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Hymn I. for C A N A A N.

On the Sun's rifing.

1. T TAIL to thy brlghtnefs glorious fun,

X X That gilds the op'ning day,

How far beyond the cold pale moon,
Thy warm fuperior ray !

At thine approach all nature fmiles,

Its orient tears dry up,

The birds with fongs the time beguile,

With glad'ning joy they hop.

2. But ah! how {hort the tranfient gleam,
Thy haft'ning fteps forebode ;

That the refulgence of thy beam,
. Is but a fading good.
Yet ftill a fun prepares to rife,

That brings eternal day;
And (hows us cm immortal prize,

That never w^ll decay.
Hymh



Htmn it: for FAIRFIELD
Cififs Birth.

U T7ATHER, our hearts we lift

X* Up to thy gracious throne,

And blefs thee for the precious giftD
Of thine incarnate Son:

The gift unfpeakable
We thankfully receive*

Ard to the world thy goodnefs tell5

And to thy glory live.

2. Jefus, the holy child,

Doth by his birth declare
That God and man are reconcile
And one in him we are.

Salvation thro' his name
To all mankind is giv'n,

And loud his infant cries proclaim

A peace 'twixt earth and heav'n.,

3. A peace on earth he brings,

Which never more mall end:
The Lord of Hofts, the King of Kings

Declares himfelf our friend ;

Affumes our flefh and blood,
That we his fp'rit may gain,

The everlafting Son of God,
The mortal Son of Man.

4. O might we all receive

The new-born Prince of peace/
And meekly in his fpirit live,

And in his love increafe !

Till he convey us home,
Cry ev'ry foul aloud,

Come, thou defire of nations come.,

And take us all to God !
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Hymn III. for INFANT SAVIOUR,

Cbri/I's Infancy.

1. /~\ SIGHT of anguifti ! view It near,

VJr What weeping innocence is here,

A manger for his bed ?

The brutes yield refuge to his woe,
Men the worft brutes no pity (how,

Nor give him friendly aid.

2. Why do no rapid thunders roll ?

Why do no tempefts rock the pole?
O miracle of grace!

Or why no angel on the wing,
Warm for the honors cf their king,

T' extirpate all the race ?

Did he that infant bath'd in tears*

Call into form the rolling fpheres ?

Did feraphs wait his nod ?

Helplefs he calls, but man delays j

The moral chaos difobeys

This offspring of a God,

4. Say radiant feraphs, throri'd in light.

Did love e'er tow'r fo high a flight,

Or glory fink fo low ?

This wonder angels fcarce declare,

Angels the rapture fcarce can bear,

Or equal praife bellow.

5. Redemption ! 'tis a boundlefs theme!
Thou boundlefs mind, our hearts inflame

With ardour from above.

Words are but faint, let joy exprefs|

Vain is mere joy, let aftions blefs

This prodigy of love*

Hymn
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Hymn IV. for L Y M E.

Chriffs Crucifixien*

1. ¥ESUS drinks the bitter cup j

J The wine prefs treads alone,

Tears the graves and mountains up,
By his expiring groan:

Lo ! the pow'rs of heav'n he (hakes,

Nature in convulfion lies,

garth's profoundeft center quakes,
The great Jehovah dies 1

2. Dies the glorious caufe of all,

The true eternal pan,
Falls to raife us from our fall,

To ranfom finful man:
Well may Sol withdraw his light,

With the fuff'rer fympathize
Leave the world in fudden night,

While his Creator dies.

3. O my God, he dies forme,
I feel the mortal fmart

!

See him hanging on the tree,

A fight that breaks my heart F

O that all to thee might turn !

Sinners, ye may love him too,

Look on him ye pierc-d and mourn,
For one who bled for you.

4. Weep o'er your defire and hope
With tears of humbled love

;

Sing, for Jefus is gone up,

And reigns enthron'd above %

Lives our head to die no more
Pow'r is all to Jefus given,

Worfhip'd as he was before,

Th* immortal King of heav'iio
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Hymn V. eor MIDDLETOW N.

ChriJFs dfcenfion.

1. T TAIL the day that fees him rife,

Jti Ravifh'd fiom our wifhful eyes !

Chrift a while to mortals giv*n,

Re-afcends his native heaven.
There the pompous triumph waifs:

f
4 Lift your heads, eternal gates!
" Wide unfold the radiant fceae,
« Take the King of glory in !"

2. Him though higheft heav'n receives,

Still he loves the earth he leaves;

Though returning to his throne,

Still he calls mankind his own:
Still for us lie intercedes,

Prevalent his death he pleads;-

Nexthimfelf prepares our place,

Harbinger of human race,

3. Matter (may we ever fay)

Taken from our head to-day;
See thy faithful fervants fee,

Ever gazing up to thee

!

Grant, though parted from our fight,

High above yon azure height,

Grant our hearts may thither rife,

Foil'wing thee beyond the fkies.

4. Ever upward let lis move,
Wafted on the wings of love,

Looking, when our Lord mail come,
Longing, gafping after home;
There we mall with thee remain;
Partners of thine endlefs reign

;

There thy face unclouded fee,

Find our heav'n of heav'ns in thee.

Hym^
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HitmnVL for PROVIDENCE,
ChrifFs Triumph.

1. jy EJOICE, the Lord is King;
J£v Your Lord and King adore \

Mortals, give thanks, and fing,

And triumph evermore.
Lift u^ your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I fay rejoice.

2. Jefus the Saviour reigns,

The God of truth and love;

When he had purg'd our ftains,

He took his feat above.
Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice^

Rejoice, again Ifay rejoice.

a. His kingdom cannot fail,

He rules o'er earth and heav'n!
The keys of death and hell

Are to our Jefus giv'n.

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I fay rejoice.

4. He all his foes (hall voice,

Shall all our fins deftroy,

And ev'ry bofom fwell

With pure feraphic joy.

Lift up your hearts, lift up your voice,

Rejoice, again I fay rejoice.

5. Rejoice in glorious hope,
Jefus the Judge fhall come,
And take his fervants up,
To their eternal home.
We foon fhall hear th' arch angel's voice,

The trump of God fhall found, rejoice.



C 7 ]

Hymn VII. for TRUMPET.

ChriJPsfecond coming.

1. T j£ comes! he comes! the Judge feverej

JTX The feventh trumpet fpeaks him nean
His lightnings flafii, his thunders roll,

He's welcome to the faithful foul,

Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome,
Welcome to the faithful fouL

2. From heaven, angdic voices found,
See the almighty Jelus crown'd!
Girt with omnipotence and grace,

And glory decks the Saviour's face,

Glory, glory, glory, glory,

Glory decks the Saviour's face!

3. Defcending on his azure throne,

He claims the kingdoms for his own:
The kingdoms all obey hisword,
And hail him their triumphant Lord:
Hail him, hail him, hail him, hail him,

Hail him their triumphant Lord*

'4. Shout all the people of the Iky,

And all the faints of the moft high:

Our God who now his right obtains

Forever and forever reigns j

Ever, ever, ever, ever,

Ever and forever reigns*

5. The Father praife, the Son adore,

The Spirit blefs forever more:
Salvation's glorious work is done
We welcome thee great three in one

!

Welcome, welcome, welcome, welcome,
Welcome thee great three in one.



[ i 3

Hymn VIII. for L ITT LET OR
Judgment,

2 T O! he cometh! countlefs trumpets,

1 / Blow before the bloody fign,

Midft ten thoufand faints and angels,

See tV^ crucified {nine!

Hallelujah, hallelujah, hallelujah,

"Welcome, welcome, bleeding Lamb !

2. Now his merit, by the harpers,

Through the eternal deep refounds :

Now refpiendent fhine his nail prints,

Ev'ry eye fhall fee his wounds.
They who pierc'd him, they &c. they &c.
Shall at his appearance wail.

3. Ev'ry ifland, fea, and mountain,
Heav'n and earth fhall flee, away:

Ail who hate him, muft afhamed
Hear the trump proclaim the day.

Come to judgment, come, &c. come, &ci
Stand before the Son of Man.

4. Saints who love him, view his glory,

Shining in his bruifed face ;

His dear jperfon on the rainbow,
Now his people's head fhall raife.

Happy mourners, happy, &c. happy, &c.
Lo in clouds he comes, he comes.

5. Now redemption, long expected,
See in folemn pomp appear :

All his people, once' rejected,
Now fhall meet him in the air.

Hallelujah, halleluiah, hallelujah,

Now the promis'd kingdom's come.

6. View him fmiling, now determined
Ev'ry evil to defhroy;

All the nations now fhall ling him,
Songs of everlarting joy.

O come quickly, O come quickly, 0 come quickly,
Hallelujah, come Lord, come.

Hymn
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Hymn IX for TRINIT Y.

To the Trinity.

t. /^QME, thou Almighty King",

Help us thy name to fing3
Help us to praife !

Father all glorious,

O'er all victorious 1

Come and reign ever us,

Antient of days

!

2. Jefus our Lord, arife^

Scatter our enemies,
And make them fall

!

Let thine Almighty aid

Our fure defence be made,
Our fouls on thee be ftay'dj

Lord hear our call

!

3. Come, thou incarnate word.
Gird on thy mighty fword—
Our pray'r attend !

Come! and thy people blefsf
And give thy word fuccefs.

Spirit of holinefs

On us defcend [

4. Come, holy Comforter^
Thy facred witnefs bear,

In this glad hour!
Thou who Almighty art,

Now rule in ev'ry heart,

And ne'er from us depart,
Spirit of pow'r.

5. To the great one in three
Eternal praifes be
Hence—evermore !

His fov'reign Majefty
May we in glory fee,

And to eternity

Love and adore

!

B
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H?tAn x. for h o t h a :>l

jFsr 0//f #/7sfcr Temptation*

1. TESU, lov?r of my foul,

J Let me to thy bofom fly,

While the nearer waters roll,

While the temped (till is high ?'

Hide me, *0 my Saviour, hide,
Till the ftorm of life is pad::

i

Safe into the haven guide,

0 receive my foul at laft

!

2. Other refuge have I none,
Hangs my helplefs foul on thee,

Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,

Still fupport and comfort me ;

All my truft on thee is ftay'd,

All mine help from thee I 'bring,

Cover my defencelefs head
With the fhadow of thy wing.

3. Thou, O Chrift, art aH I want,
More than all in thee I find :

Raife the fallen, cheer the faint,

Heal the lick, and lead the blind

>

Juil and holy is thy name,
1 am all unrighteoufnefs \

Vile and full of fin I am,
Thou art full of truth and grade,

4. Plenteous grace with thee is found,
Grace to pardon all my fin ;

Let the healing ftreams abound,
Make, and keep me pure within :

Thou of life the fountain art,

Freely let me take of thee,

Spring thou up within mine h&trt,

Pule to all eternity !



Hymn XL for STAMFOH D,

Breathing after Holinefs.

1. T OVE divine, all love excelling,

JL/ Joy of heaven to earth come down }

Fix in us thine humble dwelling-,

All thy faithful mercies crown
j

Jefus ! thou art all companion,
Pure unbounded love thou art,

Vifit us with thy falvation,

Enter ev'ry trembling heart

!

2. Breathe ! O breathe thy loving fpirit

Into ev'ry troubled breaft !

Let us all in thee inherit.

Let us find thy promised reft ;

Take away the power of fining*,

Alpha and Omega be,

End of faith, as its beginning
Set our hearts at liberty? -

3. Come ! Almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy life receive !

Suddenly return, and never,

Never more thy temples leave !

Thee we would be always blefling,

Serve thee as thine hofts above,

Pray, and praife thee without ceafingP

Glory in thy precious love,

4. Finifh then thy new creation,

Pure, unfpotted may we be.

Let us fee thy great falvation,

Perfectly reitor'd by thee !

Chang'd from glory into glory,

Till in heaven we take our place,

Till we call our crowns before thee,

Left in wonder, love and praife.
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Htm» XII. sor WEDNESBURY,
1[be Chrillians Complaint, and Prayerfor the Imbeni*

tent,

1. AH! woe is me, conftrain'd to dwell

j

C\ Among the fons of night

;

Poorfinners dropping into hell,

Who hate the gofpel light

:

t
Wild as the untam'd Arab's race,

Who from their Saviour fly ;

And trample on his pard'ning grace,
And all his threats defy*

2. Yet here alas ! in pain I live,

Where fatan keeps his feat,

And day by day for thofe I grieve,

Who will to fin fubmit

:

With guftiing eyes their deeds I fee,

Their punifhment is nigh,
I afk with him who ranfom'd me,
Why will you fin and die ?

3. Jefus, Redeemer ofmankind,
Difplay thy faving pow'r -

y

Thy mercy let thofe outcafts find,

To know their gracious hour.
Ah ! give them Lord, a longer fpace 5

Nor fuddenly confume,
But let them take the proffer'd grace,

And flee the wrath to come.

4. Open their eyes and ears to fee

Thy crofs, to hear thy cries.

Sinner, thy Saviour weeps for thee,

For thee he weeps and dies.

All the clay long he meekly ftands,

His rebels to receive

;

And fhows his wounds, and fpreads his hand J,

Jind bids you turn and live.

Hyku
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Htm* XIII. for HABAKKUK.
An Act of Faith.

I. A WAY my unbelieving fear !

t\. Fear {hall in mc no more take place !

My Saviour doth not yet appear,

He hides the brightnefs of his face ;

But (hall I therefore let him go,
And bafely to the tempter yield ?

No, in the ftrength of Jefus, no !

I never will give up mylhield.

t. Although the vine its fruit deny,
Although the olive yield no oil,

The with'ring fig-tree droop and die,

The field illude the tiller's toil,

The empty ftall no herd afford,

And perifh all the bleating race ;

Yet will I triumph in the Lord,
The God of thy falvation praife.

3. Barren although my foul remain,
And no one bud of grace appear,

No fruit of all my toil and pain,

But fin and only fin is here ;

Although my gifts and comforts loft,

My blooming hopes cut off I fee,

Yet will I in my Saviour truft,

And glory that he dy'd for me.

4. In hope, believing againft hope,
Jefus my Lord and God I claim,

Jefus my ftrength fhall lift me up,

Salvation is in Jefu's name :

To me he foon fhall bring it nigh,
My foul fhall thenoutftrip the wmd,

Qn wings of love mount up on high,

And leave the world and fin behiixL

/ JIyk^
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Hyun XIV. for LAUNCESTOg,
Farewell to the World,

j. \X/OR|£) adieu ! thou real cheat,

VV Oft nave thy deceitful charms
Fill'd my heart with fond conceit,

Foolifh hopes, and falfe alarms ;

Now I fee, as clear as day.

How thy follies pafs away.

2. Vain thy entertaining fights*

Falfe thy promifes renew'd,
All the pomp of thy delights

Does but flatter and delude

:

Thee I quit, for heav'n above,

Object of the nobleft love.

3. Farewell honour's empty pride,

Thy own nice, uncertain guft,

If the lead mifchange betide,

Lays thee lower than the duft :

Worldly honours end in gall,

Rife to-day—to-morrow fall.

4. Foolifli vanity—farewell—

-

More inconftant than the waves.
Where thyfoothing fancies dwellj
Pureft tempers they deprave :

He, to whom I fly from thee,

Jefus Chrift {hall fet me free.

5. Let not, Lord ! my wand'ring mind
Follow after fleeting toys,

Since, in thee alone, I find

Solid and fubftantial joys :

Joys which never overpaft,

Through eternity (hall laft;

6. Lord ! how happy is a heart

After thee while it afpires !

True and faithful as thou art,

Thou flialt anfwer its defires :

It (hall fee thf glorious fcene

Qikhiqc everlafting reign.



Kyhn HV. for AMSTERDA W
The Pilgrim's Song.

1. IS^, my foul, arid ftretch thy wings,

£v Thy better portion trace j

Kife from tranfitory things,

Tow'rds heav'n thy native place :

Sun, and moon, and ftars decay,

Time mail foon this earth remove j

Rife, my foul, and hafte away
To feats prepar'd above.

2. Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor ftay in all their courfe :

Fire afcending feeks the fun,

Both fpeed them to their fource:

So a foul that's born of God,
Pants to view his' glorious face ;

Upward tends to his abode,
To reft in his embrace,

%. Fly me riches, fly me cares,

While I that coait explore

;

Flat'ring world, with all thy fnares,

Solicit me no more.
Pilgrims fix not here their home :

Strangers tarry but a night,

When the laft dear morn is come,
They'll rife to joyful light.

4. Ceafe ye pilgrims, ceafe to mourn,
Prefs onward to the prize ;

Soon our Saviour will return,
Triumphant in the Ikies

:

Yet a feafon and you know
Happy entrance will be given,

All our forrows caft below,
And earth exchang'd for heav'n.
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Hymn XVI- for FEVERSHAE
Before Sacrament*

1. A">OME Ictusafcend,
My companion and friend,

To a talte of the banquet above :

If thine heart be as mine,

If for Jefus it pine,

Come up into the chariot of love.

2. Who in Jefus confide,

They are bold to outride

The ftorms of affliction beneath :

With the prophet they foar

To that heav'nly fhore, -

And outfly all the arrows of deaths

q. By faith we are come
To our permanent home,
By hope we the rapture improve :

By love we ftill rife,

And look down on the fides

—

For the heaven of heavens is love !

4. Who on earth can conceive
How happy we live

In the city of God the great King !

What a concert of praife,

When our Jefus's grace,

The whole heavenly company fing !

5. What a rapturous fong
When the glorify'd throng
In the fpirit of harmony join ?

Join all the glad choirs,

Hearts, voices and lyres,

And the burthen is mercy divine.

6. Hallelujah they cry
To the King of the fky,

To the great everlafting I Am,
To the Lamb who was flain,

And liveth again,

Hallelujah to God and the Lamb I
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Symn XVII. for BIRKSnSj
E. *T7HQ hath our report believed?

VV Shiloh come is not received^

Not received by his own,
Promised branch from root of JefTe*

David* s offspring fent to blefs ye,

Comes too meeklyj too meekly to be kwv-ii

2. Tell me O thou favour'd nation,

What is thy fond expectation!

Some fair fpreadirig lofty tree j

Let not worldly pride confound thee^

'Mong the lowly plants around thee2
"

Mark the :ow;eft that is he*

3. Lo Mcffiah unrefpe&ed.,

Man of griefs defpis'd, rejected y
Wounds his form disfiguring^

Marr'd his vifage more than any,

For he bears the fins of many,
All our forrows carrying.

4- No deceit his mouth had fpokerf^

Blamelefs he no laws had broken,
' Yet was number'd with the

For becaufe the Lord would grieve himj
We who faw it did believe him,

'

For his o\yn offences curft*

5. But while him our thoughts accufed

He for us alone was brui fed j

Stricken fmitten for our guilt,

With his ftrip^s our wounds are cureo^j

By his pains our peace allured,

Purchafd with the blood he.fpilt*

6. BlefTed be the pow'r who gave us,

Freely gave his fon to.fave us,

BlefsM f^e fon who freely came/
Honour, blefling, adoration,

Syer, from the whole creation,

Be to God and to the Lamb,
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Hym* XVITL for READING*
TChe Soul departing.

1. T T APPY Soul, thy days are ended,

Xi All thy mourning days below

;

Go, by angel guards attended
To the fight of Jefus go I Hallelujah, Amen.

2. "Waiting to receive thy fpirit

Lo! the Saviour ftands above,
Shows the purchafe of his merit,

Reaches out the crown of love. Hallelujah* Amen*

3. Struggle through thy lateft paflion

To thy dear Redeemer's breaft,

To his urtermoft falvation

To his everlalting reft: Hallelujah, Amem

4. For the joy he fets before thee,

. Bear a momentary pain,

Die to live the life of glory,

Suffer with thy Lord to reign. Hallelujah. AmeaT

Hym^ XIX. for SOMERSET,
The Chrijlia?i

9
s Pre/peas,

1. /CHILDREN of the heav'nly Kingy
As you journey fweetly fing :

Sing your Saviour's worthy praife,

Glorious in his works and ways !

2. Ye are trav'ling home to God, 1

In the way the fathers trod :

They are happy now, and ye
Soon their happinefs fhall fee.

3. O, ye bnnifh'd feed, be glad!

Chrift our advocate is made ,

lis, to fave, our flefh affumes,

Brother to our fouls becomefc Shouf;
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4. Shout, ye little flock, and bleft,

You on Jefu's throne fhall reft;

There your feat is now prepared,

There your kingdom and reward*

5. Fear not brethren, joyful (land

On the borders of your land ;

JefusChrift, your Father's ion,

Bids you undifraay'd go on.

6. Lord, obediently we'll go,

Gladly leaving all below :

Only thou our leader be,
* : And we ftill will follow thee.

Hymn XX. for GREEN WIC H,

Praife to th? Redeemer.

jr. T)LUNG'D in a gulph of dark defpair

Ji7 We wretched finners lay,

Without one cheerful beam of hope,
Or fpark of glimm'ring day.

2. With pitying eyes, the Prince of grace
Beheld our helplefs grief

;

He faw, and (O amazing love !)

He came to our relief.

3. Down from the (hining feats above,
With joyful hafte he fled,

Enter'd the grave in mortal flefli,

And dwelt among the dead.

4. O, for this love, let rocks and hills

Their lafting fiience break,
And all harmonious human tongues.
The Saviour's praifes fpeak

!

5. Angels! aflift our mighty joys,

Strike all our harps of gold;
Put when you raife your higheft notes,
His love can ne'er be told.

Hymn
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flvMN XXI. for DORSE T.

fjith in Chri/i.

|. T TOW fad our fate by nature is,

IX Our fin how deep it {tains !

And fatan binds our captive fouls

Faft in his flavifh chains.

But there's a voice of fpv'reign grace

Sounds from God's facred word \

Ho ! ye defpairing Gnnei s, come
And truft upon the Lord.

2. O may we hear th' Almighty
[
call,

And run to this relief 1

We would believe thy promife, Lord,
- O help our unbelief

!

To tlte bleft fountain of thy blooc^
Teach us, 0 Lord, to fly ;

There may we wafu our rpotted fouls,

From crimes of deepeft dye !

3. Stretch out thine arm, victorious King
5

Our reigning fins fubdue

;

Drive the old dragyn from his feat#
With his infernal crew..

Poor, guilty, weak and helplefs worms.
Into thine hands we fall ;

Be thou our ftrength and righteoufnefs,

Our Jefus and our all !

Hynn XXII. for FALMOUTH.
f • T ORD we come before thee now,

J 4 At thy feet we humbly bow :

Oh ! do notour fuit difdain,

Shall we feek thee Lord, in vain.

l. Lord, on thee our fouls depend,
'fn companion nowdefcend :

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,

ij/une our lips to fing thy praife.
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la tbinc own appointed way,
ow we feck thee—here we ffay,

Lord, we know not how to go,

-Till a blefling thou beftow.

4. Send fome meffage from thy word,
That may joy and peace afford'

5

Let thy fpirit now impart
Full falvation to each heart.

5. Comfort thofe who weep and mourn,
Let the time of joy return ;

Thofe who are cad down lift up,

Make them ftrong4n faith and hope.

6. Grant that all may feek and find

Thee a God fincereand kind ;

Heal the fick, the captive free5

Let us all rejoice in thee.

Hymn XXIIL for PORTSMOUTH,
The departed Ghriftian*

1. QOLDIElV of Chrift adieu !

O Thy conflicts here are paft °,

Thy Lord hath brought thee through,
And giv'n the crown at laft,

Rejoice to wes»r the glorious prize.

Rejoice with God in paradife.

2. There alHhy fuff'rings ccafc,

There all thy griefs are o'er j
-

The pris
2ner is at peace,

The mourner weeps no more ;

From man's oppreflive tyranny
Thou liv'ft, thou liv'ft for ever free.

q. Thou out of great diftrefs

To thy reward art paft-,

Triumphant happinefs,
And joys that always laft :

Thanks be to God, who fet thee free,
And gave thee final victory.

Hymn
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t) D E XXIV. for EASTER.
Delivered for our Offences—Raifed again for euX.

jujlification.

r. T TE dies, the friend of fmners dies

!

X A Lo! Salem's daughters weep around!
A folemn darknefs veils the ikies

!

A fudden trembling (hakes the ground!
Come faints, and drop a tear or two,

For him who groan'd beneath your load's

He fhed a thoufand drops for you,

A thoufand drops of richer blood!

2. Here's love and grief beyond degree !

The Lord of glory dies for men !

But lo ! what fudden joys we fee !

Jefus the dead revives again

!

The rifing God forfakes the tomb

!

(In vain the tomb forbids his rife!)

Cherubic legions guard him home,
And fhout him welcome to the ikies!

3. Break offyour tear?, ye faints; and tell

How high our great Deliv'rer reigns!

Sing how he fpoii'd the hofts of hell,

And led the moniter Death in chains

!

Say, " live forever, wond'rous King!
M Born to redeem; and itrong to fave ;"

Then afk the monfter, " where's thy fting?

And where's thy victory, boafting Grave \"

Hymn XXV. for RONDE A tl,

God our Shepherd.

I. H E Lord my pafture ihall prepare,

X And feed me with a fhepherd's care :

His prefence ihall my wants fupply,

And guard me with a watchful eye

;

My noon-day walks he fnall attend,

And all my midnight hours defend.

When
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t. When In the fultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirfty mountain pant,

To fertile vales, and dewy meads,
My weary, wand'ring fteps he leads

3,

Where peaceful rivers foft and flow,

Amid the verdant landfkip flow.

3. Though in the paths of death I tread,

With gloomy horror overfpread,

My ftedtaft heart mall fear no ill,

For thou O Lord, art with me ft ill

;

Thy friendly crook (hall give me aid,

And guide me through the dreadful madei

4. Though in a bare and rugged way,
Through devious, lonely wilds I ftray,

Thy bounty {hall my pains beguile ;

The barren wildernefs mall fmile,

With fudden greens and herbage crown 'd,

And ftreams mall murmur all around.

Hymn XXVI. for FUNERAL THOUGHT,

A Funeral Thought.

t. T T ARK ! from the tombs a doleful found,

XJL Mine ears attend the cry

;

€l Ye living men, come view the ground
ct Where you mull fliortly lie.

2. u Princes, this clay mull be your bed,
" In fpite of.all your tow'rs ;

** The tall, the wife, therev'rend head,
" Mud lie as low as ours."

3. Great God ! is this our certain doom ?

And are we ftill fecure \

Still walking downward to our tomb,
And yet prepare no more !

4. Grant us the pow'xs of quickening grace,'

To fit our fouls to fly
;

Then, when we drop this dving fJefhj

We'll rife above the Iky, * H y



M*mn XXVII. for EASTER.DAT'
Qhrifis Viflory over Death.

"I. TESUS CHEL1ST is rif'n to-day, Hallelujah,'

J Our triumphant holiday, Hallelujah,

Who fo lately. on the crofs. Hallelujah,

Suffer'd to redeem my lofs, Hallelujah.

2. Hymns of praifes let us fing, Hallelujah,,

UntoChrift our heav'nly King, Hallelujah,
t

Who endur'd the crofs and grave, Hallelujah,

Sinners to redeem and fave, Hallelujah.

3. But the pains which he endur'd, Hallelujah^
Ourfalvation hath procured, Hallelujah,

Now he reigns above the fky, Hallelujah,

Where the angels ever cry, Hallelujah.

Hymn XXVIII. for CHRIST MA SV

Chr'ifis Birth.

1. T IFT up you heads in joyful hope/

Mkji Salute the happy morn j

£ach beav'nly pow'r
Proclaims the glad hour,

Lo Jefus the Saviour is born.

2. All glory be to' God on high/
To him all praife is due j

The promife is feal'd,

The Saviour's reveal'd

And proves that the record is true*

^, Let joy around like rivers flow,

Flow on, and ftill increafe ;

Spread o'er the glad earth
At Jefus his birth,

For' beav'n and earth are at peace.

4.
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4. ]^ow the good-will . of heav'n is (howaj
Tow'rds Adam's helplefs rac€,

Mefiiah is come
To ranfom his own.
To fave them bv infinite grace.

5. Then let us join the heav'ns abovc 5

Where hymning feraphs fing,

Join all the glad pow'rs,
For their Lord is ours,

Our prophet, our prieft, and our king,

IIymn XXIX. for MOURNER §j

The Chriftian longing U depart

1. T?AINT is my head and fick my hearty

While thou doft ever ever ltay !

Fixt in my foul I feel the dart

;

Groaning I feel it night and day ;

Come, Lord, and fhev\ thyfelf to me^
Or take me up to thee !

2. Canft thou withhold thy healing graced
So kindly laviih of thy blood ;

"When fwiftly trickling down thy face,

For fin the purple current flow'd. Come, &c«

3. O loofe this frame, life's knot untie ;

That my free foul may ufe her wing,
Now pinion'd with mortality,

A weak entangled wretched thing* Come, &c*

4. Why mould I longer (lay and groan ?

The mod ofme to heav'n is. fled :

My thoughts and joys are thither gone ;

To all below I now am dead. Come, &c.

D
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Hymn XXX. fqr JUBILEE*
The Tear of Jubilee;

1. TQLOW ye the trumpet, blow
fj The gladly folemn found;

Let all the nations know,
To earth's remoteft bounds,
The year of Jubilee is come-,

Return ye ranfom'd finners, homcf
2. The gofpel trumpet hear,
The news of heav'nly grace ;

Ye happy fouls draw near,

Behold your Saviour's face ;

The year of Jubilee is come 5

Return to your eternal home!
3. Extol the Lamb of God,
The all-atoning Lamb-,
Redemption in his blood
Throughout the world proclaim:
The year of Jubilee is come;
Return ye ranfom'd finners, home

!

Hymn XXXL for HALIFA &
The Gofpel Invitation.

2. T TO ! ev'ry one who third's, draw nigh,

Xa (Tis God mvites the fallen race)

Mercy, and free falvation buy,
Buy wine, and milk, and gofpel-grace.

2. Come to the living waters, come,
Sinners, obey your maker's call,

Return, ye weary wand'rers, home,
And find my grace reach'd out to all.

3. See, from the rock a fountain rile!

For you in healing itreams it rolls;

Money you need not bring, nor price,

Ye lab'ring, burthen'd, fin-fick fouls.

4. Nothing you in exchange {hall give;

Leave all you have, and are, behind 5

Frankly the gift of God receive,

Pardon, and peace, in Jefus find*
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Am ODE on SPRING.

1. T T AIL, hail rerivd reviving Spring,

JtA Fair type of Heav'ns eternal year (

While natures works thy praifes fing,

Lo ! gratitude falutes thee here.

Swell, gently fwell, the folemn fong :

Now pour the bounding notes along ;

Teach choirs below to choirs above,
To echo back the common lay *

And as they praife unbounded love,

To^oin in bounty's holiday.

2. All loft beneath ftern winter's reign,

Creations genial pow'rs appear'd ;

Spring call
?d them into life again.

See ! budding verdure fhows they heard,
Blefs, blefs O man tjhe kind defign,

Whofe nobler counterpart is thine :

Thy pow'rs a gloomier winter froze,

Till thy Meflfiah's cheering ray
Prolific of fair truth arofe,

And flied the blaze of mental day.

3. All fpotlefs as the truth he taught.

Free as the mercy he difplay'd,

He fhow'd what human duty ought,

He did what heav'nly goodnefs bade,

Enforc'd each juft command he gave,

Nor liv'd nordy'd in vain to fave :

His realms on high, his worlds below,

All witnefs'd his unwearied care ;

The viftim here of gen'ral woe,
The Captain of Salvation there.

To God the univerfal King,
Be facred ev'ry grateful choir :

In endlefs hymns all praifes fing,^

That heavenly bounty can infpire.

ANTHEMS.
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A N T H EMS.
4 N T H E M. FROM SUNDRY SCPITTUFES,

/V RISE, fhine, O Zion, for thy light is come*
JT% and the glory of the Lord is rifen upon thee

:

&nd the Gentiles fhall come to thy light, and Kings
to the briKhtnefs of thy rifing. Sing, fing, G Hea-
vens, and be joyful, O earth, for behold, I bring
you glad tidings of great joy, which fhall be to all

people. For unto you is born this day, in the city
of David, a Saviour, who is Chrift the Lord. Glo-
ry be to God on high, and on earth peace, good will

iowards men. For unto us a child is born, unto us
a fon is given

f
and his name fhall be called Wonder-

ful, Counfellor, the Mighty God, the everlafting
Father, the Prince o.f Peace. Amen. Hallelujah.
Amen. '

ANTHEM, from Psalm CXXXVII.
TOY the rivers of Babylon, we fat down and wept,

JLJ when we remembered thee, O Zion ! As for

our harps, we hanged them up upon the trees that

vere therein. For they who led us away captive,

required of us then a fong and melody. Sing, fing

us one of the fongs of Zion. How can we fing the
Lord's fong in a ft range land ? If I forget thee O Je*
rufalem ! let my right hand forget her cunning. If

I do not remember thee, let my tongue cleave to the

roof of my mouth; yeaj if I prefer not Jerufalem in

my mirth. <

A N THEM, from Isaiah XLIV.
£MNG, fing,* O ye Heavens! for the Lord hath

\j done it : Shout, fhout, ye lower parts of the

earth : For the Lord hath redeemed Jacob, and glo-

rified himfelf in Ifrael'. Break forth into finging, ye
mountains, O foreft, and ev'ry tree therein: For the,

Lord hath redeemed Jacob, and glorified himfelf in

Ifrael. Glory be to the Father, Son, and Holy
Glioft, as it was in the beginning, is now, and ever

fhall be, world without end. Amen.
\ ANTHEM
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ANTHEM, from Psalm XLVII.
OCLAP your hands together, ail ye people. Q

fing unto God with the voice of melody ! For
the Lord is high, and to be fear'd. He is the great
jCing "upon all the earth. God is gone up with a mer-
ry noife, and the Lord with the found of a trumpet.
0 fing praifes unto our God ! fing oraifes unto our
King!

ANTHEM, from Psalm CIV.
PRAISE the Lord, O my foul ! O Lord, my God,

thou art become exceeding glorious ! Thou art

clothed with majefty and honour. Halleli'j^b—
Amen. Thou deckeft thyfelf with light, as it were
with a garment, and fpreadeft out the Heavens like a

curtain. Who layeft the beams of his chambers in

the waters, 'and maketh the clouds his chariot, and
walketh upon the wings of the wind : He maketh his

angels fpirits, and his minifters a flaming fire : He
hid the foundations of the earth, that it never be re-

moved. Q Lord, how manifold are thy works! In
vifdom haft thou made them all. The earth is full

cf thy riches. The glorious majefty of the Lord (hall

endure forever. The Lord (hall rejoice in his works.
Hallelujah'—Amen.

ANTHEM, from Psalm XCVL
f~\ SING unto the Lord a new fong: fing unto the

Lord, all the whole earth, and praife his name.
Be telling of his faivation from day to day. Declare
his honour unto the heathen, and his wonders unto
the people. Glory and worfliip are before him,
power and ftrength are in his fanftuary. Afcribe
unto the Lord, O ye kindred of the people, afcribe

unto the Lord worfliip and power; afcribe unto the

Lord the honour due unto his name*. Let the heavens
rejoice, and let the earth be glad ; let the fea make
a noife, and all that is therein. Let the fields be
joyful, and all that is therein : then fhall the trees

ef the wood rejoice before the Lord. Hallelujah.

1 ANTHEM
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ANTHEM, from Job, Chap. VIL
YS there not an appointed time to man upon earth ?

X Are not his days alfo as the days of an hireling ?

I'm made to poflefs months of vanity, and wearifomc
nights are appointed to me. When I lie down, I

fay, When fhall I arife, and the night be jjone ?

I'm full of tailings to and fro, unto the dawning of
the day. My flefh is cloth'd with worms, and clods
ofduft; my fkin is broken, and become loathfome,
I loath it, I would not live always : let me alone, for

my days are vanity. My days are fwifter than a
weaver's fhuttle, and are fpent without hope. O
remember that my life is wind! mine eye (hall no
more fee good. As the cloud is confumed, and va~
ntfheth away; fo he who goeth down to the grave,
fhall come up no more: for now fhall I fieep in the
duft, and thou (halt feek me in the morning, but \
fhall not he.

ANTHEM, from Psalm XXXIX.
IS AID, I will take heed to my ways, that I offend

not with my tongue ; I will keep my mouth as it

were with a bridle, while the ungodly is in my fight.

I held my tongue and fpake nothing ; I kept filence ;

yea, even from good words; but it was pain and
grief unto me. My heart was hot within me, and
while I was mufing, the fire kindled; and at laft I

fpake with my tongue. Lord, let me know mine
end, and the number of my days, that I may be
certified how long I have to live. Behold, thou haft

made my days as it were a fpan long, and mine age

is even as nothing in refpetl of thee; and verily all

men living are altogether vanity. For man walketh
in a vain fhadow, and difquieteth himfelf in vain : he
heapeth up r&beu and cannot tell who fhall gather

them. And now, Lord, what is my hope ? Truly
my hope is even in thee.—Hear rny prayer, O Lord

!

and with thine ears confider my calling; hold not thy

peace at my tears; for I am a ftranger with thee, and
a fojourncr, as all my fathers were. O fpare me a

Httls while, that I may recover ftrength, before I g«
hence, and be no morefeen. ANTHEM
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ANTHEM, from Luke, Chap. II. 'V

BEHOLD, I bring you glad tidings of joy, which
Ihall be to all people. For unto you is born this

day, in the city of David, a Saviour, who is Chrift

the Lord. And this /hall be a (ign unto you. Yoti
jfhall find the babe wrapt in Twaddling cloths,

lying in a manger. And fuddenly there was with
the angel a multitude of the heav'nly hoft, praifing

God and faying, Glory to God in the higheft, and
on earth peace, good will towards men. Hallelujah.

ANTHEM, from Psalm CXXIV.
T F the Lord himfelf had not been on our fide---

1 now may Ifraelfay \ if the Lord himfelf had not
been on our fide, when men rofe up againd us ; they
had fwallowed us up quick ; yea, the waters had
drown'd us, and the ftream had gone over our foul.

But praifed be the Lord, our foul is efcap'd, even as

a bird out of the fnare of the fo\v ler ; the fnare is

broken, and we are delivered. Gur help ftandeth in

the name of the Lord, who made heav'n and earth,

ANTTHEM. from 2- Sam. Chap. I.

^'l
1

* H E beauty of Ifrael is flain upon thine high

A places : How are the mighty fallen ! Tell it n®t
in Gath, publifh it not in the ftreets of Afkelon : Left
the daughters of the Philiftines fltould rejoice, and
the daughters of the uncircumcifed fhould triumph—
Ye mountains of Gilboa, let there be no dew, neither
rain upon you ; for there the fnield of the Mighty is

vilely caft away. Saul and Jonathan were lovely and
pleafant in their lives, and in their deaths they were
not divided.—Ye daughters of Ifrael, weep, weep
over Saul, who clothed you in fcarlet, with ether de-
lights ; who put ornaments of gold upon your appa-
rel. How are the mighty fallen, in the midfl of the
battle !—O Jonathan ! thou waft flain upon thine

high places : I am diftreffed for thee, O my brother
Jonathan ! very pleafant haft thou been unto me ;

thy love to me was wonderful, palling the love of
women,—How are the mighty fallen, and the wea-
pons of war periflied ! ANTHEM
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ANTHE M. from Psalm VIII. f

OLORD, our Governor, how excellent is thf.

name in ail the world! Thou halt fet thy glory
above the heavens ! Out of the mouth of babes and
fucklings thou haft ordained ftrength, that thou
mighteft ft ill the enemy and the avenger. I will con-
lider the heavens the works of thy .fingers, the moon
and ftars which thou haft ordained. What is man,
that thou art mindful of him ? and the fon of man,
that thou vifitefl him? Thcu mad'ft him lower than
the angels, to crown him with glory and worship.
O Lord, our Governor, how excellent is thy name
in all the world!

ANTHEM, fp-om I. Kings, Chap, viii, and
Psalm 152.

f\ LORD God of Ifrael, there's no God like

V.y thee, in heav'n above, or on the earth beneath ;

who keepeft covenant and mercy with thofe, who
<valk before thee with all their heart. Arife, O Lord,
into thy refting place 5 thou, and the ark of thy
ftrength. Let thy priefts, O Lord, be cloathed wich
righteoufnefs, and let thy faints fing with joyfulnefs :

But will God indeed dwell on earth ? Behold, the
heav'n of heav'ns cannot contain thee ! Yet have rc-

fpeffc to the prayer of thy fer/ants, that thine eyes
may be open day and night to the prayer of thy peo-
ple. O Lord my God, hear from heav'n, thy dwel-
ling place; and when thou hear'ft, forgive. For thy
fervant David's fake, turn not away the face of thine

anointed. For the Lord hath chofen Zion, to be an
habitation for himfelf. This fhall be my reft for-

ever: here will I dwell.—I will deck her priefts with
health, and her faints fhall rejoice and fing. BlefTed

be the Lord God of Ifrael, from this time forth, for-

erer-more. Amen.
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Htmn XXXIL eor WORCESTE R>

On Peace.

h TOEHOLD, array'd In Light

, Jt) And by Divine Command,
Fair Peace, the Child of Heav'n, defcends
To this afilicted Land !

Like
%
the bright Morning Star

She leads a glorious Day,
And o'er this weftern World extends
Her all reviving Ray.

Z. Your Swords to Plough (hares turn'd,

Your Fields with Plenty crown'd,
Shall laugh and fing—and Freedom fpread

The Voice of Gladnefs round.
Oh, Sing a new made fong !

To God your Hymns addrefs,

He rul'd the hearts of mighty Kings* •

And gave our Arms Succefs.

3. He checkM our haughty Foe
And bad the Conteft ceafe,

—

*' Thus, and no farther, (halt thou go
Be all the World at Peace,
No more (hall favage War
Lead on the hoftile Band ;

No more mail fufFring Captives mourn,
Or Blood pollute the Land."

4. Confefs Jehovah's Pow'r
And magnify his Name,
Let all the World with one Accord,
His wondrous work proclaim,

Let us with Hearts devout
Declare what we have feen,

And to our Children's Children tell

How good the Lord hath been.
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mm XXXIII. for CRUCIFIXION

j. TTEARTS of (tone, relent, relent,

XjL Break, by Jefus crofs fubdu'd,
See his body mangled, rent,

Cover'd with a gore of blood,

Sinful foui, what haft thou done ?

Murther'd God's eternal Son !

2. Yes, our fins have done the deed,
Drove the nails that fix him here,

Crown'd with thorns his facred headj
Pierc'd him with afoldiers fpear,

Made his foul a facrifice :

For a finful world he dies.

3. Shall we let him die in vain ?

Still to death purfue our God }

Open tear his wounds again,
Trample on his precious blood ?

No ; with all our fins we part—

-

Saviour, take my broken heart.

Hymn XXXIV. for GROTOR
CHRIST on the Tree.

1. T^^OURN, mourn, ye Saints, who once did fee

JlVJL Our Saviour dear nail'd to the tree :

A bitter death he did endure,
To fave the fouls of men fecure.

2. Oh, how his purple ftreams did flow !

His blood on man he did beftow

;

With hands and feet nail'd to the wood,
And pierced fide ran down with blood.

3. What wifdom can conceive or know,
What tongue or pen can truly fnow
The vaft dimenfions of his love,

Or ftiow his pow'r in heav'n above ?

4. To God be praife and worihip done,
For giving us his only Son ;

Let's tune our fouls, and him adore
2n hallelujahs evermore.
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Hymn XXXV. for P E W S E Y.

1. ^T^HOU Jefus, art our king !

J[ Thy ceafelefs praife we fing;

Praife (hall our glad tongue employ
Praife o'erllow our grateful foul,

While we vital breath employ,
While eternal ages roll.

2. Thou art th* eternal light,

Thou fhin'ft in deepeft night,

Wan'dring gaz'd th* angelic train

While thou bow'dft the heav'ns beneath^
God with God wert man with man,
Man to fave from endlefs death.

3. Thou with our pain didft mourn,
Thou haft our ficknefs born :

All our fins on thee were laid !

Thou with unexampled grace
All the mighty debt haft paid,

Due from Adam's helplefs race I

4. EnthronM above yon fky,

Thou reign'ft with God molt high ;

Proftrate at thy feet we fall

!

Pow'r fupreme to thee is giv'n,

Thee, the righteous judge of all,

Thee, the Lord of earth and heaven !

5. Arife ftir up thy pow'r,
Thou deathlefs conqueror !

King of all ! with pitying eye
Mark the toil and pains we feel

!

'Midft the fnares of death we lie

'Midft the banded pow'rs of helL

6. OLord! O God of love!
Let us thy mercy prove !

Help us to obtain the prize,

Help us well to clofe our race j

That with thee above the ikies,

Endlefs joy we may poflefs.

Hymn
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Hymn XXXVI. for SKY LARK.
1. WTT7HEN all thy mercies O my God^W My rifing foul furveys.

Why my cold heart art thou not loft*

In wonder love and praife ?

Thy providence my life fuftain'd

And all thy wants redrefs'd,

While in the filent womb I lay,

And hung upon the breaft. Hallelujahs

2. To all my weak complaints and cries

Thy mercy lent an ear,

E'er yet my feeble thoughts had learn'd

To form themfelv.es in pray'r.

Unnumber'd comforts to my foul

Thy tender care beftow-d,
Before my infant heart conceiv'd

Jrom whom thofe comforts flow'd. Hallelujah

3. When in the flip'ry paths of youth
With heedlefs fteps I ran,

Thine arm unfeen convey'd me fafe,

And led me up to man.
Through hidden dangers, toils, and deaths^
It gently clear'd my way,
And through the pleafing fnares of vice.

More to be fear'd than they. Hallelujah*

4. Through evVy period of my life

Thy goodnefs I'll purfue 5

And after death in diftant worlds
The pleafing theme renew.
Through all eternity to thee
A grateful fong I'll raife

;

But O ! eternity's too fnort

2To utter all thy praifc. Hallelujah."
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Htmn XXXVII. for NEWPORT*
/"TpHOU great and facred Lord of all,

X Of life the only fpring,

Creator ofunnumber'd worlds,

Immenfely glorious King.
Whofe image (hakes the ftagg'ring mind,
Beyond conception high,

Crown'd with omnipotence and vtil'd

With dark eternity.

2. Drive from the confines of my heart,

Impenitence and pride

:

Nor let me in erroneous paths
With thoughtlefs ideots glide.

Whate'er thine all-difcerning eye
Sees for thy creature fit,

I'll blefs the good and to the ill

Contentedly fubmit.

With humane pleafure let me view
The profp'rous and the great i

Malignant envy let me fly,

With odious felf-conceit.

Let not defpair nor curs'd revenge
Be to my bofom known ;

0 give me tears for others woe
And patience for my own.

4. Feed me with necefiary food,
;

1 afk not wealth or fame :

But give me eyes to view thy works,
And fenfe to praife thy name.
May ftill my days obfcurely pafs,

Without remorfe or care ;

And let me for the parting hour,

My trembling ghoft prepare*
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Htmn XXXVIIL fpr FULHAM,
1. T)RAISE to the God who arch'd the fty,

i Is the high note that wakes my tongue s

Praife to the God who reigns on high,

Shall be the cadence of the fong :

Celeftial worlds your Maker's name
Refound through ev'ry (hining coaft :

Our God a greater praife will claim,

Where he unfolds his glories moft.

2. Angels who his commiffion bear,

And ye who wait around the throne,
|

Next in the tuneful work appear,

And fend your lofty honours down.
Stupenduous globe of flaming day,
Praife him in your fublime career,

He (truck from night thy peerlefs ray,

IVeigh'd thee thy path and guide6 thee there;

3. Monarchs, who hold imperial fway,
53y leave from heav'ns eternal King,
Come with the millions who obey
Your nod, and your Creator fing.

Judges enthron'd in Salems gates,

Th* impartial Judge of all revere ;

And while you feal the mortal fates,

Think of your fentence at his bar,

4. Let youth of ev'ry fex and rank,
Exulting in the bloom of life,

Their God for all his blefiings thank,
And join the loud hamonious ftrife.

Hoary in holinefs, the fage

With grateful fongs fliould meet his death,
And infants in their tender age,

Should lifp their God with joyful breath.

j< From



$. From clime to clime, from (hore to {here/

Be the almighty God ador'd ;

He made the nations by his pow'r,
And fways them with his fov'reign word*
At once let nature's ample round,
To God the vaft thankfgiving raife :

His high perfection knows no bound,
But fills th* immenfuy of fpace.

Hymn XXXIX. for PALMI ft

1. T? TERNAL pow'r whofe high abode
JC/ Becomes the grandeur of a God

Infinite lengths beyond the bounds
Where ftars revolve their little rounds.

2. Thee while the firfi: archangel fings

He hides his face behind his wings
And ranks of {hining thrones around
Fall worshiping and fpread the ground*

Lord what {hall earth and afties do ?

We would adore our Maker too ;

From fin and duft to thee we cry
The great, the holy and the high !

4. Earth from afar has heard thy fame*
And worms have learnt to lifp thy name $

But O the glories of thy mind
Leave all our foaring thoughts behind.

5. God is In heav'n and men below
Be (hort our tunes, our words be few !

A facred rev'rence checks ourfongs
And praife fits filent on our tongues.
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iltiiN XL. for WINDHA M>

1. TEST7, my God and Kingj

J Thy regal ftate I fing

:

Thou, and only thou art great*

High thine everlafting throne 5

Thou the fov'reign Potentate,

Bleft immortal thou alone.

2. Eflay your choiceft ftrains,

The King Mefliah reigns !

Tune your harps, celeftial choir,

Joyful ail, your voices raife,

Chrift than earth-born monarchs hi

Sons ofmen and angels praife.

3. Hail your dread Lord and ours,

Dominions, thrones, and pow'rs \

Source of pow'r he rules alone ;

Veil your eyes and proftrate fall,

Caft your crowns before his throne,

Hail the caufe, the Lord of all.

4. Juftice and truth maintain
Thine everlafting reign

:

One with thine almighty fire,

Partner of an.equal throne,

King of hearts, let all confpire,

Gratefully thyfwayto own.

c. Let earth's remoteft bound

Chrift to praife let all confpire

;

Praife to Chrift doth all belong ;

Shout ye firft-born fons of fire,

Earth repeat the glorious fons.

HtMrf
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H?4iN XLL for TRENTON,
I, T)EGIN the high celeftial ftrain5

II My ravifli'd foul, and fing

A folemn hymn of grateful praife,

To heav'ns almighty King.

Ye circling mountains as you roll

Your filver waves along,

tVhifper to all your verdant ftiores

The fubjeft of my fong.

t. Retain It long, you ecchoing roclts,

The facred found retain,

And from your hollow winding caves
Return it oft again.

Bear it, ye winds on all your wings
To diftant climes away,
And round the wide extended world
My lofty theme convey.

3. Take the glad burthen of his name.
Ye clouds, as you arife,

Whether to deck the golden morn,
Or (hade the ev'ning flues.

Letharmlefs thunders roll along
The fmooth etherial plain,

And anfwerfrom the cryftal vault

To ev'ry flying ttrain.

4. Long let It warble round the fpherej.

And eccho through the fky,

Till angels with immortal (kill

Improve the harmony.
While I with facred rapture fir'd

The bleft creator fing,

And warble confecrated lays

To heav'ns almighty King*
Htm

F



Htmk XLII. for PRINCETON
2. God of good th' unfathom'd fea,

V*/ Who" would not give his heart to thee I

Who would not love thee with his might ?

O Jefus lover of mankind,
Who would not his whole foul and mind,
With all his ftrength to thee unite ?

Thou fhin'ft. with everlafting rays

;

Before th' unfufferable blaze,

Angels with both wings veil tHeir eyes :

Yet free as air their bounty ftreams
On all thy works ; thy mercy's beams
DifFufive as thy fun's arife.

a. Aftonifii'd at thy frowning brow,
Earth, hell, and heav'ns flrong pillars bowV
Terrible majefty is thine !

Who then can that vafi love exprefs

Which bows the down to me, who lefe

Than nothing am, till thou art mine !

High thron'd on heav'ns eternal hill,

In number, weight, and meafure {till

Thou fweetly ordered all that is :

And yet thou diegn'ft to come to me,
And guide my fteps, that I with thee
Enthron'd may reign in endlefs blifs !

. Fountain of good, all blefling flows

rom thee, no want thy fulnefs knows*
What but thyfelf canft thou defire ?

Yes, felf-fufficient as thou art,

Thou doft defire my worthlefs heart,

This only this thou doft require !

Primeval beauty ! in thy fight

The firft born, faireft fons of light,

See all their brighteft glories fade
What then to me thy eyes could turn,
In/iin conceiv'd, of woman born,

A worm, aleaf3 a blaft, &ftude i 4. HelTV
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J. Hell's armies tremble at thy nod,
And trembling own th' almighty God,
Sov'reign of earth, air, hell and fky !

But who is this who comes from far,

Whofe garments roll'd in blood appear ?

'Tis God made man for man to die !

O God of good th' unfathom'd fea,

Who would not give his heart to thee ?

Who would not love thee with his might ?

O Jelus, lover of mankind,
Who would not his whole foul and mind
With all his ftrefigth to the unite ?

Hymn XLIII. *or SCOTLAN D-

i. T ORD, when my thoughts with wonder roli,

I j O'er the (harp forrows of my foul,

And read my maker's broken laws,
Repair'd and honour'd by thy crofs ;

When I behold death, hell, andfin^
Vanquifh'd by that dear blood of thine,

And f(^e the man who groan'd and dy'd,

Sit glorious by his fathers fide j

2. My paffions rife and foar above,
I'm wing'd with faith and fir'd with love §

Fair; would I reach celeftial things,

And learn the notes that Gabriel fings :

But my heart fails, my tongue complains,
For want of their immortal (trains

And in fuch humble notes as thefe

MmH fall beloar thy vi&ories.

Htm*
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Htmn XLIV. por WATERTOWtT,
On the Day of Judgment.

^

j.¥]|7Henthefierce north wind,with his airyforceSa

VV Rears up the Baltic to a foaming fury,

And the red lightning, with a ftorm of nail, comes
Rufliing amain down.

*. How the poor failors (land amaz'd and tremblel
While the hoarfe thunder, like a bloody trumpet,
Roars a loud onfet to the gaping waters

Quick to devour them.
3. Such {hall the noifebe, and the wild diforder,

(If things eternal maybe like thefe earthly)

Such the dire terror when the great Ark angel

Shakes the creation 5

4. Tears the ftrong pillars of the vault of heaven,
Break up old marble, the repofe of princes $

See the graves open, £.nd the bones arifing,

Flames all around them !

K. Hark, the (brill outcries of the guilty wretches I

Lively bright horror, and amazing anguifh,

Stare through theireye-lids, while the livingworm lies

Gnawing within them.
6. Thoughts, like old Vultures, prey upon their

[heart-firings*

And the fmart twinges, when the eye beholds {he
Lofty judge frowaing, and a flood of vengence

Rolling afore him.

7. Hopelefs immortals ! how they fcream and (hive*

While devils pufli them to the pit wide yawning
Hideous and gloomy to receive them head-long

Down to the centre*

8. Stop here, my fancy : (all away, ye horrid
Poleful ideas) come, arife to Jefus,
How he fits God-like ! and the faints around him

Thron*d, yet adoring !

9. O may I fit there when he comes triumphant,
Dooming the nations ! then afcend to glory,

While our hofannas all along the pafiage

Shout th? redeemer^
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IIymn XLV. ior DEERFIEL0;
On the death of Mtfs R.

2. A ND is the lovely ihadow fled.

Jt\ The blooming wonder of her years^
So foon infhrin'd among the dead.

She juftly claims our pious tears :

Who now to heav'nly fpirits joined,

Hath left our wretched world behind
2. Her early fhortliv'd excellence

With meek fubmiffion we bemoan,
Snatched in a fatal moment hence,
Gone from our arms to Jefus gone$
To heighten by her fwift remove
The grief below, and joy above.

3. In vain the dear departing faint

Forbids our guftiing tears to flow,

Forbear my friends your fond complain^
From earth to heav'n I gladly go,
To glorious company above,
Bright angels, and the God of love*

4. O praife him and rejoice for me
So happy, happy in my God !

So foon from all my pain fet free,

And haften to that bleft abode,
With fwift defire my fteps purfue,

And take the prize prepar'd for you*
5. Meet am I for the great reward,
The great reward I know is mine,
Come O my fweet redeeming Lord,
Ppen thofe lovely arms of thine,

And take me up thy face to fee,

And let me die to live with thee.

6. The pray'r is feal'd the foul is fled$

And fees the Saviour face to face :

But ftill ftie fpeaks to us though dead-
She calls us to 'that heav'nly place,

Where all the ftorms of life are o'er$

And pain and parting is no mortf.
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Hymn XLVI; for SOPH R ONI A,

is/^gv on Sophronia^whodied oftheSmall-Pox 1 71 1.

1. T?Orbear, my friends, forbear, and aflc no more*
JP Where all my cheerful airs are fled ?

Why will you make me talk my torments o'er ?

My life, my joy, my comfort's dead.

2. Deep from my foul, mark how the fobs arifet
Hear the long groans that wafte my breath.
And read the mighty forrow in my eyes,

Lovely Sophronia fleeps in death.

Unkind difeafe, to vail that rofy face
ith tumors of & mortal pale,

While mortal purples with their difmal grace
And double horror fpot the vail.

4. Uncomely vail, and mod unkind difeafe

!

Is this Sophronia, once the fair ?

Are thefe the features that were born to pleafe $

And beauty fpread her enfigns there ?

5. I was all love, and (he was all delight,

Let me run back to feafons paft ;

Ah flow'ry days when firft (hecharm'd my fight I

But rofes will not always laft.

6. Yet Hill Sophronia pleas'd, nor time, nor care,

Could take her youthful bloom away :

Virtue has charms which nothing can impair j
Beauty like hers could ne'er decay.

7. Grace is a facred plant of heav'nly birth ;

The feed defcending from above
Roots in a foil reftn'd, grows high on earth,

And blooms with life, and joy, and love.

8. Such was Sophronia's foul celefLial dew
And angels food were her repaft :

Devotion was fcer work ; and thence (he drevir

Pelights which ftrangers never tafte.

g. Not the gay fplendors of a flattering court
Could tempt her to appear and fliine

:

Her folemn airs forbid the world's refort

;

put J was bleft and (ke was mine, 10. Safe
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ftp Sefe on her welfare all my pleafures htmgy
Her fmiles could all my pains control,

Her foul was made of foftnefs, and her tongui
Was foft and gentle as her foul.

1 1, She was my guide, my friend, my earthly all ^

Love grew with ev'ry waning moon v

Had heaven a length of years delay'd its call,

Still I had thought it call'd too foon.

12. Butpeacemyforrows! norwithmurmuringvoice^
Dare to accufe heavens high decree :

She was firft ripe for everlafting joys ;

Sophron, (he waits above for thee.

Hymn XLVIL for CHESHUN T.

1. 'T^HE voice ofmy beloved founds,

JL While o'er the mountain tops he bounds^
He flies exulting o'er the hills,

And all my foul with tranfport fills :

Gently doth he chide my (lay,

Rife my love and come away.

2. The fcatter'd clouds are fled at laff,

The rain is gori£, the winter's paft,

The lovely vernal flow'rs appear,

The feather'd choirs invite our ear

;

Now with fweetly penfive moan,
Goos the turtle dove alone.

The voice of my beloved founds,

hile o'er the mountain tops he bounds,
He flies exulting o'er the hills,

And all my foul with tranfport fills :

Gently doth he chide my ftay,

Rife my love and come away.
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Hymn XLVIIL for DUNSTAE
2. /^LORY and honour be to thee,

VJT Thou felf-fufficient Deity 5

Thee we revere, and thee adore,

In mercy infinite, and power.

2. To thee, our joyful hearts we raife,

To thee, we bring our fohgs of praife 5

Whofe bounteous care and love imparts*
Celeftial bleffings to our hearts*

3„ Unto the holy triune God,
Who haft on us, poor worms, beftow 9

<&

Such favours, fuch amazing grace,

We pay our homage, thanks and praife*

The Reader is defired to male thefollowing Corrections*

PAGE 6, verfe 4, line jf, for voice read quel/.

Page 1 7, line 6, the words too meekly fhould not
be repeated.

Page 22, for Ode read Hymn.
Page 32, for Pfalm 152 read 132.

Hymn 25, fet to Randeau, rftay be fung in the tunc
Stratford, and the tune Randeau, in the 145^
Pfalm by Dr. Watts, repeating the fixft line*

Sweet is the memory ofthy grace9
sifter every fecond line.


