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» » j " " V • : * r 1 ' 
Songs of- Praife to Almighty God, 

upon fever a 1 Occafions. 

r\ ]f J •] »:-• • •• II ; 

I. A General Song of Praife to Almighty God 

f.K.j 

HO W fhall I Sing that Majefly 
Which Angels do admire > . K 

Let Duft, in Duft arid Silence Jib; I « .7/ 
Sing, Sing, ye Heavenly Quire. 

Fhoufands of Thoufands ftand< Around * 
Thy Thronej' O'God, moft<High$ , rl 

Ten Thoufand times Ten Thoufand found A 
Thy Praife f1 but whom am ft ; 

.'jVj.'fvV • TJ\'Oci y tl 1 v;iT 
t  '  C O )  

Hiy Brightnefs unto them appears,. 
Whilft I thy Footfteps trace, 

A Sound of God comes to my Ears, 
But they behold thy Face. 

They Sing, becaufe thou art their Suns 
Lord, fend a Beam on me j 

For where Heaven is but onpe begun 
There Hallelujahs be. 

*  C 3 - )  
V"v ' ' 



2 Songs of Praife 
- t~ ( ? • >  -

Enlighten wltHTalths Light, my Heart, 
Eaflame it with Loves Fire, 

Then (hall I Sing and bear a part, 
With that Celeftiaf Quire, 

I (half, I fear, be dark and cold, 
With all my Fire and Light: 

Yet when thou do(l accept their Gold, 
Lord Treafure up my Mite. 

, u .  ( 4 - 1  
How great a.BcingXordx is thine, 

Which doth all Beings keep ! 
Thy Knowledge is the oijly Line 

To found fo vafta Deep. 
Thou art a Sea without a,Shore, 

A Sun witboufca Sphere, •; / 
Thy Time is ndw and evermore, 

Thy place is every where. 
c  5. )  

How good art thou whofe Gobdnefs is 
Our Parent, Niirfe and Guide 3 

Whofe Streams dowater Paradife 
And all the. Earth befidej 

Thine Upper and Thirte Nether Springs 
Make both thy Worlds tp thrive. 

Under thy warm and (hclteeing Wings 
Thou keep'ft two Brood!? alive. 

to Almighty God. 3 
( 6 , )  

Thy Arm of Might, rhoft mighty King, 
Both Rocks and Hearts doth break. 

My God, thou canft do everything 
But what would (hew thee Weak. 

Thou C2hft net Crofs thy felf, or be 
Lefs than thy felf, or poor} 

But whatsoever pleafeth Thee,. 
Thatcanft thou do, and mofe. 

C 7- ) 
Who would not fear thy Searching Eyes 

Witnefsto all that's true > 
Dark Hell and deep Hypocrifie 

Lie plain before its View. 
Motions and Thoughts before tiiey grow 

Thy Knowledge doth Efpy. 
What unborn Ages are to do 

Is done before thine Eye. 
C 8. ) 

Thy Wifciom, which both maikes,arid mends^ 
We ever much Admire. 

Creation all our Wit Tranfcends £ 
Redemptionrifes Higher. 

Thy Wifdom guides-ftray'd Sinners home, 
Twill make the dead World rife, 

And bring thofe Priibners to theif Doom 5 
Its Paths are Myfteries. 

fe 2 ( a. ) 



4 Songs of Praife 
C 9- D 

Great is thy Truth, and ihall prevail 
To Unbelievers lhame, 

Thy Truth and Years do never fail; 
Thou ever art the fame. 

Unbelief is a Raging ware, 
Dafliingagainfta Rock.' 

If.God doth not his Jfrael Save, 
Then let Egyptians mock. 

< - v ( 10. ) 
Moft pure and Holy are thine Eyes 

Moft Holy is thy Name, 
Thy Saints, and Laws, and Penalties, 

Thy Holinefs proclaim. 
This is the Devils fcourge arid Ring, 

This is the Angels Song, 1 -
Who Holy, Holy, Holy Sing, 

In Heavenly Canaan's Tongue. 

(  i r .  J  
Mercy, that Chining Attribute, -

. The Sinners Hope and Plea ! 
) ^uge Hofts of Sins in their Purfuit 

Are drown'd in thy Red Sea : 
Mercy is God's Memorial, 
-, ***411 Ages prais'd 3 
My God; thine only Son did fall,. 

I -iat Mercy might be Rais'd. 
( 12 

to Almighty God. . : 1 
( 12- ) 

Thy bright Back-parts, O God of Grace, 
I Humbly here Adore 5 

Shew me thy Glory and thy Face, 
That I may praife Thee more. 

Since none can fee thy Face and live, 
Forme to die is beft, 

Thro' Jordan'sftreams who would not dive 
To Land at Canaan's Reft } 

Another. 
( I- ) WHat (hall I Render to my God, 

For all his Gifts to Me ? 
Sing Heav'n and Earth, rejoyce and praife J 

His Glorious Majefty. 
Bright Cherubims, fweet Seraphims, 
- Praife Him with all your might. 
Praife, praife Him, all ye Hofts of Heav'n, 

Praife him ye Saints in Light. 
2. 

Ye blefled Patriachs praife the Lord, 
For his Firft-fruitsareye, 

Blefs'd Prophets, who dreamt here of God, 
Praife Him, whom now you fee. 

Offer to God ye glorious Priefls, 
Your Sa orifice of Praife $ 

Sweet Pfalmifts, now your Hearts are Fixt, 
Your tuneful Voices raife. ' 

B 2 Yet 



6 Songs of Praife 

Apoftles of the Lamb, A , i?^freProcjaim^yourKin2, 
And Fill d this World with holy Sounds, 

Loud Hallelujahs Sing. 
Triumphant Martyrs ye did Fight 

And Fighting ye did fall, ' 
And falling ye took up a Crown: 

Crown Him who Crown'd you all. 
. . 4; 

Praife, praife Him, all ye faved Ones, 
From whom Salvation came 5 

Praife Him that Sits upon the Throne, 
And Praife the Glorious Lamb. 

Praife, praife him, all ye Saints below 
Praife him both Eaft and Weft • ' 

Praife him all ye fyptized Lands, 
Praife whom you have Profefs'd. 

O Praife Him, all ye Crowned Heads, 
That own the Chriftian Name: 

Praife Him, who is the King of Kings, 
Raife and Enlarge his Fame. 

Praife Him, all Chriftian Magiftrates 
Gain Credit to his Ways : 

Praife Him, ye MiniftersofGod, 
Teach pthefs Him to Praife. ' 

6. 
ffaife Him our Famous Chriftian Jfle, 

Pfaifehim with one accorc). Let 

to Almighty Cod. 7 
Let every Tougue, let every Tribe 

Be taught to Praife the Lord j •> 
Praife Him, my Friends and Kindred all, 

OPraife Him a.11 your Days % , \ # 
My Mind and Heart, jpy Lip,^d Life 

- Joyn to advance his Praife. 
' .V 7i . 

O Let me praife thee, whilft I live, 
And Praife thee5 when I dye, 

And praife thee, when I rife again, 
And to Eternity. 

Praife Father, Son and Holy Ghoft, 
The Father font his Soil $ 

The Son fends forth the Holy Ghoft: 
For Mens Salvation. 

8-
My fter IOUS depths of Endlefs Love 

Our Admirations raife, 
My God, thy Name exalted is 

For above all our Praife. 

III. A Song of.Praife for Creation. 
I. THOU waft, O God: and diou waft Bleft 

Before the World begun 5 
Of rhine Eternity polfeft, 

Before Time's Glafs did Run. 
Thou needeft none thy Praife to Sing, 

As if thy Joy could Fade. 
) B 4 Could'ft 



8 Songs ofP^fe 

Could'ft thou have needed any thin? 1 •' 
Thou cpul'ft have nottting made. 

A jyLGod"head todedare; T N , 

3 
As rftheir Makers Voice they heard ':L 

Which  i s  t he  C re a tu r e s  A L L .  ' '  : f  

ThThvPWk'jthe,^°r'd' mo(1 m'g''ty Lord 
went forth with Speed ' * 

Thv'w °.L.ord>k was thY Word.' 
T h n n h  L d . ^ W a S t h y  De e d  :  
Thou brought ft forth^« frDm theGmW 
T/"d E?eout ofhrsSide •' . ' 

W i  uf h f  TadC the Earth abonnd< With thefe Two multiplyrd. 

Thofethree great Leaves,Heav'n,Sea & Land 
Thy Name in Figures (hew 5' d' 

Bnfl 'tC F0Unty of tI]y Hand, 1 
But I my Maker know. 

Should not I here thy Servant be, 
Whofl Creatures ferve me here > 

MyLord, whom (hould J fear but Thee 
Who am thy Creatures Fear? 

5-

f ? Almighty God. >. c p 
5-

To whom^ Lord, (hould I Sing but thee, • 
The Maker of my Tongue ! 

Lo ! other Lords would Seize on Me, 
But I to thee belong : 

As Waters hafte unto their Sea, • I 
And Earth unto its Earth ^ * 

So let my Soiil return to Thee, 
From whom it had its Birth. 

6. 
But ah! Pam fallen in the Night, 

And cannot come to thee. •' < 
Yet fpeak the Word, Let there be l ight ^ 

It Anil Enlighten me ; 
And let th^'Word, moft Mighty Lord, ' 

Thy Fallen, Creature faife, 1 

O make me o're ag^iri, arid I -i I 'c 

, ShallSingmy Make'rspraife, 

IV. A Song of Praifc for Prefervatiov. 
I. THouLord who raifed'ftHeaveh and Earth 

Doft make thy Building Hand, 
The Weight whereof doth wholly Reft 

On thine Almighty Hand : 
Shoul'dftthou withdraw thy Hand of might, 

The Earth would quit its place $ 
The (hining Heaven would vanifti (freight 

Into meer empty Space. ; 



lo Songs of Praife 
2 .  

F°r,fLs. f{»" Liquors Scent remains, 
Which fir ft the Cask did Fill • 

So Feeble Creatures hold the Scent 
Of their firft nothing ftilj ; 

Lord, what is Man, that Child of Pride 
That boafrs Iiis High degree ? 

If one poor moment he be Left, 
He Sinks, and where is He ?' 

3- • 
In Thee I Live and Move, and am, 

Thou deal'ft me out my days, 
As thou renews my Being, Lord 

Let me renew thy Praife. 
From thee I am, through thee lam 

And for thee I mutt: be 3 
'Tis better for me not to live 

Than not to live to thee. 
4. 

-My God, thou art my glorious Sun, 
By whofe bright Beams I fhine 3 

As thou, Lord, ever art with Me, 
Let me be ever thine. 

art my living Fountain, Lord, 
Whole ftreams on me do flow • 

My felf I render unto thee, 
To whom my felf I owe. 

As thou, Lord, an Immortal Soul 
Hath Breathed into me 5 So 

to Ahniglrty God. a 

So let my Soul be Breathing forth 
Immortal Thanks to Thee. 

V. A Sovg of Prazfc for Provijioti. ri 

COme, let us praife out Matters Hand, 
Which gives us daily Bread 3 : r 

'Thy Houfe, my Lord, is full of Guefts, 
Thy Table Richly Spread.-

Earth is thy Table, where thy Guefts 
Do daily Sit and Feed 3 

Thy Hand Carves every one his part, 
And fuffers None to need. 

2. 
Naked came I into the W orld, 

And nothing with me brought 3 
And nothing have 1 here deferv'd, 

Yet have I lacked Nought. bv -
1 do not Blefs my Labouring Hand, 

My Labouring Head or Chance 3 
Thy Providence, moft Gracious God, 

Is mine Inheritance. 
3 ' -

Thy Bounty gives me Bread with Peace, 
A Table free from Strife 3 

Thy Blefling is the Staff of Bread, 
Which is the Staff of Life. 

The People Sate in Companies, 
My Saviour Fed them all 3 So 



*2 Songs o f Praife 
So all the Families of the Earth 

Have Tables in Gods Hal I. 

The Vine and Olive Branches too 
Are nourifhed by tliy Care, 

Mercies we Eat, Mercies we Drink 
Mercies we daily wear : 

Shall I repine againft my God 
That kept me all my days > 

Then Jet my Toogue forget to tafte, 
When it forgets to praife. 

VI. A Song of Praife for Protection. 

MYG°d' my only Help and Hope, 
My ftrong and fare Defence: 

> r or an my Safety and my Peace 
I blefs thy Providence : 

The daily Favours of my God 
I cannot Sing at large, ' 

Yet let me make this Holy Boaft, 
I am the Almighties Charge/ 

2. 
Lol£> *n Day, thou art about 

The Paths wherein I tread r 
And in the Night, when I lye down, 

Thou art about my Bed : 
I travel thro' the Wildernefs,/ 

Free from the Beafts of prey. The 

to Almighty God. 13 
The Wolves and Lions Mouths are ftop'd,'? 

The Serpents creep away. 
3-

In Prefervation God Creates, y r 
Delivers in Prote&ion 5 

Lord, every Moment of my Life, 1 f 1 f - •;> r 
Is like a Refurre&ion: » 

A thoufand Deaths I daily Tcape, : 
I pafs by many a Pit, 

I Sail by many dreadful Rocks, .1 f] f 
Where others have been fplit. 

4* 
I fee blind People with mine Eyes, r 

To Hofpitals I walk 5 
I hear of them that cannot hear, , >7 j 

And of the Dumb I talk: 
Lord, what am I that thou ihould'ft (hew 

Such Favour unto me ? 
My Bones and Senfes, all mu(t fay, 

Lord, who is like to thee > 

VII. A Song of Praife for Health. ; j 

Ealth is a jewel dropt from Heav'n, 
Which Money cannot buy, 

The Life of Life, the Bodies Peace, 
And pleafant Harmony. 

Lord who hath Tun'd my outward Man • 
To fuch a lively Frame, Skrew 

e 



f4 Songs of Praife 
Skkew upfrty Heart-ftrmg, aH, to make 

Sweet Melody to thy Nafrie. 

Whilft Others in God's Prifons lie 
Bound with Afflictions Chains, 

I walk at large, fecure and free 
From Sicknefs and from Phins: • .1 

their Language groai 
Their Meat is Juice of Galls $ 

Their Friends,but ftrarigers^ wealth, but wai 
Their Houfes, Prifon-walls. 

Th5ir,e"nerE Cries do pierce the Skies, 
And (hall I lilent be f 

Lord, was I Fck, as I am welL 
T, T£°V ?ouI'ft have heard from me, 
I "e Sick have not more caufe to pra v, 

# Than I to praife my King. 
Since Nature teaches them to groan, 

Let Grace teach me to ling. 

I fee my Friends, I tafte my Meat, ' •' 
I'm free from mine Employ .• 

But when I do enjoy my Cod, 
Then I my felf enjoy. 

Lord, who do ft fet me oh my Feet 
Diredf me in thy ways: 

O Crown thy Gift of Health with Grace, 
Ahd turn it to thy Praife. 

VIII. 

1 

to Almighty God. i £ 

VIII. A Song of Praife fir Family-Profyerity. 

*. •; • m 

THy Blefiing, Lord, doth multiply 
One Jacob to two Bands, 

One Perfonto a Family, •' >«. • 
Which through thy Blefiing ftailds. v. s\r 

On all my Flocks both great and fmali 
Thy Sun doth Sweetly Shine 5 

Thy f r u i t ful drops do genbty fallrio . I 
On every Branch:of mine.<'• J ;-

Thy B1 effing made the Loaves to grotf, 1 
And Multitudes were'Fed. ,.i 

My Houfe is Fill'd and Feafted too ^ 
It is an Houfe of Bread h 

How can I hear my Children Sing, 
And not Sing unto thee ? 

Since they glad News frotti Heaven do bring, 
My God muft hear from me. 

3-
.Mine Olive Branches and my Vine 

Thrive by my Tables Side, 
Whilft others wither and decline. 

Who in Deaths Sbade abide. 
With Cov'nant Blood my Pofts are &edy 

'Tis on my Lintle found. J 
AndLo! the Line of Scarlet Thre4 M 

Is on my Window bound. MEW OR, J. J ifcilST 
THEOLOGICAL SEMINARY 

NEW ORLEANS, L OUISIANA 



16 Songs of Praife 
4. 

Tis not, my God, my felf alone 
But mine, to Thee I owe, 

Thou mad'ft me many out of one 
So let thy Praifes grow .• ' f 

WhateverLordisdonetothine, r 
Thou count'ft it done to [ thee .• ?•, 

And whatfoever's doiik to mine, . 
I Count it done to Me. 1 >; ,/ 

Let me be ever good to thine, ' , ")' 
Who art fo good to me f 

Let thine be mine, and mine be thine, 
And they txvicem ine (hall be$r>n,. 

Then (hall my Houfe a. Temple bey ' 
Then I and mine (hail Sing 

HofanKa's to thy Ma jefty, , ,, , 
And praife our Heavenly King. 

IX. A Sotig of Praife for good Succcfs in 
Affairs. 

IS not the Hand of God in this >. 
Is not this End divine > ; 

Lord of Succefs, Thee will I blefs, 
Who on my Paths do'ft ihiney, 

I Reap the Fruit of God's Divide, 
By Him it was forefeen 3 • • • 

j40'V-3#I hotrod wobniW m : 

to Almighty God. 1) 
He thought of this as well as I, 

Or it Had never been. 
2. 

I Blindly guefs'd, but he foreknew, 
I wifh'd, he did Command 3 

Wherefore I praife his careful Eye, 
And his Unerring Hand : 

The Bow is drawn by feeble Arms, 
Aim taken in the LLrk, 

A P rovidential Hand doth Guide 
The Arrow to the Mark. " 

3- . 
Except the Lord the City keep, 

The Watchmen will be (lain 3' 
Except the Lord do build the Houfe, 

The Builder Builds in Vain. 
Buildings are Babels, Cities Heaps, 

When thou fend'ft Curfe or Flame 5 
And labouring Heads that promife Fruit, 

Oft bring forth Wind and Sliatne. 
- 4* 

But thou haft Crown'd my A&ions, Lord, 
With good Saccefs to day 3 

This Crown, together with my felf 
At thy bleft Feet I lay : 

Lord, who art pleas'd to profper Me, 
To blefs me in my ways 5 

Profper my weak endeavouring H^art, 
Which Aimeth at thy Praife. 

C X . A  



i8 . Songs of Praife 

X. A Song of Praife fir the Morning. 
I. MY God was with me all this Night, 

And gave Me fweet Repofe • . 
My God did watch even whilll I flept, 

Or I had never Rofe.* 
How many groan'd and wifh'd for Sleep, 
• Until they wifh'd for day, 
Meas'ring flow Hours with their quick pains, 

Whilfb I fecurely lay! 
2. 

Whilft I did fleep all dangers flept, ', 
No Thieves did me affright, 

Thofe Evening Woives, Thofe fieafts of prey, 
Difturbers of the Night : 

To Raging Flames nor Storms did Rend 
The Houfe that I was in 5 

I heard no dreadful Cries without, 
No doleful Groans within. 

( 3- ) 
What Terrours have I 'Scap'd this Night, 

Which have on Others Fell, 
My Body might have flept its laft, 

My Soul have wak'din Hell; 
t^at Strength to Me, 

^ Which Labour did Devour; 
My Body was in weaknefs Sown, 

But it is Rais'd- in power. 
Lord, 

to Almighty God. 
( 4 -  )  

Lord, for the Mercies of the Night, 
My humble Thanks I pay, 

And unto Thee I dedicate 
The firft Fruits of the day .• 

Let this day praife Thee, O my God, 
And fo let all my days: 

And O let my Eternal Day, 
Be thine Eternal praife. 

? ri | . • • t ' 
XL A Song of Praife for the Evening, 

1  ( i - )  *  NOW from the Altai* df my Heart, 
Let Tncenfe Flames-arSfe 5 ! [-

Aflift me, Lord i to offer up u.Y 
Mine Evening Sacrifice r 

Awake, my Lovd Y Aw ake, vmy Joy ^ 
Awake my Heart and Tongue, 

Sleepnot 3 when Mercies loudly call, 
Break forth into a Song. 

2. - •' 
Man's Life's a Book of Hiftory, 

The Leaves thereof are Days $ 
The Letters Mercies clofely Join'd, 

The Title is thy Praife . 
This day God was my Sun arid Shield, 

My keeper and my Quide 5 • 
His care was on my Frailty fhewiij 

His Mercies multiply'd." 
C 2 Mi*> 
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20 Songs of Praife 

Minutes and Mercies multiply'd, 
Have made up all this day ^ 

Minutes came quick, but Mercies were 
More Fleet and Free than they ; 

New time, new Favours, and new Joys, 
Do a new Song require $ 

Till I (hall praife Thee as I would, 
Accept my Hearts defire. 

4. 
Lord of my Time, whofe Hand hath Set, 

New time upon my Score 5 
Then (hall I praife for all my Time, 

When Time (hall be no more. 

XII. A Song of Praife for the Birth of Chrifl. 
: I-

AWay dark thoughts ? Awake, my Joy. 
Awake, my Glory, Sing, 

SingSongs to Celebrate the Birth 
Of Jacobj God and King : / 

O happy Night, that brought forth Light: 
Which makes the Blind to fee I 

The day-Spring from on High came down 
To Chear and Villt Thee. 

2. 
The wakeful Shepherds near their Flocks, 

Were watchful for the Morn $ 
But better News from Heav'n was brought, 
> Your Saviour Chrift is Born. In 

to Almighty God. 21 
In Bethlem-Town the Infant Lies, 

Within a place obfeure5 
O Little Bethlem, poor in Walls, 

But Rich in Furniture! 
3-

Since Heaven is now come down to Earth, 
Hither the Angels Fly ̂  

Heark how the Heavenly Quire doth Sing, 
Glory to God on High: 

The News is fpread,' the Church is glad, 
Simeon, o'recome with Joy, 

Sings with the Infant in his Arms, 
Now let thy Servant die. 

Ji l> 4. 
Wife Men from far beheld the Star, - . 

Which was their faithful Guide 3 
Until it pointed forth the Babe, 

And him they glorified : 
Do Heaven and Earth Rejoice and Sing, 

Shall we our Chrift deny ? 
He's Born for us, and we for Him 3 

Glory to God on High. 

XIII. A Song of Praife for Chrift. 
I. I'VE found the Pearl of greateft price. 

My Heart doth Sing for Joy 5 
And Sing I muft$ a Chrift I have, 

O what a Chrift have I! 
jft'I i ' C 3 Chrift/' 



22 Songs of Praife 
Chrift is the Way,'the Trutli and Life, 

The Way to Qod and Glory : 
Life to the Dead', the Trujh of Types, 

The Truth of Ancient Story. ' ' 
b 2* 

Thrift is a Prophet, Prieft and King, 
A Prophet full qf Light : 

A Prieft that ftands 'fwixt God and Man, 
A K ing that Rujes with Might : 

Chrift's Manhood is a Temple, where, 
The Altar, God doth Reft 3 

My Chrift he is the Sacrifice 5 
My Chrift, He is the Prieft. 

3- , .i 1 
My Chrift, He is the Lord of Lords, 

He is the King of Kings 3 \ . , . 
fie is the Son of Righteoufnefs, 

With Healing in his Wings. 
My Chrift, He is the Tree of Life' 

Which in God's Garden grows* 
Whofe Fruits do Feed, whoiS Leaves do Heal, 

My Chrift is Sharons Rofe. 
4- t 

Chrift is my Meat, Chrift is'my Drink, 
My Phyfick and my Healthy . 

My Peace, my Strength, my Joy, my Crown, 
My Glory and my Wealth : ' \ ' ' 

Thrift is my Father and my Friend, 
My Brother and my Love 5 

MyHetid, my Hope, my Counfellpur, 
&iy Advocate above, v My 

to Almighty God. 23 

My Chrift he is the Heaven of Heaven, 
My Chrift what fhall I call ? 

My Chrift is firft, my Chrift islaft, 
My Chrift is All 

'XIV. A Song of Praife for Rcdgviyfiox. 
r. , 

O That I had all Angels Tppgfiie? 
That I might loudly Sing 

The Wonders of Redeeming Love, 
To Thee my God and King! 

But Man, who at the Gates of Hell, 
Did Pale.and Speechlefs Lye, 

Muft find a Tongue and Time to fpeak, 
Or elfe the Stones will cry. 

( . 2 .  )  
Let the Redeemed of the Lord 

Their thankful Voices raife .• 
Can we be Dumb, whilft Angels Sing 

Our great Redeemers Praife? 
Come let us joyn with Angels then, 

Glory to God on High 5 
Peace upon Earth, Good Will to Men, • 

Amen, Amen, fay I. 
5- , " . V 

Poor Adam's Race was Satan's Prey, 
And Duft the Serpent's Food .* 

We thaowere doom'd to be devour'd, 
Naked and Trembling ftood.^ C4. A 
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A Wife Eternal Pity then 

Did Jielplefs Man befriend • 
Our Help did in God's Bofom Lie, 

And thence it did defend. 
4» 

Love Cloathed with Humility 
Built here an Houfe of Clay • 

In which it dwelt, and Refcu'd Man5 
The Devil loft his prey; 

The fpiteful Serpent bruis'd Ch rift's Heel, 
But then Chrift brake his Head ; 

And left" Him Nad'd upon the Crofs, 
One which his Blood was fhed. 

Sinrf,tn!fr,it,mph i" boundlefs Grace, 
Which thus' hath fet thee free 5 

Extol with fliouts, my faved foul, 
_ 1 xiy Saviours Love to thee ; 

Thmks tQ God' and What Love was this in thee. 
That thou haft not withheld thy Son, 

Thine only Son from Me I 

What were Ten Thoufcnd Worlds to him, 
1 hine Image and Delight, 

Had we been all caft down to Hell 
_ Juftice had had its Right : 
The Glory might have been diftrain'd, 

Our Torments'(houldExprefs 
'i i'nkr^i\ Juft|c*v Might and Truth, 

And Everlaftuignefs. Thus 
f i i l i .  S  

to Almighty God. 25 
7> 

Thus, Lord, thy dreadful Attributes, 
Man might have ferv'd to prove ^ 

Thy Glorious Angels would have Sung 
The Riches of thy Love : 

Would'ft thou have a&ive Worfhipers, 
Befides the Angels Quire > 

Millions had IffuM at thy Word, 
As Sparks arife from Fire. 

8. 
Mans Room had quickly been Supply'd, 

For, Lord, at thy Command 
A New Creation (hould appear ^ 

Thy Grace could make them hand: 
Or would'ft thou (hew thy pity, Lord ? 

Thou might'ft have looked then 
On Fallen Angels, Fallen Stars, 

And not on Fallen Men. 
9-

But fallen Angels muft be left, 
And Fallen Men muft rife 5 

For this, the Son of God muft Fall 
A Bloody Sacrifice .* 

Thy Deep and Glorious Councels, Lord, 
With Trembling I Adore 5 

Blelfed, thriceblefled be my God, 
• Blelfed for evermore. 

XV. A 
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XV. A Song of Praife fir the Gofpel. 

BLeft be my Go J that I was Born, 
To hear the Joy fu I So und 5 

I hat I w as born to be Baptiz'd, 
And Bred on Holy Ground: 

That J was Bred where God appears 
In Tokens of his Grace $ 

The Lines are fallen un o me, 
In a moft plea&nr pi ce. 

2. 
I might have been a Pagan Bred 

Or e/fe a Veiled Jew, 
. Or Cheated wirh an Alcoran 
. Among the Turkifli Crew. 
Dumb Piftu res might ha' e been my Books. 

-Lark Language my Devotion 5 
And fo I might with blind d Eyes, 

Have drunk a deadly Potion. 
5. 

So in a Dungeon dark as Night, 
I might have Spent my days 5 

But thou haft fent me Gofpel-Light, 
To thine Eternal praife. 

The Sun which rofe up in the Eaft, 
And drove their Shades away 3 

His Healing Wings have reach'd the Weft, 
And turnd cur Night to Day. 

England 

to Almighty God. 
I 4-

England at fir ft an Egypt was, 
Since that proud Babels Slave 3 

At laft a Canaan it became, 
And then my Birth it gave. 

Bleft be my God that I have flept 
The difrqul Night away 3 

Being kept in Providence's Womb, 
To England's brig'hfeft Day. 

5-
Bleft: be my God for what I fee, 

My God for what I hear 5 
I hear fuch blefled News from Heaven, 

Nor Earth nor Hell I fear. 
I hear my Lord for me was born, 

My Lord for Me did die 3 . v 
My Lord for Me did Rife again, 

And did afcend on High. 

On High he ft'ands to jMeacl my Caufe, 
And will return again 3 

And fetMe on a Glorious Throne, ; ; 
That I with him may Reign. 

Glory to God the Eat her be0 

Glory to God the Son 3 
Glory to God the Holy Ghofi 3 

Glory to God Alone. 
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XVI. Song of Praife fir a Gofpel-MwiJirj, 

FA'™^Feet wbich bri"gNews Of Gladnefs unto Me 5 " 
What Happy Meffengers are thefe 

Which my blefs'd Eyes do fee! 
Thefe are the Stars which God appoints 

r or Guides unto my Eyes • 
To lead me unto Bethlem-Towri, 

Where my dear Saviour Lies.' 

Thefe are my Cods Am'baffkdors 
By whom his Mind I know, ' 

God's Angels in his lower Heav'n 
God's Trumpeters below ; 

tbe fife. 
Which Fell by Adam's Hand • 

Again the Trumpet founds, and 'they 
Set forth for Canaans Land. 

3'' 
Thy Servant fpeak, but thou, Lord, doft 

An hearing Ear beftow 5 

They fmite the Rock, but thou, my God, 
Doft make the Waters flow : 

They fhootthe Arrow, but thy Hand 
Doth drive the Arrow home; 

They call, but, Lord, thou doft Compel, 
And then thy Guefts are come. AngeJs 

Angels thatflie, and Worms that creep, 
Are both alike to Thee; 

If thou mak'ft Worms thine Angels, Lord, 
They bring my God to me : 

As Sons of Thunder firft they come. 
And I the Lightning fear; 

But then they bring me to my Home, ' 
And Sons of Comfort are. 

5-
Lord, thou art in them of a Truth, 

That I might never ftray ; 
The Clouds and Pillars march before, 

And fhew me tanaans way .• 
I blefs my God, who is my Guide ; 

I ling in Sions ways; 
When fhall I fingon Sions Hill, 

v Thine Everhfting Praife ? 

XVII. A Song of Praife for Holy Baptifn/, 

I. 

LOrd, What is Man, that Lump of Sin, 
Made up of Earth and Hell; 

Mot tit to come within the Camp 
Where Holy Angels dwell > 

Man is a Leper from the Womb, 
An Ethiopian born, 

A Traitor's Guilty Son and Heir, 
Worthy of pain and fcorn. And 
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2. 

And doft thou Jook on fuch a One ? 
Are not thine Eyes moftpure ? 

But they are Eyes of Pity too, 
^ W here Griefs do beg a Cure. 

This Leper is a Loathfom Sight, 
But Pity cafts an Eye, 

And bids hitn vvafli in Jordan's Streams, 
To Cure his Leprobe. 

5* 
This Ethiopian Skin is chang'd, 

And made as white as Snow^ 
When dipt in wonder-working Streams* 

Which from Chrift's Side did Bow; 
As Adam flept, and from his Side 

A Killing Eve arofe 3 
from my pierc'd Lord (that fmitten Rock} 

A pure Life-Fountain flows. 
4-

Ah what a Tainted Wretch is Man 1 
And fo he rauft have flood, 

But lo I an Aft: of Soveraign Grace 
Reftores him to his Blood ; 

Save me,- my God 5 f or I am thine, 
Lord, " own thy Seal to me 3 

O wafli my Soul till it be cleans'd, 
And purify'd for Thee. 

5 -  < • /  
Bleft above Streams is Jordan's Flood, 

Which toucheth Canaan s Shore. I'll 

to Almighty God. 3 1 
I'll fing thy Praife in Jordan's Streams, 

In Canaan evermore. 

| XVIII. A Song of Praife for the Lord's Supper. 
I. 

Praife the Lord ! praife him, praife him, 
V^/ Sing Praiies to his Name 3 • 

{0 all ye Saints of Heaven and Earth, 
1 Extol and Laud the fame 5 

Who fpared not his only Son, 
Bur gave Him for us all 3 

' And made him drink the Cup of Wrath, 
The Wormwood and the Gall. : 

2. 
Frail Nature fhrunk, and did requeft 

That bitter Cup might pafs 3 
But he muft drink it off, and this -

.The Fathers PJeafure was .• 
Lo then I come to do thy Will, 

His bleffed Son reply'd 3 > 
Yielding Himfelf to God and Man, 

He flretch'd his Arms and dy'd. 
5 

He Dy'd indeed, but Rofe again, 
And did afcend on High 3 

That we poor Sinners loft and dead, 
Might Live Eternally .• 

Good Lord, how many Souls in Hell, 
Doth Vengance vex and tear 3 s 

Were 
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_ Were it not for a Dying Chrift, 

Our Dwelling had been there' 
4. 

His Blood was fhed inftead of ours, 
His Soul our Hell did bear 3 

He took our Sin, gave us Himfelf, 
What an Exchange is here! 

Whatever is not HeJl it felf, 
For me it is too good : 

ButmuftweEatthe Fiefh of Chrift ? 
And muft we Drink his Blood > 

5* 
His Fiefh is Heav'nly Food indeed, 

His Blood is Drink Divine 3 
His Graces drop, like Honey folte 

His Comforts tafte like Wine 3 
Sweet Chrift, thou haftrefrelh'd our Souls, 

With thine abundant Grace 3 
For which we magnifie thy Name, 

Longing to fee thy Face. 
; - 6. 

When (hall our Souls mount up to Thee 
x Moft Holy, Juft, and True, 
To eat that Bread, and drink that Wine 

Which is for ever New ? 

XIX. A Song of Praifc for the Lord' S-DJJ. 

MY Lord, my Love, was Crucified, 
He all the pains did bear 3 But 

But in the Sweetnefs of his Reft, 
He makes his Servants Share .* 

Howfweetly Reft thy Saints above, 
Which in thy Bofom lie > 

Thy Church below doth Reft in hope, 
Of that Felicity. 

2. 
Thou, Lofd, who daily feed* ft thy Sheep, 

Mak'ft them a weekly Feaft 3 
Thy Flocks meet in their feveral Folds, 

Upon this Day of Reft : 
Welcome and dear unto my Soul, 

Are thefe fweet Feafts of Love 3 
But what a Sabbath (hall I keep,. 

When I (hall Reft above! I! 1 1 

3-
I blefs thy wife and wondrbus Lovb, 

Which binds. US to be free 3 
Which makes us leaVe our Earthly Siiare4 

That we may come to Thee 3 
1 come,' I wait, I hear, I pray, 

Thy Footfteps, Lord, I trace 3 
I ling to think this is the way 

Unto my Saviours Face. 
4* 

Thefe are my Preparation days 3 
And when my Soul is Dreft 3 

Thefe Sabbaths (hall deliver m® 
To mine Eternal Reft. 

D XX. 
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XX. Another. 

| J Left t)ay ofGod,moft calm, moft bright, 
The firft and beft of Days $ 

The Lab rpiirs Reft, the Saints Delight, 
A Day of Mirth an^i Praife ; 

My Saviours Face did^fhake theefhine 
His filing did tftee^raife 3 

This made thee Heavenly and Divine, 
Beyond the common Days. 

2. 
The Firft-fruits do a Bleitng prove 
- To a 11 the Sheaves behind, 

And they that do a Sabbath love, 
An happy Week (hall (and .• 

My Lord on thee his Name did fx, 
Which makes thee .Rich and Gay 5 

Amid ft his Golden Candlefticks, 
My Saviour walks this day. 

3,. 
He walks in's Robes, his Face (hines bright, I 

The Stars are in his Hand 3 
Out of his Mouth that place of Might, 

A Two-edg'd Sword doth ftand, 
Gracd with our Lord's Appearance thus, 

As well as with his Name 3 
Thou may'ft demand Refpeft from us, 

Hpon a double Claim. This 

to Almighty God. a 5 
1 ' 4 *  i  "  '  

This day God doth his jVeffels broach 3 
His Conduits run with Wine3 

He that loves not this days approach, 
Scorns Heaven and Saviours (hine: 

What Slavesrare, thofe who SlaV'ry c^qfc, 
And Garlick for their Feaft 3 

W hilft MflMnd Honey rthey refpfe, 
And the Almighty's R^ft > 

This Market-dav doth Saints enrich, 
And fmUss.pgpn them r", jV, f. 

It is their Pentecoji, onwhjch .• 
The Holy Ghoft doth fall r 

O Day of Wonders! K^rCips pawtj, f , J 
The weary Souls Re^qit;5.^ m ( 

The Chrifti^ns Gojhen, Heavens Dawp,, 
The Bud of Endtefs ' ' / 

Vl3 '' (jlPf 1 '£+ ': ' ' ' 
Oh could I love as I have lpv'd, 

Thy Watches heretpfore 3 
As England's Glory thai} h$ft prov'd, , 

May'ft thou be fo yet more : 
This day muft I for God appear, 

For, Lord4) the day is thin? 3 ; . ,, 
O let me fpend it in thy Fear! j ,, 

Then (hall the day be,mine* ; , , , v 

7-
Ceafe, Work and Play, thrpughouts th$,d*y> 

That I to God may reft 3 
D 2 Now 
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Now let me Talk with God, and Walk 

With God, and I ani blelh " 

to Almighty. Cod. y? 
Yet God Maintains thifiVe^l-wottn, • 

••mPPHH ' By whomheiVdWaih^.;-.;!;.,,,. 

XXI. A Song afPraiJc for thcP.itkvcc of God. Fool, ask not where tfr'Ajfliighty is, 

\ Emfghty God, how haft thou born Isn« SowSfSyfe, . 
XJL Wrongs not to Bee* Weft • T- ' "V - — ' ® 
Doming Rebellion, Ihjur'd Love 

ught quenched ih my Breaft! ' 
Man would be God, and down he fell 

To teach him better SkilJ • - % 
Yet he lifts up his bruifed Bones 

r Agamft his Maker ftili. 

Lord, what a Morifter is bafe Man 
Thus given to Rebel! ' 

O that thou doft not cleave the Earth 
And fend him quick to Hell P • 

His Sins for Wages loudly Cry, 
Juftice with dreadful found ' 
ixru00' ^Ut ^own fruitlefs Tree 
Why cumbers it the Ground > 

But God waves his. Ad vantages 
Of Right arid Ve'ngeaince too, 

And by his fingle Patience, 
*rt?0tk ^ar*n8 Man OUt-do .• 
The Creature doth difdain his God, 
k % whom he is Maintain'd 5 

Yet 

In fuffring Thee to Live ? 
Was he not God, he could not bear. v# 

Such Weights as 011 him .lie 3 
Weak things are'quickly feton Fire, 

And to their Weapons flie. 
5* 

Why fhould not Patience make fV-e fing. 
When Hell vyquld make trie roar > 

Lord, let thy Patien^q ;end inLove, 
HI ling for evermore, 

n-LL • . M ! >rt> iv • :i Vv. v. / 
XXIL A Song of Praife for Pardon of Sin 

I. A . , -

MY God a G od of Pardon isi , 
His Bofom gives me Eafe 3 

I have not, do not pleafe my God, 
Yet Mercy Him doth pleafey 

My Sins aloud for Vengeance call, 
Butlo! a Fountain fprings 

From Ch rift's piere'd Side, whichlouder cries, r 
And fpeaketh better things. 

My fins have reach'd up to the Heav'ns, 
But Mercies Height exceeds y.'" 

D 3 
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God's 
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Qod's Mercy fe aWve the Hea^'ns, 

Above my -finful- deeds 
My fiqs are many, ljke the Stars, 

Or fands upon iHe Shortr-1 ; 

But yet the Mercies bf my Pocf 
Are infinitely mofe.' • • 1 

5. 
My Sms m bigrit&dty dfife • 1 

Like MouMMris'GreitaM Tkfl; 
But Mercy, Md^rhighty Se&, > • 

Covers thefe Mountains all f ' 
This js a Sea that's Bottomlefs, 

A Sea without a Shore $ 
For where fin hath abounded much, 

Mercies abound much rifofe. 
4. ;V 'v 

Manaffeh,, Poland Magdalen, 
Were Pardon'd all by Thee 5 

! read it, and .believe it, Lord, ' * 
For thou haft pardon'd Me .• 1\ i 

VYfe?God fta11 ^arch the VVorld fbiflfr 
What trembling will be there > 

O Rocks and Mountains cd êf ns, 
YVill be the Sinners Prayer. 

Lambs wrath they heed not fear. 
VVho once have felt his "Lb ve 5 

And they that walk with God below, 
Shall (avtbif w ith pod above i 

*nd come Life, come Death, 
tijll my fong (hall be^ God 

to Almighty God. 39 
God was, and is, and wi}l be 

And merciful to Me. 

XXIII. A,Song of Praifefor Peacfi of.Confmcfx 

•J-. di \h • ' '• ' ; MY God, my reconciled G<2& . 
Creator of my Peace, 

Thee will I love, and praife W ftng, 
Till Life and Breath (hall cpafe: . 

My Thoughts did rage, my Soul was tpft, 
Twas like a troubled Sea j 

But what a Mighty Voice is this, 
Which winds and waves obey I 

2. 
God fpake the word, Peace and be JIM, 

My Sins, thofe Mutineers 
With fpeed went off, and took their flight,-

Where now are all my fears > 
The World can neither give nor take, 

Nor yet can underftand 
ThatPeace ofGod,whichChrift hath brought, 

And gives me with his Hand. 
3-

This is my Saviour's Legacy, 
Confirm d by his Deceafe 5 ^ v &' 

Ye fhall have Trouble in the World, 
In Me ye fhall have Peace 5 • v r. 

And fo it is, the World doth rage, 
But Peace in me doth Reign 5 

D 4 And 
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And,whiJ* God maintains the Fort 

Their Batt'ries are in vain. 

ThWBWia'ngfu!h wa* not confara'd, WhiiftGocj remained there; 
Fonn^11™ Chrift did the Fourth, Found Fire as meek as Air.-

So «my Mem'ry ftufft with Sins, 
t n o u g h  t o  m a k e  a n  H e l l ,  

Wh bChy,Prefence makes my Heaven 
MvST ft0U,d 1 but T^e ? ' My God, my reconciled God 

Creator of my Peace ; 

TilU f1 ,m;ei and fmg, Till Life and Breath fhall ceafe. 

XXIV. A Song ofPraifcforJoy i„ thc H. Ghoft. 

MY the LorJ. My Spirit doth reioyce 

*"lhearlF«-aVif Ur'and my God, i rrep!) P"sI°yPul Voice : 
Wh 8° abroad for Joy 
Who haveateaftatHome ; My 

to Almighty God. 41 
My Sighs are turned into Songs, 

The Comforter is come. 
1. "< 

Down from above, the blefied Dove 
Is come into my Breaft 5 

To witnefs God's Eternal Love, V v 

This is my Heav'nly Feaft: 
This makes me Abba bather cry, • 

With Confidence of Soul $ 
It makes me cry, my Lord, my God, 

And that without Controul. 
3* - ' 

There is a Stream, which Iflues forth 
From God's Eternal Throne, 

And from the Lamb 5 a living Stream, 
Clear as the Gryftal Stone : 

This Stream doth water Paradife, 
It makes the Angels fing, 

One Cordial Drop revives my Heart, 
Hence all my Joys do fpring. 

4-
Such Joys as are unfpeakable. 

And full of Glory too $ 
£uch hidden Manna, hidden Pearls, 

As worldings do not know.* 
Eye hath not leen, nor Ear hath heard, 

From Fancy 'tis conceal'd^ 
What thou, Lord, haft laid up for thine, 

And haft to me reveaPd. 
I fee 
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I fee thy Face, I hear*thy Voice, 
I tafte thy fweetcft Love $ 

My Soul doth leap 5 but O for wings, 
The Wings of JNoah's Dove! 

Then fhould I Flee far hence away, 
Leaving this world of fin j 

Then fljould my Lord put forth his Hand, 
And kindly take me in. 

( & 
Then fiiould my Soul with Angels Feaft 

On Joys that always laft 3 
Bleftbe my God, the God of Joy, 

W ho  g ives  me  h e r e  a  T a f t e .  

XXV. A Song of Praife for Grace. 
I. 

OGod of Grace, who haft Reftor'd 
Thine Image unto Me, 

Which by my Sins was quite defac'd, 
What (hall I render Thee} 

Thine Image and Infcription, Lord,-
. Upon my Heart I bear 5 
Thine own I render unto Thee, 

OGod, my God moll dear. 
2. 

My felf I owe Thee for my felf, 
Whom thou didft make of Earth 5 

But thou haft made me o're again, 
Thou gav'fta Second Birth: Twice 

to Almighty God. 43P 
Twice-born, and twice-endu'd wit^Lifc, 

I haft to come to Thee, y* 
To pay my Vows, my Thanks, my Heart, 

With all Humility. 
3- * « < •»• 1 *j\iT 

01 was Both firft froth Benfeath f 
And then Born from above ! 

Am I a Child, of Man and God > 
0 Rich and Endlefs Love! . 

When I had broke the Tables, Lord, 
New Tables thou didft Hew, 

And with thy Finger didft EngraVe ' 0 

The Laws on them anew. 
jlui. R j :>m . IJOI 
4* . f iti'i 1A 1 Earth is my Mother, Earth my Nutfe, , 

And Earth muft be my Tomb 5 .; / '' '' 
Yet God, the God of Heav'n and Eaftfo,' 

x My Father is become: 
Hell enter'd Me, and into Hell 

1 quickly (hould have Run} 
But O! kind Heav'n laid hold on Me,' 

Heav'n is in Me begun. . , 

This Spark will rife into a Flame, 
This Seed into a Tree 5 

My Songs (hall fife* my Praifes (hall 
Loud Hallelujahs be. 

XXVI. 



Songs of Praife 

XXVI. ASOH of Praife f„r AnfarofP,^, 

WHTr theHeav'nS'° G°d of Heaven' 

To thy bright Majefty | * 
Thou rt far above the Songs of Heavh 

Sung by ffre Holy- Ones; - -
And doft thou ftoop and bow thine Ear 

l o a poor Sinners groans. 

God minds the Language ofraf fteart,' 
My Groans and Sighs he hear 

He hath a Book for my j^equeft 7 

A Bottle for my Tears .-
But did not my dear Saviour's Blood 

Firft wafti away their Guilt ; ' 
My Sighs would prove but empty A& 

My Tears would all be fpiltV." '/ 
5. • a . v. ;j 

Lord, thine Eternal Spirit was '" 
My Advocate within 5 > 
iu° D my Smoak ̂ oyn'd with thy Flame, 
My Prayer was mixt with Sin : 
H a ,Chrift was ̂ y Altar, and 
My Advocate above 5 

to Almighty God. V 4.5 
4* 

It could not be that thou (houldft hear 
A MortaMinful Worm 5 L> . 

But that my Prayers prefented are 
In a more glorious Form: ot 

Clirift's precious Hand took my Requefts, 
And turn'd my Drofs to Gold} I; 

His Blood put warmth into my Prayers, i, 
Which were by Nature cold. 

Thou heard'ft my Groans for Jefus fake, 
Whom thou doft hear always ^ -}. ii 

Lord, hear through that prevailing Name, 
My Voice of Joy and Praife. , j < 

XXVII. A Song of Praife for Deliverance 
from Enemiesi 

I. GReat God, who doft the World com
man d ,  '  J .  

Thou check'ft both winds and waves *; j 
T h e  D e v i l s ,  w h i c h  l i k e  L i o n s  R o a r ,  . f t  

Are thine Enchain'd Slaves.* t; . 
The Sons of Rage are fmoaking brands, 

And Idols fear'd in vain $ 
Thou Lord, the only, only God, 

Their Fury doft reftrain. 

Thou, 
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2. 

to Almighty God. 47 
Thou, Lord, didft fmooth fierce Efan's Bro 

And change his Murm'ring.Breath 5 
1 hou gav ft to him a Brothers Heart 

Who vow'd his Brothers Death • ' 
Angels have Arm'd at thy Command, 

And Stars have (hot their Dart • 
Nature bath fought, and Miracles 

Have took thy Churches part. 
3* 

Thee Lord, who ftill thy church doft lor 
AH Creatures mull obey 5 

And when for Thine thou doftarife, 
Their En'mies, where are they ? 

I cry d to Heav'n in my Diftrefs, ' 
>1 to my God did flee $ 

He with Compaffion heard my Cry 
He did Arilefor Me. 

4. 
With humble Fear, and. thankful Joy ~ 

Lord, at thy Feet I fall, 
Unfeignedly acknowledging, 

That Thou alone doft all. 
Thou art all Powr, thou art all Love, 

And fo thou art to Me 5 
Bleft be my God, now and henceforth, 

And to Eternity. 

XXVIII 

XXVIII. A Song o f Praife for Deliverance 
from Spiritual Troubles. 

I. 

I That am drawn out of the Depth, 
Will fing upon the (bore ^ 

1 that in Hell's dark Suburbs lay, •[-
Pure Mercy will adore: 

The Terrors of the Living God, 
My Soul did fo affright $ 

I fear'd Jeft I fhoiild be condemn'd 
To an.Eternal "Night. 

2. 
Kind was the Pity of my Friends, 

But could not eafe my fmart 5 
Their Words indeed did reach my Cafe, 

But could not reach my Heart: 
Ah, then what was this World to Mev 

To whom God's Word was dark ! 
Who in my Dungeon cou'd not fee 

One Beam, or fhining Spark. 
3-

What then were all the Creatures Smiles, 
When the Creator frown'd > 

My Days were Nights, my Life was Death, 
My Being was my Wound: 

Tortur'd and Wrack'd with Hellifh fears, 
When God the Blow fhould give 5 ( jj 

Mine Eyes did fail, my Heart did fink, 
Then Mercy bid me live. God^s 
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God's Furnance doth Tn Sion hand. 
But Sion s God fits by 5 

As the Refiner views his Gold 
With an obfervant Eye : 

God's Thoughts are high, his Love is wife 
His Wounds a Cure intend 5 

And tho' he doth not always fmile, 
He loves unto the end. 

Thy Love isconftantto its Line, 
Tho' Clouds oft come between 5 

O could my Faith but pierce thefe Clouds, 
It might be al ways feen .• 

But I am weak, and forc'd to cry, 
Take up my Soul to thee 5 

Then as thou ever art the fame, 
So (hall I ever be. 

6. 
Then (hall I ever, ever fing, 

Whilft thou doft ever fhine $ 
I have thine own dear Pledge for this, 

Lord, thou art ever mine. 

XXIX. A Song of Praife for Deliverance fi-oto 
Imminent Dangers of Death. 

_ I. 
Ord of my Life, length of my Days, 
| i Thy Hand hath refcu'd me j 

Who lying at the Gates of Death 
Among the Dead, was free, My 

to Almighty God. 4 c 
My defrreft Friends I had refign'd 

Unto their Makers Care 5 
Me thought I only time had left 

For a concluding Prayer. 
2. 

Me thoughts Death laid his Hand on rtie. 
And did his Pris'ner bind $ 

And by the found me thoughts I heard, 
His Mafters Feet behind; 

Me thoughts I flood upon the Shore, 
And nothing could I fee, 

But the Vaft Ocean with my Eyes, 
A Vaft Eternity. 

3' 
Me thoughts I heard the Midnight Cry, 

Behold-the Bridegroom comes ^ 
Me thoughts I was calFd to the Bar, 

Where Souls receive their Dooms: 
The World was at an End to me, 

As if it all did Burn 5 
Butlo! there came a Voice from Heav'n-

Which order'd my Return. 

Lord, I returned at thy Command, 
What wilt thou have me do } 

C> let me wholly live to Thee, 
To whom my Life I owe ! 

£ ain would I dedicate to Thee 
The Remnant of my Days; 

E Lord, 
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Lord, with my Life renew my Heart 

That both thy Name may praife. 

XXX. A Song of Praife fir the Hope of Glory. 

I Sojourn in a Vale of Tears, 
Alas, how can I fing! 

My Harp doth on the Willows hang 
Dif-tun'd in every String: 

My Mufick is a Captives Chains, 
Harlh Sounds my Ears do'fill 5 

How (hall I fing fweet Sions Song, 
On this fide Sions Hill > 

2. 
Yetlo! Iheara Joyful Sound 

Surely I quickly come 3 
Each word much fweetnefs doth diftil 

Like a full Honey-Comb : 
Ai1A ^lou come> mY dearefi: Lord > 

Anddoft thou furely come j* 
And doft thou furely quickly come > 

Methinks I am at Home. 
- 3. 

Come then my deareft, deareft Lord 
My fweeteft, fureft Friend 3 

Come, for I loath thefe Kedar Tents, 
Thy Fiery Chariots fend : 

What have I here ? mv Thoughts and Toys 
Are all pack'd up and gone; 

My Eager Soul would follow them, 
To thine Eternal Throne. What 

, 

to Almighty God. 
4* 

What have I in this Barren Land > 
My Jefus is not here 3 

Mine Eyes will ne're be bleft until 
My Jefus doth appear : 

My Jefus is gone up to Heav'n, 
To get a Place for me, 3 

For tis his Will that where he is, 
There (hould his Servants be. 

5* ; 
Canaan I view from Pifgahs Top, 

Of Canaans Grapes I tafte 3^ 
My Lord who fends unto me here,-

Will fend for me at laft: 
I have a God that changeth not, 

Why (hould I be perplext > ; ; t 
My God that owns Me in this World, 

Will own me in the next. 
6. 

Go fearlefs then, my Soul, with God 
Into another Room 3 

Thou who haft walked with him here. 
Go fee thy God at Home ; 

View Death with a believing Eye, 
It liath an Angels Face 3 

And this kind Angel will prefer 
Thee to an Angels place. 

7-
The Grave is but a Fining-Pot 

Unto believing Eyes$ 
E 2 



For there,the Fled, (hall 10fcitsdrofs 

Th the Sun 01311 'He 5 
H«h mo ^hiCh 1 bavekn°wn too well riatn mock d me with its Lies • r 

How gladly could I leave behind' 
Its vexing Vanities ? 

MTtmt-nr'TndS' '^ell above A i * I go to fee 5 
W n rly Friendsin Chr'ft below Will foon come aiterme: ' 

Fear not the Trumps Earth rending Sound 
n0t rhe Day of Doom, S d' 

For he that >> (0 be thy Judge 
Thy Saviour is become. 

B ! w t m y u 0 d  thatS'^ me Light Who ,n the dark did g, ope- S ' 
Bleft be my pod, the God ot Love 

Who cauieth me to hope : 
And^ wordsSiSnef, Comforts Staff, 

R 'S Graces Chain ; a°°" 

*V-/ I raife Him with one accord. 
- ; Praife 

to Almighty God. 5; 
Praife him, praife him all ye that be 

The Servants of the Lord. 
47.6. SingPraifes to our God, fing Praife, 

Sing Praifes "to our King 3 
Praife to the King of all the Earth, 

With Understanding ling. 
2. 

103. 1. My Soul give Laud unto the Lord, 
My Spirit (hall do the fame, 

And all the Secrets of my Heart, 
Praife ye his Holy Name. 

95.6. Come let us bow and praife the Lord, 
Before him let us fall, 

And kneel to him with one accord, 
For he hath made us all. 

3-
7. He is the Lord, he is our God, 

For us he doth provide 3' 
We are his Hock, he doth us feed 3 

His Sheep, he doth us guide. 
118.21.1 will give Thanks unto the Lord, 

Becaufe he hath heard me, 
And is become moft lovingly 

A Saviour unto me. 
4-

13. The Lord is my Defenceand Strength, 
My Joy, my Mirth, my Song 3 

He is become for me indeed 
A Saviour moft ftrong. 

E 3 Thou 
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38. Thou art my God, I will confcfs, 

And render Thanks to Thee ; 
Thou art my God, and I wiJlpraife 

1 ny Mercy to wards Me. 

n 29-10 give ye Thanks unto the Lord t 
For gracious is He, 

Becaufe his Mercy doth endure 
Forever towards Me. 

XXXII. Another. 

re"der Thanks unto the Lord. 
A How §reat a caufe have I / 

My Voice, my Prayei; and my Complaint, 
hat heard lb willingly > f ftav V? 

S90 7 o^h°rUrart myj"ensti, thou had me' 
TJ, ' t0 Thee 5 
1 h?ur art. my Fort, my Fence and Aid, 

A Loving God to Me. 
2. 

73R2?VV1Vhat *ingsis there that I can wifh, 
j. ̂ hee *n Heav'n above > 

And in the Earth there is nothing 
Like Thee that I can love.-

3 n9- l°r WhJ ' the Wel1 of Life fo pure 
Poth ever flovy from Thee 3 

f ™J" fhy Light we are full fure 
The Ming Light tq fee. My 

to Almighty Co A 5 5 

27.1$. My heart would faint, but that in me 
This Hope is fixed faft$ 

The Lord God's good Grace (hall I fee, 
In Life that ay ihall laft : 

48. 15. For this God is our God, our God, 
For evermore is He 3 

This God of ours even unto Death, 
Our faithful Guide will be. 

4* 17.17. When I awake, I (hill behold 
In Righteoufnefe thy Face 3 

And 1 (hall be mo.ft like to Thee, 
Even filled with thy Oface : 

16.11. Full Joys are'in thy Prefence, Lord, 
(A fweet and precious Store) 

My God, at thy Right Hand there are 
Pleafures for evermore. 

5* . 
103.21. Ye Angels which are great in Power, 

Praife Ye and blefs the Lord, 
Which to obey and do his Will 

Immediately accord.- t • ^ k 

22. Ye all his Works in every place, 
Praife ye his Holy Name 3 

My Heart, my Mind, and all my Soul, 
For ever praife the fame. . 

E 4 ; XXXIII. 



S6 Smg, effnif, 

t£SS 5°°d s i 

6 A n J S 0 T PUre.aBlo°d-

' His Father infiS* ̂  Pn'efts fo Go* »sssgB& 

f« <>•«,&!""• a»d 

Who%upo„thSTlCf°d 

And 

to Almighty Cod. * i 
And to the Lamb, the glorious Lamb 

Afcribe Salvation. 
4* 

II. 12. Amen, Amen, the Angejscry, 
Salvation is his due. 

And we through all Eternity 
HisPraifes will Renew.* 

Thanks, Glory, Bleffing, Wifdom, Might, 
Honour and Power then 

Be to our God for evermore, 
For evermore, Amen, 

The 
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Song of Songs which is Solomon1 

firft Turned, then ParaphrafedinEngm Verji' 

The V E R S I O N .  

C H A P .  r .  
V. i. The Seng, rrhkh doth all Sows excel, 

Written bv Solomon 

[[Dialogue.] 
The ChitTch to Chriji,' * 

*R^NEF'comc nearer yct and M°V-L 
FoVi J 7 fweeteft LiPs fo mine 5 
For why? thy Love (who art all Love) 

Lxceeds the Richeft Wine. 
3. Like to an Ointment poured out 
r> 1 j?J ^eet Name and Favour ; 
Glad Virgins compafs Thee about, 

For thy good Ointments favour. 
4' Wedw"n",e Wjth ^Cords of Love!. We will run after Thee 5 
The Kmg into his Rooms above 

Hath now Conduced me. Thy 

The Song of Songs, &o. 59 

Thy Beams will make our Faces fhine, 
In Thee we will rejoyce 5 

Thy Love is more to us than VVine, 
Thou art the Uprights Choice. 

5. Ye Daughters of Jerufalem, 
Tho' I am Black, yet Fair ^ 

Like Kedars Tents, like Ornaments 
Whis Solomons Bed doth wear. 

6. Look not with a difdainful Eye 
Upon my Sun-burnt Face 5 

My Mothers Children rag d at me, 
And wrought me much difgrace 

Such was their Envy, iucli their Grudge, 
Their Vines muft be infpefted. 

Whilft at their Vines I was their Drudge, 
Mine own were quite negle&ed. _ -

7. Bur, O Thou whom my Soul doth Love.. 
Tell'me now from thy Breaft, 

Where feeds the Flock ? where doth it move >. 
Where is its N0011-Tydc Reft ? 

Why fhould I ftray, and lofemyway, 
Till I at laft do Fall 

Among thy Fellows Flocks, as they 
Themfelves do proudly call ? 

Chrifl. 
8. 0 Faircfl Fair! then go and Trace 

The Footfteps of my Sheep, 
And feed my F'ds bcjide thePlace 

Where my good Shepherds keep. 9• My 



6° T The S°"g of Songs 
9'Toth7v Ih*?e "Wed Thee 

n l'" *f"/?h™obsChariots flee 
OLa,refiofa/J Fairs ! P> 

a"<>. 
II. land my father, We willm,the 

rirLc-f' °f °ld for Thee, 
With Stiver Studs for thy dear fake 

That thou may'fi Richer he. 

The Church. 
\ Jr L'ng doth at h'S Table tit 
And I that love Him well 

Oo pour my Spikenard on his Feet, 
Which gives a Fragrant fmcll 

i3AMyWeIbelovedfstoMe 
A Pomander of Myrrh • 
fiTr" jmM£re5 311 Night fhall He BeLodgdand never ftir. 

14. My Wei beloved is to Me 
^ Like Aromatic}^ Wines • 

Like Clutters of theCamyhire Tree 
Among Engeddi Vines. 

Chrifi. 
15 .Lo thou art fair my only Love ; 

My Love, lo, thou are Fair-

which is Solomons. 61 
hon art my Love, thou art my Dove, 
Doves Eyes in thee appear. 

I The Church. 
6. Nay, my Beloved, thou art Fair, 
My Fairnefs is from Thee3 

-And thou art fweet beyond compare. 
What a green Bed have we! 

17. The Beams are Cedars where we dwell, 
So ftrong they will not ftir 3 

The Rafters fend a pleafant fmell, 
For they are made of Fir. 

The Paraphrafe. 

CHAP. r. 
t. Now will I fng of Chrifi the King, 

And of his Church the Queen 3 
This Song of Songs to them belongs, 

Where their pure Flames are feen. 
[Dialogue.] 

The Church to Chrifi. 
2 «T ET my dear Saviours Love appear 
1 / By lome alluring ftgn3 

Thou, Lord, my fainting Soul doft chear 
When thou fay'ft, I am thine ; 

Cet others on their Dainties feed, 
And drink the richeft Wine 3 
Feaft doth all their Feafts exceed, 

When thou fay'ft, I am thine, v • ' 
Thy 
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' An^°rd founds thy mighty Fai But did they Treat me as they ought. 

AndI how good thou haft been, ' Alas! they provd unkind 5 8 

revive, that for the fame Their Ancpr rlirl mv wnr/ic renimn1 Doth fo revive, that for the fame 
Souls Jove Thee, tho' unfeen; 

Souls ofatrHeav'nly make and frame, 
The Joyful Heirs of Grace 

Do taft fucK Sweetnefs in thy' Name, 
They long to fee thy Face. 

4 ' I L , b S t  I c m n o t ^ v e ,  Sin hath Enfeebled me 5 
0 draw me with the Cords of Love 

I will run after Thee .• 
Thou hear'ft, thou draw'ft, I come, 

Thy Love (my God) is/wect; 
Thy Pretence-Chamber is the Room 

WhereSouIs and Joys do meet. 
Our Earthly Pleafures we forget 

To think upon thy Love • ' 
All upright Souls their Minds do fet 

On thee, my Lord, above. 
5. Tho' I to Strangers black do fcem, 

And under Foot am trod, 
Yet am I Fair in Heav'ns ©deem 

1 am the Houfe of God. 
6. O do not fcorn my outward date ! 

Ye know not what's within 5 

Their Anger did my words controul, 
They Bow'd me to their Will : 

And fo my own immortal-Soul 
Declin'd and Fared ill. 

7. Pitty my tempted date 5 O Lord! 
Whom dill I do adore 5. 

O bring me home ! b y thy good Word, 
My Lapfed Soul Redore : 

Since, L ord, thy Mercies dill abides, 
Shall I be loft among 

I com Flocks, falfe Do&rines, and falfe Guides, 
Which do thine Honour wrong? 

Chrijl. 
8. My Church, to Me the World is drofs; 

And thou a Pearl of Price 5 
And art thou Stray'd and at a Lofs <? 

Attend to my Advice : 
Look hack upon my Church of old, : 

And mark which way they went z, , . 
And let thy Childrens Eyes behold 

_ The Paftors I have fent. 
9. As Pharaohs Horfes (Egypts Pride') 

Is deem'd the Choicejl Breed -Whnm Cntl 1 .1 , ; witnin j Is deem d theLi _ j 

T^f q . ove» h°w dare you hate ? So thou my Churchy my Faireft Bride, 
My Saviour hides mv Sin • an r - n j ,l 1 ' M J Jn> All bair Ones doth exceed. 



' The Song of Songs 
Whilfl others fane with Pearl and Gold, 

lhrough Grace thou lovely art. 
11 ' ,% l So"/ t ha t  ^ves thee is fo a lad 

Thy 6toe4 of Grace to fee, 
land my Father, we will add 

A new/apply to Thee. 

to A/f tt' , ĥe Church. 
Wher^I?gd<?th.sifinHeav,n above* Where Angels do attend; 

Shfi?m w '  Fai th  and  Love 
T, J?™7 Kln§ atend. 

Ait h ,afce'ids unto % Lord, Arjd brings him down to Me • 
un°Ve a, B°fom doth afford, 
Where hefhall lodged be, 

O the Wt time, asiflw„s 
Reigning in Heavh above 5 

VVhen once rny Sou! doth Chrift embrace ID Arms of Faith and Love < 
, 4 J f ' r e e t >  w h e n  v v c  d o  m e e t ,  

My Joys ,n Chrift exceed, 
Thefvveefeftsrae);Si and Tafl anJ 

VVhich an our Senfes feed. S ' 

, Chrift. 
15 • My dearefi Church, I do admire 

die Beauties of thy Min d, 
SoMeey, foHarml.fi, fi Enth^ 

So baithful andfo Kind. The 

which ts Solomons. 
T&e Church. 

^ 16. My deareft Lord, thou art the Sun* 
By whofe bright Beams I fhine $ v 

And th en my Glory firft begun, 
When thou becameft mine / 

Since thou art mine, and I am thine, v 

A Num'rousRace do flow 
In every place, which to thy Grace, 

Their Birth and Being owe. 
17. The dear A/Tetnblies of thy Saints, 

Where thou my Lord dofl dwell, 
Are fweet and pure, and (hall endure . 

Againft the Gaiesof Hell. 
The VERSION. 

- CHAP. II. Chritt. 
1. X Am the Rofe of Sharon-Field, 

JL I am the Lilly White, 
The Lilly, which the Tallies yield, -

I am both fweet and brig hi, 
2. What are Thorns in til A.ccoitnt of Men, 

Unto the Lilly bright d 
What are the Jraireff Daughters, when 

My Love appears in fight f 
The Church. 

3. What are the common Trees o'ch' Wood 
Unto the Apple Tree > 

What is the Rich and Nobleft Blood, 
My lovely Lord, to Thee? 

F I Late 



6& ^ The Song of Songs I fat Rejoycing in Times pafl 
Under Ms cooling Shade 3 

His Fruit was fweet unto my Taft 
O what a Feaft I made f 

4. Unto Ms Cellars ftor'd with Wines 
He caus d Me ro remove, 

Over my Head abroad lie fpread 
The Banner of his Love. 

5. Give Flagons for a Cordial 
Bring Apples Me to chear* ' 

For I am lick, I faint I fall, 
I languish for my Dear. 

6. His Left Hand underneath my Head. 
For my Support is plac'd 5 

His Right Hand over me is fpread, 
. And thus I am Embrac 
7. O Salens Daughters, you I charge, 

Both by the Roe and Hind • 
Ye do not move nor ftir my Love, 

> Untill it be his mind. 
8. My WeJbeloved's Voice of Joy, 

My Heart with Comfort fills 3 
He comes Leaping on Mountains high, 

And Skipping on the Hills. 
9. My Welbeloved comes in haft, 

Like a fwift footed Roe • 
Nay, my Belovqd dies fo faft, 
' Young Hart did never fo.' / ' 
^ ~ 1 Behind 

which is Solomons. 67 
Behind our Wall, lo! hedothftand, 

He's at our Windows feen 3 
He fhews himfelf fo near at Hand, 

There's but a Grate Between. 
10. I gladly heard his gracious Tone^ 

Who thus to me did fay, 
Rife up, my Love, my FaireftOne, 

Make haft and come away. 
11. TheSearo.no/theYear invites, 

The Winters gone and paft3 
Behold a Spring of new Delights! 

No Rain, nor ftprmy Blaft. « 
12. The Flowers upon the Earth appear, 

The Birds begin to fing 3 
The People of our Land do hear 

The Turtles murmuring; 
13; Green Figs upon their Trees are grown, 

Young Grapes their Smells difplay .3 
Rife up, my Love, my Faireft One, 

Make haft and come away. v. 
14.0 my Fair Dove, whofe Fairneft dwells 

Tn dirk. Obfcyr&y,. 
In cloven Rocks, and fecret Cells, 

Come, ftlew thyfelftorae." . ., 
O let thy Face to me appear, • . \ 

Let thy Voice anfwer mine, \ ^ 
Thy Voice is Mufick in mine Ear, 

- Thy Countenance doth.fltioe. , 
1 €atch 
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1 us tbe Foxes in a Toy J 

The little Foxes catch 5 ' 
For they our Fruitful Vines d o f p o j i  

Their tender Grapes they fnatch. 

l 6 A  M 7 i  VVe!bdoved' he is mine, 
And I am his indeed 5 " 

In Paftures, which with Lillies Ihinc, 
He makes his Flock to feed. 

'7- Till the day break, and ihades depart, 
Beloved, haft to me 5 

.Even as the Roe and tender Hart 
On Bether-Mountains flee. 

The Paraphrafe. 
S CHAP. U. chrW. s 

MV/' "'/Met Love, 
My Church it fweetneth • 

Itjweetens Earth and Heavn above 
Itfooectens Life and Death: ' 

buchu the Beauty of my Lace, 
TL c m'thf"ch Glories crown'd, 

towhlur' mufi g™ face, J o what fines me around z 
As Lillies in the I' allies grow 

So I the Vallies own : 
The Humble are my Heav'n below, 

J. he Lowly are my Throne. 

No 

which is Solomons. 
2. No comely Pcrfons can I fee, 

But whom my Grace adorns 3 
My Church a Lilly is to me^ 

And all the Re If are Thorns. 
The Church. 

3. None but a Jefus, none but He \ 
He is the Chiefeft Good 5, 

My Jefus is an Apple-Tree, 
And others Barren Wood: 

He is a Shadow from the Heat 
Of Confcierice, Wrath and Hell 

He is true Manna, Heav'nlyMeat, 
' Which feeds his Jfrael: 

The Shadow of his Sacraments 
Hath been exceeding good $ 

.Under that Shade a Feaft I made 
Upon his Flefh and Blood. 

4. My Chrifl: is like a Cellar Stor'd 
With fweet and precious Wine 5 

What Sweetnefs found I in my Lord 
When he faid, I am thine! 

As Souldiers to their Colours (land, 
And after them do move j 

So doth my deareft Lord command, 
And draw me by his Love. 

5. Nothing but Glory can fuffice 
The Appetite of Grace $ 

I long for Chrifl: with Reftlefs Eyes, 
I languifh for his Face. 



7°' The Song of Songs 
O take me up, or let me Sup 
*ri, ^rom^es Divine 5 
Thofe Apples from the Tree of Life, 

Tiiofe Flagons full of Wine 
,H°r rmJ, Born> whm of Love, 
In chore bleft Hands of his ? 

His Left my Senilis Support doth prove, 
His Right* my Comfort is. 

7- And whilfr his Love doth me en flame, 
Heai what a Charge I give 

All ye that own his Sacred Name 
Do not his Spirit grieve : ' 

Love> he is my Love 
D do not him abufe / 

Do not again put him to pain, 
T/ff Chrjft,3tis» not Jews : 

w;ie^'e US nof * >'« ^ thou wilt, 
JW£? 5 we]1 °mi thy Right;  
Bu'1 Peparture fore'd by Guilt, 
P vlak'f a Lempeftuous Night 
«• My deareft Saviours Voice I hear, 
xt Je.comes account i ' 
Nothing can flop his full Career, 

No, not Corruptions Mount. 
9 '  A n d h * tmar?c ha{l/rom Heav'* to Earth, And he himfelf prefents, 
To Men of a polluted Birth, 
Tu > an<^ ^lirameflfsi . 
fho, like a Wail, our frail Eftate 

f revents a perfeft Sight,-' Yet 

whis is Solomons, v - " 71 
Yet thro' his Ordinances Crate, 

Dart in fome Beams of Light. 
10. My Lord to me did thus begin, 

Arife, my Love, and flee v 
From World, Flefh, Satan, Self and Sin,, 

O come away to me! 
n. Time was when thou waft cold and dead. 

An Heir of Wrath thou waft,-
And Vengeance-Storms hung o're thy Head, 

But thofe fad Days are pair. 
12. The Flowers of Grace beging to fpring 

hi Thee fo hopefully ^ 
That all the Heavnly Quire doth fing 

Glory to God on High. 
15. My Church, thou art my tender Plant, 

My Dews have nourith'd Thee } 
Now thou art my mine, now thou muft grant, 

Thy Fruit, thy Self to Me. 
14. My heartlefs Dove, why doft thou faint, 

And hide thy felf from me > 
Thou know'ft not how I love a Saint, 

How welcome thou fhould ft be : 
Come, come, before thy Lord appear, 

Thy Perfon joys my Sight y 
Let me thy Prayers and Praifes hear, 

Thy Voice is my Delight. 
15. Ye Men of God, wliofe Charge it is 

In God's Courts to attend 5 
F 4 Reftrain 
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M aaS^M. ̂  of Grace, 

Shs»^-

The VERSION. 

H C H A P. III. a(U 

rT M-Ty Sou'doth '°™J fought I -By Night upon my Bed 
MougmhUn, but I found him not 
9 K°U'S,?diShtwasflecI. ' 

Pm When I had my Labour fpent 
Alas! it was in vain. P ' 

The 

which is Solomons. 
3. The City-watch did light on me, 

Of whom I did enquire, 
In an y Steet, pray, Did ye fee, 

The Man, whom I admire 
4. 'Twas but a little while thatl 

Had from the Watch-men pafs'd, 
But I did find my only Joy, 

And then I held liim fa if 5 
I held, and would not let him go. 

Till I had brought him home, 
Into my Mothers Houfe, and fo 

Into my Native Room. 
5. OSalcms Daughters, you I charge 

Both by the Roe and Hind, . 
Ye do not move, nor 'wake my Love, 

Until it be his Mind. 
I he Daughters of Jcrufalem. 

6. What fmoaky Pillar Strait from hence 
Out of that Defart R/Jes $ 

Perfum'd with Myrrh and Trankinccnfe, 
s And all the Merchants Spices .< ? 

The Church. 
1J Such Ornaments his Bed do grace, 

As Solomons Bed,commend 5 
Where threefi ore Men of Jfraels Race, 

His valiant Guards attend. 
3. They all hold Swords coujagioufly, 

They all know how to Fight 3 
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Each hath his Sword upon his Thigh 

Becaufe of Fear i'th' Night. ' 
The Chariot of King Solomon 

Which for himfelf he made' 
Was of the Wood of Lebanon ' 

Which Silver Pillars had. 
10. Gold was the bottom, and above 

Rich Purple cover'd it; 
The mid ft whereof was pav'd with Love, 

Jbor oalems Daughter Fit. 
i i. iLook, Virgins, on King Solomon, 

. His Crown fo Rich, fo Gay 
Wherewith his Mother Crown him on 

His Joyful Marriage-day. 

The Paraphrafe. 
CHAP. III. The Church. ONce did I feek my deareft Lord 
But withafleepy Mind 3 

HIS pretence he did not afford • 
Slack. Seekers cannot find. 5 

2' Ahj!lrr' !aid r' for8oe my Chrilt, 
And lo clofe up mine Eyes > 

No, no, he was fo dearly mi ft, 
I could not butarife. 

My Bed was Thorns, no Bed for me, 
Nothing could give me reft, 

Till I my deareft Lord might fee, 
And lean upon his Bread ; 

When 
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When private means could not prevail, 

In publick Him I fought, 
I waited till my Eyes did fail, 

Alas! I found him not. 
$. God's holy Watchmen did Me find, 

Of whom I did enquire, 
Pray, > can ye help my troubled Mind, 

Which doth a Chrift defire ? 
0 happy Stars, if ye might be 

My Guides to Jefus now ! 
Seers, did ye my Saviour fee? 

Pray tell we where and how ? 
Means muft be us d, but cannot heal 

Without a Sovereign Word 5 
Chrift only can himfelf reveal 5 

And ftill I lack'd my Lord. 
4. One dark Hour more I did fuftain, 

And then the Night was pad y 
Tho' I had fought fo long in vain, 

I found my Lord -at laft 5 
1 found my Lord and held him fair, 

And would not let him part 5 
My New-found Jefus I embracd* 

And Lodg'dHiminmy Heart: 
I would not lofe my Chrift again, 

And gain a Second Hell y . 
My Prayers and Tears did him conftram 

Within my Soul fo dwell: 
As Clouds are piercd with powerful light 

His Beams thro' me did (hine 3 Hi 
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His dear Afftmbliesfaw this Sight 
, Andiby'dtlutChrift was mine.' 

Tk" n e my Heirrdotli Co i nflame 
a , r^e 1 needs "Juftgive • ' 
All ye that own his Sacred Name ' 

L/o not his Spirit grieve 
He is Love, he is my Love 

O do not him abufe1 ' 
Do not again put him to pain 

DearChriftians, turn not L, . 
ur S? US nOC' >'et if fhou wilt 
With Tears we'll own thy Right 
La 7JeParture f°rc'd by Guilt ' 
Makes a Tempeftuous Night. ' 

Weal' Believers, 

6' ZdJH%"b •i°"l'fro'» Earth arife. 
And do at Heav n afpirel 

OnGnhl their Un God their chief Defire : 

WlfHdlrnefn the> "MJfiortt, Whttfiothers R^e fior ' 
Heav „j Graces them do fo Adorn 

That they for Heav',2 areJit. ' 

The Church. 
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7. Admire not me, but my dear Lord 
w^r°[e tSolom gives me r<?ft 5 
Whole Angels watch with one accord 

1 hat none fhouJd me moled. Thefe 

8. Thefe Heav'nly Guards are full of might, 
And ready do they hand, 

For to defend his Churches Right, 
When he thall them command : 

When Darknefs breeds tormenting Fear, 
Then help comes from on High 3 

A ftrengthning Angel doth appear 
Amid It that Agony. •_ 

9. Heav n is the High and Glorious Throne, 
Of my mod Glorious Lord-$ 

Who yet on Earth Rides up and down - ; 
I'th' Chariot of his Word. 

10. His Word is rich, and flrong, and pure, 
As al l his Saints do prove $ 

Who of its true Intent are fure, 
And find, it's Heart is Love. 

11. Go ye that own the Higheft Name, 
Behold a Glorious Shew 5 

How the Almighty fpreadshisFame^ 
And what his Word can do! 

This mighty King Rides Conquering, 
His Word goes forth with Might 5 

Which wooes and wins the Slaves of Sin, 
Both by its Force and Light : 

Thole Slaves their Hellilh Lords forfake, 
And Chrift do humbly own 5 

And as h is Spoufe, he them doth take, 
And wears them as his Crown: 

Great was their Need 3 greater his Love 
Than their Necelftty. - As 
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As well they may glad do they prove, 

But not fo glad as He. 

The VERSION. 
CHAR IV. thrift. i * "IT" 0, thou art Fair, zvy Love, 

JLj My Love, lo ! thou art Fair 3 
Thine Lyes are life thofe of the Dove, 

Within thy Lochs of Hair 5 
Tfy ifelr? Z,0<r£r like Goats Flocks, 

H7j7V/ > M o u n t  Gilead /^. 
2. 60 ^re thy Ieeth like well-fiom Sheep. 

Come from the Wafhing Brook 3 
They Pregnant are as we//as Fair, 

For Fruits as well as View 3 
Lor each of them her Twins doth bear, 

There's not one barren Ewe. 
5, Thy Lips are like a Scarlet-thread, 

Thy Speech is Jweet and fine 3 
Within thy Locks thy Temples Red, 

Like brokg Pomegranates fine. 
4. Thy Neckis like to David'/ Tower, 

Strong built, and raifed high 3 
A thoufand Shields for Men of Power 

Hang in that Armory. 
5. Thy two Breafis arc like two young Roes 

WellJ),)ap d, and well agreed 5 . 
For they are loving Twins, and thofe 

Antong the Lillies feed. 
6. Vnt 
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6. Until the Day have chas d away 

The Dusky Shades, I will 
Bctafe me to the Mount of Myrrh, 

And to the Jncenfe-Hill. ' * . • * \, 
7. All over fair, my Love, thou art, 

And fo thou feenTjl to me 3 
There i s not one uncomly Pari5 

Not one dark Spot in Thee. 
8. Come Love, with me from Lebanon, 

From Lebanon with me, 
Since Thou and I arc joyn'd in One, 

Thy Lebanon ITl be W ' 
From Shentrs Top, from Hermon look, 

And from Amana high, 
Thofe Lions Dens tmtjl be forfook, 

And where the Leopards lie. 
9. My Spoufe, my Sifter thou haft Gain d -

A perfect Viilory 
Over my Heart by thy bright chain, 

And by thy Brighter Lye. 
10. How fair and pleafant is thy Love, 

My dearejl Spmje to Me ! 
0 how I prize it far above 

The Richeft Wines that be ! 
0 how my Sitters Ointments fmell, 

What fiveetnefs do they yield ! 
This pleafant fcent doth far Excel , 

The Jbeet Arabian Field. 
11. Thy Lips drop like the Honey-comb, 

There Milk with Honey Flows 3 Ifmell 
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IfmtU the fmells of Lebanon, from 

J he Garments of my Spoufe. 
12. My Sifter and my Spoufe is Veiled, 

That fjc may befuppos'd 3 
A Spring/hut up, a Fountain feal'd, 

A Garden well enclosed. 
15. Thou haft a picafant Nurjery, 

11 here fwect Pomegranates %row, 
And Fruits which plcafe both Tafie and Eye. 

Ihere too the Spices floiv. 
As Camp hire, Spiknard, Calamus, ' 

Saffron and Cynamon, 
Myrrh, Aloes and Incenfe Trees, 

With each Spice of Renown. 
15. A Garden Fountain is my Love 

A Living Will is She 3 
Like LebanOns Streams which fwiftly move\ 

And down to Jordan flee. 

The Church. 
16. Am I a Garden > T hen, O North 

Awake, and on it Breath 3 
Thy quickning Breath will funimon forth 

The Odours from Beneath : 
Am I a Garden > Then, O South, . * 

Come, on this Garden blow !* 
One Sovereign Blaft out of thy Mouth, 

Will make its Spices flow : 
Then, then, into his Paradife, 

Let my Beloved come 3 And 
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And eat his Fruits, and get his Spice, 

And count himfelf at home. 
The Paraphrafe. 

C H A P .  I V .  d r i f t .  
1. ^ yfTDear eft Church 1 do admire 1VX The Beauties of thy Mind, 
So Meetfo Harmlcfs, fo Entire, 

So Loyal and fo Kind 
Ev'n thy Profejjion Iefleemy\ 

Becaufe itfprings from Grace, y y 
Which makes Thee yet more comely fern, 

As Hair adorns the Face., A) 
2. Thy Paflors vphich prepare thy Food, 

Do in their Alinds agree 3 
Their Lives and Doctrines both arc good, 

And bring much Fruit to me. 
3. Thy Speech fo feafon d is with Grace, 

That many Hearts it moves 3 
And Graces colour in thy Fa<;e, 

Its great Advantage proves. . ^ > . 
4. Thy Faith which joyns thee to thy Head, 

Doth field thine inward parts 3-
This Shield hath oft extinguijhed 

The Devils Fiery Darts. , 
5. The tvt>o Breaf ts of thy Tejiaments 

Mo/l friendly do accord 3 
Which Nourifhrncnt and Jweet content 

To new Born Babes afford. 
G 
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^'eJ~Lr'et °fa D'ftreJJed Soul, 
TLrtBrn^s °f Comfort Hill. 

Tiff* T\ glrf' Wh°'" Sin 

J j the Churches Fare, 
T-U%t > the Churches Light, 
L'U Shades g,ve way to Glories Day, 
.. Then foall[he live by Sight: 
Mean-while my Gracious Prefence(hall 

Her dear AJfemBlies fill • 
er Prayers Jhall be mofl fweet to me 
Sweet as the Incenfe-Hill • 

Mean-while my Glorious Prefence (hall 

IVh rt" V' thatHoly Ground, 
Where Cherubsms and Seraphims 

Their hallelujahs found. 
7 f> Ch""h> ho™ clear art thou 
JJnwhom no fin remains ! ' 
My Blood apply d hath purify'd 

Thee from thy Guilts and fains • 
Phouartto me as white as Snow, 

Andt ho' thou finneft fill, 

W;b7n *heer iho" canfi »°* With full confent of Will. 1 

8. Let my Fair Glories thee intice 
1o come along with me : 

Fotfake thine Earthly Paradife, 
Thy Paradife I'll be h 

Are Air^'d RkheS> Frknds Md F"™> Arc allfmm d up in Me. Q t/Mi 
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0 that thou knew ft how good I am I 

Come now and taft and fee ; 
The World's an howling Wildernefs, 

FiWd with the Beafts of Prey 3 
Wh'dft that they Rage, Roar, and Opprefs, 

On Canaan fix thine Eye. 
9. My Heaven-born Spoufe5 whom I embrace. 

My J4>y and Crown thou art 3 
Thine Eye of Faith, thy Chain of Grace 

Have overcome my Heart. 
10. My Dearest Spoufe ofHeav'nly Birth± 

Thy Love is more to Me 
Than all the Pleafurcs of the Earthy 

And fweet thy Graces be. 
11. Thy Speeches in thy Heart are bred, 

And fweetly do they flow $ 
Thy works dofuch a favour fpread, 

AsLebanons Spices do. 
12. Difguifed to the World thou go'ft, 

Heaven in a Myftery 3 
To me thou Run if to me thou Flow'ft t 

None knows thy worth but 1: 
As thou art mine, fo J'am thine, 

My Love doth guard thy Heart 3 
Thy Heart's with me, my Loves with thee, 

My Church, how fafe thou art! 

13. 14. My Church thou art a Paradife, 
Where Fruits and Spices grow 3 

G 2 Fair 
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Fair are thy Friths, and from thy Spice 

Thy fweet eft Odours flow : 
Thyi tender Plants thy Children are., 

1 heir Or aces Fruits and Spice z r 

I am the Tree of Life in Thee, 
My Church, my Paradifi. 

I 5.Thou art a Spring, which to thy Plants 
JJojt thy pure Streams derive z 

Under thine Eye and Minifirv 
Thy Blefi Ajfemblies thrive. 

The Church. 
1 6  . M y  Lord, if 1 a Garden am 

Then let thy Spirit blow; ' 
And with its Gales refrefh the fame 

And make my Graces flow • 
And when thy Spirit thus hath blown, 

And I do flourifl) moft 
Then let my Deareft Lord come down, 

And feed upon his Coft. 
So poor I am, fo great thou art, 

1 he Lord, how can I Feaft ? 
Table of my Heart, 

then come and be my Gueft. 
T h e V E R S I O N .  I.  C H A P . V .  Chrifi. 

M come into aParadife, ' .1 

My Sifter and my Spoufe 5 
I've gather d of 'my Myrrh and Spice, 

Which in my Oarden grows. 
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My Honey-Comb and Honey too 

Have been my fweet Repaft -k, •/ nr> 
| My Wine, my Milk which here do floto, 

f Have cheard my Heart and Toft 
M y  F r i e n d s  a n d  d e a r  C o m p a n i o n s ,  l i b ; -

Come, Feaft your [elves with Me $ 
I Drin/^, 0 my Welbtloved Ones, 

Tea, Drink abundantly. 
The Church. i>. a : 

2. I deep, but yet my Heart doth wake, 
Heark, my Beloved One ; q . r: 

Doth Knock and Call, i can t mi flake 
His Knock, his Tread, his Tone: 

Open to Me, my Fathers Child, 
Open to Me, my Love ^ 

Open to me, my Undefil'd, 
Open to me, my Dove: 

Open tome, that tfaitfor Thee, 
My Head is fill'd with Dew $ 

And all my Locks with Ev ning Drops, 
Let's have an Enterview. 

3. My Coat is off, and ho w fhall I 
Put on my Coat again ? 

Should I come o're the Dufty Floor, 
My vvafhed Feet to ftain ? 

4. My Deareft then by the Key-hole 
His willing Hand did move 5 

Which when I did perceive, my Soul ' 
Was touch'd with Grief and Love. 

G 3 Rowz'd 
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5'A^WZrby5hisPaffio". Id'dftir And anfwer d to his Call -

vvifnKS,andFfngers droPy with My Which from the Lock did fall. J 

n i , ' °Pen to my Dear 
But he (alas/) was gone 5 

Hewhomldidfo/atelyhear, 
Methoughts £ was undone I 
ioughthim whom my Soqlador'd 

him I could not hare, ' 
I ml d and cry'd, my Love my Lord 1 

ru. n° an^wer gav«. 
theJcrueJ City-Watch 

Smite Me, and wound Me fore: 
Th55eeP- °f the Wall did fnatch 

Away the Veil I wore. 
»- O Daughters of Jerufden, / 

1 charge You, if Ye find 
My Glorious Dear, that he may hear 

% Love afflifts my Mind. .5 

, w. of Jerufalem. 
O F - r " 1 ! ' thh De"r °f'hi^ 

m  . / ' >  l e t  ¥  i  
Wheret* does thine Others out-Jhine 

That thou doft charge us fi • 

The Church. 
?p. My dear Delight is Red and White, 

4 fle Lilly and the Role; 
So 
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So fweet a Grace adorns his Face, 

Ten thoufand he out-goes. 
11. His Head is like the Fineft Gold, 

And curled Locks doth wear, 
Which do the Ravens Colour hold, 

So comely is his Hair. 
12. His Eyes are like the Eyes of Doves, 

Which on the Banks are met, 
And do the ftrea ms of Water love, 

MiJk-wafhtand fitly fet. 
13. His Cheeks are like a fpicy Bed, 

Where all Perfumes do meet 5 
His Lips like Lillies,- whence is fhed 

The Myrrh that fmells fo fweet. 
14. His Hands are like the Chrysolite. 

In Rings of Gold difplay'd, 
His Belly is like Ivory bright, 

With Sapphires overlaid. 
15. His Legs like Marble Pillars are 
. On Golden Sockets fet} 

His Face, like Lebanon, is moft Fair, 
Like Cedars moft compleat. 

His Mouth is moft exceeding Sweet, 
Yea, he is wholly fo } 

XDown from his Head unto his Feet, 
With Sweetnefs he doth flow: 

O Salems Daughters, This is He 
Of whom ye did enquire 5 

G 4 This 



88 The Song of Songs 
This is the Friend that JovethMe 

This is my Hearts defire. 

The Paraphrafe. 
C H A P .  V .  C h r i f t .  

'' A/f rLwY'fmy?C*r0hath Mc 1"0"& TA Whither thoudidjl Invite ; 
ThyGroces which my Hand hath wrought, 

Haz* been my Souls delight: 

n VA w!"ch tv'"h >h W>»e 
Both God and ,\ Un dofi chetr • 
7 °" *J" niU Prepf'd in Thee 
A conjtant Feajt is there. 
c , . The Church. 

2. _ u ch drowfineft doth me poffefs ,  
I h ve, and yet I die • 

Some Life I have, no LiveJinefs, 
How dark and cold am I' 

Here m the dark and deep rgrope 
. Who us'd to live above- P' 
WWheH my Fa"h " Wher®is mY Hope > Wnere is my wonted Love ? 
If is no Strang Voice I hear 

I k now it is my Lords 5 ' 
Helnocks both at my Heart and Ear 

I he.e are his loving words 
Open to Me, m'y Fathers Child 

Open to Me, mv Love, 
Open to Me, my UndefiJ'd • 

Open to Me, my Dove. - M 

•9 
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My Gracious Patience hath ftood - _ 

Long waiting at thy Door $ 
Fain would I enter for thy good $ • 

Slight not thy Saviour. 
3. One would have thought fuch melting 

Should break an heart of Steel • (words 
But I (Alas !) fo ftupid was, > 

Their Force I did not feel : 
My Anfwer was to this Effedr, 

Lord, now I am at eafe 5 
And Lord, if I {hould Thee refpeft, i 

My Friends I (hould difpleafe: 
Thy Service, Lord, would coft me dear, 

The World would me moleft 5 - -
Thy heavy Crofs how can I bear? 

Do not difturb my Reft. 
4. My Lord to this made no Reply, 

Only on Me he caft 
A fad and a Rebuking Eye, 

On which this fenfe 1 pafsd ^ 
Poft thou my Patience thus requite, 

To make it longer bear ? 
Doft all my Love and Sufferings flight ? 

I look'd for better Fare ^ 
Thisftirr'd my Love, my Grief and fhame, 

Which put me to fuch pain. 
5. That I refolv'd, whatever came, 
. To own my Chrift again, 
Accurft Temptations, he ye gone, 

And do not me re.ftrain Satan 
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Satan A vaunt, let Me alone, 

I'll have my Chrift again: 
This Refolution gave fome Eafe 

To my diftrefled Mind 5 
My Griefs did then begin to ceafe 

When I t o Chrift inclin'd. 
6. But when I did my felf addrefs, 

My Saviour to embrace 5 
Alas! for my Unworthinefs 

My Saviour hid his Face : 
For He is Great as well as Good 

And will not be difdain'd 5 ' 
Then his kind words, which I w ithftood, 

My Conference Corely pain'd: 
0 then I wifh'd a thoufand times 

That I had been fo wife 
To fhake of my Security, 

When Chrift bade Me arife 
1 fought him daily in his Word 

But him I could not have ^ 
Icalfdand cry'd, My Love, my Lord.' 

out he no Anfwer gave. 
7. Earth did opprefs whom Heav'n forfook, 

Nothing but Grief J found 
For they who to my Soul fhould look, 

My, 0111 did pierce and wound : 
Their words and deeds did both confpire, 

To grieve my grieved heart5 
t?rrL?C?riJears were Swords & Spears, 
Which did increafe mySmirt. But 
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But ftill my greateft wound was here, 

My Lord I could not find 5 
Had I my Lord, I fhould not care, 

Tho' others prov'd unkind. 
8. Another Courfe I ftraight way took, 

I did repair to thofe 
Who Si on-wards do often look, 

And did my Cafe propofe : 
Bleft Souls faid I who o f t  a t t e n d  

At the Almighties Court, 
My Cafe to you I do commend, 

That you may it report .• 
A Lord I have or rather had, 

My Welbeloved one ^ 
His Prefence us'd to mike me glad, 

But, Ah, my Lord is gone! 
If when you pray, he fhould acquaint 

You with his Love and Grace $ 
Tell him from me, my Heart doth faint 

And Languifh for his Face. 
9. Who is, faid they, this Lord of thine * 

O Faireft, let us know $ 
Wherein does thine others out-(bine, 

That thou doft Charge us fo ? 
10. My deareft Lord is White and Red $ 

Whire thro'his Purity, 
Red thro' his Bood which he did fhed 

For fuch an one as I : 
Was he not Red, but only White, 

The Lilly, not the Rofe} He 
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He might delight the Angels Sight, 

Butlamnoneofthofe: 
Was he not White but only Red 

A Sufferer for his fin 13 ' 
His Blood would reft upon his head, 

Nor could I Joy therein .• 
TK 7xd,ear Lord is White and Red, 
1 his Mixture pleafeth me; 

for, for my fins he futfered. 
When he from fin was free : 

What a reviving fight is this > 
-ruA^'g,hteOUS S^OUr's Blood; 

m5> °f Si"' & SprinS °h Blifs, 
Moftpure moftfweet and good 

The fond ,nchanted World admires 
T.-ir Idols here below; 

Theftrh'if-rj1''';8', P°or Dehtes J neir Chudilh tamdsdo fhew • 
Did not my Olorious Lord appear, 
wPd'dtheyh.m but know, 

wC f°™er]y their Glories were, TU I JT no Ionger fo : 
The lefler Lights all difappear, 

When once my Sun doth (hine; 
And tho> Ten Thoufand Lords were here 

Nr°neJCOluId be »ke to mine : ' 
MvL°rd,beis the King of Kings, 

The Fa i reft of a]J Fairs-
Of all your fine and boafted things, 

one with ray Lord compares. What's 
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What's your thick Clay > Your hones bring 

Which ye your Jev/els call 3 (forth 
My Lord, he is of real worth, 

And goes beyond them all. * 
11. His Godhead and his Government 

Are infinitely pure, 
Moft Glorious and mod Excellent, : A 

And ever (hall endure. • < > • f 

12. His is a pure and piercing Eye, ' ' 
Tho' all the Earth it moves 5 

Which the dark Hypocrite doth fpy, 
And fecret good approves. 

13. His Cheeks appear moft bright and clear, 
When he himfelf doth fhew 3 

Methinks 1 in a Garden walk, ; 

Where Flowers and Spices grow: 
When he doth my affe&ions ftir, 

And fpeaks unto my Mind 3 fb 
Methinks the Lillies drop with Myrrh, 

SuchSavour do I find ; 
So fweet a Grace adorns his Face, 

His Face, like Heav'n doth Chine 3 
And O whatMufickdo I hear, 

When he faith, I am thine! f 

14. His Hands are like to Rings of Gold, 
The works of my dear Lord 

Are bright and comely to behold, . 
His Works fulfil his Word. 
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The Tender Bowels of his Love 

How precious they be' ' "Essgsgt*-* 
Holy and Pure, and Firm and fure 

Both Love and Stedfaftnefs .• ' 
His Countenance Majeftical 
,, A" Revrence doth Command 3 
Ir tie but Frowns on us, we fall 

But if he Smiles, we ftanA 
16.  His Mouth is mod exceeding fweet 

All fweetnefs like an Hive 
One word ofhis like Honey'is, 

O how it doth revive! 

As I begun fhouldlgo on 
My DeareftLord to Limn, 

You d lay, all fweet compared are 
Andfummedup in him. 

My Lord is Larger than belires 
Fairer than Words can (how • 

Onecomely partfond Earth admires, 
My Lord is wholly fo. 

OHeav'n-born Souls, This, This is he 
Ofwhoin ye did enquire-

This is the Friend that Loveth me. 
This is my Hearts Defire; 

The 
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The VERSION. 

CHAP. VI. The Daughters o/Jerufalem. 
I • 1 7* Air eft of Fairs, if thus it be, 

I 0 whither is he gone ? 
Tell us 5 that we may feei with thee -

This thy Beloved One. 
The Church> 

2.  Down to his Garden he is gone, 
Where Beds of Spices are, 

That he may Feed and Feaft thereon, 
And Gather Lillies there. 

3. I am my Welbeloved ones, 
My Welbeloved's mine 5 

He Feeds and Treads in pleafant Meads, 
Where the bright Lillies (liine, 

Chrifl. 
4. My Love, li^e Tirzah, thou art Neat, 

And like Jerufalem, 
And li ke an Army fo Compleat, 

Men fly for Fear of them. 
5.0 turn away thine Eyes from me, 

Thy bright and fp arising Eyes, 
To bear fo great Felicity, / 

MyJlrength doth not fujfce 5 
Thy I -lairy L ocks are like Goats Flocks 

Which from Mount Gilead look* 
6. So are thy Teeth like Well fljorn jheep, 

Come from the Waflnng-brooh, 
They 
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They Pregnant are as Well as Fair 

For Fruit as well as View 5 ' 
for each of them her Twins doth bear 

There s not one barren Ewe. ' 
7' iSjhn°SePomeSra"a^fiemth Red. 

-Andpines exceeding clear, 
S°u°r!hre. TemPles ofthy Head.\ 

Within thy Loc\s appear. 
8. Thrice twenty Queens together (land 

And fourfcore Concubines $ 
isn"P"S li^the n,"»r<»tsfand, 
Which to the Sea adjoyns. 

9- My fpotlefs Dove, fie is hut one, 
vt Darli"Z °f her Mother, 

Who loves and prizes her alone, 
She knows not fuch another : 

The Daughters faw her comely Lines 
Andprais'd her Lovely Face 5 ; ? 

lea, all the Queens and Concubines 
Admir d her Beauteous Grace. 

1 °wuat^°rn look forth } what Moon is 
v\ hat Sun may yonder be d 

Fierce Troups with Flags difpla/d appear, 
0 what a One is She / 

•B'Ht-Garden down I went 
To fee the Fruits below 5 

Whether the Vinos their Grapes did vent, 
And the I omegranates grow. 
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i$. My Soul gave me a. fudden twitch. 

And made me- ni mbly Jlide, 
ike thofe fwift Chariots, in which 
Amminadib^id Ride. . o.) : > . 2 

15. Return, Return, 0 Shalamite, 
Return, Return Apace -l • • 

That we may look^with much delight 
Upon thy Glorious Face : ;! • . . . / 

What in the Shulamite Ipray, * 
Do ye cxpett to feed - • • .< '• 

Two Armies fct in good Array /"' 
Even fuch none is (he. •• . i:);; >' 

The Pafaphrafe. 
C H A P .  V I .  The Church. 

i. T TTHilft thus my deareftLordIprais'd, 
Y y As I could do no leTs 5 

They heard, tlieylook'd, they flood amaz'd 
At my great happinefe: 

And when I ceas'd they thus reply'd^ 
O Faired we mufl needs* 

Congratulate thy Bled Edate, 
Which ours fo far exceeds/ * 

O that we were in fuch a Cafe 
As we perceive thou art ^ 

O that our Souls might find a place 
. In thy Beloved's Heart:, 

thither is thy Beloved gone} 
- P ray, lei us go with thee, 

fit To 
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To feek tliy Well beloved One, 

Whofe Face we fain would fee, 
2. If you my deareft Lord would fee, 

Then go unto his Court, 
Look where his Saints Affembled be, 

Thither you muft Refort: 
For they his Pleafure-Gardens are, 

Whe he delights to be 3 
They are his Comfort and his Care, 

There you my Lord may fee : 
Some Souls he breeds, and fome he feeds, 

Others he doth remove 
Hence from his lower Gardens, to 

His Paradife above. 
3.1 am my Well-beloved ones, 

My Well-beloved's mine 3 
To me his Love a Feafi: doth prove, 

Beyond the Richeft Wine. 
Chrift. 

4, My dearefi Church, on whom 1 fee 
A Fair and Royal Stamp 3 

All fweetnefsjoynd with Majejly, 
Thou art both court and camp. 

5. Thy Prayers are arms, thy Praifes charms, 
Thy Love is like a Dart 3 

Ihy Faith and Graces are fo flrongy 

They overcome my Heart: 
Iky Fair Profejjion I ejleem* 

Becaufe it jprings from Grace, 
Which 

which is Solomons. 
Which makes theeyet more comely feem9 

As Hair adorns the Face. 
6. Thy Pallors which prepare thy Food9 

Do in their Minds agree9 

Their Lives and DoEtrines both are good, 
And bring much Fruit to me< 

7. Thy countenance fo [frines with Graee9 

That many Hearts it moves 5 
And Grace's colour in thy Face9 

Its great Advantage pro ves, 
8. The World prefers its glorious Shews 9 

But what are thofe to me E 
In my dear Church, my only Spoufe9 

All Glories do I fee. 
9. Earths Pride would foon confounded bef 

Should but my Spoufe appear, 
Who to her mother and to me 

Is fo exceeding dear. 
Her Noble Birth and Real Worthy 

Have gain d her fo much Tame, 
The great eft Princes of the Earth 

Have prais'd her worthy Name: 
10. Her Sweetnefs joynd with Majefy0 

Her Prefence much Endear d j 
Her Power with her Purity 

Made her both lov d and fear d. 
11. I have been with my new born Saint/, 

I have been down to fee 
What Buds were on my tender Plants, 

What hopes of Fruit for me. 
H 2 ia F: 
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13. When My dear Church, I hid My Face$ 

Thou did'Ji thy felf he mo an 3 
Jbut prove thy Faithful Love, 

thou thought1 ft I was gone : 
My Bowels yearn d when thou didft Cry, 

My Love did Me conflrain 3 
To hafte apace, /jeir my Face 

To thy grzev'd Soul again. N 

13. Return, Return my dear eft Church, 
Return, Return to me 3 

The Heavnly Q'uire, i d*jire 
Thy Blejjed Face to fee : 

My Heavnly Heft, ifye would know 
My Churches State and Cafe 3 

/V another Heft below, 
awful Grace. 

T h e V E R S  I O N .  
CHAP. VII. Chrijti. 

1. Daughters of a Prince how Fair 
V»^y -dre both thy fijooes and Leet! 

Thy Joynts and Thighs like Jewels are, 
Wrought by an hand difcreet. 

2. Thy Navel as a Cup compleat, 
v JF/M Liquor doth abound 3 
Thy Belly s like an Heap of Wheat, 

Which LiUies do fur round. 
3. Thy two Breafts are like two young Roes, 

Well Shap'd and well agreed, 
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Both which are Loving Twins and thofc 

Among the LiUies Feed. 
, 4. Thy Neck., //^e iwrjr is moft Fair, 

And like a Tower moft ftraight 5 
j Thine Eyes like Heflibon pools, which are 

Hard by Bath-Rabim Gate : 
Thy Nofe is like to Lebanons Tower, 

The Tower which doth Command 
Damafcus-Ttfirw, the Cpiyfeft Flower 

Of all the Syrian Land. 
5. Thine Head on t hee like Carole 1 is. 

Thine Hair^ like Purpleft aitsd 3 
Thy Galleries fo take his Eyes, 

The King is there detain d. 
6. How Fair art thou, how pie of ant art9 

My Love, unto my fight ! 
So fweetly Graced in every part 3 . 

Thou art my whole delight. 
7. ZInto a Pdim-Tree I compare, 

Thy Stature firaight and fine 3 , 
Thy Breafts appear both full and fair 

Like Cluflers of the Vine. 
8.1 faid I will this Palm- Tree Climb, 

I' 11ftorch her Branches well 3 
Thy Breafts fijall now like Cluftersfijcw0 

. Thy Nofe likg Apples /well. 
9, Thy Palate's like the choiceft Wine, 

Which for my Friend I keep 3 
Which fweetly Flows, and caufeth thofe 

To Speakthat are ajleep- The 
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The Church. 

10.1 am my Well-beloved's own, 
And He is wholly mine 5 

Xhe Stream of his AfFe&ion 
Doth towards me incline. 

11. Come, my Beloved, let us go 
Into the Fields abroad 3 

And in the Villages below 
Let's take up our Abode. 

r2. Let's get up early in the Morn, 
And to the Vineyards go 3 

To fee what Fruits the Trees adorn. 
- Whether the Vine doth grow: 
Whether the tender Grapes appear, 

And the Pomegranates thrive, 
(The Hopes of the Enfuing Year) 

There thee my Loves I'll give. 
15. Thy Mandrakes fmell, and at our Door 

All pleafant Fruits there be, 
Both New and Old which are my Store, 

Laid up, my Love for Thee. 

The Paraphrafe. 
C H A P .  V I I .  Chrift. 

?• Daughter of the Mighty God, 
W How comely are thy Feet £ 

With Gofpel-preparation Shod ! 
Thy carriage how difcreet £ 

Ibo* 
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2. Thou art both Fair and Fruitful too, 

Great Numbers thou doji Breeds 
Which with good Meals, the Word and Seals, 

Thou liberally dofi feed. 
3. The two Breafts of thy Teflaments 

Mo If friendly do accord 3 
Which Nourijhmcnt and fweet content 

To New-born Babes afford 3 
The cries of a didreffed Soul, 

Thefe BreaUs of con/fort dill 5 
Thefe Breads make-glad whom fin makes fad, 

Thefe Breads the Hungry fill. 
4. Thy Faith is thy drong Fort and Tower, 

Thine Underdanding clear 3 
Thy Judging and difcerning Power 

Informs when Dangers near : 
Thy Chrift, thy Head of Eminence 

All Others doth exceed 3 
Thy Chrid, thy Head of Influence 

Thy Grace doth keep and feed : 
When thine Affemblies Exercife. 

Their Graces freely given, 
The King walks in thofe Galleries, 

As in another Heaven. 
6. My Church, who art mod New mod 

How Dear art thou and fweet 3 
In whom all Sweets compacted are, 

In whom all Graces meet .< ? 
H 4 Vnder 
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7. ZJnder i'hy weight thou flourifieft vU 

As the flout Palm-Tree doth 5 
My Church, more thou art dcprefl, 

The greater is thy growth: 
The Breafts of thy two Teftattients, 

Like Chflers of the Vines $ 
Are full of Juice, which for thy ufe 

Tieldftore of Heav'nly Wine. 
\ 8. When Iperceived thy Soul to thrive, 

Like to a fruitful Tree 5 
Then I drew near, that I might chear, 

And joy my felf in thee, . v r 

AJor did I empty-handed come, 
But added to thy Store 5 

God's Word came then more near and home, 
Thy Graces fcented more. 

9. Thy Speech is like the choicefl Wine, . 
} So lovely andfl> flrong $ * 
It makes the Sinners Heart divine, 
* And fanttifics his Tongue. v ; : 1 ," 

The Church. . •> V 
1 o. My dearft Lords Affefiion 
•' I cannot but admire 5 
I am my we]beloved's own, 

I am his Hearts defire,' 
11.1 gladly with my Lord could talk, 
' : And fpend both Night and Day 5 

Come Lord, let us together walk,1 

'v Let' us together flay; - - Come 

...U IIUILHH.HMJII M IL. 
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12. Come let's go fee what Fruits andFlowers 

Adorn thy Garden place, 
Under the Sun-fhine and the Ihowers 

Of days and means of Grace : 
Could I but fee thy Children Spring, 

And in an happy frame ^ 
O how ftiould I rejoyce and fing, 

And love tliee for the fame! 
13. Thy Saints their Services prefent, 

Which of Sweet SavoUr be 5 
SaintsNewand Old within my Tent, 

Are kept for Heav'n and thee. 
The VERSION. 

C H A P. VIIL The Church. 
1. X Would to God thoq wert as near . > 

jL To me as is my Brother, 
That Fill'd the Lap and Suck'd the Pap 

Of my molt tender Mother: 
When I without fhou^ldlight on thee,( , 

Then I thy Lips would Kifs ^ 
Yea, I (hould not defpifed be, 

Nor difefteem'd for this. 
3. I'd bring thee to my Mothers Tent, 

Who would inftruft me there -y 
Pomegranate-Wine of pleafant fcent 

Should be thy Royal Fare. 
4. His Left Hand underneath my Head 
* Should lovingly be plac'd. 
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His Right Hand or'e tne Ihould be fpread, 

Thus fhould I be Embrac'd. 
4. Ye Daughters of Jerufalem, 

Tis You I charge and bind, 
Not once to move, or wake my Loye 

Until it be his Mind. 
The Daughters of Jerufalem. 

5. Out of the Defart doth Afcend 
A comely Sight to fee 5 

One Leaning on her deareft Friend, 
O what a One is She ! 

The Church. 
Under the fhady Apple-Tree 

Thee did I Raife and Rear 5 
Thy Mother Travell'd there with Thee, 

Thy Native Place was there. 
5.0 Seal thine Image on mine Heart, 

O Seal it on mine Arm ! 
For Love, like Death, doth caft its Dart, 

And Jealoufie is warm : 
'Tis like the Grave, whole keen defire 

Nothing can fatisfie. 
The Coals thereof are Coals of Fire 

That flame moft vehemently. 
7. Waters can't quench loves flame, nor floods 

Can Loves height overflow ^ 
If one for Love would give his Goods, 

The Price would be too low. 
The 

which is Solomons. -
The Jewifo Church. 

1 3 .  N o  B r e a d s  o n  o u r  f m a l l  S i f t e r  g r o w ,  
Nor is She yet Admir'd 5 

i What (hall we for our Sifter do, 
When (he (hall be defir'd ? 

Chrift. 
9. We* 11 build on her a Silver Court, 

If foe a Wall fhall be 5 
Or if a Door j Her well Support 

With Boards of Cedar tree. 
The Jevpijh Church. 

10.1 am a Wall both ftrong and tall, 
My Breads like Towers are round 5 

(I then his Sight did much delight, 
As one that Favour Found.) 

Chrift. 
11. At Baal-Hammon, King Solomon 

A Vineyard did poffefs 5 
Keepers he fent to the Intent 

They might his Vineyard drefs * 
And thus with them he did agree, 

That for the Fruit it gave, 
A thoufand fiver Pieces he • 

Of each of them floould have. 
12. My Vineyard which belongs to Me, 

I know not how to fpare 5 
It ever lies before mine Eyes, 

It is my conftant care. 
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But thou, 0 Solomon, mufl have 

A thoufand for thy Gains 3 
And thofe that keep its Fruit may crave 

Two Hundred for their pains. 
13. And now farewcl thou that Dofi dwell 

In Gardens here below 3 
As thy Companions hear thy Voice 

So let me hear it too. 
The Church. 

14. Hafte my Beloved like a Roe 
Which foon her courfe fulfils 3 

0 that thou wert like a young Hart 
Upon the Spicy Hills! 

The Paraphrafe. • 
C H A R  V I I I .  The Church. 

r ,  T "  O R D  t h a t  t h o u  w e r t  a s  n e a r  t o  m e  
. J As is my Mothers Son 3 

Such freedom (hould I have with thee, 
As if wehoth were One : 

1 would impart my very Heart 
To one that was fo near 3 

Whofe nearnefs fliould advance my Love 
Above all Slavifh fear. 

2. Gods Holy Church, my Mother Dear, 
Should me fuch Le&ures Read 3 

I (hould provide fuch Heavnly Chear, 
Whereon thou lov'ft to Feed. 

3. And then (hould ft thou thy Love difplay, 
The Riches of thy Grace, Thy 
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Thy Left Hand then my Head (hould ftay^ 

Thy Right my Heart embrace."! 
4. Chrifts Love my Heart doth fo inflame, 

This Charge I needs muftgive : 
All ye that own his Sacred Name -

Do not his Spirit grieve : 
Lord, leave us not 3 if yet thou wilt 

With Tears we'll own thy Right 5 
But a Departure fore'J by Guilt 

Makes a Tempeftuous Night. 
Weak Chrijlians. 

5. WhatJlrange Afpiring Souls are thofe 
Which do this World difdain 5 

Who on their Lord themfilves repofe, 
Heavns Kingdom to obtain. 

The Church. 
Under thine Ordinances Shade 

I Sought and found thine Aid 3 

For there thine Entrance firft was made, 
Thy Graces firft Conveigh'd. 

6. Lord bear my Name upon thy Breaft, 
Engrave it on thine Heart 3 

There let it be fo fure poffeft 
It thence (hall ne're depart: 

For Love, like Death doth caft a Dart, 
Which wouuds me to the quick 3 

Thy Prefence, Lord, fupports my Heart 5 
Thine abfcence makes it Sick. 

Shouldft 
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Should ft thou but feemi: ;g!y difdain 

My Heart fo deep Engag'd, 
I {hould be Tortur'd with fuch pain 

As could not be aflvvag'd. 
0 Love Me, Lord, or elfe Ids! 

Thee, Lord, my Love doth crave! 
My Lord, (houldft thou my Love deny, 

My Love would be my Grave. 
My Love doth flame my Jealoufie, 

So burns my Heart and Eyes. 
1 muft embrace my Lord, or I 

Muftbe Loves Sacrifice. 
7. Whole Seas of Trouble cannot quench 

Loves everlafting Fire : 
Though Hell oppofe, whom I have chofe, 

I cannot but Admire. 
None but a Chrift, none but my Lord, 

No Bribes can take with Me'3 
A proffer'd World would be abhorr'd 3 

A Chrift, and none but He! 
The Jewifh Church. 

8. Remember the Blind Nations, Lord, 
Who in a Dungeon grope, 

And lack the Sun-fhine bf thy Word, 
Yet Prifn'rs are of Hope. 

When once the Hour of thy Defign 
• Hath on thefe Captives Shone, 
' When they are call'd and own'd for Thine, 

What (hall be further done} 
t thrift. 
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Chrift. 
9. If they be conftant to my Name, 

And firmly hold my Word 5 
They fl)a U be bleft w ith ftrength and fame, 

And honour d by their Lord : 
If they will open at my Call, 

That I with them may dwell 3 
Til hold themfaft, and make them laft 

Againft the Gates of Hell. 

The f ewifh Church. 
10. Lord, I am conftant to thy Name, 

And firmly hold thy Word 5 
(! had a Smile upon the fame 

From my moft Gracious Lord.) 

Chrift. 
1 1 .  J  n o r  a d m i r e  n o r  i m i t a t e .  

Thofc who their Vineyards Let 3 
Who of their Profit do abate, 

That they fome Eafe may get. 
12.  My Church and Vineyard is alway 

My care and my Delight 3 
I my felfkeep it every Day, 

And watch it every Night: 
Drft by my Hand, watch'd by my Fye, 

Its Fruit to me abounds 3 
The Praife of it* Fertility 

Wholly to me redounds. My 
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13. My Dearefl Church, who art compos*d 

Of divers companies } 
Now we have both our Minds difclos'd, 

I'll end with this Advice: ~-
As all the Members give an Ear 

Unto thy Gracious Strain $ 
So let Me often from thee hear j 

Until we Meet again. 

The Church* \ 

14. Ah my dear Saviour! pity Me, 
PreferveMein thy Heart } 

And Oh make haft, make haft, that We 
May Meet and never part. 

D I V E  

C 1 ) 

D I V E S  
A N D  .  

L A Z A R U S .  
IN Judab's Vale a Man of Wealth-abode, 

VHeas a Beaft, yetWorlhip'd as a God f 
Who Tyrian Cloaths, and Egypts Lihnen Ware, ' 
And on whofe Table met, Land, Sea and Air. 

Beneath the Threfhold of,his Out-moft Gate 
A pale, deformed, horrid Carcafs Sate ; 
Another Job, But of piore Fixed Woes, 
Who frombis Dunghil never once arofe, A \ 

*God Help Me was his Name. God was his all, * The 
Thofe few that knew him, Lazarus him did call Lafar. 

rt 

Need, Pain and Scorn at Once did on him lie 
t His Bed was Earth, bis Covering was the Sky : 

Nothing had he to pay of Natures Scores j 'brf 
Empty he was of Bread, but full of Sores.: e -

Hunger (ihatAVrack) will make a Man confefs, 
What mod eft Minds eo^eavour to fupprefs : 
Sharp Hunger whets the Wit, and'm.ends its ftrain, , 
it hurts the Bowels, but it helps the Brain. 

~ ' ' I * 



2 Dives and Lazarus. 
A Servant pafs'd the Gate, where, lo ! lie found 
This RufulObjed groveling on the Ground. 
Said Lazarus, Sir, if Pity be my due, 
Give to your Mafter what 1 give to you. 

Lazarus hvs Petition. 

M Oft Noble Sir, I humbly crave 
What Nature doth exatt from Me ; 

J am a Borderer on the Grave, 
Half/lain with/harp Neccfftty. 

Tor Childrens Bread I do not Call • 
J do not Ask your Servants Fare ; 
Only the Sweepings of your Hall 
1 Beg-, and what your Dogs may fpare. 

Doom Me not f Sir, to perifh at your Gate, 
Who may prefcrve Me, at fo Cheap a Rate ; 
Tor Father J udah's fake fome Frag ments give, 
Ml ferve You> at-God's Altars xvhilft J Vive. 

•'hi Dives his Anfwer. : v rA 

W Hat Dog is this that dares Pre.fume on Me ? 
Accurft be all fuch Crawling Toads as He 5 

Pcfts of my Gate, Vertnin that Creep fo N igh 
• 1 Hate 'em ; Let Him Rot and Die. 

In vain the poor Mans thoughts purfu'd his Suit; 
The Dogs were humane, but their Lord a Bruit ; 
They left their Snarling to their Matters Face ; 
They Ran, and'Lazarus gently did embrace. He 

Dives and Lazarus. 3 
He was the pity'cf Patient of thofe Hounds,(wounds. 
Whofc lambent Tongues did cool his burning 

This done, the fquallid Vaflals of the Times 
Scorn'd ragged Vcrtue, Honour'd purple Crimes : | 
Things arc mif-judged by the purblind Eye, 
Which views their Pofiure, not their tendency: 
Till Juftice 'wakes to right its injur'd Laws, 
Which doth not weigh the Perfon, but the Caufe. 

Nor Rags, nor Sores, are Clouds that can difguife 
A fplendid Soul to Heavens Soul-fearching Eyes.; 
Earths Lazarus was Heavens Dives; Earths difdain 
Was a meet Gueft for Heaven to entertain : j 
Now comes the Golden Hour that fets him free 
From his Apprenticelhip to mifery : 
His Corps (the Graves old Neighbour) long Undreft 
At length is Dipt into its Bed of Reft: r 
A Treafure 'tis, tho' Funeral-coft it wants ; 
The Richeft Mineral is the Dttft of Saints ; 
He was his own (moft ferious) Mourner here; , 
He Mourn'd enough, He needs no Hired Tear.' <9 

The time is come, that Lazarus mutt be clad 
With fuch fine Linnen, Dvies never had :. 
The time is come, that Lazarus mutt be Fed 
With Heavens rich Juices, and with Angels Bread. 

There is a Table richly Spread above, 
There is an Everlafting Feaft of Love-, 
A Feaft: which Friends and Frindlhipdoth maintain, 
Pale Envy is not there, nor proud difdain ; 
They all are One; In One they all agree, 
One is their all, which makes all one to be; 

1 i Here's 

— 
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Here's Height of Mirth, with Depth of Serioufnefs, 
Plenty without the Hazard of Excefs •, 
Here are full Joys in Hand, full Joys in View, 
Here Wine and Appetite are ever new .• 
Ever begins their Feaft and ne're does end, 
Whom growing Loaves and Living Springs attend ^ 
Their Harps are well-ftrung Hearts, well tuned 
And Sacred Hallelujahs are their Songs^ (Tongue) 
Here lit the Saints, Here the Believers Sire, 
Is Nobly Seated in his Rich Attire 
Hither the King of Heaven new Guefts doth call, 
Nor can he come too latp that cOmes at all. 

The mighty One who dwells and rules on High, 
Angels attend with an obedient Eye : 
The Secrets of his Breaft they do not Skill, 
But are the trufty Servants of his Will. 
Thus charg'd he them, * Bring Lazarus to the Feaft ̂  
c j4nd let bim take his Place next Abraham'* Breaft. 
They heard with Rev'rence, and obey'd their King, 
Joy rais'd their Hearts, & nimbly fhook their Wing. 

^They fled from Heaven, yet Heaven was with them 
It was their Heaven to do their Mailers Will. (Hill, 
1 hey ftopt not at the Stars (that pompous Ihow) 
Who went to view a Brighter Star below : 
The Point delign'd they well did underlland, 
Woio had old Voygers been to Canaans Land. 
1 here they had btQuLotsG ueft sQwho was their Ward) 
There had they been Elifha's flaming Guard. 
In that Land chiefly lay their Lords Affairs 
1 hey traffiq'd there for Souls ( thofe precious 

- (Wares) 
Soon came they where Sick Lazarus had his Lare, 
They ftop'd and waited for their Pailenger, 

No 

Dives and Lazarus. ; 5 
No vifitant found they with him, but the Lord ; 
No Nurfe, but Faith no Cordial, but the Word. 
They heard him praying, c Lord, fotne Merc y J how, 
1For Jean find no Mercy here below. 
This faid, he figh'd, and was of Life bereav'd • 
He gave his Soul, and they his Soul receiv'd,-
With Shouts and Songs triumphant up they went, 
Aad to the Company did him prefent 
They fhouted all, and joy'd the New-come Guelt, 
He gently Hoops and leanson Abrahams Breaft. 

Whom Dives Curs'd and ftately Fools difdain'd, 
How isheBleft ! Hoyv is. he Entertain'd ! 
Tho' Vertue here on.Earth neglected lies, 
Yet Heaven will raife it, for 'tis born to rife. 
Dives, that filken God, mull never dye, 
Unlefs his Creature and his falfe Prophets lye. 
He's fafe, if Death be call as far behind, 
His Body, as it is below his Mind. 
He's always young •, He learns it from bis. Glafs, 
Which fmooths his furrow'd5mp and paints his face. 
But a Cold ftriking Hand confutes the Lie. 
Down falls his Flattering Glafs, his Fancies dye -, 
His Garden-Walks mufthim no longer kpow, 
The Life-tree in his Garden doth not grow : 
His Palace muft be chang'd for a Dark Tomb, 
That was his Inn, but this muft be his Home •, 
He muft no longer at his Table ftay, 
The Voider (Death) is, come to take away : 
Death,that abhorr'd(bothName and,)thing comes on, 
And poteatly torments this Potent One 
It makes Amazing Breaches, and in fhort, 
Hath feiz'd the Out-works, and attacks theFoit': 
In what a wretched Pofturedoth he lye ! 
He cannot live, and yet he dares not dye. -

I 3 His 
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His Debt muil be diftrain'd ; for he'll not pay, 
Nor yield his Ghoft •, it mult be fetcht away ; 
He fpurns, be ftruggles, but Death keeps him under, 
And with one ftroke tears Flefh and Soulafunder ; 
Then rang the Houfe with his five) Brethrens Cries, 
Alas! our Brother ; fo they clos'd his Eyes. 
His outward parts are wafh'd, his inner Rooms 
Stuffed with Arabian Sweets and rich Perfumes. 
Now Death his Purple is, now he's allow'd 
Fine Linnen too, but 'cis a Fun'ral Shrowd y 
Grave-fac'd Spe&ators with their Garments torrid 
And Shrouded Lips attend, the Room doth mourn. 
Ah what a poor Revenge is this on Fate ! 
For one that cannot live, to Lie in State. 
Amidft the Gazing Crowd the Bearers come, 
With Pomp they bring him to his painted Tomb. 
Minftrels and Trumpeters their Noifesjoyn, 
And Women fellfalfe Tears for Currant Coyn. 
Now left his Friends fhould infaltftreams be drown d 
The.Cup of Confolation goes its Round. 

But ftay, my Soul; 'tis Death that thou muft view, 
Not lhadows which dead Bodies do Enfue. 

What a dark Notion and Abftrufity, 
Is this to living Men, that they muft die! 
Grim Death on his pale Horfe Triumphant Rides, 
He ftrikes us through our neareft Kinfmans Sides: 
Yet are we fenflefs, as the ftupid Mule, 
Live as Exceptions from the Common Rule; 
We caft a Cloth ore Death •, 'tis foon forgot, 
We charm the Serpent, and it flings us not. 

Now might one let this pleafant Error pafs, 
If Death was all, but Death his Second has, 

When 

^ pis 
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When once the DifTolution Hour is come, 
Out goes the Soul to hear her Final Doom. 

You who have flightly heard Fun'ral Knell, 
Now hear the Voice which dooms the Ghoft to Hell, _J 
For th ofe whofe hearts an Earthquake will not fhake, 
Thro' Heav'ns Loud-roaring Cannons may awake. 

Dives black Ghoft (all Horror and Defpair) 
Is from its Prifon fnatch'd to th' difmal Bar ; 
Behind him the impatient Devils roar. 
His Sins (thofe worft of Devils) ftand before 5 
With Terrors thus befieg'd in everyplace, 
He hears a Voice, but might not fee the Face. 
The Voice was roaring Thunder in his Ears, 
The words were tearing Bolts and flaming Spears; 
" Go thou accur/i, vile Catitif, hence away 
" To damned Ghojls, Come Devils, take your Trey. 
Struck with this Thunder, down he funk, he fell, 
And was a Triumph to the Fiends of Hell. 
Th' ingenious Tyrants did a Council pack, 
Their Malace fee their Wits upon the Wrack: 
When they had jointly ftudy'd to Torment, 
For their pale Prifoner then in hafte they fent; 
They chain'dand ftak'd him to a furious Flame, 
Where conftantftreams of Brimftone feed the fame. 
Behold Sins Martyr, and Hells Sacrifice ! 
He yells and howls, and vents unpity'd Cries. 
He finds no Friendly Ear, or tender Eye, 
He feels a thoufand deaths, but cannot die: 
Like burning Brafs he's Fir'd in every part, 
A Vultur lives upon his living Heart. 
God's gone, he's gone, and what an Hell is this^ 
To be depriv'd of everlaftingBlifs! 

. I 4 O this 
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O this Eternal Banifhment is worfe 
Than all the Remnant of the Dooms-day Curfe. 
This Hell of Hell may thus be underftood, 
No torments are fo bad as God is good. 
Befides, an Appetite in Man doth lie, 
Which nothing but a God can fatisfie ; 
And tho' this Appetite be here deluded 
By various Obje&s, in God's room obtruded. 
Yet when at death all thefe are laid afide, 
Then Thirfts the Soul for God, but is deny'd •, 
This Thirft unquench'd is fuch an inward Flame, 
An Hell in Hell is its deferved Name 
In Hell there qnnot be an Atheift, 
'Tis Hell in Hell that God is dearly miff. f 1 • * J • i 1W 

Poor Dives cries, 11 The.God for whom I fiafve, 
Y I cannot fee,. becaufe I would not fcrve, 
tL I Bleed to think, and thinking is, my Fate) 
*c He'often knocked at my Bolted Vate. 
44 Where are thofe Baits on which my Lujls did prey, 
11 The Price for which J cajl my ftif away ? 
44 Where's now my Pomp and Pride, 'ny Feajls & Sports, 
41 Whofe.Chains detain d me from the Sacred Courts ? 
44 0 did my Uoufe fo near the Temple /land,; " 1 ' 
" 0 did 1 perifh out o/Judahs L and ! 
44 Might I be try'd once more / But'tis too late, 
" JaJlice bath lock'd the Golden Mercy-Gate : 
44 Now J believe, and tremble : / repent, 
44 tint my Repentance is my Punifhment; 
4t It is not Virtue, but Necefftty •, , 
44 Alas, how m iferdbly wife.apfiT ? 
44 Might I return now to that happy Nighty 
44 Which veild me e're, my Parents faw the Light, 
44 Ah me ! Muft 1 lie here ! And ne're come out, 
He raves and flings his Curfes round about. He 
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He curs'd both Heaven & Hell, he curs'd the Earth, 
He curs'd the Day that witnefs'd to his Birth : 
But neither can his Tears his Griefs all wage, 
Nor dooes it cool his Heart to vent his Rage. _ 
This Keen Reflexion makes the Furnace Glow. 
44 It mujl be ever with me as 'tis now. 
44 Hells Flames no AJhes will produce : But I 
44 M ujl ever Dying Live, and Living Die. 
44 Souls for themfelves the Balm of Patience hear, 
44 'Tis the Poors Phyfck, hit it grows not here • , 
44 My Soul i s filhd with Home-bred tears and taunts, 
44 "77 j it sown Fury, and it fclj it haunts : , 
44 Pity was wont in M'tferies Houfe to dwell, 
44 But I am haled by the Hounds of Hell. 
44 Time us'd to be a Surgeon good at Wounds, 
44 But I am got beyond its happy Bounds. 
44 A Vcffel cbarg'd with fcaiding wrath am I 
44 Hoof A i n the Circle of Eternity. 

You who a'ffe&the pleafant Path to Hell, 
And love Damnation in its Caufes well, 
Look ftreight before you on your Journeys End, 
Do ye not fee th' infernal Smoak afcend 1 
Have not fome Sparks into your Bofoms Flown, 
Wher'by the Neighb'ring Coafts may well be known. 
Bold finner, ftop, no further progrefs make, 
Left your next ftep be in the F iery Lake • 
But, Oh! He ridicules his Fouls affairs, 
And labours to be damn'd at unawares. 
His Humour will not bear a Countermand, 
Alas for them who hate to underftand ! 
Who on their Fouls, Experiments will try, 
At the Charge of a fad Etern ity. 
Alas for them who never will awake, 
Till they are plung'd into the burning Lake ! 

Dives 
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To you 'tis bitter, but to you 'tis fweet, 
That we are parted and mult never meet • 
Heav'n were not Heav'n, if it near Hell was plac't, 
Nor Hell were Hell, if it of Heaven might tafte. 
Can our pure Light with Smoak & Darknefs dwell ? 
The Poles Ihallfooner meet than Heaven and Hell. 

Though Speech avails not, wracking mifery 
Exhorts from him another fruitlefs Cry. 

Dives and Lazan/s. 
Wtilft they lie Sletping on the Brink of Hell, 
The Smoak they fee not, nor the Brimftone fin e ll ; 
There they'll difport themfelves with Golden Breams 
Till they betray 'em to tbefe burning Streams : 
But let him fcare them with an hollow found, 
That they (like Lot) may flee their cur fed Ground: 
0 fend him quickly left they tumble in, 
And pro ve the flaming Records of my fin : 
Can 1 no water get at my define -, 
let, 0, no more, new Flakes of Fire. 

Lives hbs Second Petition. 

IF fitch an Envious Gulf there be,, 
Yet, Father, lend an Ear to me : 

From Earth to Heaven a way is Pavd ; 
How elfe came Lazarus to be Sav'd ? 
Let me fo finall a Boon entreat, 
That Lazarus may his Steps Repeat, 
And that he may cmbody'd go, 
And tell the Stories of my Woe. 

To my Five Brethren, who all dwell within y 
My Fathers Houfe (Ob bad he never been !~) ' C 
Brethren in Bonds of Nature and of Sin. S 
O let him tell-them that there is a God, 
Wbofe Scepter is a Sm-revenging Rod j 
And let him tell them that adventAous Drolls, 
Shall find unto their Cofi that they have Souls. 
Mine Jluck Tth' Scabbard, till its angry Lord 
L'n/leatlTd it, and it proved a flaming Sword > 
That Limbeck, Death, draws Spirits from our Clay, 
T o th' Element of Souls tbeyfihafi. away • 
And let him tell them, that the Sadducee 
Shall be Hells Convert, and Recant with me. 

IVhilft 

*3 

This Abraham heard with unrelenting Ears 
No pity's due to Hell-Hounds Cries and Tears. 

. Abraham'* Anftfer. 

0Nee Heav'n bow'd down & touch'd tl? Arabian 
And gave a Sampler of the facred Will (Hill 

lo Mofes Hands, thatcbofe/i Man'of Gocl ' 
Copies were taken and dlfyers'd abroad. * 

(So bis kind Arms abroad the River flings. 
So the free'Sun extends his fruitful Wirms -
Asthis mofl Sacred Light itfelfdifplays ° ' 
And Gilds the ^ents of Tdcdb with its ravs ~) 

tor Saints to come from Go'd there is'no caufe 
jiimfelt came down and did- promulge Lis Laws; 
iVeeds Lazarus take a Journey from the Sky 
When wifdom at your Brethrens Gates doth crv 
Let them hear Mofes, read by their Divines " 
W Synagogue, to which theif Houfeadioyns-
And let them hear the reverend Prophets next 
inofe wondrous Commentators on the Text. * 

Dives 
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Dives his Reply. 

MOfes ('tis true) was anVnerrtng Guide, 
So were thofe fi xteen Prophets on b isjide : 

This I as much believe, as if J faw 
The flawing Mount, and beard the Fiery Law, 
When every word was accented with 7 bunder, 
Which Rent thofe Oaks, -the Jewifh hearts afunder. 
'Tts here as ncceffary to believe, 
As it is Natural to feel and grieve : 
J t hat am now a Proof of [acred Writ, 
To argue backwards with my After-wit : 
JJeli in the tbrcatnings tho' I did not fee, 
The threatnings arc in Hell made plain to me. 
1 skowl'd upon the Heavens when they did Lowrc\ 
The Clouds. I fear'd not, but J feel the Shower. 
Nothing will move my Brethren but a Sign, 
Experience is the powerfulefl Divine : 
Faith is the Child of fenfe, whereas Report 
Js entertain'd with Blafphemy or Sport. 
They have a Sword to cut the Gordian Knot, 
Mofes faith many things but proves them not. 
And tho' they hear fubfiantial Proofs there be, 
Nothing is Proof to them but what they fee. 
Had they an Einiffary from above. 
The very Sight a future fiate would prove : . 
Might he but tell them of yonr Heavenly Strand, 
They'd all turn Pilgrims for that Holy Land 
Or might he preach the torments which J feel, 
His words woald wound like burning Gads of ft eel 
His words would tear dowm all, like thundring Guns. 
Beyond the faint Attempts of Levi's Sons. 

Dives and Lazarus.' i ^ 
0 were I of this cur fed Chain Released! 

(With that he gnafli'd his teeth and kncck'd his 
Might 1 be to the Earth a Preacher fent. break::) 
He burn up Sin like Stubble where J went • 
1'de fmoak away their Lufts and flattering Lies. 
Or forth Tde drive them with my Glaring Eyes : 
I'd blow a Trumpet which fhould Rend the Ground, 
Their trembling Heart-firings fhould in Con fort found : 
Tde teach th e faithlefs Sadduces their Creed, 
And make the Pharifees to pray indeed : 
Tde tell the Ranters fuch a doleful Tale, 
That they fhould mourn as in Megiddons Hale . 
Tde unbewitcb the fots and flaves of [in, 
That fuch a Reformation fhould begin 
As in Jofiah'i time did not befall, 
And the nex t Age fhould Canonize 'em all. 

Abraham's Rcjoynder. 

A Preaching Apparition , would confound 
Heaven daring Giants with its dreadful found, 

(Nonequake fo Toon as they who Heav.en do dare, 
Who fear not God, thegreateft Cowards are .• 
But were the coaft once clear, the (hake once o're. 
The Lees would fettle as they did before. 

It was a waking Dream they would conclude, 
A Juggle which our Senfes did delude : 

1 Or did we fomething fee ? And fomething hear ? 
1 Tet whence it came, it doth not yet appear. 
Nay, they would grayely reafon out the Cafe, 
What we can grafp, we gladly will embrace : 

1 The refl we leave *, to them let Children heark. 
' And fright themfelves with Fancies in the dark. 
1 What is a Spirit ? What's Infinity > 
! What does the Word [Eterna/J ftgnific ? Gharm'd 
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Charm'd are their Souls-with this Oration made, 
And now their fear fhall vanifh like the fhade-: 

Thus Fools (tho' pounded) trill not lofe a Grain, 
Jlnd Frozen J'nakes, when thaxv dy will hifs again. 

Come now thou that Prctend'ft to act the Man, 
Something there needsmuft be, which ne'rebegan-
If all were nothing once, fo 'twould be now, 
A Number from bare Cyphers could not grow : 
Nothing's a Barren Womb • if that could breed, 
To be and not to be were vvell agreed : 

One Point is gain'd, that fomething ever was; 
This hard word, Ever, you muft let it pafs : . 
Know'ft thou how far this Ever doth extend ? 
You thrift grant what you cannot Comprehend. 
But what was Ever ? This Imperial Robe, -
Suits not the Azure nor the Verdant Globe : 
One is a turning Wheel, thatSpins out time, 
The other Pools with fpotsof hardned flime. 
Now mark the kinds of each, and you fhall find, 
Unto their proper Sphears rhey are confin'd : 
Hereby is their Original Confeft, 
There's but a partial Goodnefs in the beft : 
This is the Voice of their Infirmity, 
c Mere Beggars and Derivatives arc ive : 
What's of it felf, that doth its felffuffice, • 
'Tis from our Creaturelhip our wants arife : 
What'sof it felf, that in it felf is Bleft, 
3Tis its own Center and at perfeft reft • 
Rich is that Being whence all Beings are, 
And whence each Being has its proper fhare. 
Nor is'ta wonder oflo high degree, 
To make to be, as of it felf to be • 
Something then ever was, which needs muft be, 
From all thelhades oflmperfeftions free. Hence 

Dives and Lazarus. 17 
Hence are we • and to think, in vain we arc, 
Is to condemn his.Wifdom at our Bar. 
As Men the .Badge of their dependance wear 
On their frail He{h- ( the Graves Probationer. ) 
And on their Hearts, whofe reftlefs Motion ifeow 
Something they want, which is not here below \ 
So muft they own vyhom they are fore'd tojpow, 
And p ay themfelves to whom themfelves they Owe: 
Neither would this their Light of Comfort Dim, 
Butt^ey Ihould lerve themfelves in ferving him. 
JChen Graves upbraid proud Grave-Jlones with their Lies, 
Cod's- Servant fs, a Titie never Dies. » 

The Thoughts in Man do prove his Soul to be \ 
His Confcience bodes his Immortality : 
This Bofom-Magiftrate his Fafts efpies 
And binds him over to the Jaft Alfize: 
He trembles at his Summons to appear \ 
His fear makes not a God, God makes his fear. 
Religion by Corroding doth-.alfay 
Even thro' an Heart of Rode to force its way. 
O might he to himfelf be fo fincere, 
To ftrive to pleafe whom he's conftraiix'd to fear, 

Yet will he be a Vagrant all his Days, 
Without a Method to dif^ft his Ways> -
What Eye e'r.e piere'd th' Almighties Sacred Brcaft ? 
Himfelf knows only what will pleafe him beft. 

Since Man was made to ferve his Makers will, 
Which is an height tranfeending humane skill. 
A Rule muft needs be granted from oil High 
For him to regulate his Aft ions by: 
This Heaven-fprung Rule that Sacred Roll contains^ 
Which in the Confecrated JUnds remains, 
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What Voices or,what Vifions would you have ? 
Gods Voice (or nothing) will your Brethrenfave 
New Methods of Salvation to contrive 
Is fruitlefs Labour: Let 'em Hear and Live -
But if they won't, their Mittimus isSeal'd • 
A ftubborn Patient never can be heal'd. 

If Preachers rats'd by God they will' difdain i 
Preachers rats* 4 from .the Grave (hould peach in wm 

,C'V - . " ' li bcL xl 
— ——— • • , d7i 7 i.'J • 

oi : ( - rrxsH hi -.. ; fj n 

F I N I S .  

Penitential 

CRIES'  
Begun by the Author of the 

Songs of Praife, 
And carried on by another Hand. 

Licenfed and Entted Sept. 12. 16^2,. 

C&ejFtftj) CDttwit Co&ectelk 

L O N D O N :  

Printed for Tho. Farkhurfi at the Bi
ble and Three Crowns, at the lower 
End of Cheap-fide near Mercers-
Chappef 1701. 



kbns. 

<> hi T if r 
^ -\_JL JL -jtJL 

oil lo todiaiA 3d J yc 

\q i^mZ 

.LncH i?riJonB yd ao trinrsbaA 

£$©I .ff-ifella T bar. b.)li.i>: 

.D$jn#o3 TfoiiJd^ 

•. A 0 0 A O i 

•:i : J: a f)T 10I i ?ar 
mof srL J£ .iwn' j ̂ - «.VT bar A4 
n voM 1£^a sWi\-<£to&) io bn3 .JO^I 

The CONTENTS. 

11. T HE Sinnert*SeIf-rtflection. ' I J ~-2& $3^ x&fkMtityjfii3i 
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Penitential Cries. 
I. 1'be Sinner's Self~Refletiion. 

I 

AH Lord, ah Lord, what have I done ? 
What will become of me ? 

What ihall I lay, what fhall J do > 
Or whither fhall 1 flee ? 

By wandering I have loft my felf. 
ana here 111 make my moan, 

O whither, whither have I ftray'd 
Ah Lord what have I done ? ' 

Thy Candle fearches all my Rooms 
And now I plainly fee, 

The numerous Sins of Earth and Hell 
Are fummed up in me. 

1 he Seeds of all the Ills that grow 
Are in my Garden iown, 

And multitudes of them arefprung 
Ah Lord what have I done ? 

T U IIL 
I have been Satans willing flave, 

And his moft eafie prey, 
He was not readier to command 

Than I was to Obey ; 
Or if at any times he left my Sou! 

Yet ftill his Work went on, ' 

Penitential Cries\ 5 
I was a Tempter to my felf; 

Ah Lord what have I done ? 
IV. 

jpoft at all the threats of Heaven, 
And flighted all its charms, 

Nor Satans Fetters would I leave, 
For Chrifts inviting Arms : 

I had a Soul but puz d it not, 
And now ray Soul is gone. 

My forced Cries do pierce the Skies, 
Ah Lord what have J done ? 

II. The Sinner s Remorfet as tie j<j P falcn. 
I. 

T ORD thou haft overcome, 
I i Eve got my deadly wound, 
And he that Kicks againft the Pricks, 

Will foon himfelf confound 9 
My Sins thofe venomous Darts, 

Which Heaven-wards I did throw, 
Are now my Rack, being driven back 

By mine Almighty Foe. 
II. 

My Sins have found me out, 
And at my door they lie t 

And there they ftay both night and day,! 
And there I hear them cry j 

In vain my Friends attempt 
To cure my miferies, : 

What they propound to m'e is drown'd 
In fins loud roaring cries. 

IIL 
In vain are all the Tears 

Of them that Hand without, 
A 3 My 
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My Dart's within, it is my fin,' *' " ' 1 

They cannot puR it Out 9 >• • -1 

My Heart is all one wound, 
My breath repeated fighs, 

My Bread is tears, my life is fefcris, • 
My Language <5roanS arid 'Cries. • 

- IV. y 
What are Heavens lights t'd him" [ . 

Who in the Dungeon lies, 1 ' tjsi 
Not one thin Ray, -"or'piece of1 day 

Does chearmy cloh&ecl <yes^,: •> ' 
Sins match enkindles Hell, 

Sin makes %he Damned Roar, I I 'i 
This I have heard without regard, 

But never knew before. 
fr;n> .jv i y;bsob wr30^;avf; 

I  I I I  T h e S i n h e r s  F e a r s .  '  
I. 

A Las! For I have feen the: Lord, - > < [> 
With a drawn'Sword he flood, 

Now might he fheath- it iA-riiy fleft, r' ^ 
^ A nd bathe it in my blrfody C 

I've dar'dhim with my mighty Sins, 
As if he was too flow,''- ' 

But now he comes both arrtfd and girt, 
As an inraged Foe. ; 1 

US 
What lhall a guilty Sinner dp ? • 1 • 

When Juftice does appeal, 
O whither IhallTflee from him, 

Whofe place is every where ? 
As I can neither fland nor fly. 

So neither can I bear, ; • 
.That mighty hand whichDrinds thcROcKsj 

And doth foundations tear. Ill 

VcniUttiiat Cries. ' 7 
III. 

|Mjr pale, my poor, my trembling Soul 
Do's ftart at every thing, . / " 

It hourly fears huge Hofts of wrath . ; 

I From this incerifed King - . 
Should he but his Commiflioit's.^rarit 

All Creatures vyould engage . 
[ Againft me as their Common foe, 

With an united rage. 
IV. 'y 

1 have fuch Monfters in my. Soul, 
As do portend and tell, .. 

As Devils here with me have dwrilt 
So I with them muft dwell •, 

They have my wretched Souf pofleft, 
They hold it in their chains, 

1 fear leaft they Ihould drag it down 
To fuffer endlefs pains. 

V. - " 
My fears are juft, I've deferv'd Hell, 

And 'tis my proper hire, 
But who can dwpjl, O who can dwell 

With everlalfing 'Fire ? 

IV. The Sinners Shame or Confnfm. V 
I. 

SO foolifh, fo abfurd am I, 
That nothing can be more ^ 

Was ever fuch a Monfter Teen 
Upon the Earth before ? 

I d are not look upon the Earth, , 
The witnefs of my Sin i 

My confcience is a Doonifday Book ; f 

ldare not look within. 
A 4 Upwards 



8 Penitential Cries, 
II. 

Upwards I durft not caft mine Eyes, 
For there my Judge doth fit: 

Nor downwards whence the fmoke does rife, 
From the Infernal Pit; 

How fhall I anfwer at the Bar, 
Of him who is moll pure ? 

I cannot anfwer for my felf ; 
My felf I can't endure. 

III. 
And as my felf I can't endure, 

My felf I cannot fly ; 
Thus Fools do fell themfelves for Slaves, 

And what a Slave ami ? 
My Heart the feat of folly is, 

My Life a Life of Sin, 
Surely I am more bruti/b far, 

Than ever Brute hath been. 
IV. 

Is this my wit, is this my way .' 
To make a glorious name ? 

Is this the thanks I've paid to Heaven, 
Ah what a beaft I am ? 

The Crown is fallen from my Head, 
My Royal Robes are gone ? 

Confufion is my only Cloak, 
And I muft put it on. 

V. 
And whilft I blu/h, and whilftl bleed, " 

Here will I fit alone \ 
And here I'll lead the Lepers life, 

And make my doleful moan : 
I am not worthy of the Earth,* 

Not worthy of the Air, 

I 
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Not worthy of the watery drop, 
But of the Damneds fare. 

VI. 
0 how it kills my heart to think 

Upon my foolifh ways! 
Yet this I'll bear, and blefs the Lord, 

Becaufe damnation flays. 

V. The Sinner's Amazement, as the 25 Pfalm. 
\ L I Read that Sins are Clouds, 

Whence Vengeance fto'rms have fell; 
But this is that, I wonder at, 

That I am out of Hell. 
Sure there are thofe in Hell, 

Who never have deferv'd 
In Hell to lie, fo much as I, 

And yet I am preferv'd. 

My fins have proudly fcorn'd 
My fins have boldly dar'd 

The God of Might, with much defpight, 
And yet my Soul is fpar'd. 

The belt and goodlieft things 
Which did this World adorn, 

By fin are ras'd, and quite defae'd, 
• Yet ftill 1 am forborn. 

III. 
At our firft Parents breach. 

Pale Death came rulhiag in, 
The Angels fell from Heav'n to Hell 

£reft with the weights of fin. 
The Sodomites Cry prevail'd, 

1 HcU could no longer flay, 
But 
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Botlo there came a Sulphrous Flame. 

And met them by the way. 
IV. 

When Corah did Rebel, 
Earth would not be his Slave, 

To bear his weight, but opens freight. 
And was bis willing Grave. 

When Jfrael did corrupt 
The Air, with murmuring breath, 

It did rebound, and gave a wound, 
And that was prefent Death. 

_ t V. 
The whole Creation groans, 

Sins Racks the World do fill, 
Is empties Rooms, to furnifti Tombs, 

Yet I am living Rill. 
On the Lords hand 1 live, 

And cannot but admire, 
He does not /bake fo vile a Snake 

Into Eternal Fire. «•" 
vi. 'i:'"-

1 bat Miracles are ce^s'd, 
Some confidently tefi -

But I do know it is not fo, 
Whillt I am out of JHelL 

VI. "fie Sinners Hope. 
I. WHO knows but fuch an one as I 

May Grace and Mercy find' > * 
I hear the God of Jfrael 

Is merciful and kind. 
Had he been pleas'd to torture: mc 

With everlafting bands, 

Penitential Cries. I I  

He might have dope it long ago 
Who had me in his hands. ; ' J. i 

;n, . obII. > y.roz.. 3 ' 
I do not he a r  t h e  T r u m p e t  f o u n d ,  o  .  i v ,  

To call me to his Bar, ' 
The proofs and patterns of his Grace rrl . -o> •/: 

Forbid me todefpair. . i. o n  '  •  

Defpair is fuch a fin of fins, ' f t 1  • • •  

It cannot be forgiv'n •, . > 
Whilfi: ether fins Hells way do pave, 

This Bars the Gat£s of Heav'n. - .if ( 
: :IIL T \.V tm\dty*G yM 

Ceafe then thy murmuring, O my Soul, 
And filently attend, V 

To th' founding Bowels of a C.hrut, 
Who is the Sinners Friend. 

He does not fay, Depart from me,-; u om ' , O 
Into Eternal Fire ^ 

But, Come into my open Bread, v - i 
Where weary Souls retire. • : - 1 ' • 

IV. 
The trem bling wretch, who toucht his Hem, •" * 

But fear'd an heavy Doom •, 
Received a Cure^ and Blelfing tooj -

and went rejoicing home. 
The Prodigal defervMb and far®d. 

Worfe than the Swine he fed -
But found a Mirthful Feaft at home, 

Who only lookt for Bread. •' \ 
. V. 

Heav'n lookt upon the Publican, 
Who was bow'd down With fhame- '• 

Mercy he call'd, which fobn appear'd, 
Aa^anfwer'd to its name. 

My 
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My Sins are mighty fins indeed ; 

But I have underftood 
Great fins are foils which do inhance 

The Price of Saving Blood. 
VI. 

My Soul h^s many gaftly Wounds, 
Yet will I not delpair, 

Whilft there is Balm in Gilead, 
And a Phyfician there. 

That I might march to Canaans Land, 
The Silver Trumpet founds. 

My Day thines, my Tent is fix'd 
Within Salvations bounds : 

' '< VI. 
The Door is fliut, but is not barrd, 

And he that is within, 
Does bid me ask, and leek, and knock, 

And drive to enter in: 
Here then 111 ask, and leek, and knock, 

Until the Door be ope i ,• 
Nor will I ftir a foot from hence • 

It is a Door of Hope. 

VII, The Sinners Confej fion. 

WHO, who can number all the Stars 
Or Sands upon the Shore ? 

thy Sins are multitudes. _ 
My Soul, thy Sins are more. v 

Alas ! I cannot bear the fight, 
They do like Clouds arjfe ; 

The Sword of Juftice will awake • 
For they have reacbt the Skies.' 

Penitential Cries, *3 

Mod ftubbornly I have rebell'd, 
And broke thy Law, O God; 

How juft is it, that fuch a wretch 
Should feel thy Flaming Rod ? 

I bleed to think how I did flight. 
Thy Meflage from above •, 

How 1 defpis'd thy Blood, O Chrift, 
And thy Redeeming Love ? 

III. 
How oft I did repeat my fin, 

And ran jipon the fcore. 
Tho' Confidence loudly did diflwade •, 

And bad me fin no more. 
How is it Lord thou doft fo long 

This wretched Soul forbear ? 
When almoft ev'ry thought's a fin, 

My breath pollutes thy air. 
IV. 

Manajfeb's fins w ere white to mine, 
Mine bear a Crimfon die 5 . /r 

Sure never any fo provok'c 
The Lord of Hofts as I. 

Ah how much viler than the Earth t< j] 
By fin am I become ? 

A Sinner of polluted birth, 
A Sinner in the Womb. 

,V. 
Lord, whither, whither mull I range 

To count up my tranfgreffions ? 
Give me thy pardon, in Exchange 

Accept of my Confefiion. 

VII. The 
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M 

VIII. Another of the fame. 7pd'<: 
WHO, who can number all the State, 

Number the fands upon theihoreri 
Then mailt Thou count the numerous Hofts, 

That throng my way .10 -Mercies Door, > 
: : - opT-V ydT 

&Ls2T.i(fcb7s fins were white to mine, r>' . , . . . . 
Mine bear the deepelt Crimfon Dy X- ' 

Sure never any fo provok'd, 
!>o fweet, fo kind a God as I. 

.0. . noqti n : / 
How is it Lord, Thorn dblifo long .an iih ; - .i\ 

Such Guiltinefs as this forbear, ,.il 3/n «/ 
When almolt every Thought's a bio J 

My very Breath pollutcstby Air. b:>rfo» r ; 
s /id%uod) yt'M Hon: Is '• V 

Sinners may for a time .rejoyce, . . • d ns -
Till threatned ftorms of,wrath arife ^ 

But challeng'd Juftice wilt awake: . \ 
Its Sword, and then ^©Sinner'dies. 1 

i'dovo.q oi yitt nv.r; ntk 
What Fools are they that entertain t i ;o h. jt 

With fcorn, the founds of GcifpeUGrtce^ 
ootrow and Sin walk in a Chain, V. I i v •• , . 

-Altho' they keep not cqtial Picenl/ofj fo -"J: i2 A 
d- '>'•*/ sthni r.-iCi- /-

Approaching fin isdeck't w.ith Charms, 
And fmilesin Promifes of Gain } 7 (/"H ' ,1 

No looner paft our Joys are loft, 
Ail fuch Delights Ihut up irr pain. - v'^' 

.j' .. .F' v in - . A 

IX. The 

IS Penitential * Cries. 
IX. The Sinners. Retreat. j cO 1 ; • .a $d of 

FArewell, vain Wbrld, I bid adieu* Cl.L 

Thou canft not filTbnt cloy ; ' 
Thy Throne, O God, does fend forth new, 

And more refined Joy .* 
Meer Vanity does Man purfue - p -

With Eagcrnefs and Heat ' 
The braveft things the World can Ihew 

Are but a perfed cheat • . . -
• A f;V' H 

Who gain the Riches of th^Eaith, 
Gain but a finer drofs,' 

Who gain a World, and lofe a Soiil, 
Suftain the greateft Iqfs? 1 ' * 

The blaft of Honour founds aloud . , . .7 
Yetthat's but empty Air, 

Which quickly pafTes thro* the Croudt 

And do's no more appear. V*?11' 

Alas, there's nothing here that can " -
True Blefiediiels afford.- ;V f"1* 

Ye painted fhadotfs, get Ve'ione, ':' 3 ... * 
Ye hold me from my Lord; 

Ms blefi: indeed who lovfcth God. 
Whofe nndefiled-flrfia-' ; 

Can fcorn fuch mean ignotfifeVfbVS?, " m 

He nobtc ]o^.Md. ' ^ ; ,,omrr" , .sfijjy et 9 . ,v ! ^rrooyEtd 
O happy they who ofty^Wei V;':* /*!''" 30ri -

Their God, aqd him admire. ,vrri 

That I may tnfie thofe Joys tharajK ewo®* ^ 
I'll from the World retire ; 

I'll 
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I'll make it my Ambition now, 

To be belov'd of God ; , 
And under his delightful Shade, 

Will fettle mine Abode. 

X. The Sinners Rejolves. 
i : THIS empty World has now too long 

Deceived me with Lies, 
I am refolved to be gone ; 

Deluded Soul, arife. "< . 
Go fly to Chrift withouf.delay, 

Engage him for thy Friend, 
Such men are blefled in their way,0 

And bleffed in their end. 
II. 

What have I more to do with fin ? 
Ye flattering fweets be gone -

The time and place 'twas afted in, 
Are fad to think upon. 

My vain companions I'll forfake, . 
Them from their ways, withdraw, 

i'll read a Lefture that fhall make 
Thofe frozen hearts to thaw. 

My fins will I no more repeat, 
Nor finilh that begun, 

My Summons to the Judgment Scat 
May come before it's done. 

1 will not with my Finger once 
Touch my beloved Sin. 

Who knows its latter end ? You know 
But where it did begin. 

IVK T he 

Penitential Cries. 
IV. 

The fnarcs of Satan lye fo low, 
And are fo fmootbly plac't ^ 

I'll foftly tread where e're I go, 
And never aft in hafte. 

The word and Spirit I'll obey, 
And think if God fay fo, 

It is enough, I'll never ftay, 
To fee what others do. 

/ v. 
I'll dedicate my felf to God 

And his alone will be, 
I triumph 1 am in the road 

To true felicity. 
Lord, all is fpread before thy face j 

My Soul refolves upon ; 
My Soul commits it to thy Grace, 

O leave it not alone / 

XI. The Sinners Cry for Pardon. 

GReat God, thou art a God of Grace, 
Who pardons haft in ftore ; 

0 do not turn away thy face 
From me, tho' I am poor. 

1 do deferve the hotteft plague* — 
Of an incenfed God $ 

To drink the Vials of his wrath, 
To feel the damneds rod. 

; IL 
But turn away thy wrath from me, 

Now turning at thy call 
O why fhould'ft thou exalt thy felf 

In thy poor Creatures fall ? 
B 
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I might be caft into thy Jail,— 

There lie for evermore; 
; But Lord, thy patience did give Bail, 

Thy Chrift did pay the fcore. 
III. 

Mercy, good Lord, Mercy I ask, — 
This is the Total Summ, 

For Mercy, Lord is all my fuit, 
Lord, let thy mercy come. 

Lord, if thou wilt my fins forgive, 
Wilt not in wrath deftroy ; 

'Twill add new comforts to thy Saints, 
Frelh triumphs to their joy. 

IV. 
This will encourage Sinners, Lord, 

To turn and feek thy face; 
When they (ball hear the worft of them 

Has now obtain'd thy Grace. 
My Sins are Mountains, tho' they be, 

Thefe Mountains cannot ftand. 
What are thofe Mountains to my Chrift ? 

They fly at thy command. 
V. 

My Sins indeed are numberlefs, 
Are not thy Mercies fo ? 

This did thy pardon'd ones profefs, 
They bad me to thee go. 

-Tho' they be numerous and great, 
I'm in Salvation's Road ; 

The i cannot pafs the blood of Chrift; 
Which is the blood of God. 

VI. 
Where Sin abounds, thy Word do's fay. 

Grace has abounded more • 
This 

Prnitential Cries. 
This is, and (hall be ftill my plea; 

Whilft thou haft Grace in ftore. 
Mercy, good Lord, Mercy, I ask ; — 

This is the total fumm* f" 
For Mercy; Lord, is all my fuit, 
Lord let thy Mercy come. 

XII. The Sinner's Addrefs to Chrijt. 
I. 

WHere lies a Sin, I'll drop a tear, 
Then view Redeeming blood, 

To mourning Souls Chrift will appear, 
And furely do them good. 

'Tis thou alone, my Lord, canft give 
This asking heart relief. 

Chrift's gentle voice would make it live, 
His hand wipe off my grief. 

1L 
Thofe falfly call'd the fweets of Sin,— 

Are bitter unto me ; 
I loath the ftate that I am in, 

Lord, may I come to thee ? 
But O wilt thou receive him now 

That's coming to thy door ? 
For I can bring no dowry, Lord, 

I come extreamly poor. nr. 
What if my tears could made a floud, 

My righteoufnefs is drofs, 
Thofe tears need walhing in thy blood, 

Tho' wept upon the Grofs. 
I have an Argument to plead 

Which thou canft not deny, 
B 2 
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Thy Grace is free, and thou doft give 

To Sinners, fuch as I. 
IV. 

Thou doft invite all wandering Souls* 
And I am one of thofe, 

With thee the fick do find a Cure, 
The weary find repofe. 

The World and Sin will ever vex, 
Will trouble and moleft, 

I therefore truft my Soul with Chrift 
To bring to Heavens reft, 

XIII. The Sinners Reception. 

WHilft others coltly Offerings bring 
iTuco my Lord moll dear, 

To him a Song of Praife I'll fing, 
And fatrilce a Tear. 

This is n?y chciceft gift, I have 
No better to impart; 

When thou receiv'dft me firft • then I 
Did offer up mine heart. 

II. 
I am the Prodigal return'd, 

And met upon a plain, 
And thou the loving Father, that 

Invit'ft me home again. 
. 1 hou didft invite, and bring me home 
' My ftudy now fhall be 

To furnifli and prepare a Room 
Whore Chrifl may dwell with me 

111. 
O cleanfe my Soul and make it white, — 

Adorn it with thy Grace, 

Penitential Cries. 21 
To dwell with me do thou delight, 

And never hide thy face. 
Who can but love fo dear a Lord ! 

I'll make a daily feaft, 
The daily exercife of Grace , _ 

Shall entertain my Chrift. 
IV. 

I love thee, Lord •, and thou dolt know 
How I adore thy name ; 

Surely, my God, I would do fo, 
Would wear a loving frame. 

With thankfulnefs I will record — 
Thy kindnefs ail my days, 

I'll Jive upon and to the Lord ; 
and breath a conftant praife. 

XIV. The Sinner's admiration of Divine 
Mercy, as the 148 Pfalm. 

I. 

TO praife Redeeming Love, 
Dear Chriltians, lend a voice, 

Come thou Diviner Dove, 
And help me to rejoice 

My heart too low, 
Lord thoucanft raife .• 
Beft Spirit blow, 
And 1 lhall praife. 

II. 
Here Lord will I admire 
The wonders of thy Grace ? 
Till thou fhalc ca 11 me higher, 
There to behold thy face : 

O Height of Grace! 
O Depth of Love! 

B 3 / . Now 
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Now fit me for 
My place above. 

Hi
ndi was my proper hire, • 
For I was Satans Slave, 
Fit Fuel for that Fire, 
But God delights to lave : 

God often calPd • 
I would not come : 
He call'd until 
He brought me home. 

^ _ IV. 
'Dejected Souls may not 
Acceptance with him fear • 
Ho figh was e're forgot j 
He Bottles eveiy Tear, 

Do not despair, 
Becaufe you fee, 
How kind the Lord . 
Has been to me. 

V. 
My Sins were very high, 
My Soul almoft in Hell, 
Yet Mercy then drew nigh 
And caught me as I fell. 

Blefs God, my Soul, 
Even unto death • 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 

VI. 
VVho ca^ this Love exprels ? 
His Mercy ne're decays, 
What can my Soul do lels, 
Than love him ajl my days ? 

Penitential Cries* 
Blefs God, my Soul, 
Even unto Death, 
And write a Song 
For every Breath. 

XV. Cry for I nereafe of Grace. 

I Blefs my God for giving Grace, 
Wilt thou inereafe my ftore ? 

And as my Graces do inereafe, 
Thp Praifes lhall be more. 

This barren Soil will never bear, ~ 
Or elle bear nothing good ; 

Unlefs thou water with thy Care, 
And raoiften with thy B̂lood. 

Be thou to me, as thou haft beeu 
Unto thine Jfrael, 

A Dew to keep my branches green, 
To make my blofioms finell. 

I daily thirft, I ligh, I groan, 
For greater growth in Grace ; 

0 fpread each ligh before thy Throne, 
Before thy brighter Face. 

Inereafe the Grace that thou haft wrought, 
So kindly, freely given, 

Lord cherilh it, till thou haft brought 
Me up the Stairs to Heav n. 

This thrifty Soul muft (till repeat 
Its earneft Suit again. 

1 am thy Garden, and intreat 
Thy Garden may have Rain, 

- B 4 
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XVI. For Spiritual Proteftion. 

T" Have an Hofl of Enemies. 
1 Are ever breaking in, 
batan, the World, the FJeih devife 

To mine me by Sin. 
I truft to God, as my defence, 

Againft her fubtilties • 
Fro™ ail deltruftive baits of fenfe, 

WjJt thou re/train mine Eyes i 
, , II. 

1 no ye combine againft my Soul, 
'mak.e tkc Lord my Guard, • 

W,h°wiI1 yo«r fiery Breath controul. 
• - Jr*10 will be my Reer-ward. 

whenever dangers near approach, . 
Lord be at hand to me, 

And bring my Soul to eachaflault, 
The nearer unto thee. 

/-», ^ HI-
o keep from Sin, which brings a frown, 

Be gracious aL my Cry : 
Let no Temptations caft them down, 
WK A 01jGrace re,ye-

IVh S-'113' frame fet.up within, 
Which thine own hand did raife > 

Be ever bro c or (lurr'd by Sin, 
Why flioaldeft thou lofe thy praife> 

e )V-
. aJs,t,!iy care. tby hand is large 
And nils each empty fpace • 

Remember that I am thy charge • 
This day confult my cafe. * 

.. U,I l . . JM.l —-
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My Soul, my Frame, I will commit — 

To thee,' O Holy Ghoft ! 
Thou art my Guardian, and I truft, 

Thy work fhall not be loft. 

XVII. Lamenting the lofs of Firjl-Love. 

OThat my Soul was now as fair, — 
As it hasfometimes been, 

Devoid of that diftra&ing care 
Without and guilt within. 

There was a time, when I could tread 
No Circle but of Love 

That joyous Morning now is fled •, 
How heavily I move? 

II. 
Unhappy Soul, that thou fhould'ft force 

Thy baviour to depart, 
When he was pleafed with fo courfe 

A Lodging in thy Heart. 
How fweetly I enjoy'd my God ? 

With how Divine a frame, 
I thought on every Plant I trod, 

I read my Saviour's Name ! 
HI. V 

I liv'd, Ilov'd, I talkt with thee,-
So fweetly we agreed, 

And thou no ftranger waft to me, 
Till 1 became a weed. 

The Tempter robb'd me, and I muft, 
I fear, be ever poor ^ 

May this fuffice to rowl i'th' dull, 
Before thy Temple Door ? 

J IV. 
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IV. 

My dearefl: Lord, my Heart flames not 
With Love, that; Sacred Fire, 

But fince my Love has wore that blot, 
Repentance runs the higher. 

O might thofe days return again, 
How welcome Ihould they be ! 

Shall my Petition be in vain, 
Since Grace is ever free, 

V. 
Lord of my Soul, return, return, 

To chafe away this Night, 
Let not thine anger ever burn ; 

God onco was my delight. 

XVIIIs The Sinners Conflict, 

OWhat a War is in my Soul, 
Which fain would be devout 

I am molt weary with the Fight, 
But may not yet give out, 

The Flefh and Spirit, both contend 
For this weak Soul of mine, 

That oft I know not what to do, 
But, Loid, I woald be thine. 

II. 
I would believe, but unbelief 

Prevails the other way -
Andlmave conftant caufe of grief, 

A longer night than day. 
i cry to God, thofe Cries declare, 

Whole part my Soul do's take, 
Accepts my poor defires, whilft I 

Do this refiftance make; 
III. My 
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III. 

My Evidences Ihould be clear, 
But ah the blots of Sin 1 

Turn cheating hope to fadning fear, 
And make black doubts within. # 

The Laws of Sin, and Grace will jar, 
» Both dwelling in one room, 
The Saints expeft perpetual War, 

Till ve are fent lor home. 
IV. 

Altho' thefe Combats make you fear, 
They Ihould not call you down, 

God will give Grace to hold out here, 
And Glory for its Crown. 

' XIX. The Back-Jltders Return. 
L 

TH O' I am fallen from my God, 
I'll venture to draw nigh •, 

His Word alTures me, he would not 
Have any Sinner die. 

Sinners may hope to fee God's Face, 
Tho' fallen ne're fo low • 

If they go to the Throne of Grace, 
And weeping, they^ go. 

Who fhames himfelf before him there, 
H is Sins lhall be forgot 

If Sinners blulh, when they confefs, 
That blulhiDg hides their fpot. 

Ah Lord ! I am aftiam'd to come, 
Alham'd with thee to meet, 

I dare not look, but down I fa ll At thy moft blefled Feet. 
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III. 
Did ever any thus before, 

Thus bafely wrong thy Grace ? f' ', 
Sure I'm more vile than any one 

Of wretch aidant*g Race. 
Here comes a Prodigal, Lord, hear, 

And anfwer at his Call, 
I beg for Jefus fake, that thou 

Remember not my Fall. 
IV-

Nothing I plead on my behalf, 
But yet thou knowelt well, ( prai]c 

Bright Saints in Heav'n were once blac 
Snatcht from a burning Hell. 

The Blood of Bulls thou askcft not, 
A Penitential groan 

Shall be accepted, this I bring, 
And offer at thy Throne. 

XX. The Sinner's Morning Prayer • as t I 
100 Pfalm. ' 1 

I. 
OD who_once more unfeal'd mine eyes, 
. shall have my phoiceft Sacrifice, ? 
ifrhpn- rliml,. r I li.. ' 

G 
My higheft thanks I humbly pay 
For Mercies running night and' dly. 

O Lord, thy Pardon I implore, 
/\nd Grace, that I offend no more, 
O let thy goodnefs never ceafe • 
Renew thy Covenant of Peace. 

A - ' I1L 
As thou reneweft ftill my days, 
With new endearments crown my ways -t 
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Father, with me this day abide 
Be thou my leader and my guide, 

IV. 
That I may plainly fee and know, 
The very Path where I Ihould goj 
And may at night rcjoycing, fay, -
My God was kind to me this day. 

V. 
Thofe Graces that I want fupply, 
And keep me with a tender Eye; 
Let my corruptions more and more, 
Lofe of the ground they had before. 

VI. 
By Faith, dear Saviour, 1 would live, 
And like the fruitful Lily thrive ? 
The fruitful Chriftian honours God, 
And Ihews his Paftures to be good. 

VII. 
Give me my claim to Heaven clear, 
Thy conftant Grace to perfevere: 
Whilfthere on Earth be thou my Guard, 
And at the laft my great Reward. 

XXI. The Sinner's Evening Prayer \ as the 
ioo Pfalm. 

1. 

OLord, behold a wretched one, 
That flings himfelf before thy Throne, 

By practice finful, and by birth, 
Lord, viler, viler than the Earth. 

.11. 
0 let thy Chrift my Jefus be, 
Tofave from 5in and mifery ! 

Father, My 

* 
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My Soul, beneath thy feet I Jay, 
In creating Pardon for this day. 

III. 
God made his World, and brought me in* 
And I b rought mine, my World of Sin * 
Behold thofe Sins not as a Spy, 
To mark, or as a Judge, to try. -

IV. 
But as a Phyfician to the Poor, 
Who brings a Balfam for the Sore : 
Abfolve, renew me by thy Grace \ 
Fit me for Death which comes apace. 

V. 
Encircle me within thine Arm, 
My Body to defend from harm \ 
Preferve my wandring Soul from Sin, 
Both going out, and coming in. 

VI. 
Keep far from me a carelefs heart. 
From which my Saviour would depart : 
O blefs and profper all my ways, 
That they may iflue in thy Praife. 

i XXII. Cry for Improvement of Talents. 

I Am a Tree that God hath fet, 
Which he expe&s Ihould grow-.' 

We mult allow that Hand to reap, 
Which was at coll to fow. 

II. 
If thou cxpedeft from my Flock, 

Or from my Tillage Bread. 
Then help me to improve my Stockj 

Let not thy Grace lie dead. 
< • II. Th 
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II. 

Thofe Talents that the Mailers fend, 
The Servants mull improve, 

Thine Aid, O my great Mailer ! fend 
To help me from above. 

Since thou didlt buy me, when a Slave, 
Shall I not now be true ? 

I'll ufe the power that I have, 
Dear Saints, for God and you. 

III. 
With Riches give a liberal Heart, 

That fo I may re/tore 
Again, and pay thy Tythes unto 

Thy Deputy the Poor. 
That honour thou dolt Ihine on me, 

Shall honour thee always j 
My lelTer T alents join to pay 

Their Tribute to thy Praife. 
IV. 

Whate'er is mine, it firll was thine, 
And thine Ihall ever be ; 

All my Enjoyments Ihall combine 
To raife, and honour thee. 

Accept the Mulick from each firing 
Prefented at thy Throne. 

XXIII. A Cry before the Sacrament. 
I. 

TO day the Lord of Hofts invites 
Unto a coftly Feafl -7 

O what a priviledge is this, 
To be th' Almighties Gueft I 

II. Am 
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1 Lr ii. 

I am invited, I muffc go, 
Lord help me to prepare, 

Tmt To I raav be welcome, and 
Partake of Childrens fare. 

III. 
AM * hey that fir down with him mull 

bedecked with hisCrace; 
I ill-lies on fucn Communicants, 

And they behold his Face. 
- ; . IV. 
I vho, and what am I ? O Lord ! 

;vM and unmeet, 
: oine within thy doors, or to 
Yafh thy Difciples Feet! 

V. 
Come, holy Spirit, come and take 

My filthy graments hence, 
The guilt, the ftain, the love of Sin, 

Will give my Lord offence. 
VI. 

Remember not my fins, O Lord ! 
Which ever load my mind, 

Thy Son did die, for fuch as I, 
That i might Mercy find. 

VII. 
World diftra&ions Hay behind, 

Below the Mount abide, 
Be no difturbance to my mind, 

Nor make my Saviour chide. 
VIII. 

tLet nothing that is not Divine 
Within thy prefence move, 

Penitential Cries. 
What e're would caufe thee not to Ihine 

In tokens of thy love. 

33 

Whilft 
IX. 

j dolt at thy Table lit, 
Send out thy Spirit to breathe 

Upon my Soui, to fummon forth 
My Graces from beneath. 

X. 
Awake Repentance, Faith, and Love, 

Awake, O every Grace ; 
Come, come, attend this glorious King, 

And bow before his Face. 
XI. 

0 come, my Lord, the time draws nigh 
That I am to receive, 

Stand with my Pardon fealed by, 
Perfwade me to believe. 

XII. 
Let not my Jefus now be ftrange, 

Nor hide himfelf from me ; 
O caufe thy Face to Ihine upon 

The Soul that longs for thee. / 
XIII. 

O let our entertainment now 
Be fo exceeding fweet, 

That we may long to come again, 
And at thy Table meet. 

XXIV. Vnder Defertton. 
I. 

MY Lord, My God, I once could fing, 
But now I fear to fay 

>d, I only cry my King, 
Of force I mull obey. 

IVe 
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I've forfeited that blefied Gueft 5 

That joy that fometimes fhone, 
Within this dark unhallowed breaft, 

O whither is it gone ? 
Ik 

In infinite companion, Lord, 
To my complaint give ear, 

Whole troops of forrow bear me down, 
0 when wilt thou appear ? 

Remember, Lord, what I am ftH'd, 
> Tho' under darknets. great, 
Tho' under darknefs, ftill thy child, 

My heart is ftill thy feat. 
111. 

Mv King, thou doftpoflefs that Throne, 
Thou doft that Scepter fway. 

Tis thine, 'tis purely thine alone, 
1 hate the finners way. 

Lord, when thou feeft me cometopray,, 
Bow down a gracious ear 

1 o anfwer me make no delay, 
One darkfome day's a year, 

. . 1V-l know I am extreamly vile, 
Lo here is room for Grace, 

Look therefore on me with a fmile, 
A reconciled face, 

will no more my Lord provoke 
™ 0r_«ufe thee to withdraw, . 

'T former frowns have made me wife 
To tear and ftand in awe. 

V. 
My reftkfs Soul willne're give o'er, 

Until thy Bowels move -t 
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I'll not be driven from thy door, 

'•Til thou fhall fay, 1 love. 

XXV. For the Succcfs of the G off el. 
I. AMong the Jews let every Tribe 

Turn to their Ancient Lord, 
All Glory to his Name afcribe, 

With joy receive his world. 
Let Jews, and Gentile word agree 

Thy glorious Name to raife, 
When they the path to Heaven fee, "j 

They'll come with Songs of Praife. 
II. 

O that the Lord would conquer thofe 
That do refill his hand, 

O caufe that all thy Churches Foes 
May yield to thy Command. 

Thy Churches, Lord, beyond the Seas, 
Are graven on our Hearts ; 

Shower down thy Grace on them and thefe, 
Let neither lofe their parts. 

HI. 
Let thofe that feek thee not, be found, 

Whilft the defpifers fall, 
And thofe that hear the Gofpel found, 

May anfwer to its call. 
Thy Saints complain that they are few l 

They make too mean a Qpire; 
Let converts fall like Morning Bew, 

Thy Praife will rife the higher. 
IV. 

In England give thy Gofpel free 
From a devifed drefs, 
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And let thy goodnefs which do's fhine 

In H—*— ne're be lefs. Name your 
- Town here. 

Let thole whom thou haft known of old, 
Be quickly called home, 

Even all thy Sheep within this Fold, 
Compel them Lord to come. 

V. 
Build up thine own, who wait till thou 

Doft their corruptions kill; 
Breathe on our Souls, advance our Grace 

Lord, higher, higher ftill. 
Our Paftor whom thou doft appoint, 

To keep our Vineyard, blefs, 
With faving Grace, thy fweeteft fmiles. 

And with a fair fuccefs. 
VI. 

Of thy fweet prefence grant us more: 
Much more our SouJs defire -

llntill we ling on Sions Hill, ' 
With that Seraphick Quire. 

XXVI. For afoft Heart. 

TH" Hea"is Harder than a Stone, 
1 hat riles up to play, 

A!iineir vv^'' forrow thinks upon 
The Sins of Yefterday. 
he laft night failure*, well might make, 
Ir they were duly fcann'd, 

tach Rock, each Sinners Heart to ake 
For Saints are daily tann'd. 

Ah Lord ! doft thou not fee my heart r 

. Alas / how little Lpve 1 1 
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I pray thee do not lofe thy parp, 4 , 

Drop foftnefs from above. 
0 keep it tender ! keep it foft, 

That I may know to raife, 
And quickly fen the loweft ftring, 

Unto a Tune of Praife. , . -
III. 

Thy People do lament and cry, 
Their Sins have made them groan j 

Give me their frames, then fo Ihall 1, 
Lord rowl away this Stone. 

If thou with-hold a little fpace, 
Witb-hold not very long •, 

Send down the melting Dews of Grace, 
I'll fend thee up a Song. 

IV. 
Make my heart fofcer ftill, fofter ftill,-

Me like thy mourning Dove, 
1 mourn becaufe I cannot mourn, 

But Lord thou know'ft I love. 
Make my heart fofter, fofter ftill; 

That by thy-gracious hand 
A deep impreflion may be made 

Even from the leaft Command. 

XXVII. uigainfl Vnbelief. 

A'Soul that's burden'd with the weight 
Of Sin that on him lies, 

Muftgoto Golgotha, then ask' 
For whom that Saviour dies. 

Surely for Sinners, fuch asl, 
That precious Blood was fpilt, 
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Come, poor defiled Souls, O come, 

And wafh away your guilt. 
. . II. 

Chrift calls, arife, and do not fear, 
Tho' thou waft Satans Slave, 

Let this thy drooping fpirit che^r, 
His errant was to fave. 

Chrift did appear to Magdalen, 
When blinded with her tears, 

To lead on1 others to believe, 
And caft away their fears. 

III.' 
My Sins are grown fo high, that they 

Deferve a fecond flood, 
Behold the Deluge, Chrift is come j 

To drovyij them in his blood. 
My work is to believe on him, 

By Faith his Blood apply, 
When Faith takes out the fiery fting, 

That Sinners /hall not die. 
IV. 

Lord give me this believing heart 
Advance it more and more, 

Rebuke thefe doubts and fcruples that 
Are crowding at my door. 

Lord, Satan lays my Sins are high, 
And fpread before thy face 5 

Vaft heighths indeed } but what are thefe 
Unto the heights of Grace ? 

XXVI11. For Vniverfal Obedience. 

LO R D  t h o u  h a f l  p l a n t e d  m e  a  V i n e  
In fertile foil and air, 

Nov! 
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Mow tend and water me as thine, 

Make me thy daily cave. 
My Chrift I'm wholly thine, direft 

Me wandering in the dark, 
0 may my conftant aims be ftrait, 

Thine honour be my mark. 
II. 

1 have obferv'd thy facred Laws 
To be exceeding wide, 

Let me not from the leaft of them 
Turn willfully a fide. 

Lord let thy Word and Spirit guide 
Thy Servant in thy way, 

May I walk clofely with my God 
And run no more aftray. 

III. 
Shall Simon bear thy Crofs alone 

And other Saints be free ? 
Each Saint of thine fhall find his own 

And there is one for me. 
When e're it falls unto my lot 

Let it not drive me from 
My God, let me be ne're forgot 

'Till thou haft lov'd mc home. 
IV. 

O happy Chriftians, be not loth 
To have a coarfer fare : 

Saints that have had no Table cloth 
Had Chrift at dinner there. 

To do or fuffer I am pleas'd, 
So long as Chrift ftands by, 

Support me with thy conftant aid, 
Left all tby Graces die 
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t, . V. 

,e wfy to the upright, Hrength, 
Lord make it lo to me, 

That never tiring with the length, 
My Soul may reach to thee. 

XXIX. The Sinners Cry for Quickmng Grace. 

THE Spoufe fought her beloved one 
But fought him on her Bed, 

Seldom fuch feekers fpeed with God 
Cold Pray'rs are counted dead. 

Bow many Duties do I fpoil 
How many Sins do I ' 

^jContraft by this my drowly frame 
forgetting Chrilt is by ? 

Thy Saints enjoy a lively Frame 
Run cheerfully to God 

Twi[.SeaTnJy Praifes ft'ew fame 
Whilft 1 ni a JifeJefs clod. 

An Lord lhall it ever be thus ? 
Have I no wings from thee ? 

mc 10 g0 bowed down, 
Wbilft other Chriftians flee 

XT HI. 
None can remedy this but thou, 

D™P d,own the Oil of Love, 
My Soul then like Jminadab 

With fwift delight will move. 
Some t0 witb quick'niflg Grace. 
Remove this drowlie frame. 

Then lhall the fire of Love within, 
Break out into a flame. 

IV. 

Penitential Cries. 4* 
IV. 

Come, come to me, O come and fet 
My Soul upon the Wing, 

When 1 upon the Mountain get, c 
I'll praife my heav'nly King. 

No more delays, O come, and blow, 
Stir up thy Grace begun ^ 

When thou doft breathe, thy Spices flow; 
The work goes kindly on. 

XXX. For Communion with God. 
L 

A Las my God, that we fhou'd be, 
Such Strangers to each other, 

0 that as Friends we might agree, 
And walk and talk together. 

Thou knowefl; my Soul do's dearly love 
The place of thine abode, 

No Mufick drops fo fweet a found, 
As thefe two words, My God. 

II. 
1 long not for the Fruit that grows 

Within thefe Gardens here, 
I find no fweetnefs in their Rofe, 

When Jefus is not near. , 
Thy gracious prefence, O my Chrift 

Can make a Paradife; 
Ah what are all the goodly Pearls 

Unto this Pearl of price •, 
ill. 

May I tafte that Communion, Lord, 
Thy People have with thee ? 

Thy Spirit daily tal£s with them, 
O let it talk with me 5 

Like 
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Like %noc\ let me walk with God, 

And thus walk out my day, 
Attended with the Heav'nly Guards 

Upon my Kings High-way. 
IV. >s 

When wilt thou come unto me, Lord ? 
0 come, my Lord moll dear, 

Gome near, come nearer, nearer ftil], 
I'm well when thou art near. 

When wilt thou come unto me Lord ? 
1 languilh for thy fight, 

Ten thoufand Suns if thou art ftrange 
Arefhades infteadof light. 

V. >T G. 
When wilt jhou come unto me, Lord'? 

For till thou doft appear, 
I count each moment for a day, 

Each minute for a year. 
Come Lord, and never from me go, 

This Worlds a darkfbme place, 
I find no pleafure here below, 

When thou doft veil thy Face 
VI. 

There's no fuch thing as pleafure here 
My Jefus is my all, 

As thou doft (bine or difappear 
^ My pleafures rife or fall. ' 
Come, fpread thy favour on my frame 

No fweetnefs is fo fweet; 
Till I get up to fine thy name, < 

Where all thy Singers meet. 

XXXI. Or. 
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XXXI. On the Lord's Day. As the 100 Pfalm. J 
I • 

THou fpreadft a weekly Table, Lord, 
Where Souls may Banquet on thy Word t 

Whilft means in plenty we enjoy. 
Let not our Souls be parch'd and dry. ' 

H-
We wait here at Bethefda^s Pool, 
Thofe Waters which refrefh and cool, 
We wait whofe Souls are fcortcht with fin, 
O come, dear Saviour, help us in. 

III. 
Thy Power and thy Grace difplay, 
Be thou amongft us on thy day, 
That Sinners may obferve thy call, 
And numerous Converts to thee fail, 

IV.. 
That thofe who do thy footfteps trace, 
May find all fweetnefs in thy Grace, 
O may they never more complain 
That they have fought their God in vain. 

Thy people at thy Footftool lye, 
Behold us with a gracious Eye, 
O let onr Souls with Jefus meet, 
Our fellowfhip with him be fweet. 

VI. 
Among thy people here am 1, 
Lord let me not be palTed by, 
Let this poor Soul with Triumph fay, 
I've feen my deareftLord today. 

VII. 
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VII. 

I fit within thy Temple fliade, 
O let thy prgfence make me glad, 
Love me, my Lord, or elfe I die, 
Thy love alone can fatisfie. 

- XXXII. The Sinner's Cry upon Cbrijl's Departm 

"T Had a Lord, but ah he's gone 
JL And left my troubled Soul alone .• 
Him I purfue with begging Eyes j 
Alas he difregards my Cries. 

U. 
I bid my fighs my Griefs declare * 
He counts my fighs for empty Air • 
So like a wither'd flower 1 mourn, 
Nor can look up till he turn. 

III. 
O Thou lov'd Object of my Soul, 
Thou my Phyfician make me whole : 
Thole whom thy Abfence makes to grieve, 
Thy prefence only can relieve. 

IV. 
Sure fin's the Caufe, but tho' it be, 
Thou pitieft finners, pity me -
Lord, i have read, thy Blood was fpilt 
t o wain away the finners Guilt. 

V. 
If every fin^ was Guilt of Blood, 
And I maik d out for Vengeance flood, 
Lp run, and to the Saviour kneel: 
The Saviour knows what finners feel. 

IV . VI. 
My Pitying Friends would yield Content 
10 me thus loft in banifhmenc, None 

Penitential Cries. 
None but my Lord can eafe my Pain, 
All other Helpers help in vain. 

XXXIII. Of Death. 
I. DEath fleals upon us unawares, 

And Digs a Grave unfeen, 
Whilft we difpute, are full of Cares, 

What may be, what has been 
Shall Ibe bent.on vanity? 

And rottennels to trufl, 
Till Death fhall lay his hand on me, 

And crumble me to duft ? 
It. 

What if my Sun ftiould fet at Noon, 
If Death (hould call to day ? 

Can'ft thou, my Soul, go oft fo foon, 
Haft thou no fcores to pay ? 

Behold my Sands, how quick they fall, 
How near I am my Goal, 

Let not my Body be undreft, 
Till thou haft dreft my Soul. 

111.  
That at the Trumpets found I may 

Spring from my dufty bed, 5 
Hejoycing at the Voice that calls, 

Arife, come forth, ye dead. 
Lord, give me patience if I lie • 

Upon a dying bed, 
C) let my Saviour ftanding by, 

Support my weary head. 
~ ' IV-
Support ray weak and tott'ring Faith 

Whilft difmal fears annoy j 
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My Jefiis, be my fweet defence, 

My Jefus be my joy. 
Bleft Advocate do thou not fail 

At this time to appear, 
O let my fhaken Faith prevail, 

My evidence be clear. 
V. 

My Soul in thy fweet hands I truft, 
Now can I fweetly fleep, / 

My body falling to the duft, 
I leave with thee to keep. 

XXXIV. Another Meter. 
I. MAns Life's a Sigh, a Groan, a Cry 

Looks up, and then begins to die 
Death fteals upon us whilft we're green, 
Behind us digs a grave unfeen. 

II. 
But Oh how free a Mercy's this, 
That Death's a Portal into Blifs -7 

While yet the Body's fcarce undrcft, 
The Scnl is flip't into its reft. 

n i . .  
My Soul! Death fwallows up thy fears, 
Thy Grave-Cloaths dry off all thy tears; 
Why (hou'd we fear this parting pain, 
Who die that we may live again. 

v IV. 
Who walk below in Faith and Love, 
Are fiire to live with Chrift above \ 
A Bofome Heaven will afford 
To thofe that live unto the Lord. 
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V. 

0 how t he Refurre&ion Light, 
Will c larihe Believers .fight ! 
How joyful wijl the Saints arife, 
And rub the Duft from out their Eyes ! 
My Soul, my Body, I will truft 
With him who numbers every Duft J 
My Saviour faithfully will keep 
His own, and Death is bat a fleep. 

XXXV. Pfalm. 63 8. My SoulfoUom hard after theti 

U 

MY God, my God, my light, my Love, 
Mine all in all to me, 

thou a gracious Father prove 
To fouls that hang on thee ? . v , • 1 

J. II. - - ' ,!M. " 
My God, my God, my light, my Love, 

For thee I thirft alone, .J 
The fweeteft Waters upon Earth, 

My Soul accounts as none. 
Ul. 

My God, &c. 
Mine only, only Friend, 

1 feek, 1 long, I look for thee, 
Why wilt thou not attend i < * i 

IV. 
My God, &e. 

O whither art thou gone? 
Either be near unto me here, 

Or lift xne to thy Throne ? 
V-
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V. 

My God, &e. 
Can ft thou that foul forfake, 

That follows thee with reftlefs cries 
Longing to overtake ? 

vC ' "I* V ' _ • 
My God, &c., 

Thy Child intreats thy ftay, 
Father fhall not thy Bowels move ? 

0 turn, and look this way. 

VII. 

My God, &c. 
Come, come, with me abide 

Rejoyce me with thy prefence, for 
1 know no joys befide. 

VIII.. 

My God, &c. 
Hear thou my mournful cry, 

The God of Love hears from above, 
He will not fee me die. 

F I N I S :  

Sacramental Hymns 
Colle&ed f chiefly) out of fuch 

PASSAGES 
O F  T H E  

New Tefiament 
As contain the moll:- durable matter 

of Divine Praifes in the Celebration ofthe 

loabs >&uppcr. 
To which is added one Hymn relating to 

, Baptifm, and another to the Miniftry. 

By J- Boyfe. 
With fome by other hands. 

JlicenfeD j anb ( JfntreD accotfitng to 4DjT)et, 

Printed at Dublin, and Reprinted at London 
by Thomas Parkhurfl at the Bible and Three 
Crowns in Cheap fide. 1693. 



P R EF ACE-

I Shall not here undertake, after [o many 
excellent Tens have done it, to recommend 
that ufeful and delightful Exercife of 
ftnging Divine Pfalms or Hymns- Tho\ 

both the exprefs, commands for it in the holy 
Scriptures, and the common and abundant expe
rience that ferious Chriflians have, of the happy 
influence of it to chcrifh and encreafe their Devo* 

" ti on, doesfurnijh us with fufflcient Arguments to 
that purpofe. And indeed the prattice of the 
Reformed Churches abroad feems to reproach 
our own, who exceed us in the frequency of this 
duty, as they have the advantage of us in the va
riety and fweetnefs of their Tunes, their skill in 
ftnging 'em, and their doing it without the inter
ruption of reading every line- And as this was 
more remarkably the pr attic e of the Pro tenants 
of France, fo thofe Events arc too^ mem orable 
to be eaftly forgotten, which Monfieur Jurieu 
relates (inthcyi\\ Paftoral Lr- Vol. I ft.) con
cerning Voices heard in the Air (both in the 
City of Orthez in Beam, and in Cevennes) to 
fing Pfalms, foon after the pub lick Exercife of 
the Reformed Religion was ftippvefl in f ranee by 
the infamous Revocation of theEdift of Hants-
dnd as that pioUi . Author prbduces there a 
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great number of Teflimonies, ( many of 'em upon 
Oath) concerning the matter of fad:, fo the cir-
cumflances feem to jufiipe his Reflection upon it, 
That this" Event looks like a happy Prefage 
that God will not fuflfer the Voices and 
Songs of his People there to die, (ince the 
Angels have feiz'd on "em, and will reftore 
'em, that .they may themfelves again found 
'em forth in the Air. God has form'd mouths 
there to celebrate thofe Praifes which their 
Perfecutors have (ilenc'd. But all I fljall do 
in this Preface, ts only to give fome account of 
the reafon of my pubHfking thefe Hymns, taken 
out of the New Teftament. I doubt not indeed 
but the Pfalmso/David were intended for the 
perpetual ufe of the Church, they being rnoft of. 

eafily applicable to thofe that live under the 
Christian Oeconomy, tho chiefly compos'd for the 
ufe of thofe that liv'd under the Molaic. But at 
I know no reafon why we Jhould be confind from 
making, ufe of other paffages in the Old, but efipe-
dully in the New-Teftament, which contain fit 
matter of our folemn Thanhfgivings to God, and 
are as eafily capable of being turn'd into Metre 
for that cfid 3 fo I was chiefly ltd to compofe thefe 
Sacramental Hymns, moft of 'em out of the 
Ne-v-Telfarnent, for this obvious ( and l hope 
fatisfattory) reafon 3 viz.. Bccaufe fuch portions of 
it as L have fekcied, do far more direttly and 
clearlydefer the the great my fiery of our Redemp-
tfop by our In- arnate and dying Saviour, the in-
ejfimabk benefits we receive or Cxpett as the fruits 
of his precious Sa crifice, and the Obligat ions that 

' ' thence 
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thence lie upon us to devote our felvti to the ft-- ~ 
vice of Cod by htm, than we can find in the Halms 
of David.- So that thefe other port iotrhf Scrip' 
tare composed into facred Songs, furnijh us with 
the moft genuine JubjeCt of our gr artful acknow
ledgments to our God and Saviourand fuel) as 
mofl eff ectually tend to excite in us all thofe pious 
affections which become the Comtnunicancs at 
that holy Table. Ndr can we reafonably expeCt 
to find any thing fo pertinent and full to this pur-
pofe in the Writings of ahy of the Prophets before 
our Savour's Incarnation. IVe have not indeed 
any certain and particular evidence what was the 
practice of the Apcftlesin this matter. Tho' th ft 
various expreffions which the Apofiie i'aul u'es, 
Epli. 5- >9-— Col 3 16.—o/Pfalms, Hymns, 
and Spiritual odes, do in the judgment of our 
bejl Expofitors, refer to other Divine Songs, as 
well as thofe of holy David. Grbtius indeed 
thinks Hymns were extemporary and occafional 
Praifes of God, but Spiritual Odes more preme
ditated and Artificial Compofures. But others, 
feem more probably to under ft and by Hymns ,fuch 
Songs as contain d the Praifes of God, whereas 
Spiritual Odes include Songs on any other Divine 
SubjeCt, and fuch as contain rather matter of In-
(Irudlion than of Praife.. The Sctipture contains 
feveral Jnfpired Songs, be fides thofe of holy Da
vids, that of Moles, Deborah in the Old, Si
meon, Anna, and the Virgin Mary in the 
New. See 15 Exod— 32. Deuc.— tfi. and id. . 
Ch.ofthe Evang. Luke. See atfo ^rh.l jth. and 
19th. ch. of Rev. And thofe words of the Apdflle 
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Paul feem to import that among other txtraordb 
nary gifts of the Holy Spirit in the Primitive 
Church, that of Pfalmeftry was one, I Cor. 14. 
26. But if we m ay make any Judgment of the 

N practice of the Third Age by that noted paffage of 
1 ercullian, they not only uTd Spiritual Songs ta• 
ken out of the Scriptures at large, but others alfo 
more entirely of Human Compofure. His words 
are, Poll Aquam manualem & lumina, ut 
quifque de Scripturis, vel de proprio ingenio 
poteft, provocatur in medium deo canere. 
And thofe Hymns feem to have beemComposd 
with a particular reference to the Lord's-Sup-
per which Pliny s words in his Ep. to Trajan 
relate to, when he tells us the ChriJHans us din 
their early Meetings to ling a Song together to 
Mirilt as a God. 4 • 

Since then we feem herein left to our Chriftian 
Liberty ( though a due regard in the uft of it 
muft be had to Publique Order and Peace) 
I fee no reafon why we fhould fuffer fo many paf-

J agesof the Ne\V-Teftament to remain ufelefs 
to this purpofe t fome of w hich being fait able Forms 
of Thanksgiving feem calculated for it, and the 
reft are genuinely applicable to it. And I 
think 1 here is little doubt bat that Hymns taken 
cut of the Holy Scriptures are mofi unexceptiona
ble in our Tubliqne WotJhip, and far preferable 
to any w.hofe Matter, as well as Form, is only 
human. Though I hope no Judicious Perfons will 
blame me, for not Jiriftly tying my Jelf to the 
*oras of our Eng/ijh 2 ranflation, when the true 
ftnfe of (be Infpired Writer is deliverd, If 

any 

The Preface. 
any think thefe Hymns needlefs after thofe that 
Mr. Barton has publifred, I frail only jay, J ha t 
as his Hymns that are proper for the Sacrament 
are confu/cdly Intermixt with others, fo t he book, 
was too large for a whole Congregation to befur-
nifr'd with, when they joyn in this Fxercife at 
the Lord's Table. I frail only add, that J hope 
1 need not renew Mr. Patrick's Apology in his 
excellent Ferfion of the Pfalms of David, viz,. 
That none can imagine i: was my deugn in 
this Eflfay to fet up for a l-'oet. For as I 
never had a Genius that way, fo I am fo far from 
thinking it necejjary for Compofirg fitch Divine 
Hymns for Public( ufe^ that thofe fallies of Wit 
in'em that would be Entertaining to the refined 
Judges of Poetry, would render them wholly an, 
ferviceable to the common People, whofe affttlion 
to this part of Publick worfrip deferves ail the 
affifiance we can give to further it. And J dou bt 
not b ut it may be as truly added, 7 hat rue de
licious (I rains of an effeminate fancy would as much 
deba/e thefe noble aud fublime fabjells, as Paint 
would pure Gold. For the things rhemfelves jhine 
the bright eft in their own native fimpketty, with
out any borrow'd colours, and need nothing mot e 
torajfe our affettions than to be clothed in clear 
and intelligible Fxpreffions, which is all 1 ha ve 
here endeavour d. For it was not my defign to 
pleafe a wanton ear, but to [nit and improve a 
devout temper. And if thefe Hymns may con
tribute any thing to enfiame more of Divine I.ove 

V and Joy in the hearts of plain and fin cere Lhr Tit
ans. I have attain d my end. And it is the hope 

A 4 °f 



1 he Preface. 
of their being ferviccable hereto, not only in the 
Congregation for whofe ufe they were principally 

* <he imirric. of '"'f M j » " P r i v M t  F t -
pariicular perfons I m»tes and to particular 

\vyouId recommend the perfons, -that s the only rea-
praccia; of "Mr. B&tr fon pf their publication. I 

H rd,,dc ";is 
Pfalms. " VVhen it Which is already too large a 
" was my intereft and I'orch for fo fmall' a ftru-
« daily worjc to fpcsk with theft excellent 

my ufe, as it they ^pil. f. Jo, I and Col. 
" had been purpofeiy V. 16. And be not drunk 
"made forme VVhen with1 Wine, wherein is 

be filled with 
« pain & disturbance, . {Pf Ipirit , IpeaklDg COyour 
"thtfe p/cims were leives in Pfalms, Hymns, 
-OT&S *! 
" «f the fame things ^ making meiody in 
"fiiil grow dull and your, heart to the Lord, 
"cuftomary. pfalms, Let the Word of Chrift 

<« exbileratcd my foul W caching and ad-
" both night and day. nionilhmg one another in 
i have aifo.obfery'd m Pfalms, and Hymns, and 
icvcraT of t'hTXrf fmirongs fingingwitb 
ous Confeflors of the ?9 y°Ur hearts tQ the 
Reformed Religion in Lord. The Exhortation u 
France wrore from the doubled, that it may have 
Prifons or Galleys to greater weight with us. 
which they were fent, & 

that it was a great folaceto 'em in their fufferings, that when 
all other Exercifes of their Religion were fupprefi, yet 
they could with Paul and Silas, Aflr 16. 5. in their con

finement 

The Preface. 
finement ling the Preifesvf God. When their hands and fee 
were fetterM, yet their Tongues were at liberty for this hea
venly duty. And indeed the Joys of ferious CHnftiari* 
fhould chiefly vent themfelyel in this divine Employment, 
according to the excellent Auvice of the Apolilt fames, 
eh. $. v. 13. Is any man merry ? Let him f ing Pfa lms. 'Pisa iea-
fonable Advertifenient (but too little regarded) which is an
nexe to the old Tranfiacton of the Pfalms, vi%. That they vert 
fit forth by Authority, to be ufed not on ly in the Church, bhtp^i-
note Houfts, for their folace and comfort, laying a fide ai l ungodli 
fongs and b'alads, which only tend to the nourishing of vice, and cor
rupting of youth. 

W E having perufed thefe 
Scriptural £tymns, do 

great If approve the Author s defign 
in publishing them, and do judge 
them very ujeful and proper for the 
end by him intended. 

Tho- Toy. Nath Weld. 
Rob. Henry. Alex- Sinclare. 
Elias Travers. Tho. Emlin. 

Thefe 



Thefe Iran flat ions of the Pfaints, 
Scriptural Hymns, and Spiritual 
Songs, by federal Authors,are fold 
by Tho. Parkhurft Boo^-feller in 
Ciieapfide. 

Mr. Ichard Baxters Paraphrafe on the 
IX Tfalms, with fome Hymns. 

The Pfalms of David,from the New Tranf-
flation of the Bible turned. into Metre: To 
be fung to the common Tunes ufed in Parifti-
Churches. By the Reverend Father in God 
Henry King, D. D. 

The Scotch Pfalms. 
Six hundred of Seleft Hymns and Spiritual * 

Songs Colle&ed out of the Holy Bible: To
gether with a dateclo'tfm, the Canticles, and a 
Catalogue of Vert nous Women. By W. Barton, 
A- M. late Minifter of St.. Martins in Leicefter. 

Spiritual^ Songs or Songs of Praife to Al-
rnighty God upon feveral occations: Toge
ther with the Song of Songs, which is Solomons5 
nrft tuni'd, then paraphrafed in Englith Verfe. 

if I t an Addition of a Sacred Poem on Dives 
3na Laz,ar-us, 

Penitential Cries; by the Author 0f the 
Song of Praife and %fidnigbt Cry.' 

Hymns tinted to the Sacrament of the 
Lord's Supper. By T hbmas Vincent Minifter 
of di^Gofpeh 

Hymn 
T ;  .  "  •  :  "; . i  

Hymn I. As the too Pfalm. 

1  Pe t .  1 .  Chap .  3 ,4 ,  5 ,6 ,7 ,  8 , .̂  

V. 3 T> L E S T be the Father of our Lord, 
JD For ever bleft be God on high 5 

Whole- glorious works of grace exprels 
His rich and great Benignity. 

Who thro' the Refurre&ion 
Of our dear Saviour from the dead, 
Has now our dead and drooping fouls 
To living hopes recovered 5 

4 The hopes of an Inheritance, 
1 hat is immortal and moft pure, 
Beyond the reach of time or change, 
And treafur'd up in Heav'n fecure. 

Referv'd for our poflfeilion, 
5 Whom God by his Ah nighty pow r 

Shall from all dangers fafely keep, 
Thro' Faith to that delired hour 5 

The hour of our Salvation, 
Whole fure approach we all attend, 
Whole glorious Revelation 
This lliorc-liv'd Scene of Time (hall end. 

6 The 



2 Hymn 7. 
6 The profped of which bleffed hour 

Does make our Joys to Heaven rife, 
T allay thofe Troubles which are here 
Our frequent needful Fxercife. 

7 For prefent fuffVings muft our Faith, 
As Fire, the precious Gold refine,' 
That at reappearance of our Lord 
It may with greater brightnefs Ihine. 

S E vWt th appearance of our Lord, 
f Whom tho' unfeeri to mortal eyes, • 
Our Faith irfa convincing light x 

Does to our minds fo realize, 
V '• <\« 

That his attractive glory warms 
Our ravifjj'd hearts with ardent love, 
And tills 'em with tranfcendenr Joys, 
The fweec forecafts of thofe above.; 

9 For then we (hall as our reward, 
Ever inherit and poflefs 
The glorious IfTue of our Faith, 
Immortal light and bleffednefs. 

Another Metre. 

3 T> Left be the Father of our Lord, 
XJ Ev'n bleft be God on high ; 
Whpfe glorious works of grace exprefs 

His rich benignity; 
Who thro' the Refurredion 

Of Jgius from the dead, 
Has 

Hymn I. 3 
Has our dead fouls to living hopes 

Rais'd and recovered. 

4 The hopes of an inheritance 
Immortal and moft pure, 

Beyond th e reach of time and change, 
Laid up in Heav'n fecure; 

y Referv'd for our peffeflion, 
Whom God's Almighty pow'r . 

Thro' Faith does fafe from danger keep 
To thatdefired hour 5 

The hour of our falvation, 
Whole coming we attend, 

Whofe glorious revelation 
•This fcene of time (hall end. 

6 The profped of which hour does make 
Our joys to Heaven rife, 

To calm thofe troubles which are here. 
Cur needful exercife. 

7 For prefent Tuff rings muft cur Faith 
As Fire th^ gold refine, ' 

That at th appearance of our Lord 
It may mo re brightly iliine, r 

8 Ev'n at th' appearance of our Lord 
( Whom tho5 thefe mortal eyes 

Ne're law, yet Faith do's to our minds 
So clearly realize, . | 

That his attradive glory warms 
Our hearts with fervent love, 

And fills 'em with tranfeendent joys 
Foretaftsoftjiofeabove-; >r 9 For 



4 Hymn \V. 
9 For theft we fhall as our reward, 

Inherit and poflefs, • 
The glorious iffue of our Faith 

Immortal bleflednefe 

Hymn II. As the 100 ?faint. 

5 Rom. 6, 7, 8,9, io, if. 

V. 6 \T/"Hen to our weak and heplefs Hate 
None could afford relief befide. 

Then at the fore-appointed time 
Our Lord for the ungodly dy'd. 

7 Whoever did a jufl man's life 
Redeem by laying down his own f 
Perhaps fuch gen'rous love may be 
To a great Benefa&or fhown. 

S But the tranfcendent love of God 
Herein all. human does excel, 
And with illuftrious glory mines 
Beyond all thought or parallel. 

For when as vile offenders we 
Obnoxious to his Ju(lice Hood, 
Then his own Son came in our Head 
Tattone our fins with his own blood. 

9 Much more then when that precious blood 
Has clear d our black and heinous fcore, 
ohall we be from rhe wrath to come 
Refcu a and fav'd forevermore, io 

Hymn It. y 
to For if the death-of Chrifi fofar 

God's dreadful wrath could pacify, 
As to procure his Rebel foes 
A League of peace and amity: 

Much more fhall we, when thro' his death 
God's gracious favour we regain, 
A bleffed Immortality 
Through his exalted life obtain. 

Nay more we now triumph with joy 
In God thro' Jeftts Chrifi our Lord, 
By whom his Juftice is appeas'd 
And we to his free love reftor d. 

Another Metre. 

Then at th'appointed time, our Lcrd 
For the ungodly dy'd. " 

7 Who e're rcdeem'd a jult man s lite 
By laying down his own ? 

Perhaps there may fuch gen rous love 
To a good man be fhown. 

8 But the tranfcendent love of God 
All human does excel, 

And fhinesmoft glorious in our eye 
Beyond all parallel. 

For when obnoxious to his wrath 
We wretched (inners Hood, ^ 



£ Hymn II. 
Then his own Son came to attone, 

Our guik with his own blood. 

9 Much more then} when that precious blood 
Has clear'd our guilty fcore, 

Shall we be from the wrath to come 
Refcu'd fo r evermore. 

10 For if the death of Chrift fo far 
God's wrath could pacify, f 

As to procure his very foes 
A League of Amity 5 

Much more fhall we, when thro' his dcaeh 
God's favour we regain, 

Thro' his Exalted glorious life 
Eternal blifs obtain. 

Nay more, we in o ur God rejoyce 
Thro' Jefns chrift. our Lord, 

By whofe atconement we are now 
To his free love reftorU 

Hymn III. As the 100 Vfalm. 

I Col. 12, is, 14, 15,19, 20, 21. 

V.I 2 to our heav'nlv Father give 
\XTU L Ti?e -fr^luce of juft prail'e We owe; 
Wno by his purifying grace 
Prepares and moulds us here below, 

• " To 

Hymn III. 7 
To (hare in the Inheritance 

' Of eridlefs life and blef fednefs. - • 
Which the triumphant Saints above 
Do in the Land of Light poflefs-

13 Who hasfrom the dark pow'rsof Hell, 
And their deftru&ive Tyranny,i 
(Whofe wretched Captives once we were) 
At laft redeem'd and fet us free. 

And by a glorious change has us 
To that blefs'c Liberty Reftor'd, 
Of Subjedls-to his deareft Son, 
Our gracious and our Rightful Lord. 

141' he Ranfom of whofe precious blood 
Gives us from guilt a full Releafe, 
And by iris merit do's fecure 
Our free forgivenefs and our Peace. 

15 H e is the brighteft Image of 
TV unfeen and gloriou s Deity ; 

18,19 Head of his body myftical, 
Of grace the richeft Treafury. 

20 Thro' whofe attoning blood there is 
Ablefled League of Amity, 
In Heav'n above, and Earth below, 
Nowratify'd by the moft High. 

21 Ev'n we whom once our (ins e/frang'd 
From God as hateful Enemies, 

B Are 



8 Hymn HI. 
Are now embrac'c in Arms of Love, 
As Friends and Fav'rites in his eyes. 

Another Metre. 

12II/E to our heavenly Father give 
The thanks and praife we owe i 

Who by his pow'rful grace prepares 
And moulds us here below, . 

To (hare in the Inheritance 
Of endlefs bleflednefs, 

Which in the Land of Light above 
tTriumphant Saints poflefs. 

13 Who has from the dark powrs of Hell, 
And their .vile tyranny, 

(Whofe wretched Captives once we were! 
Redeem'd and fet us free 5, 

And to the glorious Liberty 
Has our glad Souls reftor'd, 

Of Subjects to his deareft Son, 
Our juft and rightful Lord. 

14 The Ranfom of whofe precious blood 
Doth us from guilt releafe 5 

And by its merits has procur'd 
Our pardon and our peace. 

15 He is the glorious Image of 
The unfeen Deity 5 

18,19 Head of his body myftical, 
And it's rich Treafury. 

20. 

Hymn IV. ' • . 
:o Thro' Whofe attoning blood there is 

A blefled amity, 
In Heav'n above, and Earth below, 

Reftor'd by the molt High. 
21 Eiy 'n we whom once our fins eflrang'd 

From God, as enemies, 
Are now embrae'd with.love, as friends 

And fav'rites in his eyes. 

Hymn IV. Ay the looPfalm. 

8 Rom. 32, 33, 34, 35, 37,3$, 39-

V.32*TpHat gracious God who did not fpare 
1 His well belov'd and only Son, 

But freely gave him up to be 
The price of our Redemption-, 

Much more will from that boundlefs love. 
As lib'rally with him beftovv, 
The rieheft gifts of heav'nly grace, 
And needful ones of Earth below-

33 Who (hall arraign th' Eled of God, 
Whom he himfelf has juftify'd ? 

34 Or who (hall dare thofe to condemn, 
For whom the great Redeemer dy'd» 

Nay rofe again, and now does (it 
Enthron'd in Royal Majefty, 
The pow'rful Advocate of all 
That unto him for refuge fly} 

35 Who 



10 Hymn IV. 
35 Who from the ardent love of Chrill 

Shall ourenflamed hearts divorce? 
Shall all that either Earth or Hell 

. Can do by fubtiity or force ? 

37 No fure, for thro' the mighty love 
Of our endeared Saviour, 
G're all thofe Foes we ihall triumph, 
Each being m,pre than Conqueror. 

38 And doubtlefs neither life nor death, 
Nor Satan's power, nor his wiles, 
No evils prefent, or to come, <TmiJes. 
Nor the world's frowns, nor dangrous 

'UU .'Ji - • * , , t 

Nay nothing eJfe fball e're diflolve 
That firm inviolable cord, 
Of mutual love 'twixt God and us, 
In Jc/ui chrifi our dearefi Lord. 

Another Metre. 

V.32.*J"Hat gracious God who did not fpare 
His dear and only Son, 

But gave him up to be the price 
Of our Redemption j 

Much more will from that boundlefs love 
Freely with him befto.w, 

The glories of the Heav'ns above, 
And gi fts of grace below. 

33 Who Ihall Arraign th' EIe& of God, 
Whom he has juftify'd ? 

' ' - ' 34 Or 

Hymn IV. it 
34 Or who (hall thofe condemn for whom 

The great Redeemer dy'd,-
Nay role again, and now do's fit . 

Enthron'd in Majefly, 
The powVftiU Ad vocate of all 

That to his merits fly ? 

35 Wh o from the ardent Love ofChrift 
Shall ever us divorce ? '1I; 

Shall all rhat either Earth or Hell, 
Can do by fraud or force ? 

37 No fure, for thro' that mighty Love 
Of our dear Saviour, 

O're all thefefoes we fhall triumph, 
Each more than Conqueror. 

138 And doubtlefs neither life nor death, 
Nor Satan's flrength or wiles, 

No Evils prefect or to come, 
Nor the World's frowns norfmilesj 

39 Nay no created power (hall -
Diffolve the Sacred Cord, 

Of mutual Love'twixt God and us 
In J efits Chrifi our Lord-

Hymn V-, As the 100 Pfalm. 

I Joh<4. V .  9, 10. I Rev. 5,6. 

V.8,9 T O here's the demonflration 
Lj  Of matchlefs and amazing love, 

B 3 Not 



n Hymn V. 
Not that our early.Jove to God 
Did his to us prev ent and move, 

His Arguments to pity us 
Do all from his own bowels flow, 
Thence came the richert gift of Heav n 
Ueffovv'd on guilty men below. 

His deareft and his only'Son 
On the bJeft errand freely fern, 
Torefcue our condemned Souls 
From death, as their jufi punifhment. 

-Since to redeem our precious life, 
No iefs a Ranfom would fuffice, 
He was tlf High PriefL and his own life 
Was the attoning facrifice. 

I Rev. v. y 
To him who in his ardent Jove 
Freely his precious blood has fpilt, 
And in that fac'red laver wafh'd 
Our fouls from all their heinous guilt. 

6 To him whofe grace has us advane'd 
To that tranfeendent dignity, 
That glorious Kings and Priefls above 
To God our Father we fhould be; 

To him by his Redeemed Church, 
As ever due afcribed be 
The Glory and the Government, 
Henceforth to all Eternity. 

Another 

Hymn V. 13 

Another Metre. 

8 9- T ° I. here's th e mod amazing proof 
l i Of great and matchlefs Love, 

Not that our early loVe to God 
Did his prevent and move; 

His motives all to pity us . 
From his own bowels flow, • ? 

T,hence came the richeft gift of Heav n 
To guilty men belo \Y-. 

His deareft and his only Son 
On the blefs't Errand lent, 

To free our Souls from bonds or death 
As their jufl punilliment 5 

Since to redeem our life* 110 *e*s 

A Ranfom would fumce, 
He the High-Priefi became, and he 

Th' attoning Sacrifice-

1 Rev. v. 5. Tohim, who in his ardent love 
His precious blood hasfpilt, 

And in that Sacred Laver walht 
Our Souls from all their guilty 

6 To him whofe grace has us ̂ Ivanc c 
To fo great Dignity, n 

That we Ihould glorious Kings and Pnelts 
To God our Father be. 

To him by his Redeemed Church 
Ever afcribed be, 

The glory, and Dominion 
To all Eternity. B 4 Hy®n 



i4s Hymn VI. 

Hymn. VI. thelooVfalm. 

2 E-ph. 4 5,6, 13, 16,18, is-

V^-TTHugr acious God (whofe mercies are 
1 A rich and unexhaufied ftore > 

From that tranfcendent love which he 
Topadeferying (inner s bore. 

f When in the noifom grave of (in 
We once all lay entomb'd and de ad, 
Has us with Cfiri/t to life divine 
By quickning grace recovered. 

6 Nay, through our rifen Saviour, 
We now (bya fure Title ) are 
Plac'd in the heav'nly man/ions, 
That we may in his glory (hare ; 

13 Through whorruwe that were once far off, 
Are by his blood to God brought nigh; 

id • Je having by his crofs de ftroy'd 
The former deadly enmity. 

18 Through hifft we by one fpirit may 
All on the Throne of God attend, 
And on our Heav'nly Father 's love 
With filial confidence depend-

ip For now no more as Forreigners 
Among the Saints on earth we dwell, 

V" x • Exdud-

Hymn VI. 
Excluded from the blefied rights 
Of God's peculiar Il rael > 

Of Fellow-Citizens we have 
The Priviledge and dignity, 
And are with glorious Saints above 
A pare of God's own 1" amily. 

Jnother Metre. ' P'^ 

r. 4 TpHat gracious God (" ;r ,1"rc 

1 A rich and boundlefs here) 
From the tranCcendent ^ve ^hichhe 

To us vile wretches bore. 
When in the noifom grave ot ti 

We lay entombM and dead, 
Has us withClirifl to We divine 

By grace rec overed. 

; Nay through our tflen Saviour, we 
by a lure tide are •• . : 

Plac'd in the heav'nly manhons, 

The deadly enmity-

18 Through him we by one fpirit may 
The Throne of Grace attend, 

And on our heav'nly Fathers love 
With Childlike trull depend. ^ 



16 Hymn V1T. 
19 For now no more as forreigners 

Among the Saints we dwell; 
Debarr'd from the peculiar Rights 

Of God's own Ifrael, 

Of Fellow-Citizens we have 
The right and dignity, 

And are with glorious Saints a part 
Of God's own Family-

Hymn VII. 

' Epfr- 3>4> II> X3» 14. 

V-3 TjOr-ever blefled be the God 
1. And Father of our deareft Lords 

Who with all heav 'nly gifts of Grace 
Our Spuls in him has r ichly jftor'd, 

4 Purfuant to his thoughts of love, 
Conceiv d from all eternity, 
That we through him, a chofen Race, 
And holy thankful feed fhould be. 

5 For to th'adoption of his Sons 
We were before thro' Chrift defign'd, 
According to the free refolves 
Of his own fov'reign will and mind. 

That to his free and glorious grace 
- All prai fe may be e ntirely paid, 

i 7 Who 

Hymn VII. 17 
7 W ho that he might forgive our fift, •' 

His Son's own blood our Ranfom made. 

10 In whom his members here on earth, 
As well as glorious Saints above, 
Compofe one bleft fociety, 
Knit in the bonds of deareft love. 

11 In whom we're Heirs of Heaven made, 
15 Seal'd by his promis'd holy fpiric, 
14 As th' earneft of that future blifs, 

Which we'ere long hope to inherit. 

Another Metre-

V. 3. T?Or-ever ble ft be God on high, 
J? The Father of Our Lord, 

Who with "all gifts of heav'nly grace 
Our fouls in him has ftor'd. 

4 Purfuant to his thoughts of love 
From all eternity, 

That we thro' him a chofen race, 
And holy feed fliould be-

5: For tb th' adoption of his Sons 
We were thro' Chrift defign'd, 

According to the free refolves 
Of his own fov'reign mind. 

6 That to his glorious grace, all praife 
Might be entirely paid; 

7 Who that he might forgive our fins, 
Chrift's blood our Ranfom made-

10 In 



18 Hymn VW. r y 
10 In whom his members here on earth. 

As well as thofe above, 
Coir.pofe one bleft fociery, 

Knit in the bands of love. 
11 In whom we're made rhe heirs of Heav'n, 
13 SeaJ'd by his holy Spirit, 
14 As th' earned of our future blifs, 

Till we the fame inherit. 

Hymn VIII. As the too P[aim. 

1 Pet. 2. V. 7, 8; 9. 

7,8. YTjTWilea perverfe and blinded world 
v The great'Redeemer does delpife, 

To true Believer? he's moft dear, 
And honourable in*their eyes. 

9 For we're through him the holvRace 
Of God's peculiar choice and pleafure, 
A Royal Priefthood unto him, 
His Heritage and valu'd treafure ; 

That we the vertues of his grace 
May now difplay in all men's fight, 
Whole darknefs he hath chas'd away 
By the bright rays of beav'nly light 

2 Co\ 5 v. 14, 15-
Let then the ardent love of Chrift 
In us pofiefs the fov'reign throne, 
And confecrate that life to him 
Which he has purchas d with his own. 

1 Pet. 

H\mn V II. 19 
1 Pet. r. v- 18,19. 

For We were not with fuch bafe drols 
As all thefe earthly treafures be, 
But with his precious fporlHs blood 
Redeem'd from fin's vile liavery. 

Eph. 6. V- 24. 
Now may the (ireams of grace divine 
Flow in rich plenty from above, 
On all that in fincerity 
Our common Lord and Saviour love-

u"T 0::Another Metre. 

I Pet. 2. V. 7, 8. 
Vy Hile a perverfe and blinded World 
v Their Saviour defpife, 

To true Believers^ he's moft dear 
And precious in their eyes. 

9 For we're thro' him the holy Race 
Of God's own choice and pleafure, 

A Royal Priefthood unto him, 
And a peculiar treafure. 
roai srm t> < : -nt jrrna. noqu •, 

That we the vertues of his grace 
Might fiiew in all men's fight, 

Whofe darknels he has now difpelTd 
With rays of wondrous light-

• 2 Corf. v. 14 15. 
Let rhen the love of Chrift in us 

Polfefs the fov'reign throne, 
And confecrate that life to him 

He purchas'd with his own. For 



20 Hymn IX. 
J Pet. i. v. 18, 19. 

For we were nor with Co vile drofs 
As earthly treafures be, 

But with his precious blood redeemed 
From fins vile flavery. 

6 Epb. v. 24. 
Now may the Br eams of heavnly grace 

Mow richly from above, 
On all that in fincerity 

Our blefled Saviour love. 

Hymn IX. ds the 100 Pfaint. 

2 Luke 10, II, 13, 14. 

TO us the Meflengers of Heav n 
With joy the welcome tiding s bring, 

To us is now a Saviour born, 
Our rightful and anointed King. 

Let us with them joyntly procla im, 
All glory unto God on high, 
Peace upon Earth, and towards men 
Rich mercy and benignity. 

-  f t -  5  
3 John v. 16. 

For to Man's miferable race 
God did fo matchlefs love extend, 
That he his Dear and only Son 
Did on this gracious Errand fend, 

That 

Hymn IX 21 
That none might perifh in their (ins-
Who unto him for refuge fly ; 
But thro' his merits might enjoy 
A blefled Immortality. 

-p' ' ..m 1 } i f-',-1 • • rt f \-
2 Gal. 2 Oth. 

And our dear Saviour himfelf 
To us fuch tender pity bore, 
That he expos'd his precious life 
To expiate our guilty fcorc. 

2 Cor. 5. V. 21." 
Him God a facrifice for (in, 
Ordain'd, who from its ftains was ftee,' 
That we the tinners might thro' him 
From all our guilt acquitted be. 

Another Metre. 

2 Luke, V- I o, 11,13, J4: GLadly the meflengers of Heav n 
The welcome News did bring, 

To us a Saviour now is born, 
And an anointed King. 

Let us with them joyntly proclaim, 
Glory to God on high, 

Peace upon earth, and cowards men 
Grace and benignity. 

3 John 16. 
For God to man's vile wretched race 

So matchlefs love extends, 
That 



iz ' Hymn IX. 
That he his dear and only Son 

On this kind errand fends 
That none may perijh. in their fins 

Who do on him belie ve, 
But may thro' him the glorious gift 

Of endlefs life receive. 

a Gal. v. T .O . 
And our dear Savour unto us 

Such tender pitty bore * 
That lie expos'd his precio us life 

To clear our guilty fcore; 

• y z Cor. 5. v. 21. 
Him God ordain'd our facrifice, 

Who from all fin was free, 
That we the guilty tinners might 

Thro1 him acquitted be. 

Hymn X. As the IOO Pfalm. 

I J'oh.ch. 3.V. 1,2, 3' 8. Rom. 16,17. 

BEhoId how great a nd wond rous love, 
God does to us vile finners bear i 

Whom to the dignity of fons, 
His fov'reign grace does now prefer-

But yet our future heritage 
Is from our prefent view co nceal'd, 
What glories are for us referv'd 
Afecrec is not yet revealU 

1 3 Co/. 

Hymn X. 23 
3 Col. v- 4. 

But this we know, when our dear Lord 
In heav 'nly triumph (hall appear, 
We (hall as his bleft followers, 
Our part in all his glories bear. 

1 Joh. 3. v- 2. 
For as we then (hall him behold 
In the bright rays of heav'nly light, 
So we (hall to his Image be 
Moulded by that transforming fight. ^ 

8 Rom. V. 16 
For his in-dwelling S pirit now 
Does clearly witnefs with our own, . 
And feals to us the bletfed rights 
That flow from our adoption. 

17 And if we 're children, then we may 
By Faith in our Redeemer s name, 
As heirs of God, joint-heirs with Chrift, 
Th' inheritance of Heaven claim. 

I Joh. 3. v. 3. 
Let then thefe glorious hopes in God 
Our fouls from linful drois refine, 
That, his pure Image may in us 
With yet more radiant lultre thine. 

Another Metre. I Joh. 3. v. I. 

TVEhoId how great and matchlefs love 
D God to us finners b ears, 

C Whom 



Hymn X. 
Whom to the dignity of Tons 

His fov'reign grace prefers t 
2 But yet our future heritage 

Is from our view conceal d 5 
What glories are for us relerv d 

Remains to be reveal'd. 

3 Co/, v. 4. , _ . 
But this we know, when our dear Lord 

In triumph lhall appear, 
We as his followers fhall part 

In all his glory bear. 

1 Job. 3. v. 2. 
For as he'll then moil clearly be 

Prefented to our light, 
So he will mould us like himfelr 

By his transforming light. 

8 Rom. v-16. 
For his in-dwelling Spirit now 

Does witnefs with our own. 
And feals to us the blefled rights 

Of our adoption. . 
17 And if we're fons, we may by Faith 

In our Redeemer's name, 
As heirs of God, co-heirs with Chnit, 

Heav'n as our portion claim. 

i Joh.j.v.3. ; 
Let then thefe glorious hopes in God 

Yec more our fouls refine, 

That 
* 

Hymn XI. ay 
That his pure Image may in us 

With brighter giory Ihine. 

Hymn XI. As the 100 Pfalm. 

I Cor. I.V. 30,31 Eph. 3.V. 20,21 

31T Et us in all our facred fongs 
L/ Exalt the name of God alone; 

30 Thro' whom we are to Chriftally'd 
By a bleft vital union; 

Of God to us he's wifdom made, ̂  
The fource ofpure and heav'nly light; 
He is our righteoufnefs, thro' whom 
We Rand in judgment clear and right; 

He is the facred root, from whence 
All grace and holinefs do fpring; 
To us. as our great Saviour, he 
Compleat redemption will bring. 

3 Eph. V- 20. 
Now to th' Almighty, who can do 
All for us that we ask or need, 
Nay, whofe rich favours our defires 
And ev'n our very thoughts exceed; 

21 To him both in his Church on Earth, 
And in the higher Quire of Heav'n, 
All glory to eternity 
By Jeftu chrifi our Lord be giv'n-

C 2 Another 



26 Hymn Xr. 

i \Another M etre. 

31T Et us in all our facred fongs 
I > Triumph in God alone, 

30 Thro' whom we are to Chrift ally d 
B5t a bleft union. •. -

Of God he's Wifdom made, 
The fource of heav'nly light 5 , 

Our righteoufnefs, thro' whom we itanc 
In judgment clear and right 5 

He is the facred root, from whence 
Our graces all do fpring; 

To us his mighty pow'r compleat 
Redemption will bring. 

3 Eph. v. 10.' ' 
'Now to tu Almighty, who can do 

All for us that wc need, 
Nay wbofe.rich giftsall curdelires 

And ev'n our thoughts exceed 3 
21 To him both in his Church on Earth, 

And in the Court of Heaven, 
All glory to eternity 

By Jefa Chrift be given. 

Hymn XII. As the 100 Pfaint. 

n Bch.v. 22,23,24. 

beauteous Storis facred Mount 
We ail in Fai th and Hope are come. 

To 

Hymn XlL *7 
To the Jerufalem above, 
Our dear and everlafting home-, 

The City where th' Immortal King 
Does ever keep his Royal Court 5 
Of the bleft Burghelles of Heav'n 
The great and general refort. 

Unto the glorious Angels Quire > 
(Whom God does on his meflage fend) 
Ev'n thofe innumerable Hofts, 
That conftancly his throne attend •, 

23 To all the Saints that on this earth 
In each fucceftive Age have been, 
Who in one vaft fociety 
E're long with triumph (hall convene 5 

Ev'n to the Church of the firft-born, 
To that high dignity preferr'd, 
Whofe names are in the book of life 
Enrolled all and regifter'd. 

To God the righteous Judge, from whom 
All muft receive their final doom, 
And to the fpirits of the Juft 
To glory and perfection come. 

24 To Jefits chrift, who to renew 
A league of amity and love, 
Betwixt a juft offended God, 
And guilty man, came from above* 

C ? Ev'n 



i8 Hymn XII. 
Ev'n to renew that league of Peace, 
Which he procur'd and ratify'd, 
With his own blood, when on the Crofs 
As our great facrifice he dy'd. 

With that attoning blood, whofe voice 
When fprinkled does to Heaven cry, 
Not Abel's like, for juft revenge, 
But pardon and indemnity. 

Another Mette. 

22*TO beauteous S'tons (acred Mount 
In Faith and Hope we're come, 

To the Jerufalem above 
Our everlafting home 5 

The City where th' Immortal King 
Does keep his Royal Court; 

Of Heaven's bleft Inhabitants 
The general refort; 

To glorious Angels, whom our God 
„ Does on his errand fend, 

Ev'n thofe innumerable Hofts 
That on his Throne attend 5 

23 To all the Saints that on this earth 
• In ev'ry age have been, 
Who in one vaft aflembly fhall 

E're long with joy convene; 

The Church that's to the dignity 
Of the fird-born preferr'd, 

Whofe 

Hymn XII. 
Whofe names are in the book of life 

Enrol I'd and regiftcr'd. 
To God the Righteous Judge, from whom 

All muft receive their doom ; 
And to the fpirits of the Juft 

To their perfedion come; 

24 Tojefw chrift who to renew 
A league of peace and love, 

Betwixt offending Man and Ood 
Defcended from above 5 

Ev'n that fure Covenant of Peace, 
Purchas'd and ratify d. 

With his own blood, when on the Crols 
Our Sacrifice he dy'd 3 

That blood of fprinkling,whofe loud voice 
Does unto Heaven cry, 

Not Abel's like, for juft revenge, 
But grace and clemency. 

Hymn XIII. As the 100 P/i/». 

3Rom. 23,24,25,26.-12 J*t.28s2» 

23 T> Efore the righteous Bar of God 
X> We all as guilty fwners ftand. 
None' having that obedience pay d 
Which his juft Laws from us demand. 

24 We therefore muft to Sov reign grace 
To ihelter us from Ji-ftice fly, 
'Tis that alone ca„ us from guilt 
Freely abfolve and jufttfv; o 4 I hat 



30 Hymn XIII. 
That grace, which thro' the precious blood 
Of our dear Saviour does flow, 
To vvbofe ineflimable price 
We oar entire Redemption owe* 

25 In whom the blefled God himfelf 
As on,a Mercy-Seat does place,' 
To which we all by Faith may come 

• To fue for Clemency and Grace. 

For he did in our Saviour's death 
His hatred of our fins declare; 
In that he fliew'd, in how vaft Sums 

- We debtors to his Jufliceare. 

26 Whereby he now to all the World 
A fin-avenging God appears, 
Evh when he true Believers from 
Their heinous guilt acquits and clears. 

12 Heb. v. 28. 
Let's then fervehim with awful fear 
As well as with ingenuous love, 

29 Whofe wrath: will a confuming Fire 
To bold and hardned finners prove. 

Another Metre. 

BEfore the righteous Bar of God 
We all as guilty fiand, 

None having that obedience pay'd 
Which hisjufl Laws demand. 

24 We 

Hymn XIIT. 31 
24We therefore muft to fovreigngrace 

From his ftridt Juflice fly, 
For that alone can us from guilt 

Abfolve and juftify. 

That grace which thro' th' attoning blood 
Of Chrift to us does flow,. 

To whofe ineflimable price 
We our Redemption owe. 

15 In him God has a Throne of grace 
Ere&ed in our view, ' 

To which all have by Faith accefs, 
And may for mercy fue. 

• For he his hatred of our fins 
Did in Chrift's fufl'ring fhow; 

In* them declar'd. how vafl alum 
We to his duflice owe. 

26 Whereby he now a righteous Judge 
To all the World appears, 

Ev'n tho' he true Believers from 
All their offences clears. 

12 Heb. v. 28. 
Let's then ferve him with awful fear 

As well as Filial Love, 
29 Whofe wrath will a confuming Fire 

To hardned finners prove. 

Hymn 



Hymn XIV. As the loo Pfalm. 

I Mat. 23 '1 Phil.6,7.8,9,10,11. 

23 TUftlyisour Redeemer call'd 
J The promilfd Immanttel> 

For naw the glorious Deity 
Is pleas'd in human Flelh to dwell. 

Phil. 2. 6. 
Who being in the Form of God 
Accounted it no Robbery, 
To challenge it as his own right, 
That he with God Ihould equal be. 

7 Yet did he freely caft a cloud 
Orethofe bright Rays of Majefty, 
And in the Servile Form of Man 
Did vail his bright Divinity. 

8And with our Nature he aflum'd 
" Our Yoke and Bonds of Duty too, 

Ev'n on the curled Crofs he dy'd. 
That he his Father's will might do. 

9,10 Wherefore he in our Nature now 
Exalted is by God on high, 
Who his Humility rewards 
With great and matchlefs Dignity. 

Hymn XIV. 33 
No Earthly Kines or Potentates, 
Nay no Angelick pow'rs dare claim, 
The Sov'reign honour and renown 
That's due to his Superior Name. 

For ev'ry bended Knee to him 
Muft Homage and Subje&ion pay, 
Who does o're aU in Heav'n and Earth 
His delegated Scepter fway. 

11 For all with awful reverence 
Muft Jeftts Chrift's Dominion, 
Unto the glorious praife of God 
Our heav'nly Father, humbly owm 

Another Metre-

Matth. I. 23. 
JUftly is our Redeemer call'd 

The bleft lmmanuel, 
For now the glorious Deity 

In human flelh does dwell. 
2 Phil. 

6 Who being in the Form of God 
Thought it no robbery, 

To challenge it as his own right 
Equal with God to be. 

7 Yet did he freely cloud the Rays 
Of his bright Majefty, 

And in thef ervile Form of Man 
Vail'd his Divinity, 

And 



34 Hymn XIV. 
And with our Nature he affum'd 

Our bonds of difty too , 
Ev'n on the curfed Crofs he dyd 

His Father's will to do. 

9,10. Wherefore he's in ou r nature now 
.Advanc'c by God on high, 

-v Who with great dignity rewards 
His deep humility 5 

NQ Earthly Kings or Potentates 
Nor Angels dare to claim, 

The matchlefs honour that isviue 
To his more glorious Name. 

For ev'ry knee muft bow to him 
And humble homage pay, 

Who does o re all-in Heav'n and Earth 
His Royal Scepter Sway. 

11 For all with awful Reverence 
Muft Chrift's D ominion, 

Unto the glorious praife of God 
Our heav'niy Father, own. 

Hymn XV. the 100 Pfalm. 

53 Ifainth, v. 5,6,10,11,12. 

5/^|UrSaviour thofe heart-peircing wounds 
\ ; Unto our fins alone did owe, 
Thro' which his precious blood to us 
As rich and healing balm does flow. 

;A - ' His 

Hymn. XV. 
His bitter fiiffrifigs did our peace 
With an offended God procure, _ 
And to our wounded Souls his Stripes 
Alone afford a Sov'reign Cure. ' s •. 

6 We like loft Sheep had wandred all, W 
Each to his own deftru&ive way 3 •:'? 
But God did all our Trefpaffes 
On him our common Vidtimlay. 

10 The Lord was pleas'd his deareft Son ~v 

For our Offences to chaftife, 
And make him feel their heavy weight 
In his laft direful Agonies, 

Since then thou Lord, as righteous Judge, 
Thy finlefs Son didft freely take, - 1A 
And him a dreadful Sacrifice 
To Jufticefor our Sins did make. 

Surely he fliall of his Redeem'd i 
Behold a vaft and num'rous feed; 
And a bleft I mmortality » 
Shall his Ihort (ufferings fucceed • , 

Heav'n's wife and merciful defigns 
Shall in his hands fuccefsful be j 

11 And he with joy th e happy fruits . 
Of his great undertaking fee. 

Sinners thro' Faith fliall to his blood 
For flielter and protection fly, 

And 



3 6 Hymn XV. 
And he that bare their fins, fhall them 
Freely acquit and juftify. 

12 Our fins he bare when hereon Earth, 
And now he is to Heaven gone, 
Where he for Sinners lives to make 
Prevailing Incerceffion. 

Another Metre. 

^rvUr Saviour thofe heart piercing'wounds j 
V/ Unto our fins did owe, 
Xhro' which his precious blood to us 

Like healing balm does flow-
For his attoning fuffrings did 

Our peace with Heav'n procure, 
And to our wounded fouls nis ftripes 

Afford afov'reign Cure. 

6 We like loft fheep had wandred all] 
Each his own wretched way, 

But God on him as our fcape-goat 
Our common guilt did lay. IQ The Lord was pleas'd his deareft Son 
Severely to chaftife, I 

' And make him feel what fin defefv'd 
In his laft agonies. 

Since t hen, thou Lord, as righteous Judge 
Thy finlefs Son did ft take, 

And him a dreadful facrifice 
For our offences make, 

Surely 

Hymn XVI. 37 
Surely he fhall of his redeem d 

Behold a numerous feed 5 
And a bleft Immorcality 

His buffering fhall fucced ; 

Heavn's wife and merciful defigns 
Thro' him lhall profp'rous be 5 

11 And he with joy the happy fruits 
Of all his labour fee 5 

Many thro' Faith fhall to his blood 
As their great refuge fiy 5 

And he that be2r their fins, (hall theqi 
Acquit and juftifie.r 

12 Our fins he bare when here on earth & 
And now to Heaven's gone, 

Where he fecures our pardon by 
His Interceffion. 

Hymn XVI. As the 100 Pfalm. 

1  Cam v. 4.—x ch. ve. 3, 4>1 & 4 ch. V.I 6< 

I  Ch. v-4-

DRaw me,dear Lord, and towardsthee 
We will with fwift affections move 5 

Thou objeCt of our higheft joys, 
Our kindeft thoughts, and deareft love. 

2 Ch. V. 3. 
Under the fhadovv of thy wings 
I fat with ravifhing delight, 

And 



38 Hymn XVI. « 
And thy delicious fruit .was fweet 
To my refined appetite. 

4 With dainties of an heav'nly feaft 
Thou haft thy table richly fpread, 
The banner of thy glorious love 
Streaming in triumph o're my head . 

16 I am my biefifed Saviour's, 
And can rejoyce that he is mine, 

J * i ch. v. 2. 
Whofe love does reliftr and revive,-
Far more than rich and gen'rous wine, 

v 4 ch. v. 16. 
Awake ye warm and gentile winds, 
And on my wither'd Gardenhlovv, 
That all its balmy fpices may 
Afrdh with fragrant odours flow. 

Now Lord into thy Garden come, 
And there diftfain not to receive, 

' And feed on th ine own plealant fruits, 
Tho' poor the beft I have to give. 

D 
Another Metre, 

l Cant. v. 4« 
Raw mef dear Lord, and towardsthee 

We with (wife wings will move, 
Thou objedt ofoUr higheft joys,. .. 

And of our deareft love. 7 -
2 ch. 

Hymn XVI. 39 
2 ch. v. 3. 

Under thy fhadow I have fat 
.With ravifliing delight, 

And thy delicious fruit did tafte 
. Sweet to my appetite. 

4 With dainties of an heav'nly feaft 
Thou haft thy Table fpread, 

Whilft thy love-banner was difplay'd 
In triumph o're my head. 

16 I am my blefled Saviour's, 
Nay more,he now is mine. 

1 ch, v- 2. 
Whofe love a richer cordial is 

Than the moft gen'rous wine. 

. 4 ch. V. 16. 
Awake ye winds and with warm gales 

Upon my garden blow, 
That all its fpices may a-frefh 

With fragrant odour s flow, 
Now Lord into thy garden come, 

Difdain not to receive, 
And eat thy pleafant fruits,tho' poor, 

The beft I have-to give. 

. t) Hymn 



40 Hymn XVII. 

Hymn XVII. A*t\* 100 Pfalm. 

130 Pfal. V. 3, 4- ' 3 2  P [ a l - v -  l } 2 * I 16 Pfal. V. 12*17,18, 16. 
130 Tfal.V.3. . 

SHould/l thou, Lord, all cur failures mark 
With an enquiring jealoufe eye. 

Who could of thy pure judgment bear 
The drift and juft feverity ? 

4 But there's with thee, 0 gracious God, 
Forgivenefs and rich clemency, 
That thou mayft be ador d and ferv d 
With rev'rence and humility. 

3% Pfal. V. 1, 2. 
And bleft are they to whom the Lord 
Does cancel all their guilty fcore, 
And their offences manifold 
In mercy charge on them no more. 

II6 Pfal. V. 12. 
What fhall I render Lord to thee 
For all thy favours numberlefs ? 

17 My conftant facrifice of praife 
Shall thankfully thy love confefs. 

# 

18 With my whole heart I'll thee extol, 
And in thy peoples publick view, Per£ornJ 

Hymn XVII. 41 
Perform with care thofe folemn vows, 
Which I this day to thee renew. 

16 I'm thy devoted fervant. Lord, 
Ev'n as I am thy hand-maid's Son, 
But yet more ftrongly bound to thee 
Becaufe thou haft my bonds undone . 

Another Metre. 

SHouldft thou, Lord, all our failures mark 
With an enquiring eye, 

Who could of thy pure judgment bear 
The ftrift feverity ? 

But there's with thee, O gracious God 
Pardon and clemency, 

That we with child-like fear and awe 
May ferve and rev'rence thee. 

And bleft are they to whom the Lord, 
Cancels their guilty fcore/ 

And their offences manifold 
Will charge on them no more 1 

What (hall I render, Lord, for all 
Thy mercies number iefs? 

My grateful facrifice of praife 
Shall chy great love confefs. 

With my whole heart I'll thee extol, 
And in thy Peoples view, 

Perform with care thofe folemn vows 
Which I this day renew. > 

D 2 Ini 



. Hymn XVIII. 
I'm thy devoted fervanc, Lord, 

Thy hand-maid's child am I, 
More deeply bound to thee, becaufe 

My bonds thou didft untie. 

Hymn XVIII. Asthe ico .Vfalm* 

1 TEhovah faid unto my Lord 
J Sit thou at my right hand 

Till I make all thy eonquer'd foes 
Subjed to thy command. 

2 Thy word, the fcepter of thy ftrength, 
God Ihall from Sion fend, 

Do thou thy ftubborn foes fupprefs. 
Thy helplefs Church defend. 

5 Thy grace with fweet but fov'reign force 
Thy people {hall fubdue, 

Thy willing Converts fliall be more 
Than drops of morning-due-

4 The Lord engag d his facred Oath 
Which he will never break, 

Thou art an everlafting Prieft 
Like to Melchiz.edsck• 

5,6 When God has raifd him to his Throne, 
Kings that his reign oppofe, 

With all the adverle Heathen Pow'rs 
Shalll perifh as his foes. 

7 But firft he'll condefcend to tafte 
The brook that's in the way 

. B ut God with higheft dignity 
His fuffrings will repay. 1 

Hymn XIX. 43 

the three following Hymns being Excel
lently dot e to my hands by Mr* Herbert 
and Mr. Patrick, I take the Liberty to 
to Subjoyn 'em. 

23 Tfalm, 

By Mr. G. Herbert. 

THe God of Love my Shepherd is, 
And he that doth me feed ; 

While he is mine and I am his, 
What can I want or need ? 

vHe leads me to the tender grafs, 
Where I both feed and reft ; .1 

Then to the Streams that gently pafs. 
In both I have the beft. 

And if I ftray he doth convert. 
And bring my mind in trame 5 

And all this not for my defert, 
But for his holy name. 

And in deaths fhady black abode 
Well may I walk,not fear; 

For thou art with me, and thy Rod 
To guide, thy ftafftobear. 

Thou makeft me to lit, and dine 
Ev'nin my En my's light. 

My Head with Oyl, my Cup with Wine 
Flows over day and night. 

Surely thy fweet and wondrous love 
Shall meafure all my days D 3 And 



44 Hymn XX. 
And as that never (hall remove 

So neither /hall thy praife. 
0r> 

And in thine Houfe Til ever dwell 
To Celebrate thy praife 

By Mr. Patrick. 

The Song of Simeon. 2 Luke 29. 

INow can leave this World and die 
In peace and quiet reft •, 

Since thar mine Eyes, O Lord have been 
* With thy Salvation blefs't. 

The Prophecies are all fulfil I'd; 
Thy promifes are true : 

And thy myfterious love difclos'd 
In all the Peoples view. 

All the dark (hadows fly a way, 
Now this bright Sun appears 5 

Whofe faving light, the Gentile World 
With unknown comfort cheers. 

Well may the long expected fight, 
Make Tracts joys abound 5 

Before with fpecial favours grae'd, 
But now with glory Crown'd. 

Out of the Song of Zacharias. 

Luke 1. V. 68. 

By the Remiflion of mens fins 
T0 make Salvation known* . 

- Gods 

Hymn XXT. 4) 

God's tender mercy, when this Sun 
Arofe to all was mown-

He will our fad and difmal State 
With light and comfort blelss 

And guide our feet into the way 
Of peace and happinefs. 

Out o f feveral paffages in the Revelations > hj the 
fame Author. 

ALL ye that ferve the Lord, his Name 
See that ye celebrate *, 

All ye that fear him, fing aloud 
His prai/e both fmall and great-

O thou great Ruler of the World, 
Thy works our wonder raiie 5 

Thou ble/Ted King of Saints how true, 
And righteous are thy ways ? 

All glory, pow'r, and honour, thou 
Art worthy to receive ; 

For all things by thy pow'r were made, 
And by thy pleafure live. 

To thee of right. O Lamb of God, 
Riches and Pow r belong 5 

Wifdom and honour, glory, ftrength 
Andev'ry * praifing Song. Or,Thankfa.» 

Thou as our facrifice, was't /lain. 
And by thy precious blood, 

From every Tongue and Nation haft 
Redeemed us unto God. ? 

Bleifing and honour, glory, pow^r 
By all in Earth or Heav n, 10 



46 Hymn XXII. 
To him that fits upon the Throne, 

And to the Lamb be given. 

A Hymn relating to Baptifm. 

' 6 Rom. V. 4* 

BY facred Baptifm's folemn rites 
We now withChrtftzs bury'd Jye, 

That we may bear to our dear Lord 
This badge/of our conformity. 
That as the Fathers glorious pow'r 
Did his own Son from death revive, 
So we by the fame pow'r renew'd, 
A  new and heav'nly l i f e  might live. 

5 For as the Image of his death 
We in this lively emblem wear; 
So in his refurre&ion too 
We fhall his true refemblance bear. 

2 AQs v- 38. 
To all the truly penitent 
Baptifm does free remiffion feal, 
And that good Spirit does convey 
Whole grace their fouls f|iai] cleanfe & heal. 

39 For the rich promifes of God 
Extend to us, and to our race, 
And to ail Gentile-Profelytes 
That lhall the Chriftian Faith embrace. 

3 Gal. v. 27. 
Since then by Baptifm we put on 
Chrift, and his facred livery, 

2 Tim. 

Hymn XXllL 
2 Tim. 2.V. *9-

Let us who name that holy name, 
Depart from all iniquity. 

Another Metre. 

6 Rom. V. 4. BY facred Baptifm with our Lord 
We now are buried, > 

The badge of our conformity 
Unto our dying Head. 

That as the Father's glorious pow'r 
Did him when dead revive, 

So we by grace reftor'd, a new 
And heavenly life might live. 

5 For if the Image of his death 
We in this emblem wear, 

We in his Refurrettion too 
Shall his refemblance bear. 

2 Atts, v. 38. 
Baptifm to all the Penitent 

Does free remi/fion feal, 
And that Good Spirit dees convey 

Whofe grace does cleanfe and heal 
39 For God's rich promife unto us 

And to our race extends3 
And to all fuch as God fhall call 

In Earth's remotefi ends. 
3 Gal. v. 27. 

Since then by Baptifm we pur on 
Chrift, and his Livery, 

2 Tim. 2. v. 19. 
Let us who name that holy Name 

Flee from iniquity. 



48 Hymn XXIV. 
A Hymn Relating to the Mini/try, 

As the lOOPfalm. 

4 Eph. v. 8. 
TJ7Hen our triumphant Saviour 
™ Afcended up to Heav'n on high, 

He led the vanquifh'd pow'rs of Hell 
As Trophies of his Victory, 
And as a mighty Conqueror 
He did the richeft gifts beftow, 
As marks of royal bounty to 
His Church that's militant below. 

11 Apoflles and £vangelifts, 
And holy Prophets firft be gave j 
Of Pa/iors 2nd of Teachers now 
Thofe that facceed the Office have. 

12 With gifts and grace all furnifih'd are 
For their great charge and Miniftry, 
That each may in their feveral place 
His myftick body edify. 

13 Till all the bleflTed Unity 
: Of Faith and Heav'nly knowledge gain 5 

And Chrift's whole Church to its full age 
And growth in holinefs attain. 

x The/. 3. V. I. 
Mav then the Gofpers glorious light 
Diffufe and fpread It felf around, 
And may its great and large fuccefs 
Unto its Author s praife redound. 

Part II. 
20 APIs v. 28. 

And now all you that Paftors are 
With watchful care that Flock attend, 

Hymn XXIV. 49 
Which to Infpedl the Holy Ghoft 
Does you as faithful Bifhops fend-
See that you duly Minifter 
To all their needful iacred food, 
As knowing God has purchas'c them 
With the dear price of his owe blood. 

1  Pe t .  5 . 4  
And then when the great Shepherd fhall 
Appear as Judge at the laft day, 
You fhall receive a glorious Crown 
Ev'n one that never fades away-

1 Row. v..if. 
And welcome are thofe MefTengers 
Of God to us, who in his name. 
The joyful news of Peace and Life_ 
To guilty men from Heav'n proclaim ! 

9 Mat. 37,38. 
And now thctu gracious Lord, to whom 
The Harveft does of right belong I 
Let more of Faithful Labourers 
Into thy Sacred Harveft throng. 
For.lo! the precious Harveft feems 
Both plentiful and ripe to be * 
But where, Lord, are the Labourers 
To Reap and gather it for thee ? 

Another Metre, 

4 Eph. 8. WHen our triumphant Saviour 
Afcended up on high, 

He led the vanquiih't powrs of Hell 
Into Captivity. 

• ~ And 



so Hymn XXIV. 
And as a mighty Conqueror 

Did his rich gifts beftoiv, 
As marks of Royal favour to 

His Subje&s here below. 
11 A pottles, and Evangelitts, 

And Prophets firft he gave, 
Thofe that fucceed the Office of 

Pattors and Teachers have. 
12 With gifts and grace all furnifh't are 

For their great Mini ft ry, 
That each may in their fev'ral place 

His Body Edify. 
13 Till all the Unity of Faith # 

And heav'nly knowledge gam, 
And Chrift's whole Church to its full age 

And growth in grace attain. 
2 Thef 3. v. 1. 

May then the Gofpefs glorious light 
Diffufe it felf around, 

And may its great and large fuccefs 
To its juft praife redound-

Tart II. 

20 4tt. 28. 
And now all ye that Paftors are 

With care that Flock a trend, 
Which to Infpecf the Holy Ghoft 

Does-you as Biihops fead. 
See that you duly minlfter 

To all their needful food, _ 
As knowing God has purcbast them 

With his own precious blood-

Hymn XXIV. 51. 
1 Pet. 5. v. 4. 

And then when the great Shepherd fhall 
Appear at the laft day, 

You (hall a glorious Crown receive 
That never fades away. 

10 Rom. 1%. 
And welcome are God's Meflengers* 

Who in their Maftersname, 
The joyful news of Peace and Life 

To guilty men proclaim J 
9 Mat. 37, 38. 

And now thou Lord to whom of right 
The Harveft does belong, 

Let more of Faithful Labourers 
Intb thy Harveft throng. 

For lo / the precious Harveft feems 
•Plent'ous and ripe to be, 

But where Lord are the Labourers 
To gather it for thee ? 

F I N.I S. 

Lefl any unskilful Reader jhould he at a 
lofs ahout the meaning of the following 
words, 1 have added the Signification of 
em. 

Words lefs common. _ Their fignification. 
Hymn I. 

Bhnignity, Racious inclination VJ to do good. 
Scene 



The difficult words explained. 

Scene of t ime. 

JLttrattive. 
Iravfcendant. 

Hymn III. 
Body Myftical. 

Inviolable. 
ZJnexhaufted. 

Hymn VII-
Refolves. 

Hymn VIII. 
Confecrate. 

Hymn IX. 
Expire. 

Hymn X. 
Transforming. 

Radiant. 
Hymn XII-

Convene. 
Indemnity. 

Hymn XIV. 
Immanuel. 
Delagated. 

^ Hymn XV-
Vtttim. 

Hymn XXII. 
Emblem. 

The prefent ftate of the 
World, as oppos'd to 
Eternity. 

Alluring. 
Exceeding great. 

The Church, which is 
in a fpiritual ftnfe the 
Body of Chrift. 

Not to be broken. 
Never to be drawn dry. 

Purpofes. 

Seta-part for a holy ufe-

Attone. 

Changing into another 
fhape-

Bright. 

Meet together. 
Freedom from punilh-

ment. 

God with us. 
Delivered to him by commiffion. 

Sacrifice. 

Likenefs or rcprefencation. 

Books 

Boob lately Printed for Tho. Parkhurft, at the 
Bibl^ and Three Crowns in Cheapfide. 

STnodicon in Gallia Reformat a: Or, the A<5Is, 
Decifions, Decrees and Canons of thole 

Famous National Councils of the Reformed 
Churches in trance, beingaroo/i Faithful and 

* Impartial Hiflory of the Rife, Growth, Per-
fe&ion, Decay of the Reformation in that 
Kingdom, with it's fatal Catalfrophe upon the 
Revocation of the Edi&^r Nants in the Year 
1685. alfo the Confeilionof Faith and Dilci-
pline of tho/e Churches,their Speeches,Sacred 
Politicks, Cafes of Confcience, and Contro
verted in Divinity, &c. their Government, 
Laws, cIre. Colleded out of the Original-
Manufcript Adts of thofe Renowned Synods. 
In two Vol. In Fol. By John Quick: 

A Body ofPractical Divinity, confining of 
above i7<5Sermons,theiefler on theCatechifm, 
Compofed by the Reverend Aflembly of Di
vines ztWeflmwfteryWith a Supplement of fome 
Sermons o n  fevera l  Texts  of  Scr ip ture .  By 

j" Thomas Wat [on, formerly Minifter of St. Ste-
phen's Walbroob London. Recommended by 

% feveral Minifters to Matters of Families and 
others. In Folio. 

The Confirming work of Religion, or 
its great things made plain by their primary 
Evidences, and Demonttrations, whereby the 
meanett in the Church may foonbe made 
Able to render a rational account of their 
Faith. VVritten by Robert Fleming, Author of 

the 
* 



the fulfilling of the Scriptures. Now Pub-
lifhed by Daniel Burg efs. 

Advice to an only Child,or excellent Coun-
fel to all Young Perfons, containing the Sum 
and Subftance of Experimental and Practical 
Divinity. Written by an Eminent and Judi
cious Divine for the Private ute ot an only 
Child now made publick for the benefit ci 

X Prefent for fuchashave been Sick and 
and are recovered; Or a Difcourfe co?c.e.r"; 
ing the Good that comes out of the Evil ot 
AiHiaion. Being feveral Sermons, I reach
ed after his being raifed from a Bed of Lan-
feuiihiiie, By Nathaniel Vincent, M. A- ana 
fKioifcer of the GofpeJ. .. . 

A Defence of Mr. M. fj% Brief Enquiry « 
into the Nature of Schifm, and the \ indi
cation of if, with Reflections upon a Pam
phlet called,The Review,ete And a brief Hi-
Itorical Account of Nonconformity trom tne 
Reformation to this prefent time. 

A Sermon at the Funeral of the Worlhip-
ful Jcbn Symonds late of great Teldhamm the 
County of FJfex Efq-} Preached in the 1 arifh- , 
Church of great Teldham aforefaid cn the 
3.4 th- 0 f Feb, l6$2. By John Brooks 5 A.M. 
and Redior there. ^ , ,. 

A Sermon Preached at the Funeral of the 
Reverend Mr, Tho, Shcwel, M. A-^d Mint-
iter of the Gofpel in Corcn'ry. By Wiihm 
•'twgMp Minifcer of the Gcfpel. 
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