To thy immortal lyre. Amaz’d we view
“The towring height flupendous, while thou foar’8
Above thic reach of - lgar cycs or thought,
Hymning th’ Eternal Father. STANDEN.
Seraphick heights T feem'to gain
And facred tranfports feel
‘While WATTS ! tothy celeffiaistrain
Surpris'd 1liften 311,
The gliding fireams their courfe forbear
‘When I thy lays repeat, %
The bending foreft lend+an ear,
~ Thebirds theirnotes forget. ¢ PHILOMELA.
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1. 4 Song upmrﬁh Godfma’ﬁzut .Bniﬂur.
NAT"R[ with all Her pow’rs ﬂnll:mg
God the Creator andthe Kingyl 1o do
Nor air, nor ercth; nor fkies, no” .. 3, 1
Deny th = tribute of their praifes

[3. Segin te malte his glories known
Ye feraphs that fit near his throne,
Tuge your harps high, and fpread the found
Tp the creatron’s utyioft bound.] - -

(3. All mortal things of meaner frame
Exert your force and ewn bi- ——__e,
Whilft with our fouls and with our voice
We fing his honours and our juys.] 2

[#. To him be facred all we have

From the young cradic to the grave,
Our lips fhall his loud wonders tell,
And ev'ry word 3 miracle.] = 16

2



6 HYMNS.

[s. This northern ifle, our native land_

Lies fafe in the Almighty’s kand;
Our foes of vi&t’ry dream in vain,
And wear the captivating.chain.

6. He buil4s and guards the Britith throne,

And makes it t gracious like his own,
Makes our fucceflive princes kind,
And gives our dangers to the wind.]

7. Raife monumental fraifes High
To him that thunders thro’ the fky,
And with an'awful'nod or frown
Chakes an afpiring tyrant do./n.

[8. Pillars afdagting brafs proclaim
The triumphs of th* Eternal Name,
‘While tremblin,, h. *ions read from f>=
T'he honours of the God of war.]

9. Thus let'our flaming zeal employ
Our loftieft thonghts and loudeft fongs ;
Britain! pronounce with warmeft j joy
Hofanna from ten thoufand tori sues.

10. Yet mighty God! our feeble frame
Attempts in vail to .. -h thy name
The ftrongeft notes that angels raife
Feint i.. the worfhip aud the praife.

1L T% death of a finner.
My thoughts on awful fubjes roll,
Damnation and the dead;

What horrours feize the guilty foul
Upon a dying bed !

Book Iz,
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pukll. HYMNS

2. Ling"ing about thefe mortal ﬂ:ores
She makes a long delay, b
Till likz a flood with rapid force .|
Death fweeps the wretch away.

3. Then {wift and dreadfal fhe dd'ce ds
Down to the fiery coaft,
Amongft abominable fiends,
Herfelf a frightful ghott. it tad

4. There endlefs crowdsof finners he 3 !

And darknefs makes their chains; ¢
Tortur’d with keen:defpair l:hcy eryy |
¥et wait for fiercer paias.
5. Not all their anguifh and their hlnod
For their o'd guilt atones, :
Nor the comp-fion'ofa God ;& 1
Shall hearken to their groans.: b
6. Amazing gracs that kept my brcatb,
* Nor bid my foul remove
Till T had learn’d my Saviour's: dcad’l 5112
And well infur’d his love !

“ <
Y. Tke death and burial of a faint.

Wiy do we mourn departing fmcnda, t
Or heke at death’s alarms ?

*Tis but the voice that Jefusicnds |

To call them to his arms.

&)
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2 HYMN4,

2. Are we hiot tending: upward téo gnicts

As faft as time can move ‘
Nor would we wifh the hotirs more flow
To keep us from our Love.

3. Why fh- nld-wetremble to cunvey
Their bodies to the tomb? .

There the dear flefh of Jefus lay
And left a long perfume.

4. The gravés of all his faints he bTeﬁ”
And foften’d ev’ry bed:: ;
‘Where fhould the dying members reﬁ
Lat with the dying Head !

5. Thenéehefarofe; afcending lugh
And thow’d our feet the way :

Up to the Lord vur Tefli fhall iy
4t the great rifing day.

6. Then let the laft loud trumpet found
And bid our kindred rife ;

Awake ye narions under gruimd,
Ye faints afcend the fkies.

1V, Salvation in the croft

Here at thy erofs my dying God
Tlay my foul beneath thy love,
Beneath the droppings of thy blood
Jefus, nor fhall it e’er remove.

Bock L
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Baak I1. HYMNS:

2. Not zll that tyrants think or fay,
With rage and lightning in their eyes,
Nor hell, thall fright my heart away,
Should hell with all its legions rife.

3. Should worlds cenfpire to drive lde thence
Movelefs and firm this he rt thonld lie;
Refclv'd (for that s my laft dcfcncc)

If1 muft perifh there to. die.

4. But fpeak my Lord! and calm my fuar
Am 1 not fule beneath thy fhade 2:

Thy vengeance wil' net firike me here,
Nor Satan dares my {oul invadecds -

5. Yes, I *m fecare beneath thy blood,
And all m foes fhall lo!i:.thcir,ai!ln;'
Hofanna to n.y dying God,

And my beft honotirs to his name.

V. Longing to praife Chrifl @tzr
Loxn ! whep my,thoughts w'th wender roll
Q’er the fharp forrows of muy foul, 11 o
And read my Makér's hroken faws'/
Repair’d and honour'd by thwerofsg ! o o
. 2. When I hehold Death, Hell; and Jin:
Vauquifh’d by that dear blood rfthine, " -
And fee the Man that groan dandm‘,y d
8it glorious by his Father’s fidey /10 <1
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) (o] BYMNS:

3. My paffions rife and focr above,
1’'m wing’d with faith and fir’d with love;
TFain would I reach eternal things
And learn the notes that Gabriel fings.

4. But my heart fails, my tongue ~omplains,

For want of their immortz ' ftrains,
And #n fuch humble notes as thg'g
Muft fall below thy victories.

5. Well, the kind 'nrinute muft appear
‘When we fhall leave thefe bodies here,
Thefe clogs of clay, and mount ¢ high
To join the fongs above the fky.

Vil ¢ mvrnf;tg Song.

Oxce more, my foul! the rifing day. -+
* Salutes thy waking eyes,

Once more my woice thy tribute pay
To him that rolls the fkies.

2. Night unto night his name repeats,
The day renews the found,
‘Wide as the heav’n on waich he fits
'To turn the feafons ronnd.

3. 'Tis he fapports my mortal frame,
My tongue fhallfpea™: his praife,
My fins would roufe his wrath to flame;
And yet his wrath delays. d

Boak 11, ,:
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‘jnl»‘ I HYMNS.
[4. On a poor worm thy pow’r might tread,

" And | could ne’er withitand,

Thy juitice might haye crufh’d me dead,
But mercy held thine hand.

5. A thounfand syretched fouls are fle@
Since the laft fetting fun,
And et thou length’ﬂeﬁ oat my thread,
And yet my moments run, ]

6. Dear'God! let all my nours be thine
While [ enjoy thelight,
Then fhall my fun ir {miles decline
And bring a pleafant mght.

VAL 4n evening § ,:g

[Dreap Sov’reign! let my ev'ning fong
Like holy incenfe rife;
Affift the off’rings of my tongue
To reach the lofty fkies.
2. Thro’ all the dahgers of the day
Thy hand was ftill my guard,
And ftill to drive my wants away
Thy mercy ftood prepar’d.]
3. Perpetual bleffings from above  °
Encun.pafs me around, 20
But O how few returns of love
Hath my Creator found!

K
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T2 nyYMys. Book 1T,

4. What have T dohe for Him that dy’d '
To fave my wretched foul ?
How are my. follies multiply’d
Faft as my minutes roll!

5. Lord! wath this guilty heart of mine
To thy dear crofs I flee,
And to thy grace tity foul refign
To be renew’d by thee. ;

6. Sprinkled afrefh with pard’ning blood
1lay me down to reft,
As in th’ embraces of my God
Qr onmy Saviour’s breaft,

VI, A4 ™y, 5 for a morning or epening.

Hosaxwa with a chéerful found
To God’s nrholding hand;
Ten thoufand fnares attend us round,
And yet fecure we ftand,

2. That was amoft “mazing pow’s
That rais’d us with a word,
And ev'ry day and ev'ry hour
We lean upon the Lord.

3. The ev'ning refls our weary head,
And angels guard tk+ roon,
Ve wake, and we admire the hed
That was not made our tomb.,
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« Kok IL HYMNS, 13

4. Ther¥ing morning cann’t affure
' That we fhall end the day,
For Death ftands ready at the door
; To feize our lives away. 16
5. Out breath is forfeited byfin - 5
To God's revenging law;
‘We own thy grace immortal King
In ev’ry galp we draw. 20
€. God is our fun, whofe daily light
Our joy and fafety brings,
Our feeble fleth lies fafe at night
Beneath his fhady wing . 2%

1X. Godly ) irrow arifing from the fufferings of Chrifts

Ar.as!7ad did my Saviour bleed,

Ard did my Sov’reign die?

Would he devote that {acred head

For fuch a worm as I} 4
‘[2. Thy bouy flain, fiveet Jefus! thine,

And bath’d in its own blood,

While all expos’d to wrath diwi=~

The glorious fuff’rer ftood! &
3. Was it for crimes that I hed done

He groan’d upon the tree ?

Amazing pity, grace unknowr,

And love beyond degrec! I%

Foume IV B



34 BYMNS. Book 17,

4. Well might the fun in darknefs hid~

And fhut his glories in

‘When God the mighty Maker dy'd :

For man the creature’s fin. 16
5. Thus rright [ hide my blufhing face

While his dear crofs appears,

Diffolve my heart in thankfulnefs

And melt my eyes to tears, . 20
6. But drops of grief c1n ne'er repay

The debt of love [ owe :

Here, Lord! I give myfelf away,

“Tisall that I can do. 24

X. Parting with carnal  joys.

My foul forfakes her vain delight
And bids the world farewell,

Bafe as the dirt beneath my feet,
And mifchievous as hell.

2. Nolonger will I afk yout love
Nor feek your friendfhip more,
‘The happinefs th..: ™ ~aprove
13 not within your pow'r, 3

3. There ’s nothir.g round this fpacious earch
‘That fuits my large defire,

To boundlefs joy an¢ folid mirth

WLy nobler thoughts afpire, S



vok I1. HYMNS,

(4. Whce pleafure rolls its living flood,
From fin and drofs refin’d,
Still fp-inging from the throne of God,
And fit to cheer the mind.

5. Th’ almighty Ruler of the [phere:
The Glorious and the Great,
Brings his own allfufficient there
To make our blifs complete.]

6. Had I the pinions of c dove
1°d climb the heav’nly road,
There fits my Saviour drefs’d in love,
And there my {miling God.

XY, The fame

1Send _hejoys of earth away,
Away ye tempters of the mind,
Falfe asthe fmooth deceitful fea,
And empty as the whiftling wind. .
2. Your itreams. were floating me along:
Down to the gulf of black defpair,
And whilft I liften’d to yor="...g
Your ftreams had ev’n convey’d me there.
3. Lord! I adare thy matcalefs grace
That warn’d me of that dark abyfs,
That drew me from thofe trach’rous feas,
#And bid me feck fuperiour blifs.
Bij
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16 BYMNS Book 1f,

4’. Now to the fhining realms above

1 ftretch my hands and glance mine eyes,

O for the pinions of a dove

Tho bear me to the upper fkies! ¢
5. There f-om ¢he bofom of my God

Oceans of endlefs pleafuresroll, .

There would I fix my laft abode, g

And drown the forrows of niy foul. 26

XIL Chriftis the fubflance :')f the Levitical priefibood, d

Taz true Mefizh now appeas,

‘The types are all withdrawn 3

o fly the fhadows and Lhe ftars

Before the rifing Ja. n. 4
2. No fmoking fw:etsnorbleedmglamh, 1

Nor kid nor bullock flain, (

Incenfe and Ipice of coftly names, " i
vould 21l be burnt in vainu: 8
3 Aamnmuﬂhyhnmbsa\. ay;: g

His mitre and his veft,

‘When God himfelfc..._.-vdown to'be

The off ring and the prieft. i 12
4. He took our monal flefh to fhow

The wonders of hislave;: ..

For us he paid his life b_low p :

And prays for us above, - 6



Book IT. HYMNS.

5. * Father,” he cries, *“ forgive their fins,
¢ For I myfelf have dy’d,”
And then he fhows bis open’d veins
And pleads his wounded fide.

17

20

RIIL, The creation, prefervation, difflution, and reffora-

tion, of this world.

Sin to the Lord that built the fkies,
The Lord that rear’d thisftately frame,
Let half the nations {~und his praile,
And lands unknown repeat his name.
2. He form’d the feas and form’d the hills,
Made ev’ry drop and ev’ry duft,
=Nature and tinse, with all their’heels,
And pufh’d them into motion firft.
3. Now from his high imperial throne;
He looks far down upon the fpheres,
He bids the {~ining orbs roll on,
And round he turns the hafty yzars.
4. Thus fhall this moving engine laft
Till all his faints are gather’ain,
"hen for the trumpet’s dreadful blaft
{Tofhake it all to duft again! g
5. Yeo when the found ‘hall vzar the fkies,
And lightning burn the globe below,
Saints you may lift your joyful eyes,
iThere s a new heav'nand earth for you.
Biij
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% HYMNS, Book IF.

XI1V. The Lord's-day, or, Delight in ordinanaes. |

WeLcome fweot day of reft

That faw the Lord arife,

Welcome to chis reviving breaft

And thefe rejoicing eyes. 4
2. The King himfelf comes ncar

And feafts his faints to-day;

Here we may fit and fee him here,

And love, and praile, and' pray. 8
3. One day amidft the place

Where my dear God hath been

Ts fweeter than ten thoufand days

Of pleafurable fin, 1z
4. My willing fc 1 would ftay

I {uch a frame as this,

And fit and fing herfelf away

To everlafling blifs. g 16

XV. The enjoyment of Chrift, e, Delight in wworfbips
Far from my thoughts vain world be gone,
Let my religious honrsalone,,
Fain would my eyes my Saviour fee,
T'wait a vifit Lord ! from thee. !
-2, My heart grey.'s warm with holy fire,
And kindles with a pure defire:
Come my dear Jefus from above .
And feed my foul with heav’nly love, 3



Reok IT. HYMNSY

[3. The trees of life immortal ftand
In flourithing rowsat thy right hand,
And in fweet murm: 3rs by their fide -
Rivers of blifs perpetual glide.

4. Hafte then” ut-with a fmiling face,
And {pread a table of thy grace,

Bring down a tafte of sruth divine, -
And cheer my heart with/facred wine.] *
5+ Blefs’d Jefus!'what delicious fare, -
How fweet thy entertainments are!
Never did angels'taf’ > above
Redeeming grace and dying love.
6. Hail great Emanuel, all divine!
In thee thy Father’s glories thine
Thou brightex, fiveetelt, fairef., one
That ~yes have feen or angels known!

XVI. Partthefecond.

Lorp! what a heav’n of favir.g grace
Shines thro” the beauties of thy face,
And lights our paffions to a flame!

Lord! how we love thy charming name!

8. When I can fay my God is mine,

Whei I can feel thy gloriesfhisy,

Ttread the world benerth my feet,
“Aud all the earth calls good or great.

12

16
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¢ BookII. HYMNS.

3. His boandlefs years can ne’er decreafe,
But ftill maintain their prime,
Eternity ’s his dwelling-place,
And ever is his time.
4. While like a tide our'minutes flow
The prefent and the paft;
He fills his own immortal Now
And fees our ages wafte.
5+ The fea and fky muft perifh too,
And vaft deftru@ion come
The creatures, look haw old they grow,
And wait their fiery doom?!
6. Well, let the fea fhrink all away,
And ﬂamc o :lt down the fkies, i3
My God fhalll’ e an endlefs day
When th’ old creation dies.

X VL. The miniftry of angels.

HIGH on a hill of dazzling light

The King of Glory fpreads his feat,
And troops of angels ftretch’d for flight
St~nd waiting round his awful feet.

2. Go,” fuith the Lord,  my Gabrie! go,

“ Saluse the Virgin’s fruitfol woroh ¥,
“ Make hafte ye cherabs:down pelow;
“Sing and proclaim the Saviour come$:?
# Lukei. 26, + Lukeli 130 ' =

ar
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23 -UTMNS. BuokIT.

3. Here a bright fquadron leaves the fiies
And thick around Elifha ftands *,
Anon a heav’nly foldier flies
And breaks the chains from Peter’s hands 4.
4. Thy w.nged troops, O God of hdfls!
Wait on thy wand'ring ~hurch below,
Here we are failing to thy coafls,
Let angels be our convoy tco.
5. Arcthey ot all thy fervants Lord ?
At thy command they go and come,
With cheerful hafie obey thy word,
And guard thy children to taeir home §.

XIX. Our fr -il bodies, and God our preferver.
Liex others boatt how firong they be,

Nor death uor danger fear,
But we 'll confefs O Lord to thee
‘What feeble things we are.

2. Frefh asthe grafs our boaies ftand
And flourifh bright and gay,
Ablating wind fweey s o’er the land
And fades the grafs away.

3- Ous 'ife contains a chouland fpriogs,
And dies if one be cone :

Strange! thata harp of thoufand firings
8hould keep in tune fo long.

® ZKipgsvi.17. + § AQsxiloy. o § Heb.i. 14

16



| BuokII. HYMNS, 23

4. But ’t 3 our God fupports our fmne,

The God that built us firft;

Salvation to th’ almighty name

"That rear’d us from the duft. 16
[5- He fpoke, and ftraight our hearts nd brains

Inall their motions rofe,

“Let blood,” faid he, ** flow round the veins,”

And round the veins it dows. <20
6. While we have breath or ufe our tongues

Our Maker we ’ll adore;

His Spirit moves our heaving lungs

Or they would breathe r.> more. ] 24

XX. Baclflidingsandreturns,or, Theip sonllancy afourlove,

Was is - 1y heart fo far from thee
My God, my chief delight ?
Why are my thoughts no more by day
With thee, no more by night? T4
[2. Why thould m foolifh paffions rove?
‘Where can fuch fweetnefs be
As [ have tafted in thy love, o ==
AsThave found in thee?] ; 8
3- When my forgetful foul rencws
The favour of thy grace,
My heart prefumes I cannot Jofc
3 The relifh all my days. S )



24 HYMNS, Buok T,

4. But ere fome fleeting hour is paft,
‘The flatt’ring world employs
Some fenfual bait to feize my tafte
And to pollute my joys.

(5~ Trifis of nature or of art
With fair deceitful charms
Intrude inte my thonghtlefs heart,
And thruft me from thy-arns.]

6. Then I repent and 7exmy foul
‘That 1 fhould leave thee fo;
‘Where will thofe wild affeétions roll
That let a Saviour go ¢ J

(7. Since promis’d joys are turn’d to pain,
And I am drown'd in grief,
But my dear Lor “eturns again,
He flies to my relief;

8. Seizing my foul with fweet furprife
He draws with loving bands,
Divine compaffion in his eyes,
And pardoa in his hands.]

[9. Wretch that [ am towander thus
In chafe of falfe delight !
Let me be faften’d to thy crofs
Rather thaa lofe thy fight.]

[x0. Make hafte my days to reach the goal
And bring my heart .o reft
On the dear centre of my foul,
My God my Saviour’s breaft. ]

I
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o Buokll. HYMNS: 25

XXI. 4 fong of praife to God the Redeenzer.

Lex the old Heathens tune their fong

Of great Diana and of Jm;a,

But the fieet theme that moves my torgue

Ismy Redeemer and his love. 4
2, Behold a God defeends and dies

To fave my foul from gaping hell;

Hos the hlack gulf where atan lies

Yawn’d to receive me when I felld 8
3. low Jullice frown’d and Vengeance ftood

To drive me down to er.dlefs pain!

But the great Son propes'd his blood,

And heav’nlv wrath grew mild again, 12
4. Infinite Lawer, gracious Loy 4!

To theet » epdlefs honours giv'ng

Thy wondrous name thall be ador’d

Round the wide carth and wider heav’n. R {1}

XKL Wit | God is terrible majefy.

TerrizLe God! that rcfgu’ﬁ on high,

How awful is thy-thund’ving hand!

Thy fiery bolts how fierce they fly !

Nor can all earth or hell withftand. 4
2. This the old rebel angels knewy

And Satan fell beneath thy frown;

Thine arrows ftruck the traitor thre?, .

And weighty vengeance funk him down. &
Volume 17, c



%6 7 HYMNS, * Bockal,

3. This Sodom felt, and feels it ftill,

And roars beneath th’ eternal load ¢

¢ With endlefs burnings who can dwell,

€ Or bear the fury of a God#” 17
4. Tremb'e ye finners and fubmir,

Throw down your arms before his throne,

Bend your heads Jow beneath his feet,

Or his ftrong hand fhall erath you down. 16
5. And ye blefs’d faints that love him too

‘With rev'rence bow before his name 3

Thus all his heav’nly fervants do:

Sod is a bright and burning dame. 20

XXIIL The fobt of God and Chrif in beavens

Descen from heav’n immortal Dove,

Stoop down and take us on thy wings,

And mount and bear us far above ¢

The reach of thefe inferiour things; 4
2. Beyond, beyond this lowor fly,

Up where cternal ages roll,

‘Where folid pleafures r.ever die,

And fruits immortal feaft the foul. 8
3. O for 2 fight,a pleafing fight, -

Of our almighty Father’s throne!

There fits our Saviour crown’d with light,

Cloth’d in a body like our own. 12



Baok IL HYMNS. 2y

4. Adoriug faints around bim ftand,

And thrones and pow’rs before him fall;

Th= God fhines gracious thro’ the man,

And theds fweet glories on them all! 16
5-‘O:what amazing joys they feel

While to their golden harpr they fing,

And §¢ on e¥’ry heav’nly hill, -

Znd fpread the triumphs of their King! 20
6. When fhall the day dear Lord appear

That 1 fhall mount to dwell above,

And ftand and bow amongit ’em there,

And view thy face and ting and love? 24

XXIV. The evil of fin wifiblein t/,‘vz/fill faﬂgei.r and men,

Waex tne great Builder arch’d the flcies,

And form’d all nature v-ith a word,

The joyful cheruhs tun’d his praife,

And ev’ry bending throne ador'd. 4
2. High in the midit of all th throng

Satan a tall archangel fat,

Amongft the morning-flars hie fung *

Tl fin deftroy’d his heav’nly ftate. =8
{3- ’Twas fin that hur’d him from his chrene;

Grov'litg in fire the rebel lies:

““How art thou funk in darknefs down, ’

£ Son of the morning ¥, from the fkies!”] X3

* Job xxxviii. 7. + Ifa. xiv. 12.

Cij



28 HYMNS:

4. And thus our two firft parents ftoou,
‘Till fin defil'd the happy place;
They loft their garden and their God,
4mnd ruin’d all their unborn race.

[5. Sofprung the plague from Adam’s bow’r,

And fpread defiruction 7!l abroad;
Sin, the curs’d name ! that in one hour
Spoil'd fix days labour of a God.]

6. Tremble my foul ! und mourn for grief
That fuch a foe fhould feize thy breaft,
Fly to thy Lord for quick relief;
©Oh may he {lay this treach’rous gueft!

7. Then to thy throne viGtorious King,
Then to thy throne our fhouts fhall rife,

hine everlafting ¢ -m we fing,
For {in the monfler bleeds and dies.

XXV. Complaining of [piritual floth.

My drowfy pow’ss ~thy fleep yefo ?
Awake my fluggifh foul!
Nothing has half thy work to do,
Yet nothing ’s half fo dull.

2, The Lttle ants for one poor grain’
Labour, and tug. 1 ftrive,
Yet we who have a heav’n t’ obtain
How negligent we livel

Book 11,
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3. We for whofe fake all nature ftands,”

| And ftars their counfels moyej | v
| We for whofe guard “he angcl-bands
Come flying from above! Yo s

4. We for whot 1 God the Son came down,

| Aud labour’d for our/gaod,
How curelefs to fectire that crown
| He nurchas’d with his blood{ i ¢
5. Lord! fhall we lie fo fluggifh ftill,
Andnever ad our parts!
Come holy Dove fron th' !ie'aefln\ly hill,
And fit and warm our hearts!

6. Then fhall our active {pirits: movc,
Upwards our {oulsfhall rifey 1 -/
With hands of raith-and wingsosidve
We’ll fly and take the prizé.: il i«

XXVL. God invifille.
Lorn! we are blind, we mortais blind,
We cann’t behold thy bright abode,
O’tisbeyond a creature-mind > '
2o glance a thought half way *o Ged.
2. Infinite leagues beyond the fky
The great Eternal reigns alone,
Where neither wings nr fouls can fly,
Nor cngels climb the toplefs throne.

Ciij
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3. The Lotd of glory builds his feat

Of gems infufferably bright;

And lays beneath his facred fee*

8abftantial beams of gloomy night. 12
4. Yetglorious Lord! thy gracious eyes

Look thro’ and cheer us from above;;

Beyond our praife thy grandeur flies, )

¥et we adore and yet we love. 16

XXVIL Praife ye bim all bis angels, Bel. cxlviii. 7.

Gop! the eternal awful name

That the whole heav'nly army fears,

That fhakes the wide creation’s frame,

And Satan trembléswhen he hears, 4
2. Like flames of fire his fervants are,

And light [irrounds his dwe.ling-place;

But O ye fiery flames ! declare

The brighter glories of his face 8
3. 'Tis not for fucl. poor werms as we i

To fpeak fo infinite a thing, > W

But your immortal eyes furvey

‘The beauties of your‘ov'reign King. 3%

4. Tell how he fhows his fmiling face,
And clothes all heav nin bright array;
Triumph and joy run thro® the place,
And fongs eternal as the day. 16




* Baok ILi. nYMNS:

5. Speak (foryon feel his burning Idve)
What zeal it {preads thro’ all your frame.,
Taat facred fire dwslsall above,

For we on earth have loft the name.

[6. Sing of hir pow’rand juftice too,
That infinite right hand ol’his 1
That vanquifh’d Satanand his crew,

And thunder drove them down from blifs.J

[7. What mighty ftorms; of peifon’d darts |

Were hurl’d upon the rebels there!
What deadly jav'lin {hail’d their hearts
Faft to the racks of long defpair ]

[8. Shout ta your King you héav'nly hoft,

You that beheld the finking foe;
Firmly ve ftood when they were loft
Praife the rich grace that kept youfo.]

9. Proclaim his wo.iders from the {k? s,
Let ev'ry diftant nation hear, i
And while ; ou found his lofty praife

-Let humble mortals bow and “ear.

KXVl Death and cternitys

Stoce down my thoughts that ufe to 1ife,
Converfe a while with death,

“Think how a gafping mortal lies

And pants away his breath.
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2. His gfiv'ring lip hangs fecbly down, 2
His pulfes faintand fewys il
‘Then fpeechlefs witha dnlefnl—ﬁnan 10t
He bids the worldadieus ) flol 50 /11

3- But oh! vhe foul that: nevadn 1

At once it leaves the clay!.
Ye thoughts purfue it where lt‘ﬂiu, 't
And track ifs wondrousway. !

4. Uptathe courtswhere mgelsdwcll {

It mounts triumpRantithere] « « 1 ou b
Or devils plunge it down tn.heﬂ
Tiinfinite defpair. | t

% Am{mhﬂmybodyﬁamt anddie ?
And muft this foul remove? '
Oh for fome guardiaw. angelnigh !
‘To bear it fafe above! «1 0 1405 4

6. Jefus !t > thy dear faithfu. hand
My naked foul I truft, .
And my flefh waits for thy eomnuml
To drop into my duft.

XXIX., Redemption by price. and power.
Jesus! with all thy faints above ©
My tongue would bear her part,
Vould found aloud thy faving-love,
And fing thy bleeding hearts

Book IT.
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2. Blefs'd be the Lamb my deareft Lotd, 1
'Who bought me with his blood,
AnA quench’d his Fathér’s laming fword
»In his own vital flood, H
3. The Lamb that freed my captive f¢ ul
From Satan’s heavy chains,
And fent thetion down to howl
Where hell and horrour reigns. . 12
4. All glory to the dying L.amb
And never-ceafing praife,
While angels live to know his name, 3
Or faints to fecl his grace. 14

KXXX. Heavenly joy op Fih

[Come we that love the Lord,

And let our joys be known,

Join in a fong with {weet accord,

And thus furround the throne. ! 4
12. The forrows of rthe mind - £} o™
Be banifh’d from the place !

Religion never was defign’d>

T'o make our pleafures lefs.} W@
«:3. Let thofe refule to fing

That never knew our Gads,

But fav’rites of the heav'nly King

May fpeal their joy's abroad: 1 Meim 91 S¥E
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XXX Chriffs prefonce malkes death eafy.

Wiy thould we flart and fear to die?
What tim’rous worms we mortals are!
Death is the gate of endlefs joy,

And yet we dread to enter there.

2. The pains, the groans, and dying ftrife,.
Fright cur approaching fouls away;

Stili we fhrink back again t~ life,
Fond of our prifon and our clay.

3. Oh!if myLord would come and meet
My foul! fhe "d firetch L2r wings in hafte,
Fly fearlefs thro’ Death’s iron gate,

Nor feel the terrours as fhe paft.

4. Jefus can ~ake a dying bed -
Feel foft _s downy pillows are,

While on his breaft I lean my head,
And breathe my life out fweetly there.

XXXV Frailty and folly.

10w fhort and hafty is our life!
How valt our fouls’ affairs!
Vet fenfelefs mortals vainly firive
To lavifh out their years.

2. Dur days run thoughtlefsly along
Without a moment’s ftay;
Juft like a ftory or a fong
We pafs our livesaway.

335
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;;‘ God from on high invites us home,
Bat we march heedlefs on,
And ever haft’ning to the tomb
Sroop downwards as we run.

4. How we deferve the deepeff hell
That flight the joysabove!
‘What chains of vengeance fhould we feel
"That break fuch cords of love!

5. Draw us O Gad with fov'reign grace,
And lift our thoughts on high,
That we may:end this mortal race,
And fee falvation nigh.

XXX, The blefled fuciety iv-beaven.

R atse thee my foul, fly up and ran
Thro’ ev'ry heav’nly fireet,
And fay there ’s nought below the fun
That’s worthy of thy fect.

[2- Thus swill we mount on facred wmgs
And tread the courts above,
Nor carth nor all her mightiefl things
Shall tempt our meaueft love.]

3. There opa high majeftick throne
Th’almighty Father ,eigns;
And fheds his glorious goodnels down
@n 2ll the blifsful plains,

4
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4. Bright like a fun the Saviour fits
And fpread> eternal noon;
No ev'nings there nor gloomy mghts

To want the feeble moon. g 16
5. Amidft thofe ever={hining ﬂ(xcs

Behold the facred Dove,

While banifh’d fin and forrow: flies

From all the realms of love. 2c

€. The glorioustenants of the place

Stand bending round the throne,

And faints and feraphs fing and I)l aife

The infinite Three-One. 24
7. [But O what'beamis of heav’ nly grace

Tranfport them all the while!

Ten thoufand nilesfrom Jefus' face, g

And love in ev'ry fmile!] 28
8. Jefus! and when fhall that dear day,

That joyful hour, appear

When T-liall leave this houfe of clay’

To dwell amongft ’er there? 32

XXXIV. Breathing after 'tﬁe‘b‘a{';_‘ Spirit, or, Fervency
of dewotion defired. :

Con= boly Spirit, heav’nly Dore,

With all thy quick’ning pow’rs,

Kindle a flame of facred love .

In thele cold hearts of ours. a0 Babi a
Volume IT, D
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3. 'T'wac he (and we’lladore his name)
That form’d us by a word,
*Tis he reftores our ruin’d frame :
Salvation to the Lord!

4. Hofanna! levthe earth and {kies
Repeat the joyful found’;
Rocks, hills, and vales, refle& the voice
in one eternal round.

XXXV, Chriff's interceffione=

8a

Werr, the Redeemer *s gone
T’ appear bafore our God,
To {prinkle o’ ~r thé flaming thr~ne
With his atoning blood.

2. No fiery vengeance now,>*
No burning wrath, comes down;
If juftice calls for finners” blood= {1 -
T'he Saviour fhowshis own.

3. Before his Father’s eye
Our hamble fvit he moves, .
The Father lays histhunder by,
And looks, and fmiles, and loves.

4. Now may our:joyful tong‘ es
Our Maker’s honours fing;
Jefus the Prieft receivesour fongs . /2
Andbears them to the King.

39
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[5. Wehow befare hisface - !
And found his glories highi; v« = v
“ Hofanna to the Godiefigrace:.
¢ That lays his thunder by.] I'a 20

6 ¢ On e rthithiymercy r:xgns { s

¢ And triumphs all above;? Tyof
But Lord how weak our mortal Ih-ams i
F'o {peak immortal love! Bosotline 24

7. How jarring and hew low
Are all the notes we fing !

Sweet Saviour! tunsout fongs anew
And they fhall pleafe the Ki.g. 23

EFXVIL The furne.

ino3s

Lier up your eyes to, th’ heav'nly feat
Where your Redeemer-ftaysz: -

Kind Intercefor ! there he!fits; - 1 ailen 95 1
And loves, and pleads, and; Praysg o ’ 3
*Twas well my foubhedy’ dfor thc:, o8 .3
And fhed his vital blooc, . 2w o kit b
Appeas’d flern julticeran the tree, {36 "
And then avofe to Goda! e zali L hoe il 3
3. Petitions now:~nd praife may nfe,
And faints their off 'rungs bring; 5 i ]
The Prieft with his owa facrifice . | el I

Prefents them to the Kingu 1« [ o1 10l o1s n
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[4. Let kapifts truft what names they pleafe;
Their faints and angels boaft;
W 'ave no fuch-advocates asthefe,
Nor pray to th’ heav'nly hoft!] »

5. Jefus alone fall beat inyicries

Up to his Father’s thron>;
He (deareft Lord) perfumcs my ﬁgha
And [weetens ev'ry groan. =

[6. Ten thoufand praifes to the ng,
Hofanna in the higheft;
Ten thouland thanks our fpirits bnng
To God and to his Chrift.] - o 'esl

XXKVIN. Lourto Gol”

f‘hrn the heart swhere gracesreign; -
Where love infpires the breafts s wolis -
Love is the brighteft of the traing == =
And ftrength :ns all the reft. | oo o+

2. Knowledgeyalas! *tisall’n vlill; i
And allin vain our fear; § t
Our flubborn fins will fight and reign
L'love be abfent there.

3. 'Tis lové that-makes our cheerful fet
In fwift obedience move ;
The devils know, and tremble too, l
Bat Satan cannot love. ) 5
D iij
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4. Thisis the grace that lives and fings! :-
When faith and hope fhall céafe; i
*Tis this fhall ftrike our joyful f -mgs
Inithe fweet realms of blifs.
5. Before we quite: furfake our c" ay
Or leave this dark abode, ;~a7:
"The wings of love bear'us away : (
Tofee our fmiling God. 1y

X‘&‘{XX ﬂ:ﬁartmﬁ ana'm 7 'qflfe._v

Qur days a]ad our mortal days,’
Are fhort and wretched too;

““ Bviland few” 1 the patriarch i'ay;,
And well the patria. ch knew.

2. "Tis but at beft anarrow bound
That Heav'~ allows to fen, | 1
And pains and fins ran thro’ithe round
©f threelcore years and ten. «

3. Well, if yemuft be fad and few,
Run on my daysin hate; ; WO n
Moments of finiand nouths of wo
Ye cannot fly too faft.

4. Let heav’ nly love prepare my foul
And call her to the Jiies, »
Where years of long falvation roll
And glory never dies. |

1 Gen. xlvii, 0.

16
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XL. Our fn;qfart in fbe ;'D"nnar).ﬁj ;’"f,‘""!‘ -u;rtbCILn # )
Ou God! how firm his promife ftands 1oL .0
Ev’n when he hid s his face! beH &
He trufts in out Redeemer’s hands:© miohgni2
Hiughryandhisgracev et verd | 'ods ag oyl

‘2, Then why my foul: thtfefadacamp!unw b & e

Smcechmﬂand swelare onie? Sl ods asdT L,

Thy God is fmbfuteo im falnu, 1

Is faithful to his Son.i~s/ » fteq ? ned g
“%3. Beneath his fymle: ‘my heart has‘hy*d, v

And part of heaw'nipofleft; ~ 114 wills 1m0 o

I praife his name for. grace receiv’d, v =i+ 1ud 1

Auduuﬂhxmzorthgreﬂ: & a1'woa v lis bixhy

XLL 4 fight gf Gad morti ﬁa us ta the world.

[Ue to the £:1ds where angels Tie

And living waters gently roll, s 10
Fain would my thoughts leap out and ﬂy,' 14
But fin hangs heavy on'my foul. // wo!

' 2, Thy wondrous blood, dc:rdymg Chrm'
Can make this load of guilt remove;.

And thou canft hear me where n‘wu'ﬂy’&. it
On thy kind wings celeftial Dovel -« &



a3 HYNMNS, Book 11,

3. O might T ance mount up and fee
Thc glmies of th’ eternal ikies,
How def] pu:able ta'my eyes ’] D a1y
4. Had I a glance of thee.my Gedi | - ! 1
Kingdoms and meni wol.id vanifh foon;e -
Vanith as tho’ I faw them not;- ]
As a diny canidle dies:at nooni ol 16
5+ Then they might fight, and rage; and 1ave; 9
1 fhould perceive the noile.nomore ' | (4T
Than we can hear a fhaking le~f -
While ractlingthunders round usroar; .. i 4o
6. Great Allin All, Eternal King! - | I
Let me but view thy lovely face,
And all my pow’rs hall bow.andifing bk
Thine endlefs grandenr and thy grace. 24

XL" Dlllg]z“n Goa’ )

My God! what endl_{s pleafures dwell

Above at thy'right hand! v f

The courts below how amiable !

Where all thy graces ftand. ! 4
2. The fwallow near thy temple liés |

And chirps a cheerlul note,

The lark mounts upwards tow’rd thy ﬁ:les

And tunes her warbling throat, 8
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3. And w x'when in thy prefedce Lord; »

We fhout with joyfil tongues,
Or fitting round onr Father’s boatd .«
We crown the feaft with fongs:

4. While Jefusfhines with qmck ning grace

We fing and mountlon high
But if a frown beclodd his face
We faint, and tire, and diec

[5- Juft asitwe fee the lone ome dove 35

Bemoan her widawid ftate;=:
Wand'ring fhe fliesthro’ all thegrove | ' |
#nd mourns her loving .mate. 1iilsl

6. Juft fo our thoughts from thmg to thmg

In reftle(s cirzles rove, .
Juft fo we droc > and hang the wv‘g
When Jefus hideshis lave.] Wi

XL Chriffs fufferings ardghity.

Now for a tuneaflowty praife =l ‘o2 sl

To great Jchovah’s equal Son !
Awake myﬂmwz mj:eav nly lays, 1
T-ll loud the wonders he hath donc.

2. Sing how he leftithe worlasiof light,:
And the hright robeshe wore atyde, -
How {wift and joyful was his hight's ©
On wings of evetlafting 1dvey ool 200
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[3- Down to this bafe this finful carth -
He came to raife our nature high,

He came ¢’ atonc almighty wrath;; -
Jefus the God was born to die.]

{4. Hell - nd its lions roar’d around,
His precions blood the monfters fpilt;
While weighty forrows prefs'd him down;
Large as the loads of all our guilt.]

5. Deep in the thades>f gloomy death
'Th’ almighty Captive pris’ner lay,

Th’ almighty Captive left the earth,
£mnd rofe to everlafting day. i
6. Lift up your éyes ye fons of light,
Up to his throne of {hining grace, :
See what immeurtpliglories fit | [ - hoh -
RKound the fweet beauties of his face! -

7. Among a thoufand haros and fongs
Jefus the God exalted reigne, - n
His facred name fills all their tongues,
And echoes thro’ the hcav nly planu. '

XLIV. Hell, or, ﬁe mlzgmm‘z qf Gadl.

Wl tx holy fearana humble fong .-

The dreadful God-eyir fouls adores. « +viv
Rev'rence and awe becomes the tongﬂ 5 i
Dhat fpeaks the terrours of hispow'rs -

Book IL. |
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