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P R EF A C E

OWEVER chained down many may be by funerfi-
H ticn and tradition, yet I doubt not but there are
many fuch candidates for Divine light asf{tand with op-
en arms for help from every quarter, that may further
them on their heavenly pilgrimage; to whom I commit
this finall piece, with earneft defires that (in the hand of
GOD) it may be to their unfpeakable benefit.

With regard to the practice of Pfalmody, much argoed
for, and againt, in the world, 1 would obferve:

It is true, finging can be of no benefit without the
heart ; yet it is evident that the heart may be alarmed,
and {lirred up to adtion, by local objeds or vocal fiufils ;
and therefore it is that the voice may be infltramencally
beneficial in [inging, praying, and preaching : for it muit
oot be underftood that any of thofe means are defigned,
er fhould be made ufe of to effeé, {tir up, alter or benefit
God, bat the creature, viz. awaken, {tic up, and engove
that {pirit or kingdom of Ged in the creatare, until tin
kingdom is got full pofleffion of the creature 5 and haviny
both feen and experienced the unfpeakable bluifings that
have attended, 1 highly recommend the pra&ice of fing—
ing, not only t> publie allembiies, but to families 3,3 1a.
dividuzls : and althongh p rfons may firg € fuijalts
as they have not experienced without mockery, by ac-
knowledging their ignorance of, and groaning alter tha
things thiey exprels : yet, as I think it far more likely to
ftir up and engage the heart (efpecially fouls enlizliened
and groaning for liberty) when they exprefs the itere,
groans, and defires of their own fuals ; and therefore it
13 that I have endeavoured to be {o various in my lubjects
to be adapted to almoft every capacity, ftation of lifz, or
frame of mind.

And as for the vain excufe (too oftren made) for the
neglect of finging, * [ have neither art nor voice,” let me
reply, that in the compafs of my own travels, in meny
focieties and families, where fuch excufes have {2 far
prevailed, that I have been obliged often almoft (cni
frmetimes wholly ) to fing alone: I have known them
afier they were perfuaded to begin, to make fuch profi-



4 iV
cieney as to become far greater mafters of.ﬁnging than
m; felf, and that with little help, but practice.

Let me, therefore, now intreat heads of famxhe.s te
enncert every method to introduce the happy experience
into their families, by finging a few ver(es before or af-
ter prayer, of at any couvenicut epportunity : nor can
you tell how glocings the effects may be in divorcing the
misd. of youi oiltpring from earthly charms and earnal
mirth, creacking isic minds to Divire truths, and lead-
irn them toerernal feli ity —And O !let me initreat thoife
wiic are in the bloom i life, many of whow can, with=
out much excufe, £nd both art and voice for the finging
of carnal fongs, 1o cxeiude every excufe ; and now, while
in the prime of your d2ys. to pive up your fouls to the
Lord]cfus Chrift, and dedicate bodh heare & voice to his
feriice ; which will all add nothing to him, but prove
vour own prefent zi.d cverlalting joy.  Yea, let me call
on old &yeung, vich &poor, wond& free, to give their
attenzion while infore them that Jehovah has ftooped,
fufiered, and died, 13 labouring ftill, following you night
and .l2y with the wide leaved gates of immortzl glory
r.parded, all courring you from the regions of ceernal
trackndds and defpair to the bright realmsof everlsfting
day, aind the ={Jence of uncreated goced,that you may for-
evor folace in unfpeakable felicity., And are the con=-
cerns of afizdeww O important, year chains of davery fo
fweet, and mifery fo dear to you that you cannot leave
thera for the themes of heaven and jeys of immortol glo-
ry !

O think of your ftanding, and liften a moment to the
heavenly charmer, till you are fixed with his immortal
love, which will conltrain you to break out in fhoats of

raife and f2y with me, in the language of the Prophet,

RAISE THE LorD YE KINGS OF THE EARTH AND
ALL PEOPLE ; PRINCES AND ALL JUDGES OF THE
EARTH § BOTH YOUNG MEN AND MAIDENS, OLDR
MF.IN AND CHILDREN ; PRAISE YE THE Lozo.

s

AMEN,
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BOOK L )
Shisfly confifting of man’s fallen ﬁai{ ; together with ree
preofs te the ungodly €3 the language of awakeried finner s,
HY MN LeweeOnman’s fall.
I. HEN Adam flood in light
For trial, 1 was there ;

Between eternal day and night,

And did mny will declare.
2. For when the choice was made,;

I gave my full confent 3
In queft of other lovers ftray’d,

And from my farher weont,
3. Then down with bim [ fell,

And have no canfe to (ay
Imputed guilt fraks me to hell,

i threw my U1 away,
4. The conri=fs race firlt {tood

In Adem all as one,
Nar could a part forfuke their Gop

While otbors finnd alore,
5. In God ttey one muit be

Uniil thay 2li tebel
And if they i1 "tis alled free

"They fir theiufelves to hell,
6. Ceafe ther, O) wrerched man,

To charge iy woe onGed :
Ty bell is made with thy owo fin ;

"+ 1y hands have {pilt thy blood.

HY MN IN—Tb¢ awakened finner,

f. ONG bave T rred 1he way to hell,

&2 Andvaicly dream’s that all was well ;
T now I tezi my fins o load,
o6l a fanger 10 my God,
2. 1 rusaend tornat eviry breath,
Acd v in vould fly from fin and death ;
SBurab ! hele burs of unbeliet
Chain down my {cul {rom all relief,

' da
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4. Far from my help my friends do ftand,
While foes confpire on cvery hand :
Wherte fhall I hide, where thall 1 flee
For help, O Jefus, but to thee ?
4. To thee I'd come, help, I pray,
And take this unbelief away ;
Thou mighty God ; thou Prin~= of Peace,
Give my imprifon’d foul releale.
HYMN !I[.——-—-Tbﬁ/'ﬂmeo
B.TREMBLING, O God, I would addrefs
Thy free, thy taercy feat
Laden with da‘k.efs and diltrefs,
I talar Jefus” feet.
2. O help me, help me to believe
In the Redeemei’s love
My loul from chains of death relieve,
And make my guilt remove.
3. Lord, let thy goodnefs (hine on me;
And bring me kome to relt
O let me with thy children be
In heav’n forever bleft.
4 Thou cidft delight with 1h’ fons of men,
Before ihe v.orld was made ;
Come fer my help, O Jefus, then,
W/ th love and pow’r array’d.
5. Thylove, O God, is boundlefs flill,
And all thy bleffings free ;
May I believe it is thy will
s Togive thy grace «o me.
6. Q mi.ht the kappy moment come
When I ‘he Chn.’i);hall know, ’
Had Lawansing fuul brought heme
Frem. everlafting roce !
HYMN IV--;'—-Z'/M finner acknowle
and the ckriftian’s fufzry.
I.AH? thizk ey fonl, 1;.,/w b!e{{u{lhey
Whofe uilt and f.ass are done away ;
Their foals cojoy immoral love, ?
Whilel a wreichin darknefs rove,

dging his danges,
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s. Chrift fpreads His mantle o’er their head,
2oad feeds theny with im et bread 5
While I, poor finner, tta-ving go,
Expos’d to evelalling wos.

. His fpirit doth arourd :hem fhine,
And leads zheir fouls to lircams divinz
While [ in miy m da knefls dwell,
And oiije the fliayry fteep to hell.

Theis fouls arz L4 from ev’ry [oare,
Guard d by bz Redeswve:’s care
White I, poor fou!,atev’ry breatir,
Siand all expos’d to endlefs doath.

-l

HYMN V. The danger 227 vanily of 1he w2/,
VA[’\T world, vain world, 1 bid niicu
To your deceitful joys !

I will not fell my foui for you,
Nor longzr huz year 1oys.

2. Too lmg I gy 'd you i iy arme,
And courad ev’ o !mrc 3

RBut cow [ fze 'Ur Qutiing cimeoy
Wil end m o de oo,

3. You flaver with a vam applanis,
And pooan (s baaee jay,

When 24l your trezflu-<s are Sut drol,
Your Bhis an coipry iy,
Ten thoulana [ools by yoo are f.00,
Aund fual io end'cis night ;

But ati! wo ta e ihey rue i m:n,
And curfe your falf: - lighe.

5. Carelefs I trod your charmizz moze,
And thougiit thatuit voas weii

But now Tice thofe carval ways
L..J to the ;a5 of hell.

6. Sicit be the Lm:! that tasg"it my Lol
How near the yulph £ focd !

A now whiie inonal mor: cats 1oll

i {eck{ubQanial gow)
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HYMN VIL—The fame.

1. O WRETCHED fou!, where have I beeo 2

How have I foent my breath ?
In vain 2mufing paths of fin,
That lead to endlefs death, :
2. Unbounded goodnefs I’ve abus’d,
And chofe 1he dawnward road
The Saviour call’d, but I refus’d,
And trampled on his bload. . |
3. Long have my days been lengithen’d out
By an indulgent Heav’n,
And dare I now, without a doubt,
Expeét my fins forgiv’n ?
3. Yea, Lord, 1 hear ihy grace is free,
Thy goudnefs ne’er withheld
And love and pardon wait tor me,
Though I've fo long rebeli’d.

HYMN VIL Fer Children,
1. LORD. Iam young, but foon may go
Dowa 1o the filea: tomb,
When erd'z{s joy, or endlels woe
Mouft be my lafting home.
2. O change my heart while I 2m young,
jetus, thou Prince of Poace
Let grace employ any heart and tongue
* Tl wrortal hife thall ceafe.
3. O let thy word my counfel be,
Thy love my only joy ;
Place my affeCions all on tlee
Fiom earih, and ev’ry toy ¢
4. And let the bleft immortal dove
Lufpive my foul to 1cll
What glory, wifdom, and what love,
Doth in my Jefus dwell.
5. And whea { quit this mortal fhore,
L (hall with Jefus reft §
W hee I (hail never ferrow more,
But live forever bleft,
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HY I'} N VIIL Agaiﬂﬂ carnal mirth,
HO vain the wieich-that darcs employ
His rain ! in quelt of {erfual joy,
And for an heur of caine! minth
Chain dowii his foul to endlefs death !
2. Why will you wate your daysin vair,
Expos’d to eve.l. (t vz rain?
Your hours are 05, your moments fly,
Q 1higk, vain man, )ou ;e Lorn todie.
3. When doath airsits, how will y wu beag
To clofe your eyes in black defyau ?
How will you bear eternal pzin
Where horrois, wues, and.darknefs reign ¢
4. 541 cou'd younow cne moment know
“r'he horrors of thas gu'ph below,
Yoo would not hug yeur feafual joys,
Nor fell your fosls for empty 10y s.
HYMN 1X. 4 firner awakened,
I. L\.L(D, whal a weeiched Jouiam [ !
In m'chEh' {hades Tdwell §
Laden with 2uiir, and born 1o die,
And rufhing down 1o hiell.
2. Hell yawaos for my unhappy foul,
And threatens ev’ry breath§
While fwif as fleeting moments rolf,
I’n hurried down todearh.
2. Do hand but thine, O God of love,
My wretched ioul can fave ;
O come, dear Jefus, and remove
Tris load of puilt 1 bave,
4. My woundzl foul can never reft
A ftianger, Lord, 1othee
0 gt@nx me, grant me iy requeﬂ
And f:the pris’rer free,
5. Thv b\nol can walll my gu..z away 3
by love my heart c2n thcer s
O win 1y midnight into day,
And Laadhall my teag
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HYMN X.e— A reproof of the worldling.

1. EAR, O ye ftarving worldlings hear,

Thy days are thort; thy doom is near 5
Soon muft you quit this mortal thore,
Andall your gods will be no more.
2. Although you dream that all is well,
You're gliding down the fteep to beli;
And while you're mufing in 1he dream
Tre devil riumphs in his fcheme.
g.' You labour hard on earth to find
Some fenfual joys to charm-the mind ;
But know that all the joys you have
Wil hauat your fouls beyond the grave.
4. O lcave the treach’rous paths youv’e trod,
And wrn, ye ftarving fouls, to (God :
The bread of life is at your door,
O talte, and ftarve your fouls no more.

HY MN XL——The fame,
1. HOW many haplefs men will -1
Their poer immortal fouls to bell,

And for a few deceitiul toys
Farever loofe eternal joys !
2. This tempiing world isbut acheat ;
With poifon mix’d in ev’ry fweet ;
Andall its pleafing themes and love
Will but at laft & dagger prove.
3. Ye {tarving fouls that earih purfue,
Return and bid shofe charms adieu
The end of all your joys are nigh ;
O &y intime, to Jefus fly.
4. He waits and yer would make you bleft ;
Weuld give your fouls eternal reft ;
He yet would bring you home 10 Gud,
And ]i;ed you with itnmoral food.

YMN XJI An old finner awakened,
1. O What a wretghed finner, Lo{d 1

I now begin to fee
The danger of the ways I trod,

Bui know not where 1c e,
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2. Long have I turn’d my back on thee,
And{l:chied all thy grace ;
Yet pity, Lord, O pity me,
And let me fee thy face.
3. O thould I now expire my breath,
I mut go down to dwell
In chzins cfeverlalting death,
Among the fiends in hell,
4. Lord change my heart, or I am gone ;
O give me life divine !
Though I am e!d, may I be born
A Leav’nly child of thine.
HYMN Xl 0n death.
x.DE:\TH reign’d with vigeur fince the Fall,
And rides with fury (all ;
Nor rich nor peor, nor great nor fmall,
Can €’er refilt his will,
2. He ravages both night and day,
Through all our moral itage ;
And ev’ry creature falls a prey
To his refiftlefs rage.
2. Nations and empires he has flain,
And laid whole cities walle,
And doth his ciuel fiege maintain
To(weep the world in hafte.
4. Ride forth, O mighty Prince of Peace,
And 1ake away his fting,
Then fhall his cruel kingdom céafe,
And fainis his triumph fing,
HYMN XIV.—Souls one by the fpirit of Chrift fhould neg-
er be parted by their different principles,
1. THE world trom chriftians are apart 3
But thall it €’er be faid,
*Mong thofe whom Gop hath join’d in heart
Are feparations made ?
2. They’re all of one eternal band,
And wih one Father bleft ;
All led by the Redeemer’s hand,
T the fame joy and reft.
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3. Why then thould circumftantials mar
That union fo divine #
Or nen-effentials ever bar
Thofe which they cannot join ?
4. No forms or tenets can unite,
O bring the fouls to heav’n 5
Then for them let not chriftians fight,
Where Gop is all forgiv’n,
5. O Gob, fubdue thofe cruel jars
Wi thy cementing grace ;
Nor let the devil hold up bars
Among the heav’n-born race.
6. O give us that transforming flame
Of the immortal Dove,
That thofe that bear thy lovely Name
-May all contend for love.
HY MN XV.—dxn aged finner awakened.
1. O WHAT a wretched ftaie I’'m in !
In midoight darknefs and in fin ;
In {chains of death, the devil’s {lave,
Jult ftepping in the gaping grave.
2. O Gop, look down, lock down on me,
Forgive my fins, and fet me free ;
Or foon I'm £ix’d, O wretched doom !
Where help nor hope can never come.
3. I may perhaps, for who can tell 2
1 may cfcage the jaws of hell 5
Lotd here I fall before thy face,
Make me a miracle of grace. .
HY M N XVl Againft profane fivearing.
I. WHY wretched-mortals will {uﬁ (ﬁr;;_ ¥
_ Oamnipotence, and curfe and {wears? -
Why will you walte your precious breath -4
To Kutchafe everlafting death ?
2. Ah ! could you fee that awfyl pit
That yawns for your unguarded feet,
You’d thrink at thoughts of landing there
. 7 »
Where you with devils foon muft thare,
3 Be wife in time, the gofpe! bear,



H Y M N v

That yet proc aims the joviul year g
There’s yei a hipe, an\ WAO D
But you may ver efcore i-om hell #

Paniy

HYMN XV, --7/1 _/;u,ur s enmeploint in aillil

O 13 x“' Kirr ot 2rroes cuu
ml"l muoft ! 7?
O wrect: "J ﬂa sl tofanwy oo
In evaslatiing wo.
. How 2an 1 leave this rorts! {lage,
And 1zke my wreichad flighty
With 2} my {125, tay hell, 5z
Toeverlathng i he !
3. Teatboufl: W oweods T oo woud ¢ Lres
Tns @ faw rmasseris roore s
My m.‘m(s wiihs s to Lie
My day of graz: is o%er,
4. Mo way, no way to thun Re lrole,
The doeziful foue is come ;
My days are goor, miy thiead s zs nroke,
And ‘*a:al is my dana
. Curft bz oh? ailosir - ehepme of Tale !
[’ve lolt my f:;'_.. e
And vow mutt go, T Lm hazi'd hesce
To bid YOUr tmng ndiern,
HY MW . N T e A o Fenerd,
I}”i‘loﬁ‘zi dnft we wreiched momals cane,
And zroan atev'ry I
Dyingunul his morist jgan:
Is all diffolv’d in devh,
2., M hen man rebeil'd an
M fold Bimfilj = flave,
And :roaas beneath a heavy load,
Tz drops into the prave.

l;m .

Sis Gon

2. Tous inan iofias man is nrl'd,
1D »"On @ iew howrs of pun

T )

Then ssinto an vnknovn werld,

ﬂ\ d 'ci\?f SRR raE.uIv, '
4. Condzlg, ( Gow,wis 3y ngace, -

o

hour,
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S'nce thou their end dg'h know
Muakebare thy m'ghty arm of grace,
Ard fave tram endlels wo,
5. ) may we mumgh Jer 1khe grave,
When this poor Life (hall ceale,
With thee may we forever live
In 1he fwee: realms of peace !

HYMN XIX.—4 finner convincedof his death by blindnef:

1. EiARD heast of mine ! O :hat the Lord
Would this hard heart fubdue !
0O come thou bleft life-giving word,
Ard form my foul anew.
2. I hear the heav’nly pilgrims tell
Their fins are all forgiv’n,
A4 while on earth their bodies dwell,
"T'heir fouls enjoy a heav’n.
2. While I, poor wreich, in darknels ftand,
Wiih guilt a heavy load .
And ev'ry breath expos’d to land
Beyond the grace ot Gob.
4. The chrifbans fing redeeming love,
And ralk o! joys divine
And {oon, they fay, in realms ahove
In glory they fhall thine.
5. Butah! i’s all an unknown tongue,
I rever kuew that love ;
I cannet fing that heav’nly fong,
Nor tellof joys zbove.
6. T war', O Gop, I know ot what !
I want what faints enjoy ;
O let theis poriion be my lot,
Th ir work be my employ,
7. Fan wou!ld 1 know thar Saviour ming,
A;:d ;aﬂe h!is b'eeding love,
ith all the heav’uly pilorims ioi
Whll: Iies defer¥ r‘:w%. Joit
8. Tten O to +hefe wranfporting realms,

L1y foul would foas 2wy, .

~
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Where all the warriors wear oz palms
Ia everlaftiny day.
HY MN XX ——For children,
1. Y&]H[LE o Lie's bloan, O Gur of grace,
Conven my fuul 1o ihge
O let me run (he chrithian 1ace,
And thou my leaer be.
2. O Jefos, fpesis tha hesling word,
“ Vhy tis are all forziv’n;”
zthoa my father and my Gop,
My portionand my heav’n.
3. F.in would { know and jove thy name,
And {perd my lite and breath,
i's fpread iy love, and found thy fame.
Uatil the hpur of dearh.
4. And when grim death fhall [irike the blaw,
And bid my fpirit flee,
I (hall withour relu@ance go
To reign, O Gop. with thee.
HYMN XXJI The awakened fiunsr,
x. O AM 1 burniodie,
W:th an immostal foul #
Ah ! hure’d to eternity,
As twift as ume can roll,
%. I jult begin tofee
Ah ! Lord, what thall 1 do ?
How (hall a wreiched linner flec
From everlalting wo !
3. I dare no longer fiay
Sonigh the jaws of hell ;
Yei how 1o go, or find the way
To Chnft, i cannot tell.
4. They fuy thathe is kind,
£nd piies dying men ;
But Bow fhall 1 this Jefus find ?
O tell me where, or when,
5. They fay he don’t deny
The trembling fouls requeft,
And thofz who on bis word rely
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Have found immediate reft.
6. O Lotd, though I am vile, . -
Receive me as L am ; '
Le heav’ns immortal goodnefs fmile,
On me thro’ Chrift the Lamb. )
HY MN XXII—Againft lufts, and cgraal mirth.
I. SAY men of pleafure, men of luft,
Who walte your hours in vain,
Why will you live, and die accurft,
Such beaftly joys 1o gain ?
2. You call your pleafures civil joy,
To recreate the mind ;
But {oen they will your fouls deftroy,
As you too lare will find,
3. Small is the thread, and fhort the ftep,
Between your fouls and hell ; -
And the rext breath ycu may be fwept
Whese endlefls horrors dwell. .
4. And when yon 1ake your wretched flight,
Your earthly joys mult céafe ; R
Your fculs in everlafling night,
Far from the realms of peace.
5. Othat you knew in this your day,
What to your peace belongs !
You would not throw your fouls away
For a few carnal fongs. o
HYMN XXIIl.—The finner convinced of, and groan:
o ing under aload of fin, '
x. LORD Gob of grace, I feel, 1 fee
My foul a firanger now to thee !
A defert world I wander sound :
With chains of guilt and darknefs bound.
2. Ten thoufand foes with all their rage
Againft my naked foul engage ;
And O! unlefs you grate employ,
They will, O Gob, my foul deftroy. .
% 1 hear thy precious blood was fpilt,
or 10 remeve a world of guilt 5

Then let my foul thy gapduefs plead,
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Tt T from chains of deah am freed.
4. Diaw nigh, O bledl- | Gop, diaw nigﬁh
Aud fave my foul before [ dees
A wretched finner atihy door,
Onedsop of mz=rcy doth 1m1icwe,
5. O Lord { cainot eafy be,
Until thy grace hath fet me free 3
Come, O thou mighty, Jefu:, come,
And call the 1rembling rebel hume,
HYMN XXIV.weeThe fame,
I. TU (50D the great, the good, the wife,
Pl go with all m guili and thame ;
To heav’n I’V lift my heart acd eyer,
And plead the blood of Chrift the Lamb.
2. O Jelus ake my guilt away,
And wath me in thy precious blcod 3
Give me cne glimpis of beav'nly day,
That I may know the living Gop,
3. A happy hour I né’er thall fee
Unil I view thy fmiling face ;
O let ve find my help inihee
Loru {3v¢ me by 4y boundlels graze,
4. I know thou woeuld not me denvy,
Nor fpurn me feom thy giacicus throae,
1t I couid on thy grace rely,
Andc.it my foul cn Chrilt alone,
5. But O 1bis harden’d heart ot mine,
Rejecis thy boundlets feca of love s
My flubborn wl, will not refign,
And s 1o oo knefs (b T rove,
HAIMN XXV — Againft any feparations abou? nox-effintials
of religion among senvorted fouls.
1, i ET ev’ry foul redeem’d irr (n deaihy
' < Keep nearto their Redeermers aims,
Aol pever ip nd ey titne and boeath
iyowarm deloes for o ward torars,
2. One mes viieews o day 1w Sop,
fnoter eviy divalibe s

)
{

]
'y
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Yet he that wafh’d them in his blood

Doih in their vames no diff’rence make.
3- Oune man eats herbs, another meat ;

And who his brother dares condemn,
Since ev’ry chriftian is complete, ‘

And all as cne in Chrift «he Lamb?
4. The Saviour’s caule is never fpread

By a Se&arian name or zeal ;

No medes nor forms can saife 1he dead,

Nor to peor feulsa Chrift reveal.

5. Ceafe ttien, ye happy heirs of heav’n,

From a SeQarian zeul or war ;

Your finsare aliby Chrift forgiv’n,

Aod wis love fulfils the law.

6. O 1hink how foon the davy will come,

When you fhall reach the reatms ol peace,
Ard fiod ihe fame eternal home,

Where difcords thall forever ceafe.
HYMN XXVI.——The complaint of an awakenied finner.
1. O Wha ailate my foul isig !

. Norcan I ¢’ertbe bleft,
‘Without releafe fram death and fin,

Or find 2 momen’s reft,

2. I'hcar that Chrift is pafling by,

Four finpers 10 relieve
Zat ab ! ] muft in dasknefs lie,

Uaiil 1 do believe.

- 3+ My {iupid mind and fobborn will,

Chains down my foul ro deaih,

And here I ygroan in darknels fll,

Wi one fpark of faith.

4 O Gob, for my poor foul Lppear,

And make my toes fubmir g
Unleek, unlock s prifor door,

Ad brirg me brom the p,

5. Pulldewn the pride wihin my beart

Fiom blindnels ie1 me free ; g
May I with ev’ry idol part,

And give myfell 10 ilige.
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6. Olet me (eel thy love divine,
And bear thy healing voice 5
Unnil I know that thou art ming,
I never can rejoice.
HYMN XVl Defiring a portion ariexg the fasic,
. Was my lot amorg thicfaints,
And I might all theie glones thare,
Soen thould I lufe thefe fore complators,
iNor earth nor hell would make me fear.
2. Gop s their porton and their e,
Aud they are fate s:neath hus fhade;
In him they are forever bleft,
Though earth and bell rheir peace invade.
3. T hough they are frorn’d while here below,
By thole thar do their Lord defpife.
Y et foon the wicked woild thall know
They have a fsicnd thar never dies
4 Soon will thev with their Jefus teign
In love oo heav’ns immortal thoe
While in 1he gulph of endlels pain
The wcked fink forever more.
5. O God, give me my portien 100,
Among the tollowers ot the Lamb ;
Then will I bid my lears adieu,
And found 1hine everlufting tame,
HYMN XXVIII An aged fiuner awakencd,
1. Wreched foul ! [ now begin
To tect my wolul cale §
Ah twretch V whai days P’ve fpent in fin,
RejeGing Gop’s fice grace |
2. My precious days are almoft gone
In the broad read to death.
And sow which way can [ return
In my dechining breath ?
3+ So lony wirh finners 1 have trod,

How can [ Figk toc2ton Gop ?
Or feck 10 be torgiv’n ?
4. Yetil I here remainl die,
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My fect from eanth and hell :
But it thou ftand ¢y conftant friend
I’m fafe, and all is well.
4. Let love divine infpire
My heart wirh facred flame 5
And muke ir all oy heart’s delire
To love an! fpread thy name.
5. Not a'lihe joys on eanth,
And grandeur hese below,
With countlefs years of carnal misth
Can ever blefs me fo.
HY MN XXXIL——The awakcned fianers
1. AVE me:cy un ine, Lord,
Kemove my unbelief
Thar I may feel the hving word,
- And lofe my fear and grief,
2. My wietched foul doth lie
Undone wirthout a friend 3
But O! if thou arnt paffing by
Thine arm of love extend.
3. O Lord how can I bear
Thar m&t unhappy doom
Ot everlalling forrows, where
Thy grace can never come !
4. Come, blefled 3aviour, come
Audiake my guiltaway ;
And let me find that happy home
O everlafting day.

5. Bui Oitis this heart of mine
Fhat keeps me trom thy love ;
When will my flubborn will refign,
And all thefe mountains move !

HYMN XXXII. An awalkened yoush,
1. LORD let me never go
The way the wicked tread,
Their @eps 1ake hold on endlels wo,
And they among the dead.
2. O call e home 10 thee,
How in my yonthful days 3
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And let my life and portion be
Inihe Redecmer’s ways,
3 It is thy grace I want;
O let me tafle hy love;
Methinks, O Gon, my {.ul doth pamt
For pleafures trom above.
4 O Jefuslei meknow
Thy kingdom in my foul ;
Thy grace cap iz ¢ trom cndlels wo,
And all my fears controuls
5. O fthall I ever be
Among the chnflians bleft ?
O Jefus take me now 1, 1hee,
And give my fpirit reft.
6. Then in 1heseatms abave,
My Gobp 1 {kall adore
Forever {olace in his love,
Butgneve and fin no more,
HYMN xxxiv,——The jame,
1. O THOU thar floop’d frum sealaes of Fzht,
Whofe name is Life and T,
Pluck me from chains of death 2nd mighi,
While in the bloom of you:h.
2 I’'m born, O Gop, an heir of death,
Condemn’d by my cwn fin
Time fieets away, and nota bieath
Wil ¢’er reiurn again.
3. O Gobp, sedeem me by thy grace,
While hieis in iss bloom,
Tha I may run the chntian race
*Thll death commands me home,
¢ Wi hout thy love I am undone,
Acd all my ti‘e is vain,
And whea icfe fleeting hours are gone
I land in eadlels pain,
5. Have puy on me, blefled Gop,
Aund rake 5.y heait 10 thee,
And (. tne by thy precicus blood,
Fiom all my bord.ge ties,
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HY MN uxxV.,——The finner’s complaint and oonjgﬁlg
1. O What a harden’d wretch am 1} L
Wil n-rhing melt way harden’d mind ?
1 hear that Chriltis pafling by,
But know it not, for I am blind.
2. His bowels yearn o’es wrerched men,
And I am call’d 1o 1afle his iove,
And yet my heart’s Lo hard in fin
1 neitker feci, nei melt, nor move,
. Long has he waied at my door,
And Ia wretch as toug defpis’d
And now if he (kould call no more,
In endlefs death I clcfe my ever,
4. And yet how carelefs am I ftili,
Surrounded with imposiant fcenes 3
0 Tefus turn iy rapid will,
ienove my. guilt, and brezk my chains.
HYMN: xxzxvr, i aged finner awakened.,
i. HAT heart can think, or tongue can tell
How much etpos’d wy foul doth fiaad !
Condemn’d, and on the brizk of hicll,
With threat’ning foes on ev’ry hand,
2.. My flze:ing hours are almeft gene,
*And foon I muft refign my breath ;
The way admuis of no reiurn
No hopes beyond thie gates of d=ath.
3. If once the cords of lite are broke,
And I without & Saviour tounrd,
My wre.ched foul muft boar the fhicice
Ot death through one eternal round.
4. How can 1 reit another day,
Copdemn’d in this unguarded ffare !
Geod Lord agpear, appear I prav,
Al fave me though my fisz are great,
5. Moke bare thine arm, exierd :hyuarace
B tore dewhy thrikes the taal blow ’
Aud let me {ve thy (i lace,
Oi 1 fall fak in cadicls voo,
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VYR AREVIL=Ta: finxer conaiiticd o;r[‘,/:/x.{.r,n
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tmir, ¥ ONG have I trod the downward o1,

11e)

fang.

And pray ’d but toan nukoswa Gob,

And carelefls walted ev’ry breath,
Condem’d to everlafling deatb.
2. I valnly thought thatall wes ’vcl
When pfyﬁ‘nf»' d«‘n\"') :He oadto boilg
Rt now methinks g port I fze
'L'; v vile and hn,v ex')m Jd1 e

Yet m.mm {o far E Ve rov d rom 0,
’ s s have !mu.
YWho hoowes s i ln 12y yerdilslay
Hu fave, o ke e f" Laiht away.

His love is greal fie zvace 15 fre,
\«Vl“‘ lnows butit i Jy rezoly O Tk P
l vt Lnay ﬁng ol jovs divin:

L hedie H the vioild that Chaftis xome.

g 2 thon'd T oever bs o Ulel
T b 11 that ever2fiirg rett,
Pd tea ip for joy, and Gop a2dos,
And fesrihe vezv of hell o o
H Y M N Xf:_'{"i
LOOL; down, O Cup, from reaims abovs,
And bizis me v red ein:og love
Yidle T am young, O et ot koo
5 Mﬂe of hezv'n while here helow,
I R L that Lam borm 5 die g
d,y faowto falos iy d
].'_) d famn thine 1mage on oy Lo,
Nz from thy wayslet e r'if~'r’..
3 Fain wouid 1 fpend 61y eas b days
To walk with Gobp in wiid,n's wa 2ys
Led byx Lrod where e’er | rove
T'o 'cll iz worders of his love,
4. And if oo doit on me beltow
Long lifz and trenzth while here below,
S ill let thy grace infpire m/ tonzue,
And praifes be my d 1oy {ona,
¢

R hm P ;”Zrlw
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Thier biing me tomy Fale’s home,
“ihall ihy faintsin yo-~3~{,al blcom ;
o d:ik thy fove, and fin g iy p:a!‘fe,
ciaicngin erernal (’3,5
TR XXXIX, —/{gam/} drinking and profans fwearing,
f} LD wretch indcec U hat dares prelume
7 Aguinft the laws of Gop and man,
"ho belches omt blaiphempus tume,
Ard hurries down to endlefs pain.
Vheire will foch puilty wretches fize,
%Vhen desh fhall frike vhe {zial blow !
+ will they bear that Gep tofee
Vitem they bhadphem’d and would not know.
The divnkard now fills up his bowl,
And dainks il 21 his fenle is drown’ d 5
« lttle thinks hiz precious foul,
Is to irfernal regrons bound,
C i they koo bow deep tfxey wound
Tucir wretched aocs imeronal foule,
on would lh“, leave 1h* enchanced m«\und
Tx it fm a1 mirih and jolly bowls.
Foulz them, O Goo, tofecls thy face,
Ilow wh ! here isa who can tell,
nwothey may ﬁrxd redeeming grace,
Ard *(cepe the endlefs pairs of te!!
FER XL———A’jx Zer ;;'wakezz :d, azzd greaning for help.
O Whara lozd of g,
Heigsonmy oo ity foul!
darknels all my c'k)s xe tcen,
Arnd fin’d without congroul,
vAnd now my fins

,7 U‘Q

Acd give my Gul thy grace 3
1 £y o~ -
tpel thele cleuds and fet ma Gae

That | may fes thy iace
G:v: e itamornal light, :
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And v may fool rom hedly
- banrth i o erereal '1«ght
I oalt forever d vell
Y M N LXL——Ou death,
I SC)C)N I malt beor the olemn call
(Picpad’d or nat) to yieid my breath 5
And 1his poor oy otal frame mult L2
A he'piefs prev tocruel dea h.
2. Then 1ok, my £l Lok frward aow,
And anchor falebey ! e Aoty
Bow torhe Savien’s foatltood, bow,
Auvd et s 'i":‘.“:u:r'eV‘« Goo.
3. Lrivse heie fleering nonss sz goaz,
"ll bid this mensl woild adieu;
Andtoibhs Loid Il new =250
Miv lite, my bieathy, 210 Daeiree
. Then welcome dearh withall it Jcice
Nomore I’ll i:0r the getiig 2.avl g
Jeinsray God, ey lalt reluerie,
V'Vm reach Lis arm my fushto Nivz
He will noihids histminey (o,
Nor fcove me o that tryie g hoer
el my foulioon his ioe
LAnd il T=ave s raaval "7’\ W,

£

'

HYMN YLi{—7h groans o @ awakonzd e

1. A‘»mner, Lmd ~odemnn’d 1o die,
Vi ould to thy Lrace Yor celfupe dy

Toihee b zioznwih :zcvr,u‘p?«zg broa
O fave me i;.7 ererpal dea
2. My tozs, my fears, andww unile,
To cham ez dewn v calicds nigi
Ear Q1 Ieannotthiniio dvcil
In eodlefsdurkmefs, den tand Lelid

Look dowe, O GOD, ECRIRI ERoRo R 45 1 rrav,
And drivzihizle awiul bEals AViay
QO vanqu. & hisinfermal ciew,
And all ;y {1l by grace ren i,
4. Then would my fonldeiishr 1o 191
‘What gucdrelsdoth in Jelos Gyl s

-
24



28 Ly vy ii N &
‘Since 1 afinper found thy dcer,
1°d Zand and cail ten thoufand mote.

HYMN XLIL—-The fame,
I. Lord, how dang’tous is the place
¥ iiere my poor foul doth fland,
VWidh all my {ins, without thy grace,
And death on either hand!
2. Time, lile a rerent, fwife doth hutl,
And fteals my breathh away,
And drives me tc tbe rether world,
Without the fealt delay.
. Socn will thefe monal cords be broke,
Aad I fhall loie my bieath
Socn muft 1 feel the fatal froke
Of an all-conq’ring death,
4. Then would it tear my bleeding hearr,
And fill me wnn defpair,
If Cheitt thanid oo =y foud depart,
Where hope iz known no more.
5. Exiend, extend, O Lamb of Gob,
Thy bletled arm of pow'r,
Speak to my foul one faving word,
Yo this diftrefling hoos.
6. O let me now redemption know,
£ad tafle immertal love
Ard Jet me with thy people go,
To the bright realms above.
H Y M N XLIV.—The trembling fiuner,
I. 0 How I thudder on the brink,
And groan at ev’ry breaih !
My foul cach hour expos’d to fink,
1o everlafting death.
2. Tcanvot bear totake my 87ght,
With dzvils down to Lell.
And banifl’d from eterpa! Lighy,
In endlefs night to dwell,”
3+ Ofave me tiou indulgent Gop,
From everlaliing pains ;
And Iatit fill be known abroad,
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4. Dl pot he et Redeemer dis
Uvuvon the cuiled iree

Toen why O oicll 4 Jefus, why,
V/hy s it not for e ?

§ O letine hiow the Siviear’s death,
And rect ins l‘ﬁw_; pow’s ;

YWasn iha [ el tha word of faith,
And ‘ez thehapay hour f

-
6. Unven v s, hon Lzmb of Goo,

To'fce thy o
An{ fet vy precions, prozioos blosd,
s b= iv.ge to ma.

H T Al N _JL
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frovas end tnals newy,
ifhchyn rm(h’d hole
Wherz heavnly armie
4 ?) gowaviud g
Sne has b
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2. My flutborn will, will not relent,
Nor my obduraie heart repent 5
O might feae pow’s of Jove diving,
E’er melt this rocky heart of mine !
3. Cume, mighty G.¢, thefe fres {ubdue,
Form my benighted foul anew @
QO let. me rafte the joys above,
And juin to fing redecming love,
4. Give me ore fpark of heav’nly day,
T [carter aY thefecleuds away
Weor fhall I ever happy be,
Till fiem thele chains I am %t free. -
EYMN XLVIIL—[lars miforadle cheice, and eog dition,
1. YIICH! vas the ciime, great was the fall >
And tzial was the daring blow, '
When tnao wih paradife and all,
Piung’d ic: 2 labyrinth of wo.
2. Deep did thz damning poifon feize,
The pum’rous thirony of human race ;
Beyond all help for dieir difeafe,
Bust by Jehovah’s arm of grace.
3. And when redeemiog love comes dovr,
By the incainiate Son of GOD
How tsany diliegaid the crown,
While oihers dituk to fpill his blocd !
4. Where Gop his boundlefs grzce has {piead,
Ten thculund feuls fink deeper ftill 5
Eenea n thie curle amone the dead,
Apainft the Savicue’s love aud will,
5. While Lz is fourcing intleirears
_And Leav’uy ouds fpread all around
ey tosn their backs, and drown their {ears 5
Acd thus of cruice 1o hell they’re bouad,
90 How aiany Ynces 1 and Lear,
- The Llorine: golpel rump invain g
seepog in by they refl fecue,
i il obey awaken endlefs pain.
7. Thoufinds and 1ens of thenfunds inore”
Prexwsnd tw love the zo’z21 found,
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‘Who hold the form, but hate the pow’rs
Defpife the crefs, and loole the crowa. P
8. And thus of all ke finkiog race,
O thocking thought | thereis bt few
Who ¢'et obiain the wok of grace
Thar ‘o3 the inmolt foul anzw,
9. O piry. Lord, rhele heirs of dea'k,
T haciay condemn’d 1o endlefs mghx
Dierhe, O icrmortal fpirit, breathe
And m-ke themn clildren oi the ligh?,
HY M KLVIIL—The awakenzd fiuncr grazamy fori: s,
1. LL I' me no longer go,
O Gop, withous thy grace
My foul is bound with guiltand wo
Among the vilelt race.
2. :rah thies cas ail around,
From which I cannot flec
Ng belp, ve help, O Gop, is frund,
But what is found ia thee,
3. If Ing'er tafte thy love,
Nor thy {Livaticn know,
In anguith thro’ this world 1 rove,
Then fink in endlels wo.
1. My lifeidelf, O GOD,
Is like atrouul- 1 fee,
Unlefs Iafle imamos lfohd
For ther S Do i ,'s but thes
= Lo ift me from this gulph
© O darkoefs and of dzah,
And canifelt thy blefled fcif
Betote my partting breath,
HY MN XLIX eaiThe faine.
E’ ORD I beginto {Le”
—  How dsrorcis iy cafe s
L/ vy ;‘ fa v tll(. iruul I be,
A livanger o by crace !
2. Wy fins, O Goo, are great 5
My days are ¢liaop gl)nf ;
I tremble on the brink of tute,
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Bieros’d to endlefs pain..
3 ien thouland foes invade,
For as- ungoarded foul §
Ard many unfcen fnares are laid
And e with wt ceniroul,
4. O pity, michry Gop,
Zud Live me bving faith
And wath me inthe Saviour’s blood,
Bz e P'm tottin Death,
HY UN L0 aflorm of ihuxder 5 when two freas wert
Aruck with inhiing not far from where 1 [t
1. % b, feewha heavy clouds anife,
=~ And verling the refulgent fkies,
iy fpread a emdoigh (hade !
Like arz-v bulls with rapid force
Spread o’zrthe hills with mun’ring voice,
Do h all our tents invade. )
2. lmpetocus firaaes their floods difperfe
“I'he meads, and valiies feon immeric
In the o'er fpreading fluud
Tumpeftuous Lills iheir firength engage,
Au_mznting the rapacious rage,
Spread awtul {zenes abroad,
2. Huk ! hark ! what thunders rend the fky,
Wh:ls fheers ot Lquid nitre fly,
And burn the fulpb’rous air !
Berearh me fhakes the fohd ground ;.
Ao awial bel’wing all aroand,
While clouds i flames appear,
4- ¥vhat hirea’ning dangers now refound,
Aind gaping graves {pread ail around,
Tole'ze a helpels worm,
What feere: of n.yh, and arms of death,
Farfues me now 3 every breath ‘
Amidlt his ﬂc’f?:y {:Uiﬂ‘t!
5 A biazngboli vew rolls with ftrife,
A poinis to my unguaiied life,
Fiom which I cannot flee :
But Leav'as alin zbiy arm of care
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Now bids the thraa’atng bolt fosbear,

And Rrike fome r‘ew“ourmg tiee.
6, The rugged elin nuw feels the firoke
A ftaislv trunk in (hiveis broke,

While I Zeuiety itand;

O may the fene eifveal prove,
Lo it my foul with thanks and fove,

‘Lo Gop’s indalgent hana !

HTu’]JV Ll — A finner o onmna/or the knowledgs

U Help alinner, Loid, I pray,
Befors 1 amuadose
Iily unbeiie! O take away,
#ud make the Saviour known.
. Pve heaid oy naae, but do nor know
Ity tove, nor who .m.u ani
J let me tive nolonosr [,
Dt enter I my Leart,
« O mall { ever uaits 1y love,
And know that thou art miine ?
Stall Ie’er find 1his maantain move,
Aod {in7 ol joys divine?
. Millious ot wéilds would not rejoice
My wourdxd 'g £t {o,
As the Blzdeemn ‘s hieny’aly vulce
To iave s "rom 14 WO,
5. Then would el the war'd thy name
" Loog as I drew oy bee ;1'1
And !h/ unboundet jrrace
i Bfeexpic’din dea .
Hfi”[\/ L I] The couds 191 ,,f /u/] Fadlng i,
‘/‘,"/ HIL L Gitars blet wnb wind and ride,
Daulf ly o’er 'hz acean cids,
CH rful they fpend their houss sin misin e
But swhen the raging npel blow,
And yawains 2raves invade below,
Lhey trewb'e on the verge of Jearh,
1'hea to their knees the wreichzs fly
o feck afriend 3 diey rsuin and cry,
C Confafs e ans, acd help implore ;

b

o v
¢ -
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Aud while difteefs’d to heav’n they vow
1t Gop will help, and fave them zow
They’il tread their fintul ways no more.
. But when he ftills the foaming main,
And calms the furtous winds again,
Saon they {e:p2r the vows they made 5
« Come on, they [y, ye merry fouls,
o J2 Il drown our grief with joily Souwls
¢ Cood luck bas all our jears allay'd.
4. O poor reurns for grace fo great
To wreichcs on the brirk of fate !
Good Lord forgive th’unhappy crew 3’
O may they pow by grace reform,
Belore the erear and dreadful form
P.ove their eicinz) overthrow.
HYMN LIl — An awatened finner convinced of the empti
nefiof al bis earthly joys.
1. QO long wy foul has fed on toys,
T And ggrafpxd for airy good !
"Too long defp:fed fubftantiial joys,
-And {tole the ferpencs foed !
2. And nciw I know not where to go
T find a grick relief;
What can iy, what can I do,
W!ien bound with unbelief ?
3. Uiy pide is firong, my heart is hard,
My cyes wirth {ins are blind
I feel myfelfin prifon bar’d
No freedum cauv 1 find.
4. Bur Cncethy grace is boundlefs fill,
O G, Y cannor ceafe
To hicpzin thee ; for %is thy will
To give poort {innzis peace.
5.. O Jefus, touch my ftubborn heart,
With love and life divine 3
My foul from all my idols pait,
Then fhall my foul be ihice.
5. O naife me from this grave of deat®:,
Aad be my only fiiend ;.

L
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"‘Then to ihy name 171 Dend my breah
it ime i h me ﬂ]ﬁ“ end.

1L, TI0OW ha,‘py was lhe froke of dea'.‘,
That flouck ihe faral Fow,
wi {22’ dse ooor s7m2ns of breah
And tid the foiri o
2. How ative did the T .slawake
Soonasitleftihe dlay |
Envelor’d in the dufls I2ke,
Q- freich’d in heay rx?y day.
<. Ah!now the foars her hapey rovrd
Wuhin the blif:iul thore s
Orelle in ch-ins of darkn:f boeund,
Where hope iz krown no oiore.
- &adiuon, ah ! foon we malt poifus
That 501 {0 lzely fl-d
And foen of us they may fay tos,
/U Dguch anoong is dead !
. Lo:d God 2wzke poor finners now,
Tﬁyat they it wr deuw b may fio g
Thur when death C.ikes the faial Lo
They may anste Wil]‘ ihee.

HYMN LY 7w [ ace feeling fomsthing of his £.te.

L, () YW hat a heart o \xP i!

How Lubbemn ismy willl
I cannci wel, T ca~nc &y,
Mordare 1 here Ge (i},
My fou is bouad with chains,
Thie gulph of suin nigh
I'; threa’d with cierzl
Yet hiive vo heart to ﬂy.
3. Gouvd Logd, lectdown, T pray,
And raifz me froay iz u...d
O el my idol all :wav,
Arc givema hving Grad,
4. O mu» tthe eomeni came
en I mizhalle his love !
b cffed Lord, thz wao i ier home,

'
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And make my guilt remove, .
HMY N LVI~——To profane fwearsrs,
I. 'YOU that profane your Mzker’s name,
And curfe and {wear without controul,
O think in time what guilt and fhame
You’ie heaping on your naked foul.
2. Why will you fink your foul fo faz,

And choofe in hell your wreiched doom ;
YYhy will you dwell forever where

One fpark of hope can never come ?

3. Soon will you plunge in endlefs roiz,

And groan beneath your load of fin< ;-

And wifh 10 die, but wifh in vain ;

Your torment tut anew begins,
4. O that you would be wife to dzy,

And rifk your wreiched fouls no more !
Retorn and fly without delay ;

Gap’s goodnefs hath no bound nor fEare,
HYMN LVil.—S8ouls defiring to knew their fatein Chrifl
1. O Could.I once but really know,

* The bleffed Chrilt was mize !
Or could I now leave all below,

And 21l to Gop refign !

2. i1 eculd I fing of joys above,

And feed on 2ngel’s food,

Methinks my feul would petor rove

For all created good !

3. O Jelus lend thy hand 10 me,
And enter in my heart ;
And bend my foul fo faft ¢ :hee,

That I may cever par:.

4. Ten thoufard years of earihly blifs,

I thould efzem but fmall,

If Chrift was mine, and I was his
l;{ordhe isall in a!l, !
5. Redeem my fou!, G Gop, from wo

That I may love thy namé, wee
And fptead (with joys) where’er I go

Thy love, and bleeding tame. —2
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HYMN LVUL —A reproof of the open profane.
"37E poor unhappy fouls that dare
Biafphems 2gain(t the heav’as,
Will you improve to curfe and {wear,
Breathe for repentance giv'n ?
2. Why wili you give your tongues the rein,
Tolin withoui conitou),
And in eternal death and pain,
Plunge animmorial foul.
2. O think what loads of guilt and wrath,
You now are heaping up ;
And what eternal pangs of death
Is in your biter cup.
4. Why will you make fuch fatal chains,
And choofe ihe road to hell ?
Wiy will you choole in endl={s pains,
With wreiched fouls to dwell ?
5. O wrn, unhappy morials turn,
Forfake your fl:pp’ry way ;
No longer at Jehovah fpura,
But 1wrn without delay.
HYMN LIX.—The finner’s sry, when much awakened.
1. ]‘O thee, O Gobp, I call,
In thisdifbretling hour ;
A beggar at thy feet T fall
And p'zad the Saviour’s pow’s.
2. I dare not plead my worthynefs,
Or that my hands are clean ;
But the Redeemer’s righteoulnefs,
Can cleanfe wy fou!l from fin.
3. Greatis my fin, O Gob, I know ;
Lut lince thy love is great,
Why thiuld eternal death and wo
- Be my unhappy fate ?
4 O help me with redeeming love;
Dif:lay 1he grace divine 3
My gohiand darkrefy, Lord, remove,
And let my foul be thine.
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H Y M N LX-—Tbe/fame,

7O thee, O Gop, I iam would cry,

Aud to thy grace for refuge fly 5
Benenih my Joad of gui't 1 groan ;5
O make thy boundicfs mercy known.
2 My heart 1s bound with chains of fin
O what a guilty wreich ’'ve been !
Lotd et me inthy goodnefs fid
Relief for my diftreffed mind. )
7. Though T have fin’d, then canft forgive 5
Thouogh I am dead, Lord make me 1ve 3
Though [ 2m weunded, heal my wound
And hough I’m loft, fet me be found.
4- Then will I fpread ihy name abrcad,
And el the goodnefs of my Gob
sinners may ceme and 1alte the fame.
/ind join 1o prafe thy worthy pame.

HY MN LXI—4-finner beginning tofee bis fizs,
L} ONG bhave I ftrove my fleth to pleafe,
==¢ Ard flept in {in, and carnal eafe ;
Wafling my moments, life and breath

Eu the broad road to endlefs death,
2. But now my fins begin to rife
Like guiliy moumains to the fkies 5
And all Ifeeis deaih and wo 3
O whither, whithers thall I go 2
3. Ley fay the Saviour’s grace is free,
£And like zo ovesflowing fea,
Tlizictore L'l rife and ficep no more,
Lcnigh the black infernal Gore,
4. Uligo 1o Gob wih all my thame,
Api call mylelt vion the famb 3
Vv'ho know: bi_f( hc -:nay mercy thW,
And fave me ficm e-ernal wao?
Y M N L&YII. 7}.’5 ,/:?;;"5‘

I. GCOD Lotd wha: thali Jdo

) V. <hiothis bard heart of mine ?
\Where thall z olicded Gnrer go

Toticd trmc by divine 2
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. No morts] arm can give
My dyin;: fou! rehel 5
W hone |hy grace | Cannot liwe,
Norfiviamomant’s peace.
3. $was vot miadein vain
Nor can 1 bear 10 b2
Confign’d 10 everlatting pair,
Q nce [ was made for thee,
4. 1 (andupon a brink,
And krow pot where to y g
Lord lielp my fon! before I {ink 3
Lwecorelic I die.
5. Thy grace nc imitsknows,
N or hatls thy love a bound
I cannot fromihy footfteu! go
>Til} 1 have meecy touad.
6. O coemehey blefed Lamnb,
F.cdeem oy foud from hell s
That I may laud thy g olorious name,
and inthy bojem dweﬂ.
HY DN L) ] = The swakened fiuner ingici: ing after O ixe
. "TELLa psor foul that [may find,
Whese s the Saviour of mankind ?
And iet neee Lis fmiling face
Tha 1 aiey xnow, and ﬁrw his crace.
2. Ye follv s of the i By uly Lamb,
Vi ho’re-bound to {pread his bleeding farue,
O, i you can, I pray you tell
Wiheie daiby your bleﬂed Jefus dwell ?
2. O let me koow vhar I may flee
To him, and your beit friend may fea 3
Noahmg can mzle my foual rejoice
Uoul 1 hear his faving voice.
4. O conld ] find hisnleiT:d fooe,
"Mhere would 1 chooff‘a hamble feat 3
There would I cheslo o I‘V"l Iy (la]f'
.-.u..y his love and fpread s praife,
- Othou that pafferh by my duor,
1 o give falvation 10 the pocr,
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Since thou doth bleflings freely give,
O fpeak that my poot fuel may live.
6 I cannot bear 10 let thee pals, .
Without a portion in thy grace ;
Olet my foul no longer rove,
A flranger to redeeming love.
HY MN LXIV —The finner’s lasuentation.
1. O What a poor benighted mind,
And harden’d heart have I'!

Where fhali I go fome Lelp to find ¢

I know not whereto fly. ’
2. The foll’wers of the Lamb declare,

They cnce in chains were bound ;
Bu! now in facred joys they fhare,

Fer Jefus they have found.

. They afk my foul to thare a part,

In their Redeemer’s love §
Bu: O this hard, this wretched heart,

W ill not beleve, nor move.
4. And mufi I walle my moments fo,

Without one moment’s peace,
Like 2n abaudon’d wand’ser go,

T} praying days (hail ceale !
5. Mult 1 ne’er have a momeni’s reft,

Mor fee ajoylul day ?
Cr will the Lord ¢’er niake me bleft,

And take my {ears away ¢
6. C ihou whole grace 1've long refus’d,
« Yor my deliverance come
Mz ihar goednefs long abus’d,

Ve call the mourner bome,

MY MN LXV.—Thke finner groauing after Chriff
1. O Yefus thall | ever be

Rudeem’d (rom death, bound up in thee 2

Stail T er fee thy fmiling face,
Ard feel thy love and fing thy grace ?
2 O mght | ever fee the day,
When 1iefe black clouds were chas’d away,
And 1 {heuld feel a voice divine,
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Bat tell mcihat the Lord was mine!
3. Thou finners’ friend, O ! fpeak the word,
And manifel thou arr my Loid
Give me one 1alte of {acred love,
Then will 1 fing of joys above.
4. Lord with thy children let me be,
In bound':f5 love mad= oae withihee
With [weer delight, I would adore,
Iy Gob, wheie fin is known n> mere.

H Y M N LXVL-The fame.

1 {_IOW long fhall Tin darknzls oo,

How long (haii I a tranger be,
Unto o if, 2 Gop, and thee ?
2 ] feel fo bound with chains of death,
I mourn, ond groan at ev’ry breath
Can neither love, nor pray, ner graife,
And thus T wafte my flecting days.
3 O will the Saviour ever come,
Acnd call 2 wre:clied finner home ¢
Will he €’er 1uite theie clouds away,
Ard rurn my midnight into day ?
4. Llong the bharpy hour to fee,
When [omtheie chalos T 'l be free ;
When 1 fhall fiad 2 heav’nly peace,
Andall my 2uiland Porrow ceafe.
HYMN LXVIL The diffrell-d foul,
1. @ Wrar a heart, a heart of (tons,
Andload of guilt T bear,
Seeking for hele, but hnding none,
And bord’ring on defpair |
3. 1 :nurn benearh my heavy load,
And think I wantreleale
But fuirzhing keens me from my Cop,
Ard bass my foul from peace. X
3. 1 bard 1o bear thefe panas of deail,
And lng (hole heavy chans g
Ard yertor wani of aQing taith
My bugden thill 1=matss

Dd

Through thades of death zad ferms cf 0!
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4. O might T never, never reft
Uulefs I find relief :
Lord, pity me, a foul diflreft,
And cure my unbeliet ]
. O iake me, rake me from this gulph,
And fet the pris’ver free:
Lord give my foul thy blefled felf,
And take my foul to thee. )
6. Methinks ten thoufand thanks would rife
From my poor lamin’ring tongue ;.
And when all morral vigour dies,
S Chirift would be my fong.
HYMN LXIIL—The danger and vanity of the world.
1. ADIEU vain world, with all your gain,
Andycur amufing toys;
Thoufands have plung’d in endlefs pain
For your deceitful joys. )
2. Thoughi long I've hugg’d your dang’rous misth,
Your charms I now difdain ;
Your pleafing fcenes lead down to death,
And ev’ry joy’s a chain.
3. Youcanvot give a moment’s peace
Inadiftrefling day,
O might your ftrong delufions ceafe,
And {weep no more away !
4. Dvoice my heart, O God, of love,
Ficm alithefe eanthly charms
And while ihis defart world I'rove
Secure mein thy arms.
5. My monal life, O Gop, ergage
‘Lo love :hee as my all ;
And when I quit this morial ftage,
My foud 1o glory call,
H Y M N LXIX.—0n death.
SODN thall 1 teel the pangs of death
> Rackall my frame, and ftop wny breath;
Prepar’d or not my foul muft go
Ard bid adieu 10 all beiow,

2. Think O my fou!, where fhall 1 land,
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I hell, or heav’n at Chrift’s right hand §
Soon fhail I fink in keen defpair
Or in angelic glories thare.
2. Fly now my foul while rime doth laft
Into the ark, the glorious Chii? 5 :
"Then welcome death ; he can but come,
And call ‘he mourning pilgrnim home.
HYMN LXX.—Duernined (and encouraging others) ie
: e the heavenly fhore,
1. COME ye thatare refolv’d to fee
The bt immortal fhore,
Chiid will our rengih, and leader be
Tl e’rv florm is o'er.
2. And when all earthly joys (hall ceale,
Aud wonal hie fhall fail,
In oceans of eternal peace
‘ Chur Lappy fouls sl fail,
a5, henpy, happy realms of love,
Where we with Gopo, hail be,
And all tie glorious fcenes above
I Chrifi for you and me ?
EMMN LXXL—The finner fenfible of bis need of neip.
I. O L am bound with 1won charns !
How can I endure my pains!
Conlvience like a troubled fea
I a fhranger, Lord, to thee.
2. Come ticu finners tiiend [ pray,
Come and take thele chains away
Hills of guilt, O Gop, remove,
O ditlolve my hearr wiih love.
3. Sice thou didil Jur finvers die,
Sive a wrerch fo vileas
Viath mein redecming blood ;
B my Savivur and my Gop.
4. Let me not in dart n=fs rove,
Since thou zrt all light and love ;
Sivce thy boundlefs grace is free,
Lzt one drop =xtend to me,

o ylf
i,
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In glosy I thall reign.
BY !% NyL,XZY’/H.—{—gD‘/"”.”g the fpirit of Godto redeens
[from death,
1. ’I"HY fpirit, Lord, alone,
Can my poor foul releafe ;
O make thy boundlefs goodnels known,
And give my confcience peace.
2. Come, heav’nly Dove; I pray,
And melt my harden’d heart ;
QO break thefe fatal bars away,
And bd my fears depart.
3. O might thy healing pow’s
Once give me life divine ;
Lord haften on the happy hour,
When 1 fhall know thee mine,
4. Then in thy bourdlefs grace
I would forget my pains
And while I run the chriftian race
W ould join the heav’nly {train.
HY M N LXXVIIL.—The pleafing thought of being oxnad
among the fous of God.
1. O Can it ever be,
That I thall be {o bleft,
To find mylelf from bondage free,
And with Gob’s pecple reft |
2. Chiift is the joy ot heav’n,
And life of faints on earth;
Lotd, fince this life is freely giv'n,
Redeem my foul from death.
3. Lfcel myfelf in chains,
But groaning to be frec;
¢ nonecan e’er remove my paine
Almighiv Gopb, but thee, Y Py
HYMN LXXIX —The groass and confeffion of a co:ivified
Sfinnr,
L AWAKE my foul; gaze and wonder,
That the Lortd fo Iong doth wait,
'T'o reedeem my foul from under
Countlels fins enormons weight
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Jelus ealls me, Jefus calls me, jefus calls ine,
Yet to fly oraercy’s gate,
2 Butthou k 04’3, almighty Savious,
Im [y bied I ez ot feey
Unbelief (il the'ys thy faveur,
When thy grace is offar’d free
O rclieve me, (i ielieve me, O relicve me,
From this death and milery.
3. I begi to fez my danger,
Tell me, Lose, what thal I do s
To:by love I ama ilranger,
Whither, whither thatl L vo ?
) redecm me, O redeem me, O redzem me,
Save my foul frem end'ifs wo,
4. L have lovg thy gofpe! fliglied,
And rejecied all thy sow'c
When thy love my foul invied,
Uanbelict hath bac’d the door
Jefus belp me, Jefus help me, Jclus belp me,
“g Inahis moft dittse Bing hour,
HrYr M N LYV ~Thir Fisig afler a knowledse af Chrisi
8 WHEN thall I know my foul donh ttand,
Secure in the Redeemer’s hind ?
When fhall 1 talle of joy’s divine,
And know the Lamb ot Gop is mine ¢
2. My freuny bours wirhout deiay
Are hurling my poor foul away ;
My mind 1s dark, my fins are great 3
O wretched, wizched, is ay Qare !
3- Huve pity, Q1 zlmighty Gop,
And fpeak but one confirming word 3
O !let meknaw, and let me 122
My gz is fis with Chrft in ihze.
HY MN LAKII—~The finner groazing to Cod for by,
Loy Wheo will Jefus come,
Ard @y poor fou! relicve ?
Whea fhall § find that heav'nly home.
And malze his name my (heme 2
2. L mutt asy o Gop,

fhi[J th

K]
1t
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And plead bis boundlefs grace ;
O ! let me leave the finner’s road,

And run the chriftian race,
3. O ! could 1 find 1he way,

I’d dwell where Jefusis;
1’d foar 10 everlafling day,

And drink immortal blifs.

H T M N ixxxtl.—The fame,
1. HOW long, Lord, mult [ wade
Through thefe dark fceaes of wa 2

O ! be my Saviour, and my aid,

Let me thy goodnefs know,
2. Thy bleeding hand alone

Can give my (pirit peace ;
O 1ake and keep me aear thy throne,

Till monal! life fhall ceafe,
3. Then on the verge of dearh,

When 1 muft take my flight,
To thee I'd yield my gafping breath,

And leave ihefe thades of night.
4. Then mcurning hours thall ceafe,

And forms of death be o’er ;
And 1 fhall find a lafting peace,

On the immortal fhore.

H Y M Nixxx11l.——The vanity of the werld,
I, N O longer will I feek for joys,

’ Among the fcenes of 1ime,

Your bigheft fummit are but toys ;

There’s nothing here fublime,

z Inall my fiiends 1hough near and dear 5
No comtort can [ find ;
Nor all the kingdoms far and ne:r,
Can fill my hungry mind.
3- O lei me then away 10 Gop,
Ths he alene can teed
My Qtarving foul wish he
And thatis all 1 need
4. Lord Jefus be my frieud, and joy,
And lite, where ¢er | be ;

av’nly focd,
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Ten thoufand worlds 1’d count a toy,
11 could live with thee. )
5. Ah! could 1 clime for {olid blifs,
I'd reach the courts above
Todwell in light where Jefus is,
And folace in his love.
HY MN LXXXIV.=A reproof to the carnal,
T A\NAKE, arife, ye carnal fouis ;
No longer wafte your bieaih
yi In carnal joys, and fesfual bowls,
S near eteinal death,
2. Ye litdlz think thofe hours you fpend 5
Lo laughter and in mirth,
Will bring all pleafures 1o an end,
And clofe in endlefs death.
3. Then kie that made you w:il deiefl,
Y cur na ure and your neme ;
Who might have been forever bicl,
W ith heav’ns imnortal fame,
4. O wrn ye poor deluded men,
And feck for joys above
Why will ye choofe eternal pain,
Before eternal love ¢
HY M N 1xxxv.—The groans of ay awalii
VT, & V lLEE wre ch L an, whoee fhall 1ize,
’ To hide my guilty head;
My fins I teel, and here I be
1o segions ol the dead.
2. O Jclus hear the rebel ery,
And fpeak one vioord of peace |
Tothee with all vay fin= 14,
And plead thy boundlels grace.
I come before iy mercy feat,
Hiy gaile with fhime contels
Q he'p a bepgar at thy feer,
Th:w Son of nghtenufuefs,
4 Thee’s none b Jefus can renyieye,
Wiih his almgliny pon’r

. -
G Jlaets

L
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O heip me, help me.hto believe,
In e dodbreffing hour,
NN LXXXV1—On death.
I. Vv HILE the {wift wings of nme dotb ﬂy.
Roufe up 1y foul, ltreich ev’ry thought :
This world with all iis joys muft d.e,
And ev’ry mortal fcene in fhorl:
2. Soon mult I leave this boufe of clay,
And inftantaneous take my flight
“To the bright rea'ms of endlels day,
Or down to everlalting night. e
3. O for a blcfled Saviour nigh,
To help in that important hour,
To watt my foul above the fky,
By his almighty arm of pow’s !
4. But if no Chrift how dark the day,
When thudd’ting o’er th’ important brink !
Helplefs and guilty hurl’d away
In everlafling pain to fink,
5. Lord help me now 1o ke my flight
From darknefs and the charms below 3
QO fes! my life in realms of light,
Before death ftrikes the fatal blow.
6. Then we!come death 10 call me home,
To heav’nly joys with Gob my friend ;
Where ftornss and fin can never come,
And ail my fears {hall have an end.
AT MN LXXXUIl—An awakened finver,
For {ome hand :hat can relieve,
A foul from everlalling pains !
Orcould I butin Chrift believe,
Toloofe me from thele keavy chains.
2. But O thefe bars they chain me cown,
While guilt torments my v.cunded bsealt ;
Ten theufand foes befet me round,
And I viithout one moment’s relt.
3- Thusbonnd with unbefief I go,
_Juton the brink of endlefs death ;
Wiukout a friend and do not know

Eorlony fok atihe next breath,
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4 Toray, Icry, bu’s all in vain,
No help nor refuge can I find;

obfy, There’s nothing doth remove my pain,

L

Nor eafe my poor diftreflzd mind.
5. O Jefus give my foul relief,
And bid the rage of hell to ceafe ;
Remove thefz bars of unbelief,
And give my guilty confcience peace,
6. O might I once rejoice in thee,
As my chief good, iy only friend,
How blelt intime my foul would be !
And bleft when mortal days {hall end.
H Y M N LXXXVIIL—The fame.
I LORD what a wretched foul I am,
Without a knowledge of thy grace !
A firanger to the bleeding Lamb,
And wand’ring in a wildernefs.
2, Loaded with guilt I mourning go,
Trembling with fear at ev’ry breath ;
O Gob redeem my foul from wo,
Before [ clofe my eyes in death,
3. O touch’ my heant with Jove divine,
Subdue my heart, and tarn my will
That § may find Hlvation mine,
And {oar away to Sion’s Hill,
4. Let me once fce the happy hour,
Whea thefe ffsong bars of deah thall move

1 will rejo ce, and fing thy pow’r,

A tell the wonders of thy lave.

AY MNLXXXIX.—0nr man’s firft vodelici.

i N O more we’ll talk of Adam’s fin,
Imputed to his foos, .

Since ali the num’rous race have been
Onee a&ive in his loios.

2. Once they were 2!l in Edea too,
To ftand or fall ot chsice

Andall that Adam did or knew
Was all his childsen’s vcice,

3. Jieely \hey aéled all as one,

5t
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And fruck the fawual blow
What Adam did they all have done,

Thus all were plung’d in wo.
4- One man an aétor was not made,

For uncreared men
But breath of lives in him were laid

The countleff millions in.
5. O Gob forgive th” unhappy crew ;

Rejair ihe tatal ftroke ;
The fecond Adam can renew,

What the firlt Adam broke.

HY M N XC~7he awakened finner.
O Whata poor unhappy foul,
Beneath a gloomy veil ! -

My guilt like florms of fury roll,

And all my pleafures fail.
2. 1 teel my foul bound down with chains,

And bars of unbelief 3
1 mourn in datknefs and in pains,

But cannot fird relief,
3. Long have I fought a better frame

To fit my foul for Gop,
But Qtill as vile and dark I am,

And nothing moves my load.
4. O could 1 now with all my guilt,

But venture, Lord, on thee,
Soon wou'd 1hat blood tor finners fpilt,

Redeem, and fet me free.

HYMN XCI—The finner groaning for belp.
1. O What aload of guih{ teelfv pring for hel
Juit on the verge of death and hell ;

Who can relieve from this diftrefs,
And bring me from this wilderne(s 2
2. Crea ed arms are all in vain
A dying finner 1o regain 3
Mountains refufe to hide my wo
While er < lefs ruin yawns below,
3. C mighty Gob, extend thy pow’n
Lo kelp in this diftrefling hour
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My forms of grief can uever end,
Un:il | know thou an my friend.

Jefus I’d come wiiki all my guilt
To the rich ftreams which thou halt [pilt 3
Help me to venturz on thy name,
That I \nay know and love the Lamb.
5. O give me fight that 1 may fee
A triend ot hand, whofe grace is tree ;
O'! -har I did this Jefus koow,
To fave me fom eternal wo ?

HYMN XC11,—The finner convinced of his 5ii. 1 /s,
1. FREELY I hear the Sopn of Gob,

For wretched finners fpilt his bload ¢

But I no Chnift can feel or fece.
For other finners or for me.
2. In midnight darknefs here I dwell,
W hile other fouls of glory tell 5
“T hey fay they fealt on joys above,
But I’ a firanger to their love.
2 O-could I think it €’er would be,
When 1 fuch myfleries fhould fee ;
Me:hinks it woud expel my fear,
And dry my eyes lrom ev’ry ear,

HYMNS anp SPIRITUAL SONGS.

' Boo Kk I
Chi: fly confifling of gofpel invitatisns, and a frec feluntiom.
H MY N Y —4 free falvation by the death of Cirrifs,
[y 1 ¢
1. YE fons of Adam.lift your eyes,
Behold how isee the Saviour dies,
T fave yous fouls from heli !
There’s your Creator, and vonr friend 3
Believe and foon your lears fhall ead,
And you in glory dweil,
2. Doobe noi his word ;5 his grace is free
Behieve he died and calls for thee,
. Ee



And your poor fouls thall live :
Can free falvation be deny’d,
When in his dying groans he cry’d:p
« Father their fins forgive.”
3. Believe and feel his boundlefs love 3
1t foon will bear your fouls above,
To peaceful realms on high 5
He fwears as certain as he lives,
His hand a free falvation gives
« WWhy finner will you die ”
4. Wil you defpife the valt redown,
And choofe defpair before a crown ?
O have eternal joy !
Receive a kingdom in your heart,
Of life and joy that ne’er’ll depart 5
Nor earth or hell deftroy. ) .
BYMN Il.— Acknowledging the goodnefi of Godin a Jre
Salvation, i
I. IM MORTAL honours to the King.
‘ Whodid a free falvation bring !
Let the whole world receive his grace ;
Immortal crowns are freely giv’n ;
The joys of heav’n, the joys of heav’n
Is free for all the fallen race.
2. Let all the world (alvation know,
Eternal bleflings freelv flow,

From the Redeemer’s dying love,
F:eely he bore ihe fioner’s weight
ILis love fo great, his love fo great.

To bring vs to the realms above.

3. All gloty to his name be giv’n,
By all on earth, and all in heav’n,

To the erernal Prince of Peace !
Letanitems ihrovgh the realms above,
Refiund his love, refound his love,

In firains divine that never ceale !

HY M N 1L1—When met for wor fbip.
1. Might our fouls this day enjoy
"T'be prefence of the Logd !

gl
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Then would it be our [weet employ
To fpread his grace abroad,
2. Lord Jefus, let us find thee neary
And hear thy charming voice ;
Let the immortal Dove appear,
And make our hzatts rejoice,
3. O may the golpel fealt be fpread
This day forev’ry foul 5
Come heal the [ick ; come raife the dead,
And mezke the wounded whole.
4. O come, thou heav’nly Shephe:rd come,
To this {mall flock of thine,
And call ithy wand’ring people home,
To drink of {treams divine.
5. Expel the thades, O Gob, we pray,
From ev’ry weary mind ;
And a [mall glimpfe of heav’nly day,
Let ev’ry mourner find.
Y M N IV.—The fame,
I. O Come thou Lamb of Gop, we pray,
And meet us with thy grace ;
Take all thefe clouds of death away,
And let us fee thy face. ‘
2. Wihout thy light we cannot fee
The wonders of thy love ;
O fet us from ous forrows free,
And bear our minds above.
3. Thy fpirit with its healing flame,
Caa all our woes deftroy,
And the {weet wonders of thy name
Fill ev’ry heart with joy.
4. Melt ev’ry heart, loofe ev’ry tongue,
By thy redeeming grace,
Aud ev’ry foul fhall raile a fong
Toihine etemal praife.
HY MNV.— A jucicty rejeicing it the sowzr of G114,
I. BLEST be the pame that’s peured wanh
i As cintment 10 our wounds !
This day the Lord defcends 1o eurb,
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And ev’ry foe confounds.
2. We've tound it happy to attend
The worthip of our Gop ;
He like a father and a friend,
Hah fed us with his word.
3. Our fouls have known the joyful found
And feen the Saviour’s tace
And ev’ry hungry heart has found
The {weetnels of his grace,
4. Jefus remembers all his faints,
And feeds them with his word
He koows their forrows and complaint,
And will relief aff 1d.
5. His bowels with compaflion yearns,
O’er ev’ry mourning foul
And when the trembling fouls return,
He mskes the wounded whole.
H' YT M N VI.—The gofpel call,
1 O ‘Turn ye prifoners of hope,
That teel the weight ot unbelief,
Lo, the Rrong hold can bear you up,
“Ard give your captive fouls relief.
2. He came in love to help the poor,
And pities finners in diflrefs
He opens wide he prifon daor,
By bis incarnate righteoufuefs.
3.7 he jubilee trumper now doth fourd ;
~ Go ev’'ry foul trom bondage free
Bcl.eve what other fouls have tonnd,
1s «fie’d now, poor fuu', 10 :hee.
4. Down to your door the Saviour came,
And freely doth his pity move
Eiernal gocdoefs is his name
His pature is ¢ hounded love,
H Y 2N I'll—dcall tothe carciefs
1. W HY 4 yedie O wreiched men, 4
And choole rhe way to hell ?
Jebovab offors you a coown.
And you with hun may dwell,
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2. Turn, turn, unhappy fouls, return,
Accept eternal peace,
Why will vou at ihe Saviour {purn,
Who offers you his grace ? i
3. Why will you hug your cruel chains,
Ard load your fouls with guilt ;
Jefus has come to bear your pains,
For you his blood was fpilr.
4. Will you rejett erernal joy,
Aud love divine defpile 5
Dr why will ye yourfelves deftroy,
Whea Jefus for you dies?
H Y M N VII—<For the fpreading of the gofpel.
3 ISE O thou bright and morning Sar
Aad f{pread thy kingdom near and far,
That nations may thy name adore ;
Lt millions of the fallen race,
From heathen lands hy love embrace;,
To found thy fame lorevermore.
2. O may the conquefts of thy word,
Call kiogs and natons round thy board,
To feel and praife thy lovely name !
Letev’ry mortal own their King,
Thy goudnefls tafte, an.ijoin 10 ling
AN worihy, worthy is the Lamb,
5. Roll on, O Gop, the happy hour,
When all that wili, {hall feel thy pow’r,
And know thy freedom to redeem ;
We long to fee whole nitions throng,
And ev'ry land, and ev’ry tongue,
Make thine cternal love their theme.
H T M N IX.—Thegofpel trumpet,
i. ALL hail ! all hail! methinks 1 hear
The gofpel found the jubilee year ;
Behold the great Meffiah’s come!
He comes with pity in his eyes,
And bows, and groans and bleeds, and dies,
To bring poor wand’ring rebels home.
2. Roule all ye carelefs fouls, attend
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The call of your eternal friend ;

His bleeding bands are ftretch’d for you ;
H-il wath you in his precious blood,
And bring your wrerched fouls 10 Gop,

Heal all your wounds and love you too.
2. Now is thetime the Prince cf Peace,
From chains and darknefs gives releafe,

And fets the guilty pris’ners free ;

O finners hear the Saviour’s voice,
Rejoice, ye mourning fouls, rejoice,

Come and bel-eve he died for thee.

4. O 1hink he died that you may live!
His Lib’sal haed free pardaons give,

Toev'ry poor returning foul ;

Sianers awake, why will you die ?
. Fly to the bleft Redecmer, fly,
Before your moments ceafe to roll.

H Y M N X.—~An inwitation to the gofpel feaft.
1: O Turn ye dying {ons of men,
And bid your fears adieu

The Lamb of Gob endures your paia,
And bleeds and dies for you,

2. To day he freads the gofpel feaft,
For ev’ry bungry foul

O come, and welcome, coine and iafle,
I's tree without controul.

3- He'll feed you with immortal tread,
And give you living wine ;

-Come ev’ry feul that would be fcJ.

The banquet fhall be thine.

4. His bowels with compaffions yeara ;
And tids your foul rejoice ;

O come, thou welcome foul, return,
And make a glorious choice,

5- O come, enjoy e'ernal blifs,
And with this Jefus reign,

3ay, wreiched finner, will not 1his

Be glory, and your gain 2
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H Y M N XIL-—Met for wor/bip.
1. HERE inthy preferce, O our Gop,
We've met to feek 1hy face ;
O let us feel 1b’ eternal word,
And feaft upon thy grace.
2 O may this be a happy hour
Toev’ry mourning foul ;
Difplay thy love, make known thy pow’r,
P And make :he woued:d whole.
O may a fpark of heav’ely fire
Each ftupid foul enflame,
And facred love nur tenguss infpire
To praife thy woith: name.
4. Letev’ry foul the Saviour {ee,
And tafle his love divine
And ev’ry heast {or ever be
United, Lord, with thine.
. HYMN XIi. Sinners ingited to Chi i/l
1. SINNERS behold the Bavicur Hands,
Wish pardons in his bleeding hands,
Toceurt you trom the jaws of hell,
That you in perfe@ blifs may dwell.
2. H:s fpirur, with its healing pow’r,
S ands koocking, pleading at yoor door ;
He’ll bind the wounds thar (in has made,
And heal the fick, and raife the dead.
3 O ftifie not 1be heav’nly voice ;
But hearand in his name rejoice
Auend the call, his love embrace,
Andafte the fweenels of Lis grace.
4. He'll be your farher and your friend ;
Your heart fhall fing, your {orrews end
He’ll fecd you with immor-al | ve,
And bring you to his courts above.
HYMN XL —The goodizcfi of Ced calls wpon finners, and
deslares bis grace is free,
1. WAKE ye fons of Adam’s race,
And the Reedeme:’s call embrace;
His bowcls doth wih pity yearn ;
Mis gooinel: calls you toreturn,

il
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2. He keeps you trom the pains of hell ;
And in his arms would have you dwell
You daily live upon his hand,
While mercy lesgthens out your fpan.
. O donot flight his grace no more ;
g]or drive his geodunefs from your door ;
Return, o7 foon in hell you’ll rue,
Your utter lofs and folly too.
4. Can you defpife the realms abave,
And trample on Jchovah’s love ?
O 1urn, ye wretched fouls, from fin,
While heav’n invites, and enter in.
HYMN XV Chrift’s fove difp.=y’d in bis death,
1, w HO can, or dares tefufe to love, v
The bleeding Lamb of Gop,
That trom the glorious realms above,
Difplays fuch grace abroad ?
2. He dies, he dies and bows his head,
Upon the fatal tree,
To raife poor finners from the dead,
And fet the pris’ners {ree.
3. O was there ever love like this
To rebels docm’d 1o hell !
Or was there ever grict like his !
His pain no tongue can 1ell.
4. "Wake ev’ry foul with {weet furpsife,
And bid your fears adieu
The mighty Saviour freely (ies
For you, poor louls, for you,
H Y M N XV.———Acallioths carelefs.
I. AWAKE, unfeeting fouls awake,
Your dang’fous bed of flo h forfake ;
And fiy to Jefus wh le therc’s hope,
Or foon in ead ufs paia you'il drop.
2. The Saviour’s come, bis bowels yearn,
Acd bids your dy.ng fouls return 5
Hebleeds, b e ursans, and di_s for you ;
H «vame and natore calls yoy {00,

3+ O hink belore you lofe your bieah,
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How can you bear eternal death 2
Juft on a precipice you dwell,
And al! beneath is death 2nd hell.
4. Jefus the Lord yet waits to give
Eternal life ; O turn and live
There yet remains a who car tell,
But you may yetio glory dwell.
HYMN XV1L—The eal/ of the gofpel.
1. SlNNERS arife, yonw’re call’d away,

By your eternal friend’;

- Come and receive his grace to day,

And all your fears fhall end.
2. The Son of Gop isat your door,
And knocks with bleeding hands ;,
O do not fl:ight his grace no more,
Can you fuch love withfland ?
3. O roul, ungvrateful mortals, roufe,
And let the Saviour in ;
O think the great Jehovah bows,
To tear your load of fin.
4. O hear that foul-tran{porting voice,
“l WILL THY SINS FORGIVE,
“ ]N ME BELIEVE, IN ME REJOJCE,
“ AND YOU WITH ME SHALL LIVE.,”
HYMN XVII A call to mourning finncrs,
1. HO all ye wand’ring fons of men,
That grieve without the Scn,
Who feel your danger and yeur fin,
And find yourfelves undore : ;
2. Forget your grief, behold the Lamb
Is come to bear your load : B
He’ll cleanfe your fouls from guilt an?T fhame,
And make you fons of Gob.
3. Fearnot, fear rot, thou mourning foul,
For Jefusis thy triend
He’s come to mzake your {pirits whole,
And caufe your griet to end.
4. Thaough earth and hell againft you rage,
Yet if you trult this love,
L F
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HY M N XXI1.—Chrift dying for finners,
1. OSANNA (o the Lamb
Who gave his life fo free!
He groan’d beneath my guilt and thame,
Nail’d i0 the painful tree,
2. His body rack’d and torn,
His fou) beneath the load,
Prefe’d like a cart, ah ! hear him groan,
“WWhy am 1left my God 2
3. Yet while he bleeds and dies,
To take our guilt away,
With groans unto his Father cries,.
« Forggve them, Lord, I pray.
4. O brezk my rocky heart !
"The bats of death remove !
Adore his name, and ne’er forget
Such molt amaziog love.
HYMN XXII. Onthe name of Fefusy
. MY foul amaz’d ; fce’s the bleft Lamb,
4 From bis bright realms above,
C ome down to bear my guilt and fhame,
And feed tne wiih his love !
2. O can it be thai Jefus dies
Forfucha wreicaas I'!
And cow he’ll raife me to the fkies,
Wiere I {hall never die.
3. O tell me, Jelus, can it be,
That theu hath borne my guilt :
O ves, my foul, it was for me
His precious blood was fpilt,
4. O Lord, methinks I feel thy love,
And long tolove thee more ;
Longas I live where ¢’er I rove,
Let me thy name adore.
5 Let me be feal’d upon thy breaft,
_ And ravilh’d with thy name,
And in the rcalms of glory reit,
Where [ tha!i praife the Lamb.
6. Far os I koow my finful Leare,
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I think I want no mare,
Bound up with thee and never part,
While endiefs 1ears endure.
HY 3l N XXIIIL—0n the nams of Juj/iss.
1. IE.SUS we love thy name,
J  Aond thee we will adore
Aud when we teel (his heav’aly flame,
We long to love thee more.
2. Thy name is all cur troft
Thy ame is folid peace
Thy name is everlatting reft,
When other names fhall ccale,
3. There ravith’d with thy name,
We rever more fhall rove
There found thoe evertafting rame,
And folace in thy love,
4. Thy vame fhall be our praife
Thy name fhall bg our joy ;
Thy name thgough-everlalting days,
Shall countlefs throngs employ.
HVAMN XXIV —The Prince of Prace viding v.iora: /.
1. TESUS3 thy gofpel armour gird,
To [pread absoad by sracous fame,
Ride in the chariot of thy word,
And teach the dying weild 1oy vame.
2, Trivmph in mercy \iisovgh our land,
And caufe ite poor 2-v benes 1o move
Difplay thy lcve, make Lere ihine hand,
And teach immon! fovls thy love,
3. Here’s fome imme:y’d in fhades of nigli,
And fome tnvolv’d in deep d:fizefs;
O fend fome :zys of facred hgh’,
Ardeyv’ry mourning {ioner biefs,
4. Here’s {cmc iha s deaf, and fose tha’s Biind,,
And fome that’s wounded wih their fins
They moura and rove fems help 1o find,
Yet ¢o but more incrzafe their pains.
§. Heaid's formz thattleeds their hetvy dhain,
Apd others fen'sloly of el wo ;. ~
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Sorie czptive fouls where fatan"veizos,
bome iot zua tnows not where to go.
€ &.nzmuckin debt, with nought 1o pay,
Condemin’d znd into prifon caft,
£rg s .iPwing in their filth they lay,
Al hopes and helps but dice are loft.
n Here’s fumne that mourns a {tupid mind,
Lnd fome s lzate, and fome (hats dead ?
Suree Lk, and can no comfort And,
VVlule others beg lor crumbs of bread,
s U 8§ A
8. Cume in, thou great chyficiar, come,
Tiov that dells 5l 1o help the poor;
G toly feif a glerious name,
At iy exyence wark ev’ry cure.
9. [ come, [Liih Jelus, lo, I come,
“ To Lelp the puor is my delight ;
“ Loeveds my neoure, Jove Ly name g
“ My helpis fice both day and pight..
10 ¢ Eiing all vour meney now to me.
“ Yout welk, vour wounded, bound and nos,
# Rebels and pns'oers T will free,
“Hrenoritofall dieofes cure.
T1 37 abour atrhy own ekpence,
#Cenczioall dibis and pay dis coft g
“ Ard give,tay bond for their detenre,
# Thar vot one pasient fhall be loft.
22,4 Pus bound Ly my own love ta be,
“ Zuyliclan oad a tather ico
A iriend 1o ail erernity,
“VVhat more can I propufe, or dg i
13. Eovogh, O Lord, 20d we adoie
Sy "“i"i“f“‘" piycand thy Jove,
Th o G’ thyleh, we ‘K no mote
STow we nasy ruien wuh thee ebove,
14/‘LC‘_2‘{1 the fry of .nven 1Ejo.Ce,
And et ©ojaud thy §recrar .
Ard ev’ry fieari, ard ’jv\ ’{:y.cv: :ti-rlamb "
Tle wondas ¢t '\}:)« 11‘9'5[‘?0',13:!‘.’.‘.
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15. Letfaints and angels join above,
The cloiies !ty naae to {ing,
Vhile the fivect wonlers of thy love,
Makes all the heav’nly arches ring.
16. Let all creanon)om as one,
‘Tlrough endiefs years thy love proclaim,
VW hile facred echios, cry Amen,
Amen, all werthy is the Lau. !
H T M N XXV.—0nthedoail of C'ri%,
1. { EE how :he great Me!li-h bieeds,
= Srretch’d o the cusfed tree s 5
And in his dying groans he pleads
Tor me, my foul, for el
~. Harl: hicw his dying groans refound,
In cutting pangs of death!
Ttefus, therock, and {olid ground,
Fle his cxpiring b-ea'H 7
. At how he groans teceath my wo,
Dqu d ina gote of blood !
All raiure feels th’ coormous blow
Of an expiring Gop,
. But foon he corqueis death and hell,
Rides 10 the courts above ;
Letall crza 'e/‘ {ylems el
T wordzs of his love,
5. O'ovcly j.fus, bleeding friend,
Fain wouid my {pirit fcar,
I fhouts of praife that never end,
Thy goodrefs to adore.
HY M N XXI[ e A cali to 112 youth,
1. A WAKE, awike O youth, anfe,
2 Beholdahy friend, the Lamb of Gob,
Hanpgs biecding on !he "rom ang dies,
To wath youia kis precicus bloed,
2. Yoy itce "r‘ leis the sewdms of highr, »
And deizi’d toclo he bimicdt innclay,
1o fave )(:.1 fr\.»m e vrnal nighe,
And bring you to elern:‘x day.
3 Lovg years of grict £2%s waddd throu b,
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Acud then concludes his dsys in pain ;
£nd all, O precious youih, fur you,
That yeu with him in heav’n might reign.
4. His dying groans, calls thee away,
From all thy vain amufiag charms ;
O fly, dear youth, without delay
1nto his wide-ex:ended arms.
5. How can you tread the ways of death,
When Jefus groans beneath your fins ¢
Can you defpife bus praying breath,
Arnd lcad his woneded foul with pains ?
6. Will not his groans your fpirit move,
Norall his kindnefs reach your heart ?
Will you defpife fuch tleeding love,
Before ycu will with 1dols part?
7. Will you rzjedi tis bourdlefs grace,
Ard choefe the downward road 10 hell 3
Or jrun wi hthat sedecoaed race,
Who will with him 1n glory dwell ?
8. Fain weuld he make you ever blcit,
And teed you wihimmor:al love,
And give you eve:lft nyg reft
In his eieiral realms zbove,
P 4 U S E.
9. Now is the time tomoke your choics,
Rejedl aud fink in end efs night ;
Cr hear the waiting Saviour’s voice,
And dwell in everlalting Ught.
10. O bk how fhecking is the doom,
Ot thofe that choufe 1 e way 1o hell ;
But O how bleflt ate thefe that come
To L1, and in his glory davell !
11. Whatcre the greateft joys on earth,
Sut empty fhades, end treach’rous toys ?
Then beinvieated, precicns youth,
Lo leave hem fui eternal jovs,
12. It yev ertiice the Savicws?s love,
You'll find his waysare parhs of pecce ;
Axnd reign in e fweet sealirs above,
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Where fongs of joy fhall peset ceafe.
12. Butifyou choofe the way to hell,
And ill defpife that precious name,
With endlefs curfes you muft dwell,
Cloth’d with eternal guilt and {hame.
14. The Saviour waits now at your 400t
Say finoer, whither will you o,
Toblifs or pain lorever more !
Say will you have this Chrift or no? _
BT MN XXVIL—1hen met for worfbip.
ESUS let not thy grace delay,
To meet us with thy lave
Drive interpofing clouds away,
And make our gt remove,
2, Come in with pow’s w ev'ry foul,
O thou immonal Dove 3
" Make ev’ry wounded fpirit whole,
With thy redeeming love.
. We long to meet our Gob to day,
And wfte thy grace divine,
That ev’ry foul with joy may fay,
“ My Lord, my God, is mine.”
4 What do we here without thy grace,
~ Oblefled Lamb of Gop 2
Twill be a dark and Wicefome place,
Unlefs we feel thy word.
+ 5. Here’s fome that pants, O Gep, to fee
. Thy face, and tafte thy love ;
O fpeak, and bring us neat 10 thee,
And make out doubits remove,
6. Jefus infpire each heart and ongue,
To Yaud thy precions name ,
‘Redceming love fhall be our tong,
A N X
H 1.—0p the deat .
1. W HAT fclemn groans are thofe é :{;Sf rif-
: 105 like fome bleeding viftim neag -
From Golgotha methinks they rifs » ?
\ Ah ! tis the Saviour blgeds for me § !
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« Tokens of love from all my veirs.
3. % With joy I came from realms above,
# To teach the woild redeerring love 3
“ And freely groan’d upon the tree,
“ To fet the worlt of rebels free.
4. * And now behold I’m paffing by,
“ My grace is free, my pow’ris nigh 3
st 1 ever was, and {lill the fame,
« My vature love, and love my name.
5. ¢ Now gather ail your needy race,
* And point them to my courls of grace,
¢ Telil ihem it is my foul’s delight,
“ To fzve them from eternal night.
6. « They thall tind help that come to me,*
¢ T2 deaf (hall hear, the blind thall fee,
« The Igme (hall leap, the dead thall raife,
¢ And (ighs and groans be turn’d to praife.
7. % Your greatelt foes I will deftroy,
 And flaves releas’d fhall leap forijoy 3
« Poer fu!ls that long weie bound in chains,
« Shall rife and {ing immaortal {trains.
8.« My name it is the Prince of Peace,
« Ilove to make all forrow ceafe ;
« I love ic do the finners good,
« And wafh the guiliy in my blood.”
LT NP XXX, —Thanks for  earthly blefing:, and i
proving them in the caufe of Chrifl.
CO ME pilgrims let us praife the hand
"That leads us through this barren land ;
The ftrength he gives our earthly frame,
Muft all be {pent to fpread his name.
2. Our eanth?!y bleflings we’ll improve,
And hearr, 2nd tongue, to fpread his love :
And while we tread this mortal road,
He full go on 1o do us good.
3. Thea when we quit this mortal fhore,
And we fhall want the earth no inore,
Hli bring us all around his board,
To fealt upon eternal food.
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4. O then ten thoufand thanks fhall raife,
Where glory fhines in perfeét blze §
To him that gave his life {o free,
For you, O pilgrims, and for me. .
HY MN XXXW.e——T%: pilgrims rejoicing.
I COME pilgrims lift"your joyful {trains,
Remember yous Redeemer reigns ¢
He bas delcended from above,
And fed us with immcrral love.
2. Our mourning fouls have feen his face,
And felt the pow’r of gofpel grace ;
He is our friend, and always nigh
"T'o raile our fouls with joys on high.
3. Let ev’ry hearr, and ev’ry tongue,
With joy unite the heav’ly fong ;
Praife him who {pilt his blood (o free,
And gave his life for you 4nd me.
4. *T'was freely he fultain’d our lofs,
And nail’d out forrows to hiscrofs
And groan’d and died beneath our load,
To give our fouls a life with Gop,
5. O let us mount to realms above,
And {ing the wonders of his love ;
Let ev’ry foul unite as one,
To thout his praife with loud Amen.
HY MN XXXIV.—For a revival of religion,
1. O Jefus come, thy kingdom fpread,
Through thefe dark regions of the dead ;
Caufe fenfelefs fouls to hear thy voice,
and in thy boundlefs love rejoice.
2. O caufe the triumphs of our King,
Through all our villages to0 ring ;
And with delight we’ll fpread thy rame,
Long as we fecl the heav’nly flame,
3. Poor fouls fong bound in iron chains ;
Shall hear the echo of our @rains ;
and then we’ll point them to our Gop,
On Calvary all drefs’d in blood,
G
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4. and may the heathea nations know,
Thechriftiacs have a heav’n below ;
anl menarehs bew atid join to fing,
T'har Jefus is the only king !
FIYMN XXXV, At a marriage, when there is no ear-
nal mirth,
MAY Jefus blefs the mutual bande,
And heav’nly wifdom bind your hands ;
2y love divine mzde one in beart,
‘Tl death all mortal tes fhall part,
2. Then to the reales of perfedt light,
May you both take veurjoyful flight
Tind Chiilt your hutb.rd and your friend,
Y hen earthly friends and lovers end.
3. There one you’il be with Chrift in heav’n ;
une marry’d there 5 nor man’age givio ;
But like the argels ot the Lord,
"0 fealt zround his heav’nly board.
4. Uicn fhallour joys be all divine,
The watersall turn’d into wine :
And each be fourd 2 welcome guelt,
Tojoin the everlalling feaft,
HYMN XXXVI.—Aprize to be obtained,
2. T ORDhe!p me foto run the race,
That I may once cbtain
A crown cmeng the heirs of grace,
£iz.d with their Sdviour reigo,
2. O may I now by faith arilz,
And find my fins forgiv'n ;
That I a1 l.it may fhare a prize,
Ia ail tbe joye of heav’n.
3- There let me once behold thy face,
G thor, my only friend §
Aud fhcut thy love, and thare thy grace,
W here {ongs fhall never end.
4. High watied in the realms oflight,
Beyond ajl fenfe of pain;
Jeus thall be my whole delight,
Aund I with him fhal) teign.
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HYMN xxsvi.—Chrift inviting finsers to his grace.
AMA.ZiNG (i shr, the Saviour ftands,
And Lnocks at every door
Ten thoufand bleflings in his hands,
For to fupply the poor.
2. *“ Behold, faith he, I bleed and die,
“ T bring poor foulsto reft ;
« H.a , finmers, while I’m palling by,
“ And be forever bleft.
3. “ Wil vou defpife fuch Ulzsding love,
« And checfe the way to hell
“ O in the glorious realms zbove,
« With me forever dwe'l ?
4. * Not to condemn your finking race,
« Have I injudgme: come :
s« But to difplay unbouanded grace,
« And bring loft finners home,
5 ¢ May I not fave your wrerched foul,
“ From {in, from death, and hell ;
« Wounded or fick, I’il make you whicle,
“ Andyou with me fhall dwell.
6. « Say, will you hear my gracious veice,
“ Ard have your {ins forziv’a ?
* Or will you make a wiziched choice,
« And bar yourfclves from heav’n ?
7. « Will you godown to endicis pight,
“ And bear eterna! pain ¢
# Qrd~ell in everlafting highs,
Where I in glory scign ?
8. « Come anfwer ncw beforz I go,
«“ Vyhite Lam paling by
* Sov, will you maniy me, cr no?
¢ Say, will veu live, or die ¥
UYMN xxxvIt1,—T4¢ monriing foul anfuwred 3y Corifi
1. VV HERE, fauth the mourner, isthis Chriil,
That calls the hungry to 2 jeat ?
Where is that grace proclaira’d fo e ?
51y, herald, point th~ vay to me.
2. 1f,as you fay, he fpiit his blood,
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T o bring immortal fouls to Gob ;

Then tell me, tell me, where I'll go,

1o find if this be true, or no ?

3. “ Well, faith the Saviour, here I be ;

** Where is the foul inquires for me?

1 by my fpirit now declare,

« My grace is free, and you may fhare.””

4. O faith the foul, I wou'd receive ;

Speak, Lord, and help me to believe 5

Since thou declar’dft thy grace is free,

O give one precious drop to me.

5. “ I wait, faith Jefus, at your door,

¢ With love that knows no bound nor fhore §

¢ And far more free I am togive,

¢ T'han you are willing to receive,

6.  Freely I ci=, 1 mourn, 1 bleed,

t I weep, I wait, promife and plead ;

¢ Leb’ning for you all drefs’d in gore,

* What can 1 do or offzr more ?

7. “ Say, will you now my love abufe,

¢ And all the joys of heav’n refufe ?

# Muft I leave you? muft I go?

o Will you chocfe eterpal wo?

8. “ OO b= befecch’d 1o hear my voice,

¢ And make elerpal li'e your choice

¢ Say, will you choofe 1o fink in hell ?

* Or elfe with me in glory dwell ?
HYMN RxX1X.——L(hosfing nothing but Chrift,

1. I CHOOSE ihe Lord for alt my joy ;

His praife I count my beft employ ;

His name my conflant theme {hall be ;

Lo 1 would follow none but thee.

2. Without my Lord I cannot reft

There’s none but he can make me bleft;

Inhim 1 finda folid peace,

Andin him all myjo}'s increafc.

3. Ozt me never, never part,

¥rom bim the pleafure of my heart ;

Dzar Jzfus, kecp me always near,
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"Till T with thee in heav’n appear.
4. O may I once at thy right hand,
Rejoice with all the glorious band 3
The unveil’d glories then I'il fee,
Of kim that gave Uis lite for me.
5. Tranfporting fLencs ! ah, glorious fight !
Shall wrap my {oul in fweet delight :
And each imnortal pow’r of mine,
Shall in exal*ed pra fes join.
HyYy MN XL. Acall to finacrs,
1. C INNERS arife, the Savious’s come,
And bleeds for wretched fuuls like you 3
His mercy calls the rebels home,
Forgives their {ins an- loves them too.
2 Come to the feaflt without delay,
Before the gofpel call is o’er: ’
Embrace the bleffed Lord 1o day, ’
Left he fliould go, and call no more,
3. Ten thoufand louls have eater’d in,
And tound a fealt of love divine
Come then, poor fouls, with all your fin,
And the Redeemer will be thipe.
4. Thofe bappy fouls thar’s gorz before,
Were once in fin as vile a5 you
{0 doubt the Savious’s love no more,
But come and rafle his goodnefs too.

HY M N XL1.—For the fpreading of the gofpe.,

1. LOOK on the finting world, O Gop,
And make thy goodnefr known
Let finners teel 1hy gofpe! fword,
Aund bow before thy throne,
2, O fend thy heralds tar and near,
To [pread the gofpel feaft ;
And let the farhelt corneis hear
Of thy redeeming grace.
2. Why (hould poor dying fouls be loft,
And plunge in endlefs death,
Since fefus tor them on the crols
Gg
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Gave his expiring breath ?
4. Since toundlels love hath ftoop’d fo low,
And {til] remains the fame,
O lei pocer farving finners know,
The goodoels of thy name.
H Y M N XLIL—The fazne.
LONG hias the world in darknefs dwelr,
Though the incarnate Gop
Hie piecicus blood has freely fpilt,
To {pr ad bis light abroad,
(O ihake them, mighty Jefus, now,
By «ay redeeming word,
T'hat wreiched fouls to thee may bow,
And own ther Uleeding Lord.
3. O fend ren thoufsed to proclaim
Thy gofpel far and near,
Tbat heathen lands may know thy name;
Aud ev’ry nation hear.
4. Pity the fouls, O Gop, thai he
V/thout she gofpel light,
And fend thea life betore they ie
Ard fink in cndlefs night.
5. Since thy great love no limits know,
Dlar by -free grace ahuund,
O letthy tlclicd gofpel go,
And finneis licar the found.
H Y M N XLIIL—Forthe morniig.
I. OHow kind the heav’nly pow’rs
Guarded my pnguarded hours !
Through the dangess of the night
Led me to the mornirg light.
2. Now &y foul awake with joy,.
Make bis praife thy whcle employ ;
All thy future moments fpend
“I'o adore thy heav’ly frie.d.
3. When this life is cold in death,
1 with angels thall break orih
1o my bleft Redeemer’s craife,
viorning fongs, furaphic lays.



HYMN XLIV .—Free grace, the gofpel eally and falyatics

0y faith,

I. NATIONS attend, let ev’ry mortal hear,

The gofpel trumpet {founds the jubile ycar;
The Saviour’s death declares unbounded grace
To ev’ry foul of Adam’s guilty race ;
Sinners behold your friend and Saviours bieeding;
Fly to hisarms wh:'c he is interceding.
2. No more attempt to cleanfe the gulty foul,
Or work 10 make your wounded fpirits who'e
Bat hear, and let the waiting Saviour in,
His rifing pow’r will cleanfe from all your fins ;
Fly, mortals, fly, fly ev’ry town and nation,
While the Redeemer ftands with free falvation.
3. ** 1 want not works, faith he, to make you whole,.
% 1 came to {ave the vile poluted foul ;
% My grace is free, I amthe mighty Gob,
“ My arms of love for you is ftretch’d abroad ;
Sinners behold the great incarnate Saviour,
Andfly for refuge to his lafting favour.
4. Behold, behold his wounded hands and fds,
And then believe it was for you he died ;
He wauts in love the finners to receive,
And will you not his dying groans believe ;
f1z waits and calls, O finners hear him pleading,
And then believe for you the Lamb is bleeding,
5. * How long, faith he, will you my love abule ;
* How long will you my boundlefs grace refufe
“ How long, poor {invers, will you fhut the deor ?
“ Or mutt I leave, and cali on you no more ?
« Say, wretched mortal muft my love be flighted ?
% Or will you come to Gop while now invited 2
2. ¢ Behold, behold I am the finaers friend ;
¢ Believe my word andall your griefs fhall erd ;
* Or lack you faih, ’ts faith I frecly give ;
“ Look up to me, poor dying foul, and live,
¢ The great Jehovah offers you a kingdom ;
>+ Come ev’ry foul, come as you are, and welcome,
7. * Your heart is hard, my love can mslt away
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“ Both rocks and hills ; why will you longer ftay ?
* Quce more I afk, poor foul I’m loath 1o go,
“ Say, dying finner, will you live, or no ?
* Your fins tho’ great they fhall be all forgiv’n,
¢ And you fhall live and reign with me in heav’n,
8  Wiih all my countlefs hofts in realns above,
“ Your fouls fhall fhare in everlaling love ;
s Ili be ycu- farher and your periion too ;
“ And you fhall fwim in joys forever new ;
“ Say now, poor fouls, why aze veu unbelieving ?
“ Or wha', fay what, doth keep you from receiving ?
9. “ I’ll couquer death and hell beneath your feet,
* Bchold my grear falvation is complete ;
8 I’ve diank your birer cup,and bore your load
* Of fin and death, 10 bring veu home 10 Gob ;
** Pl change your heart, and take away your blindnefls
10. “ E-ernal riches fhall to you be giv’n,
* And a bleft manfion in the feats of heav’n ;
* Unbcunded glory I will frecly give,
* If thou wiltbut confent with me 10 live ;
¢ Say wretched finner, will you bave a kingdom,
* Now is the time, confen', and come and welcome.”
HY M N XLV, On the death of Ghrift,
1. REHOLD the friend of finners dies,
With love and pity in his eyes,

To fave 3 guiliy world from deaih |
O finners here his dying groan,
Yeur load of fin he bears alone,

Ard yields for you his life and breath..
2. Down to the giave amongf® the dead,
Behold he bows his glorious Kead ;

All eanth zrd hell againft him too
¥or rcbel nen he prays, ke cries ;

Allthis, O v reiched fouls, for you.
3. And now with mghty pow’r 10 fave,
Behold te trivmphs o’c: ihe grave ;

To corquer feach ard fave from hell H
And (Ll iedoth with f.ners plead,
His fpizit with them intercede,
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Intreating them in heav’n to dwell.
4. Now they may dwell upon his brealt,
Dwell in his love forever bleft ;
O finners bow and love his name 3
Cume now and 1afte his dying love,
And ever live in realms above,
To love and praife the flaughter’d Lamb.
HY MN XLVI—A gofpel cadto finners,
i O Halte away, ten thoufand fouls,
With all your guilt, withall your grief,
To Jelus whofe compalfion rolls
For you, and comes for your relief.
2. Jefus your friend, the Lamb of Gop,
R-des trinmph over death and hell ;
And now extends his arms of love,
Inviting you with hiem to dwell.
. To day he callsthe hungry round,
And fpreads a feall before their eyes ;
Wih healing balm tor ev’ry wound,
And life divine that never dies,
4. “ Come now faith he, with all your wants
¢ Behold I have a large fupply ;
“ The foul that lor falvation pants,
« May freely drink and never die.
. *¢ I love to give the weary reft,
« And feed the pror with living bread ;
« Tell ev’ry foul that would be bleft,
« The Saviour loves to do them good.”
HY M N XLVII1.—The heavenly pilgrims,
1. FELLOVV pilgrims let us join
Heart and voice in fongs divine 3
Our beloved paffes by,
Calls aloud for you and I,
2. Like the war’ors let usrife,
Carnal plealures we defpife ;
Storms and frowns we will defy,
With our Malter live and die,
3. Earthly triends we bid adieu,
Unlefs they will be pilgrims too 3

81
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We muft not our Jefus leave,
For the neareft earthly love.
4. Jefus is our only friend,
He alone makes forrows cad 3
He will give us lafting peace,
When all other friends thall ceafe.
5. Soon we fhall his love enjoy,
Where no trials can annoy ;
O the joyful fweets above !
Ev’ry joy is fill’d with love,
6. Think, O p:lgrims, can it be,
This is a!l for you and me!
1Tave we found our fias forgiv’n ?
Is our reafure now in heav’n ?
7. Ah! we’ve found redeeming grace ;
We will run the chriftian race
‘Tilt with fhouting we fhall rife,
With our Jefus 1o the fkies.
8. O with what delight we’ll fee,
Him that died for you, and me !
This thall be our joyful theme,
Amen, worthy is the Lamb |
HYMN XLVIII.—Free grace proclaimed.
1. CO VIE trembling fouls forget your fear,
For your ecrnal friend is near ;
O bow your fouls before Lis face
And fhare in his redeeming grace.
2. Longtime he’s call’d your fouls in vain,
And yet, beheld, be calls again
Once more in love he’s come to try,
Say, finners, will you live, ot die ?
3. Though long you have his grace abus’d,
And aii his call of love refus’d 5
Yet even now he will forgive,
O finner ! hear his voice and ljve.
4- Or will you crowd him from your door,
"That he may never call no more ?
Theq think, O fouls, how can you bear,
To fink in death and loag defpair.



2. O finners hear, he calls again,
And do not linger on the plain 5
Leave all and fly to Jefus arms,
And afte, O 1afte, his heav’aly charms.
HYMN XLIX —The name of Chrift worthy to be fpread,
1. ROUSE all ye faints of Gop.
And ell Le world his love §
Nor ceafe to found Lis name abroad,
Till you awake above.
2. Sweet is the Saviour’s name,
Foall that evertalie ;
Hi- love will mourning fouls ivflame,
His mercy is a fealt.
3. No morial tongne can tell.
How {weet his graces be,
But tholz that in his b.fom dwell,
Who often tafte and fte.
4. O that peor fingers knew,
The fweetnefs of hisname!
They would become the toll’wess too,
Ot this defpifed Lamb.
5. Andis ihis Jefus mine !
Have I €’er known his love !
Then ler me live on themes divine,
Till T fhall foar above.
HYMN L. For the fpreading of the gofpel,
1. O Spread thy faving name abroad,
Thoublefled Prince of Peace ;
Bring dying finsers home to Gobp,
And make their {orrows ceafe.’
2. S'nce thy compaffior il doth yearn,
O’er wretched men (o free,
‘Help them, O Jefus, 10 retura,
And find their he'p in thee.
3. Olet them 1afle the Saviour’s leve,
And drink immonral joy ;
Let farving fiuls no lenger rove
Tof:ek an empty toy.
4. Oletthy bicffed gofpel :1in
Through all tiefc thades of night,
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Let fouls in darknefs feel the fun
That brings immortal light.
. Then in the beams of grace divine
Their chearful fouls will fing 5 -
Ten thoufand praifes thall be thine,
O thou immortal King !
HYMN LI.—The firong perfuafions of free grace.
1, O Sinners fly to Jefus” arms, '
Enjoy his everlafling charms ;
He calls you to a heav’nly fealt,
O come, poor flarving fouls, and tafte,
2. Say, will you be forever bleft,
And with this heav’nly Jcfus reit ?
He’il fave you frem all {in and pain,
And you fhall in full glory reign.
3. Say now, poor foul, what will you dv 2
Say, will you have this Chrift, or no?
Make now the choice, and halt no more,
For Chiift is waiting at your door.
4. He waits, he woos, he’sloath to leave,
And will you not his word believe ?
Why, will you let this Jefus go?
Say, will you have this Chyrift, or no ?
5. Once more Il afk you in his name,
(I know his love is ftill the fame)
Will you be fav’d from endlefs wo ?
Say, will you have this Chrilt, or no ?
HY M N LIL—When met fur wor/hip.
I. GLAD news to men, the Prirce of Peace
Has in his triumphs rofe /
From deaih and hell he 1akes releale,
And wramples on his foes.
2. Lord may thy faints this day likewife,
Some heav’nly ftrength attain
From earthly clogs, and darknefs rife,
And fome new conqueft gain.
3. Give us the quick’nings of thy grace,
To chale our floth away ;
And may the [milings of thy face,
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Make this a joyful day.
4. O come, thou heav’nly {pirit, come,
With thy infpiring word ;
Call ev'ry wild affe@ion home,
To love and praife the Lord.
5. Come in with us thou bleeding Lamb,
With bleflings from above ;
And ev’ry moutning heart inflame,
With thy redeeming love.
6. Let {tarving finners hear fromh thee,
And 1afte of food divine ;
O fet them from their bondage free,
And let their fouls be thine.
HYMN LI1I.—Tke fame.
1. BLESS us this day, O Lotd our Gob,
And fhed redeeming love abroad ?
O comfort ev’ry mourning foul,
And make the wounded fpirits whole.
2. Ler thofe that unconcern’d appear
Some shund’ring word from Sinai bear,
That they may fall before thy face,
And fhare in the Redeemer’s grace.
3. Puy thy children that auend
Mourning the abfence of their friend ;
O raife their droeping fouls above,
And cheer them with their father’s love,
HYNMN L1IV.—The gofpel call to fuints and finners,
I. ARISE O all ye fains and fing
The canquefts of your bleeding Fing,
Who bled and died, and rofe for you ;
Let ev’ry heart and ev’ry voice
Rejoice, rejoice, rejoice, rejoice,
And bid your forrows all adiea.
2. Come all ye m-urning fou!s attend
The call of your eternal friend,
Receive his grace, and hi= adore ;
Say it ye will his love partake,
Awzke, awake, awake, awake,
Fiom deaih, and live forevermore,

-8
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2 Coraz guiliy mortals as you ke,
e feis the wort of finners ’l‘u
& 0 fear end darkrelr, de 'h and helt;

I charnniag, voice, () {‘;';n,,,a hear,
v near, doaw nwr dra v rcar, draw near,
e w:...e he catls, aadsvith hlm dweell,
4. O in-fick Gneees come zwoy,”™
Lo vot your fins onite /r ur celay,
Bu: care withalt y wounds and grief 3
Cme 1o this Jefus v veus am,
O e, O comez, O come, O come,
Wwith all your ginle, and find relief.
EY VN LV.—Tte ﬁme.
G GOD uens mr vou, O Adam’s race !
Irom hea:'n defeends unbounded grace,
T e grea Mohah cow appears ;
P ovieniscframe T AM Gilumes
fie crmvs, be coes, he comes, Lo comes,
f-r‘.d w he wanld fas Jove declares.
e, Sinvers sohoid the great Ged-man,
Ym'r friend &n intant of the fpan,
itos Hoap’d to dwell below the fkies !
Ye mourners bid your fears adien,
. ‘e, tar you, lor you, for you,
Tl mlg» ty laviour freely Jie,
tad now trem doot to doc rgacs,
~an of forsow, and of woes,
vuing to fave poor fouls from hell 5
: ,.J.!s behold your Saviour nesr,
teas, O hear, O hear, O hesr
Iilb n‘lb Alld in b 52]01\« dw ”
& i €4 ’ry npation kaow his nzine 2,
Anltedry tengue his love prociina g
Your {orrovs may ‘or"xc. ceale .
?' UP )’ Ar heants with chearful yvoice,
’.nCC. Ef.J-.\r:*, ‘ev '1- x,
ave the ¢ u;l(_a' Princs of
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HYMNLVI.— .4 c:ll to finners.
AW VR E ye dying f()uh, ;w:L’,
Bznold the Saviour fand
Now at your deor, and oft du b knock
With pmn!vnem his biznds
2. WWhy wiil you (118, wh ex.].a,, bleeds
Tu fave your fouls from hell?
And row Lie waits, and e cur, ond pleadsy
That you wouvld with him wwell.
3. O bear, ye mouvrring Goners, Dear,
Aud pow receive Lis qA e
Eavenal glerics nowy is nevr
Come and thef: glm'u fae,
CThe great }ci.;).;h Soiis yogs hwine
. Toeverabog Cy;';
Come. O ve ‘“re'”‘\ 4 finners, Zuine,
4;1)\! Wl .
Thors’s roora g é" in Foln” anme,
For ev’ry moutninyg foul ;
And if you’ie fick his heav’nly charms,
Wil make your {pinits whole.
6. He freely died that he wizht fave
You from eternai wee;
Say now, poor mortals, will you have
This bleflad Chrift, or no?
HYMN LVII.—Chrif’s deat’ declares bis grac: is [iz2,
I. AWAKE, O guilty woild awake,
Bcholdghe earth’s foundaiiens {halie,
While the Ré@emer bleeds fur youl
His dealh proclalms to all your race,
Fice grace, fre¢ grace, free grace, 1:ee grace,
To all the jews and Gentiles too,
2. Come, guilty mortals, come anJ [es
The Saviour con 1he curfed tre=,
For you, all drefs’d in pirple zore
His weight of woe has vzii'd the fun,
*Tis done, tig done. s done, s done,
That man migiu iive fo:evermore.
3. See how the wounded Lomb of Go

e
-3
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Extends his bleceing arms abroad

To fave a fallen world from death !
Behold him in his aganics,

He dies, he dies, be dies, he dies,

And yields the laft expiring breath,
4. He dies and triumphs over death
"To give the dead immontals, birth,

And fpread the wonders of his name ;
Shout, morals, thout, with chearful voice,
Rejoice, rejoice, rejoice, rejoice,

And give the glory of the Lamb.

HY MN LVIII——Acall te finners,
I. WHAT more could Jefus do.
To make poor finners bleft 2
O finners bid the world adieu,
Arnd have eternal reft.
2. His blood was freely fpilt,

To fave your fouls from death ;
And to remove your load of guilt,

Gave up his bfe znd breath,

3. And can you now refufe
Such grace and dying love ?

Will you his goodnefs all abufe,
And {light the joys above ?

4. No pow’s can c'er relieve

Your fouls from hell but he ;
Beiieve, O wreiched men believe,

And happy thall you be,

5. His goodnef(s knows no bound,

Nor will his love forbear ;

W hat other wretched fouls have found,

Y our mourning fouls may fhare,

6. His gclden fcepter waits,

Wiih grace and pardons free 5
O touch, and though your fins are great,

Yet pardon’d you fhali be,

7. Behold the K.ing of kings,

Is waiting yet for you

And ev’ry word glad tidings brings
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Toall the guilty crew,
8, R-hold the purple gore,
*Which from his wounds doh flow,
A fea of grace witheut a thore,
To fave your [uls from wo.
9. O caft your guilty fouls
In this unbounded fea ;
His love will make the weunded whole,
And {er the pris’rers free.
. HY M NLIX.—=0n the birth of Chrift.
1, GL \D tidings to eur wer'd is come !
Mortals prepare your Savicur room
Liftup your heads, forget your fars §
The great Mefliah from above,
With boundlefs love, with boundlels love,
Within your guilty realm appears.
2. Ten thoufand feraphs round him bow,
And angels and archangels glow
From the bright climes of heav’n’y day
Shouting they hail the happy morn,
The Saviour’s born, the Saviour’s born,
Toake the finners guilt 2way.
3. Let kings and nations ail aterd,
The birth of their eternal friend 3
Let ev’ry land the tidings know 3
Heathens {o:fake your wood and flone,
Forthere is none, for there is noce,
Bat Chrift canyfave from endlels wo.
4. Hai!, dying fouls, your {riend is nigh,
Believe and you’ﬁi\l never die 3
O come and reign with Chrift the Lord
Ye mouracrs bid your fears aliey,
He calls for you, he calls for you,
For you his armns arz fireich’d chreal.
HY M N LX—0n th: death of Clrift,
1. HARK 1 O ye fons of Adam, hear
Yaur Saviour’s dying breath ;
And a!l ye nations far and near,
Auicnd your Saviou’s death,

Hb
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8, On Calvary behold he hangs,
And bleeds and dies for you;
Crufb’d with the we'pht of ¢ying pangs
In foul and body 109,
3. This is th’ eternal Son of Gob,
“That fpills his blocd o free
See how he bears the heavy load.
O guilty world for thee !
4. Mortals cen you reflufe his grace,
And &ll his love defpife ?
Or wili you join the happy race,
With him that never dies?
HYMN LX1. On the name of Chrift,
I.,SV\/EET is the name of Chnit the Lanb,.
““ J'oall that have his love enjoy’d ; '
Trevalling chirft (ill for ihe fame,
{'heir fouls with love can ne’er be cloy’d.
2. Th:sis the life of every faint,
And frength of ev’ry wounded foul
When.they are fick, or fore, or faint,
"I 'he name of Tefus makes them whele.
~. This name thew dying {ouls will fave,
When ev’ry other helger fails 5
F.ud lifr thewn from the shizat’ g grave 3
O'er b and hell this name previiis,
4. Thisnzae wilt eviry foe deitioy,
And cwe thz Lelpols finneisrell 5
This numwe will he ernsl oy, .
Aod mako the Gints iozruer Weft,
7. C azy s pame oy loubinflame,’
Long zs I wa' ilus moral thore
Thea will Frave Ll i'orious name,
My iens aec theme forevermore,
AY NN LA S auviation te [ooers ; asd ithe ve,
(_‘f- A ihirss i C/t‘ff,:,.;.
1. '%Z.;IN‘,:ES. 5¢ Lord would fave
o Yoni Ful g dea ) and hedl
Ard 1w bim yoru Hwls giay hove,
Loyond whe' whovee comtcti.
2. Lo vaws yeu Daven i eanh.
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Through all its good to find
Some l:fting joy or folid minh
To chear the hun ity mind,
2. Al picalures dwell in Chrifl,
For none but him is good ;
Come flarving finrers, come and tafts
. Of this immontal tood.
4. He is the living bread,
And fea of pertect blifs ;
His life and love can raife the dead,
And make all {orrow ceafe.
. O f{inners hear his voice,
While he is at your door ;
In perfe@ blifs yow'll foon rejoice,
And live forevermore.
HYMN LX< Chrift’'s work, and love, and fuacs/5 it 1%
o/pei.
I. LORD, in the chariotﬁpf ihy word,
Ride forth with pow’r thy name to fpread ;
Give ficed unto thy gofpel {word,
Through thefe dark regions of the dead.
2. “ Lo, fauh the Saviour, here I am,
“ With all my velture dip’d in blocd ;
“ The Free Prysician is my name,
“ Seeking to do the needy good.
. ¢ I'love to feed the hungry poor,
« Toheal the Lick and raife tlie dead 5
“ J love to fee them crowd my door,
“Thar 1 mmundle& love may fpread.
4. I love o (e®Rhole pris’ners free,
« Thar are in cebt and nought to pay ;
¢ No gwity foul that comes, '
¢ Sheil ever go condemn’d away. :
§. ' Now where’s your guilty, weak and poor,
“ Your fick, your deal, vour dead, your blind?
« Cali cuch by name zround mv door,
* And they thall all a helper e,
6. Lord, fairh the pecr end tromllivg foul,

£ come with all wy wanls toibee i 4 4
4

RS
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My fins forgive, my wounds make whole,
And from my bondage fet me free.
7. * Then, faith the Lord, the work is done,
“It was for you I bled and died ;
% Cafl all thy wants on me alone,
“ And all thy wants {hall be fupply’d.
8. O, faith the foul, my Chrifi is mine !
1 feel thy gracé, 1love 1by name,
And 1will be forever thine,
O Lord, to found thy worthy fame.
9. Hofanna! let the chriftians join,
A foul is added to our band ;
Arnd welcome foul, the prize is thine,
To reign with us at Chrift’s right hand.
10. Amen, with joy our fouls fhall fing,
And let the fame refound abroad
Amen, all glery to our king,
A foul isborn tv Chrift our Gobp.
HYMN LX[V.— Weorthy is the Lamnb.
1. AMAZING love, unbounded grace,
Throuvgh the Redeemer’s name ;
Let mortal and immortal race
Cry *“ worthy is the Lamb.
2. The mighty Saviour from the fkies,
Comes down 10 bear our thame ;
Beneath ougguilt he bleeds and dies,
“ Al wgrthy is the Lamb,
3. Ten thoufand thoufand thanks is due,
O Jelus, to thy pame ; %
Let faints above and angels too,
Cry “worthy is the Lamb.
4. And we on thofe immorial plaing,
Infpir’d with facred flame,
E’er long {hall raife 1he highelt ftrains
Of “wworthy is the Lamb.”’
BYMN LXV . —Crift and a pouth, in & dia‘sgue.
1. JESUS from the bngh( realms above,
] Stoops ‘o difplay his boundlefs love 5
Calling the worlk of finners home,
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And courting children in their bloom.

2. “Return, faith he, thou precious youth,

“ To me the way, the life, and truth ;

“ Partake my grace, enjoy my love,

“ And (et your heart on things above.

3. YourH.—Lord, I would hear thy gracious voice,
And in thy fervice might rejoice;

But I am chain’d to things below,

Ard cannot let my pleafures go.

4 CaRrisT.—* Your earthly joys affords no peace,
“ And all thofe pleafures foon will ceale

¢ Why will you then purfue fuch toys,

“ And lofe my everlatting joys ?

5. YouTH.—I know my joys are mix’d with fear,
And foon they all muft difappear ;

But I no other pleafures know,

Therefore I cannot let them go.

6. Curist.—* Nor can your greater pleafures find,
* While to thefe earthly joys inclin’d

¢ But if you’ll hear my gracious voice,

“ You foon fhall find fuperiour joys.

7. Youtn.—* But fhould I now attend thy eall,
And think to make the Lord my all,

Ten thoufand foes would foon engage

Againft my foul with all their rage,

8. CHrisT.—" What mighty foes are lht#'c you fee,
 That makes you dread 1o follow me ?

“Point them to me, I can deftroy,

* Or chain theth that they can’t ‘annoy.

9. YoutH.—The lofs of pleafure, earth’s efteem,
"The fear of man, reproach, and thame ;

Hard trials in this chrittian flight,

And confli@s with the pow’rs of night.

10. CHRIST.—* More than my love doft thou eftzen
* Vain man’s applaufe, and call it thame

““ To bear my crofs, tcar pow’rs o hell ;

“ Yet choofe forever there to dwell ?
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11. YouTtH.—My pleas are vain, O Gor, furgiv
VWhat can Ido, how can I live,
Chain’d down with twice ren thoufand fears,
Surrounded with ten thoufand fnares ?
12. CHrisT.—*“If you from fuch fmall teials (hiie:
“ How will yoo bear ¢’er long 1o fink
* Ju all the fears, ar.d pzins of hell,
“ Where you are juftly doom’d to dwell ?
13. Youtru,—Truth, Lord, but I zm now fa dee
In blindnefs, darkanefs, death, and {leep,
Thofe further fcenes do ail bui feem
An emptv found, an idle dream.
14. Curist.—* Then more you need my call to b
© VWho fezs your wrziched doom fo near ;
“ And if you’re dark, and d:02, and blind,
 The more you aked relici o fizd,
15. YouTtH —Lond whart thou 3y’ T can’t deny,
Aad O I fezrmydocm is nigh
I nuw begin to iccl my wo,
What fhall I do ¢ whege fhall I go?
16. CHRIsT.=—* Arife, déar youih, you need not feas
« If ycu will but my fpirit hear ; SR
“ Accept my grace, and follow me, »
¢ And happy days you foen fhall fee.
17, Youtrn.—1 weuld, O-Gom, with joy attend,
Vi I voss fuse youf Was my fiiend s v
But unbelief, and darknefs reigns, -
And I am bound with heavy chains, . ‘
18. CHRlsr.il—-“ Though darknefs *‘reigns,&you n

dwe

s Jult on the vesrge of death and hell, - ~
“ Yet tear them not, I'll be thy friend,
“ ‘Truft meand 2!l thy fears thall end.
19. YouTtr.—O Gob, I amundore I fee,.
And dare no: ftay, but cannet flee ;
Flow can I have my fins forgiv’a ?
How fhall I find the way tc heav’u ?
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20. CurisT.~—¢ [ am the way, the heav'n, the prics,
« The i:fe, the Lrengih, the ears, the eyes 5
« Pl be thy poisicn and thy guide,
¢ And all thy wanie Soalh Le topply’d.
21. YouTH —Then help'efs, Lotd, to thee I conz,
With o'l my wanis jult as 1 e
Thy face in love O let me fee,
And take riy wrershud Sl 1o ibee,
22 CHRisT.— Inlove behaold thy Saviour’s jacs g
 Bulicve my word, receive my grace;
¢ Fajoy my love; 'l be thy Goo,
* And ‘Tou ari moue redeem’d with blood,
27. Youru ---OGop, my Gop, I feel thy vuice!
Thy love vaaties all my foul wwioce 5
Ah ! joys Leyond whar op e can tell,
Now [ have tound d-h inoadiee Swell,
24. O Lord my feul telongs ¢ Jice,
Aud now I know thoa died jor me
All thingein Jefus now is mine, -
Aondall ‘heglory thall be tiine.
AY HUN LNV —— A awakened [irner,
1§ Wonder like a capuve flive,
_* Io thades of death zad night;
Ny friend nor happiaefs 1 bave,
Nor glhmp(: of chesiing ligtt,
2. Ten ihoufand fparss h:ler my way,
And Rorms of tury roll, -
And ioes like cruel beafts of prey,
Arz thitlling for my foul.
3- Nords I owifh for reft orepeace,
But froma the realms atove;
O Jefus make oy (orrows ceafs,
W ith thy redeeming love.
4. O Julur ier me hear thee iy,
“ uar nct, [ am thy friend *
#Gue me 2 glanpse of heay’aly 2uy,
Ant joys Sl oo end,
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HYMN LXVI] Dz firing to fpread the name of Je
1. O Could I iread trom pole to pole,
With my Redeemer’s name,

How gladly weuld my a&ive foul
The joyful news preclaim !

2. My lifeand ftrength I’d freely fpend,
Throughb years of griet and wo,

If Jefus would with pow’r attend,
‘The gofpel trumph to blow.

3. To dying finners I would go,
And lead their fouls to heav’s ;

Thar they might the Redeemer know,
And fiod their fins forgiv’n.

4. 1’d bring my thoufands round the fest
Of my eternal King,

Where they fhould find a happy [eat,
And endlefs praifes fing.

HY MN LXVIL—Defiring to be wholly for Chrif

I. I Would be wholly for my Gaod,
And hourly tafte his Jove,

And fpread his glorious name abroad,

Where €’er I reft, or rove,
2. The Lamb that gave his life for me,

My foul would {o enjoy,
That his redeeming love thould be

My life and whole employ.
3. Then thould my foul one day be found

W ithin the peaceful thore,
Where 1 (hall wiih archangels found

His name torevermore,
4. There I of love would drink my fill,

Wihin my Saviour’s arms ;
Co nplee in joy, and growing ftill

By his aura@ing charms.

H T M N LXVI———Tke famne,

O W “cn, dear Jefus, thall I be

>~ Dsveied life and foul to thee ?
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In wifdom’s way O may 1 tread,
By thine unerring pirit led.
2. O let me otten fee thy face,
And fealt upon redeeming grace ;
And by thy word teach me to_know
My Saviour’s will where ¢’er I go.
. O never, never let me rove
%rom ihee my Fatherand my Jove;
ut fix my heart on things above,
My conflant theme fhall be thy love,
4. Wheree'er I go I’ll always tell
What goodnels in my Gob doth dwell,
That other Rarving fouls may know
Thy name, and 1alte thy goodnefs too,
HY MN LXIX.—~=To the profine.
1, W HY, mortals, will you thus blalpheme
That name which all the heav’ns adore,

And for a fhort delufive dream,
Torment yourfelves forevermore ?
2. O think, poor fouls, how near you ftand

To an eternal gult of pain !
Your fleeting days are but a {pan,

And certain death comes on amain.
3. Soen will you feel the fatal blow,

And thudder on the verge of death ;
With what relu@®ance will you go,

When drawing your expiring breath 3
4. O roufe, unthinking mortals roufle s

And flee thofe gaping joys of hell ;
How can you bear, why will you choole,

In everlafting paios to dwell 2 _
5. The gofpel founds the Saviour’s grace,

Go bow before that worthy name
Go fpread your wants before his face,

And plead his love, and own your fhame.
6. Who knows but love {9 long refus’d,

May ftretchan arm of g&ace for you,
And that {weet name fo much abus’d,

/
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May yet forgive, and blels you 100!

HYMN LXX.~—T he thoughtful failor's confe ffon

HOW oft umhlrkmg fatlors feel,

Tte ﬂragg ring {hlp fike drunkams reel,
and tremble o’er the wat'ry graves !
2ni yet how many foon forget,
‘T'he horrors of the gaping pit,

ani that almigh'y arm that faves !

2. When trembhing o’er the cternal flate,
©Onr hopes are {mall, our fears are great :

Then we lament :he d:Rant fhore ;

W hen flaming fulphurs through the fky,
L ke theets of liquid fire doth fly,

And bell’wing thunders round us roar,
2. Then we expe&t lmmedme death,

And figh, and groan at ev’ Y breath,

O jor fome mighty pow’r to fave!
We now in that diftrefling hour,
‘To Gon for his delivring pow’r,

To fave us from the gaping grave.

4, The Lord focks down with pitying eye,
He hears the trembling (ailors cry,

And comes to make his mercy known !
He bids the threat’ning ftorms fubfide,
And calms the fwelling “of the tide,

And mzles the thund’ring cleuds return.

r. Then we rejoice to fee the fhore,

Uur trembling fighs and cries are o er,

And glad we tread the folid land :

Bot O our cries are foon forgor,

We made our vows, but paid them not,
and thus abufe the heav’nly hand,

C. Returning to our {ins again

Forger his kindnefs and our pain,

Lono as we feel a carna) peace ;

Good Losd forgive the wretched crew,
I3=tore that ftorm which coth purfue,
Roll on our heads and never ceafe,
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HYMN LXXL-=The chriftian furprifed at Chrift’s o2
3. AND d:dit thou die for me,
O thou blet Lamb of Gop ?
And haft thou brought me home to thee,
By thine own precious blood ?
2. How couldit thou ftoop fo low 3
O what amazing grace !
He faves me from eternal wo,
And gives me heav’nly peace.
3. My foul, how can it be,
Thoar Jefus freely bore
The pangs of deathand hell for me,
And yet I love no more !
4. O let menow anfe,
Aud {oar to realms above,
2.0d fhouting gaze, wish fweet furprile,
On fuch amaziag love!
HYMN LXXH,———The fumne,
1. IS that the Son of Gob tha: cries,
Upoa the bloody tree ?
O can it be the Saviour dies
For fuch a wiewch as me !
2. rle groans, he dies, and yields his breath,
And gives his life away,
To bring me from cternal deaih,
Toeverlalting day.
3. O mult his heart, his woundzd foul,
The pond’rous load fuftain,
To make my guily confcicnce whole,
And fave {rom endlels pain !
4. How can my heart retufe to melt
When Jefus dies for e !
No pains, nor grief was ever felt
’ As felr, O Lord, by thee.
HYMN LXXUI.—The gofpel call, by Ghrift’ s am! affador,
1. GLAD udings 1o the world is come,
O wretched linners hear
Good news from Jefus I proclaim;
‘The fioners friend is near.
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2. Hark how be calls, and calls for you,
O hear his charming voice ;
Bid all yous carnal joys adieu,
And in his name rejoice.
3. Caft all your rightcoufnels away,
And come with all your guilt; .
Jefus will be your help and ftay,
For you his blood was fpilt.
4. 1f €’er you think to Jand in heav’n,
And fhaie the joys above,
Come now and have your fins forgiv’n,
And tafte redeeming love.
H Y M N LXXIV—The [ame.
1. O Sinners make the Saviour roem,
Andlet your bars remove ;
To lzy with buundlefs grace he’s ceme,
And coaris vno with his love,
2, Free greco the Uhrifiionsall declare,
Lo O odigeesthe oy
Plesgocet oo mnnd and you tuay fare,
Fly faneis wibe Lamb,
“5. Eernal hizis worth your choice 5
“hy willyou go to hell?
Q) hear this day the Saviour’s voice,
And in his bofom dwell
H T M N LXXV.—The fame.
X. O {inners hear the gofpel call,
And have your f{ins forgiv'n ;
Receive the Lord, aud fhare in ali
The life and joys of heav’n,
9. To day the Saviour calls for you,
And offers you his love
Say, will you bid your gads adieu,
And reign with Chnft above ?
3. Why finoers will you difbelieve,
When Jefus dies fo free ¢
Q come, aud you fhall gace receive,,
For Jelus dies for thee.
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HY M N LXXVI.—Met for worfbip ..
g1 A LL hail thou lovely Lamb of Gop !
This day with us make thioe abede, .

And cheer our fpirits with thy love ;
We long to fee thy fmiling face, -
And run with thee the clisithans race, -

To thine eternal realms above.
2. O heal the fick and raife the dead,
And feed us with immortal bread ;

Warm ev’ry heart, loofe ev’ry tongue ;-
O let thy love our fouls inflame,
We fhall rejoice to feel thy name,

And make redeeming love our fong.
2. We love thy name, and long 10 feel
More of thy love, and thutting ftill,

Our {ouls for larger draughts would foar ;
Nor would we €’er contented be
>Thll al! our fouls are made like 1hee,

And fafety reach’d th’ immortal fhore,
4. We almoft long to quit this {tage,
That all our pow’rs might once engage

To love and praife without annoy ;
Then as immortal ftars we’ll thine, -
In glory, Lord, torever thine,

And folace in unmmingled joy. i

H Y MNLXXVII.—The ctriftians inviiing fixners.
1. SINNERS attend, the Saviour’s come

To bring the worlt of rebels home ;
O’er dying fouls his bowels move,
His grace 1s free, his name is love:
2. We've feen his face, and hear’d his voice,
Enjoy’d his love, and muft rejoice,
And can but coust you to his name,
O finners come enjoy the fame.
3. Again{t the rage of earth and hell,
We have all vow’d with Chrift to dwel! ;-
He’s gone before, and we’il pur{ue,
O finners tollow Jefus 100,
4. Our names are with the fons of God,
i



03 HY MNS

Eiernal life is our rewa@; ,
Chrift fights the battle, wins the race
While we betieve and {ing free grace,
- 5. 'Fo gain the crown J&ovah dies,
While we look*on and fhare the prize ;
The more we gaze tlie more we have, ’
The more we get the more we love.
6. Come finners fhare a glorious parr,
One view of Chrift will melt your heart ;
And you with all (he faints may reft,
And reign eternal ages bleft,
7. Scon by our Prince the field is won, ¥,
All fightings and our forrows done :
And we fhall with archangels fhare,
O finners have a manfion there.
8. There we fhall fail in feas of love,
And foar through all the realms above ;.
Mullions of {yflems join as one,
In one eiernal fong, Amen.
HY M N LXXVI1II Free Salvatiox,
BTWAS Gob himfe!t became the Lamb,
To bear the finner’s guilt and thame ;
>Tis Gop that cffers grace to me ;
Sure then his mercy muft be free.
2, It is a Gobp 1hat cannot lie,
That cffers grace to you and I ;
O !t us all his word believe,
And we {hall all his love receive.
1. Let none prefume his grace ro bound,
And make his cath an empty found,
¥or he’s confirming by an oath,
He has no pleafure in our death.
4. Now ev'ry wretched foul that will,
May come and have their fius torgiv’n,
And eV’ry foul that goes to helt,
Are of 1heir choice fthut out of heav’n.
HY MN LXXIX.—Early pisty,
T JESUS In my youthful bloom,
‘Take me to thec as 1 am ;
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Life and foul I now refign,
And will be forever thine,
2. Since thou gave thy life for.me,
Lord, I’ll give myfelf to thegy .
Wath me in thy precious blood, P
Fit me to enjoy my Gob. ,
3. Guard my feet from ev’ry fnare,
Make my life and fou! thy carz ;
Oirten let me fee thy face,
Feel and fing redeeming grace, *
4. Let my heart, my life, and tongue,
Make thy blefled name my fong 3
Bid all other loves adieu ;
Only thee I would purfue.
5. [ mnuft never think it (hame,
For 10 own thy worthy name ;
Left one day, thou me delpife,
And at lait rejeét my cries.
6. Butif thou wilt give me grace,
T will run the chriftian race ;
Then seceive me to thy home,
Where reproaches never come,
7. There from all the ftorms of hell,
With my Jefus I thall dwell ;
He will own my worthlefs name
In his bright records of fame.
8. O for that immortal crown !
Jlsfus fend the tokens down ;
ell mie Lord, thall I be there ?
O let me with angels thare ¢
HYMN LXXX.——The happy youth.
1. W HILE I am bleft with youthful bloom,
I will purfue that facred Lamb
That bled and died for me ;
If Gob infpire my heart with grace,
And let me fee his fmiling face,
A pilgrim I will be.
3. I'll leave the woerld with all its toys,
And {eck thofc far (uperiour joys

164 '
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. Thatdoth in Jefus dwell ;.
I Jefus be my Gob and king,
Immortal triumphs I will {ing
O'er all the pow’rs of hell.
3. A frowning world [ will defy, .
And all its flai’ring charms deny,
It Jelus ftands my friend ;
Not long I have the {torm to fland
Of this enfnaring barren land ;.
My confli@ts fuon will end.
4. Jelus, my friend, my caufe will plead, .
Condu&t my fteps, fupply my need,
And never let me fall
Jefus will all my foes deftroy,
Wil be my life, my ftrength, my joy,
Jefus is all in all.
5. With joy I’ll fpend my ficeting days, .
‘Yo found abroad my Saviour’s praife,
Acd tell the world his love;
And when I quit this moral flage -
1.thall in facred ftrains engage,
With all the fain:s above.
6. There I thall with my Jefus dweli,
1In joys beyond what tongue can tell,
QOa that immontal fhore §
Jefus my love fhall be my joy,
His praifes be my fweet employ,
And part from him no more.
HY MN LXXXI.cwemThe wonders of redeceming fowe. .
1. 0 How unbounded was that love
That bled to fave a guilty race !
The Saviour {toops from realms above,
To fpread sbroad his boondlefs grace, .
2. Behold the grear Meffiah hangs,
And bleeds upon he fhameful 1ree,
And 1here he drank dearii’s biter pangs, .
That we from death might all be iree.-
3. Fain would my foul antfe and tell,
My Saviour’s love ts8m thore to fhore, .
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That millions might re'urn and dwell
With Jefus, and his name adore.
4. But O'I mourn beneath my chains,
And can but lift a faint defire
Impatient for thofe lofty ftrains
Where angels burn with facred fire.
6. O all you difentangled faints,
This glorious theme belongs to you !
When death diffolves my long complaints,
I’il ftrike the highelt praifes too..
HY MN LXNXI[l.——=Adcall to fixner.,
1. SINNERS behold your Saviour Gop,
With his extended arms abroad ;
For you, for you, his bowels move,
And calls you to redezming love.
2. Why will you di¢ when j:{us ftands,
With lfe eternal in his bands ? .
T ﬁu.;(?xlfr" Luows ro bovnd nor 3’:’13?9)
© s dcanc dive forever inure
3. J.et not his pity wait in vain;
Do vot reje&t his love again ¢
O bear his molt endearing charms,
And fly for mercy to his arms,
4. Then fhall your fouls torever knovwr,
What bleffings from his goodnefs flow,
Nor will he ever leave you more,
Tl fafe you've reach’d the heav’nly fhore,
HY MN LXXXIV.meDefiring of Chrift,
1. O Lord how can I live, iring of Ghrif
Or ever happy be,
Except thou doth thy {pirit give,
"To bring me home to thee !
2. I want thy love (o tafte,
And know thou art my Gon,
O bring me to the gofpel feaft,
And feed me with thy word,
3. Ten thoufand worlds won’t do
To make a finner bleft,
O could 1 bid the world adiev,
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And find cternal reft,
4. My lfe itfelf is wo,
My joys are mix’d wiih grief,
Where but to thee (hall finners go,
O Gob, 10 find relief 2
. To thee my foul would look,
and plead the Saviour’s blood ;
*Twas he the {inner’s burden took
‘To bring them home to Gob,
9. O let my foul be one
That fhall enjoy thy grace,
That I may worthip at thy throne,
aund fee thy fmniling face.
7. O may I know thy love,
And fpend my days in peace,
Then found thy name in 1ealms above,
When death and {in thall ceafe.
HYMN LXXXIV.— Praying for the falvation of finners,
I .LORD why fhould finners go 1o hell,
And in eternal darknefs dwell,
When Jefus fpilt his precious blood
To bring the worft of fouls to Gop ?
2. O Gop of love thy grace difplay,
And take their chains of death away ;
T'hat they may know that thou art love,
Andreign with thee in realms above.
3. Though they are dead, yet call them forth,
From the ftrong pow’rs of {in and death ;
And let them feel a life divine,
And be, O Gob, forever thine,
HY M N LXXXV.~Tbe pilgrims fong.
I &7E fo!’wers of the heav’nly King,
__ Whothick your jourrey long,
€Come as we journey let us fing
A note of Sion’s fong.
2. We will forget all things behind,
Aond ev’ry idol dear,
We’ie o the heav’nly lands inclin’d,
And that bleft land'is near.

-
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3. Away from earthly charms and friends,
We'll bid you all adiew,
Unlefs you join the pilgrims hands,
And bea pilgrim too.
4. We'ie bought with the Redeemer’s blood,
And muft forfake you all ;
Our mafler calls us home to Gop,
And we’ll obey thecall.
5. Soon we fhall fee the happy day,
And walk the peacefu!l thore :
Our doubts and fears be done away,
And we {hall mourn no more.
HYMN ixxxvi.—Chrift calling of finners,
1. v COME, faith the Luid, O finvers come,
‘* And make my kingdom your blet home,
 And you fhall leave al} death and pais,
“ And in eternal glory reign.
2. "* My arms of love are ftretch’d for you,
“ O come, and bid your fears adieu ;
“ From foes and ftorms D'l give you reft,
“ And make your fouls forever bleft.
3. ““ Say, will you with my people go,
* Ard be redeem’d from endlefs wo ?
% O come and have your fins forgiv’n,
“ And 1afte the boundlefs joys of heav’n.””
HYMN vxxxvit.—Defiring Chrift above all things.
1. METHINKS I long to fee thy face,
+ O thou indulgent Gob,
To tafte the fweetnefs of thy grace,
And fpread thy name abroad, ¥
2. Jefus let thy heav’aly arms,
Encircle me around,
And lift my heart above the charms,
Of this enchanted ground.
3. Letlotty themes my foul ‘infpire
To foar for joys above ;
My heatt inflame with the fweet fire
Of thine immonal {ove,
4. O lethe gloties of ihy pame,
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My life and breath employ,
And ev’ry pow’r of thought inflame
With pure feraphic joy.
HYMN vxxxviyr—Longing for meeknefs and bumility,
1. 0 For the [pinit of the Dove,
Tobow this heart of mine !
Lord let my foul enjoy thy love,
And find a peace divine,
2. O for the meeknels of the Lamb,
To walk with thee, my Gop ! ..
Then fhould I feel thy levely name,
And feed upon thy word,
3. Jefus, I long 10 leve thee more,
And life divine purfue
I love thy worfhip, name adore,
In fongs forever new.
HY M N uxxxix.—God's grace is free,
1. FREE is the mercy of ocur Gob,
And iree the Saviour {pilt his blood ;
And now, O mourning fou), for thee,
His boundlefs grace is offer’d free.
2. You are furrounded with his lave,
And courted to the joys above;
There’s no excufe ; why will you die ;
O 4v, poor fouls, 10 Jefus fiy.
3. Immurtal crowns are freely giv'n ;
‘The worft of fouls may go to heav’n ;
Ifthey will now to Jefus go,
They fhall all tafte of heav’n below.
HY M M XC—The fame,
ONG has the Saviour call’d for thee,
O finner, but in vain;
And yet his goodnefs is fo free,
He calls for thee again.
2. And will you ftill abufe fuch love,
Aud difregard his call
Say, will you go 1o realms above,
Orinto ruin tall ?
3+ Olet the Saviour enter in,
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And wholly rule your heart 3
He’ll fave you from your death and fin,
And never frcm you part.
4. He'll give your wounded fpirits reft,
And fave your fouls from woe ;
He’ll make your fouls torever bleft ;
What more can Jelus do?
HYMN xcr. Heaven bogun enearth,
1. ON earth I know immortal love,
And 1afte of all the joys above ;
My foul enjoys the great I am
And there’s no plealure but in him,
2. My light is but a teeble ray, -
Yet it is from eternal day ;
Nay, joys are by my Jefus giv'n,
And he is all the joys of heav’n.
3. Though in mylelt I am but death,
YetChriit in me the word of faiih,
Lifts up my heart to realms above,
And feeds me with immonnal love.
4. O when fhall I be wholly free ¢
1 want 0o joys, O Gob, but thee ;
Thou art my all, my life, my peace,”
In thee my joys fhall never ceafe.
HYMN xci1.
1. O What are all thefc earthly 10ys,
Compai’d with heav’ns immiortal joys,
The world is all an empiy found ;
But O ! in Chrilt true joys abound.
2. Why will the world for thadows rove,
And wrn their backs on Jelus’ tove ?
Why will they choofe the road 1o hell,
When they might io tull glory dwell 2
i;. [0 J<fus is immonal:love,
o hiw is all the joys above
In him is everlafting peace.
Nor will his glories ever ceafe,
4. Arife ye fons of falles earth,
‘To life by an immortal birth §
K

The vanity of all but Chrift,
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"The Gob of all 1he hofts above
Surrcunds you with eternal love, ;
HYMN xc111, = Longing to feel the name of Chrifl,
1. O For the name of Chrft imprefs’d
With grace and love divine,
as feals, O Gob, upon iry breaft,
T'o be forever thine,
2 O may thy name my foul infpire
To reach the realms above ;
I long to feel that heav’nly fire,
And drick immortal love,
2. My foul would live in Jefus® name,
and know no oiher good ;
Wicre er 1 go bis love preclaim,
And ivalt on angels feod,
HYMN XCV.—Free gract.
z. THE Savioui’s grace is {ree,
And flows without a bound ;
Come [larving finners, talte and fee
What count'els fouls have found,
2. The Saviour’s pafling by
This day, and calls for you 3
VWhy will you fink, why will you die,
and endiels pain purlue ?
~ The great Jehcvah's come
With his unbounded love,
To call you to his happy home,
and the jorful realms above.
4. O will you r.ot be bleft,
Wik everlalting joy ?
Or wiil you icfe erernal reft
Lor but an empty tov, ,
HY M N xcv.—The mourning finner,
1. O Helplels, wrerched fougrm I,
) Without a heav’nly friend !
%3 kas fhall Ldo @ Where thall Iflye
Vv?.m v.il my forrows end ?
2. Wa &ring 1 fpernd my days in gricf,
A hinugh lorg vights cemplain ;
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O fhall T ever find relief,
Frown darkoefs, guilt and pa'n ?
. O: muft I wafte my momen:sfo,
W thout the {finiles of heav’n
O maflt I never, never know
My num’rous fins forgivin ! )
4. Since Jefus bled, and groan’d, and died,
To favethe vilelt race;
Why mult I, mul T be deay’d,
a thare i his free grace.
5. Butah ! the Lord will nc’es deny
My wrerched foul relief 5 )
And if in fin at 1aft T die,
1v’s by my unbelief.
B Y MN xcvr.—Tbhe pilgrim’s parting Hymnu,
1. COME cheerful pilgrims, let us join
To fing aparting fong ;
Qur notes fhall be on (hemes divine,
From ev’ry heartand tongue.
2. The Son of David is our friend,
Is zofe and gone before ;
Wheie all the pilgriaas forcows end,
And doubts are known no maoie,
3. and there we truft e’er long to bes
And with our Jefus reign ;
From all our fins and trials free,
And never part again.
4 There facred joys, and themes Jivice,
Shall ev’ry foul inflame ;
Each one thall fay *“ THE Lorp 15 Mine”
And “