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Songs of I_’rai{"c.-'_. to Almighty God,
upon "fé:y:é.fal Occafions.’ s

Llon B o1, val 3 | 4

I. A General So}fg-ff Praife t;r Almighty God.

M yvm i
(1.
O W fhall I Sing’that Majefty

Whiclf Anigelsdo ddemire’> 270 vk

Let Du(t, in Daft-and Silencet’ ik,
Sing, Sing, 'yé Heavenly Quire!
Thoufands of Thoufands {tandAréund |
Thy Throne}“O°God, moftHighs .
Ten Thoufand times'Ten T houfand found
Thy Praife;"but'whom am1? ‘

(2.2

Thy Brightnefs unto them gppears,
Whilft I thy Footfteps trace,

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

They Sing, becaufe thou art their Sun,
Lord, fendaBeamon meg |

For where Heaven s but onge begun
There Halle[ujahs be. g

(3%
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2" Songs of Praife

(3)
Enlighten with Faiths Light, my Heart
Eaflame i€ wich Lovesg!:‘ire, : g
Then fhall I Sing and bear a part,
With that Celeltial Quire,
I {halk;—Ffear, be dark and cold,
With all my Fire and Light:
Yet when ehou doft accepe théir Gold,
Lord Treafure up my Mite.

7K )
How great 2 Raing Lord, is thine,
Which dotliall Beings keep !
Thy Knowledge isthe oaly finc
To féund :foivaft a Deep., | |
Thou art g Seaiwithont a,Shore,
A ‘Sun-withousa Sphere,
Thy Time is néw and evermore,
Thy placc is every where.
(5
How good art thou wholfe¢ Goodnefs is
Our Parent,. Nurfe and Guide s
Whofe Streams do water Paradife
And all the. Earth befide] '
Thine Upper and Thine Nether Springs
Make both thy Woild$'to thtive.
Under thy warnr and (Helcerinig Wings
Thou keep’lt two Broods alive.

CY)

(22

to Almighty God. 3
G SN
Thy Arm of Might, moft mighty King,
Both Rocks and Hearts doth break,
My God, thou canft'do every thing
But what would fhew thee Weak.
Thou canft not Crofs thy felf, orbe
Lefs than thy f{elf, or poor;
But what{oever pleafeth Thee,
That canft thou do; and mote.

(7.2
Who would not fear thy Searchirg Eye,
Witne(s to all that's true ?
Dark Hell and, deep Hyporrifie
Lie plain before 1ts View,
Motions and Thouglits before they grow
Thy Knowledge doth Efpy.
What unborn Ages are todo
Is done before thiné Eye.
(8.
Thy Wildom, which both makes,arid miends,
We ever much Admire.
Creation all our Wit Tranfeends 4
Redemption rifes Higher.
Thy Wifdom guidesftray'd Sinners home,
"Twill make the dead Wotld rife,
And bring thofe Prifoners to theit Doomt 5
Its Paths ar¢ Mylteries.

B2 (4)




4 Songs of Praife

( 9.
Great isthy Truth, agnlehaII prevail
_To Unbelievers thame,
Thy Truth'and Years do never fail $
Thouever art the fame.
Unbeliefis a Raging wave,
Dafhing againfta Rock.
I£.God doth not his Ifrae’ Save,
Then Jet Egyptians mock.

( 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 {courge and fting,
This is the Angels Song, :
Who Holy, Holy, Holy Sing,
In Heavenly Canqan’s Tongue.

Cingi)
Mercy, that fhining Attribute,
The Sinners Hope:and Plea !
) Huge Hofts of Sins in their Purfuit
Aredrown'd in thy Red Sea
M?\-qcfl isGod's Memorial,
nd rrall Ages prais'd ;
T\‘Iy_God, thingonll)y Son c’lid fall,
T'hat Mercy might be Rais'd.

to- Almighty God. 5
Cix1gg )
Thy bright Back-parts, :O.God of Grace,
I Humbly here Adore 5 i
Shew me thy Glory and thy Face,
That I may praife Thee more.
Since none can feethy Face and live,
For me todie is belk,
Thro' Fordar’' s ftreams who would not dive
To Land at Canean’s Reft ?

Another.
AY

/
¢ Je )
Hat {hall I Render to my God,
For all his Gifts to Me ?

Sing Heav’nand Earth; rejoyce and praife
His Glorious Majefty.

Bright Chervbims, ‘fweet Seraphims,
Praife Him with all your might.

Praife, praife Him, all ye Hofts of Heav'n,
Praile-him ye Saints in Light. :

%
Ye bleffed Patriachs praife the Lord,
For his Firft-fruitsare ye,
Blefs'd Prophets, who dreamt heré of God,
Praife Him, whomnow you fee.
Offer to God ye glorious Priefls,
Your Sacrifice of Praifey -
Sweet P{almifts, now your Hearts are Fixt,
Your tuneful Voices raife.
B 3 Yer




6 Songs of Praife

-l
Ye twelve Apofties O%thc Lamb
g \cflvg_c])l}.ajri proclaim'd your Kir;g
And Ful'd this World wi ,
Loud Hallelojahs Sing.]th e S‘Ol'mds’
Triumphant Martyrs ye did Pigh:
And Fighting ye did fall, )
And falling ye rook up a Crown:
Crown Him who Crown'd you all.

Praife, praife Him, all4ye faved Ones
Ifrom _whom Salvation came : :
Praife Him that Sits upon the T’hronc
And Praife the Glorious Lamb,
Praife, praife him,all ye Siings below
]?ralﬁ' him both Eaft and Weft:
Praife him, all ye Biptized Lands.
Praife whom you have Profe(sd.

O Praife Him, all ye érowned Heads
Thatown the Chriftian Name:
Praife Him, who isthe King of Kings
I}:ufc‘:md Enlarge his Fame. f
Praife Him, all Chriftian Magiftrates
Gain Credit to his Ways:: :
Praife Him, ye Minifters of God
Teach Others Him to Praife, |

: _ 6.
Pya:fc.Hm? our Famous Chriftian Ile
Praife him with one accord. i

10 Almighty God, 7
Let every Tougue, let every Tribe
Be taught to Praife the Lord 5 ., |
Praife Him, my Friendsand Kindred all,
O Praife Himall your Days 3, |
My Mind and Hedrt, my Li'P and Life
Joyn to advance his Praife.

taqyo o b '
O Let me praig thee, whillt [liye,
And Praile thee, when I dye,
And praife thee, when I rife again,

And to Eternity,
Praife Father, Sonand Holy Ghoft,

The Father fent his Son 5
The Son fends forth the Holy Ghoft:

For Mens Salvation.

8
Myf(terions depths of Endlefs Love

Our Admirations raife,
My God, thy Namecexalted is
For above all our Praife.

111 A Song of Praife for Creation.

‘ 1.
Hou waft, O God : and thou waft Bleft
Before the World begun 3

Ot rhine Eterpity pofie(t,
Before Time's Glafs did Run.

Thou needelt none thy Praife to Sing,
As if thy Joy could Fade.
B 4 Could't




8 - Songs' of: Phhife

Could'ft thou have 1
Thou coul'lt have

2. -‘
Great and Good God, it pleafed Thee "’
Thy God-héad to declare s - & 0104 ]
And what thy Goodnefs did decree,
Thy Greatnefs did prepare :
Thou fpeak’(t, apd Heaven andEarthAppér'd,
And Anfwerd to thy Calls 17 |
As if their Makers Voice they heard, | !

Which is the Creatu

3.
Thou fpeak’ft the Word,
hy Word went forth with Speed,
Thy Will, 0 Lord, it was thy Word. -
Thy Word it was thy Deed :
Thou brought'(t forth Adas from theGrowird,
nd Eve out of his Side it :

Thy Blefling made the E

With thefe Two multiplyd.

. 4
Tholethree great Leaves
Thy Name in Figures

Bruites feel the Bounty of thy Hand, '

But I my ‘Maker know
Should not I here

My Lord, whom fhould
Who am thy Creatures

JHeav’n,Sea & Land,

thy Servant be,
Whoft Creatnres ferve me here »

eeded any thing, 7> 111
noﬂﬁng made.”

res A1 1.

moft mighty Lord,

arth abound,

fhew ;

I fear but Thee,
Fear?

t5 Almighty “God. 5,

To whom Lord, Ihozld ISing butthee,l -
The Maker of my Tongue ! ‘ |

Lo ! otherLords would ‘Seize on'Me, i
But I to theebelong ¢

As Waters hafte unto their Sea,
And Earth unto its Earth 5

So let my Souil return to Thee,
From whom'it hac;rts Birth.

But ah! F'am fallen in t:'lleeNight, k5

canmot come to'thee.

Ye?F p(i;ﬁ?t?k Word, Lef there be I Tgb.r 5
It{hall Enlightenme:" k s

And let£li§ Word, wioft Mighty Lord;
Thy Fallen, Creaturéiaile,

O make me o’re agiin, anid I
Shall Sing my Makefs praife,

IV. - 4 Song of Praifé for Prefervation.
I

HouLerd who rnii."ed'ﬂ-HCaveb andEarth
Doft make thy Biiilding'{tand, °
The Weight whereof doth Iwholly Reft
hine Almighty'Hand : .

Shc())u'} Ei [; thou w'?thdraw thy Hand of might,
The Earth would quitits place; * -

The fhining Heaven would vanifh ftreight
Into meer empty Space. 5




10 Songs of Praife

8.
For as that Liquors Scent remaj
Which fir(t the Cask did F;?lafns'
So Fecble Creatures hold the Scént
A (;f thc;;r firft nothing ftill :
ord, whatisMap, that Chi i
That boafts his High d egreclsd?Of e
If one poor moment he be Left
He Sinks, and where is He »

In Theel Live and Mogve, and am
Thou deal'ft me out my days ’

As thou renew’t my Being, Lord
Let me renew thy. Praife, ,

- Fromthee I am, through thee I am,

And for thee I muft be 3
"Tis better for me not to li ve
Than not to live to thee.

4.
-My God, thou art-my glorious Sun,

By whofe bright Beams I fhine -
As thou, Lord, ever art with Mc,
Let me be ever thine, '
Thou art my living Fountain, Lord
Whole ftreams on medo flow :
My felf I render unto thee, -
To whom my felf T owe.

s.
As thou, Lord, an Immortal Soul

Hath Breathed into me ; So

to Abﬂigb‘y Gﬂd. 1§ |

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

V. A Seng of Praifc for Provifian.” il

I.
Ome, let us praife our Mafters Hand,
Which gives us daily Bread 5 .- |

| ‘Thy Houfe, my Lord, is full of Guefts, |

Thy Table Richly Spread :
| Earth ischy Table, wherethy Guefts
' Do daily Sic and Feed 5
| Thy Hand Carvesevery one his part,
, And fuffers None to need.

x
Naked came 1 intothe World,
{ And nothing with me brought
And nothing have ] here deferv'd,
Yet have I lacked Nought.
I do not Ble(s my Labouring Hand,
My Labouring Head or Chance ;
Thy Providence, moft GraciousGod,

Is mine Inheritance.

3 <
Thy Bounty gives me Bread with Peace,
A Table free from Strife 3
Thy Bleffing is the Staff of Bread,
Which 1s the Staff of Life.
The People Sate in Companies,
My Saviour Fed themall 5

So
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Songs of Praife

i!r So all the Families of the Earth/
: Have Tables in Gods Hill.

| Are nourifhed by thy Care,
Mcrcxes.wc Eat, Mercies we Drink
Mercies we daily wear : :
Shall I repine againft my God
That kept me all my days ?
Then let my Tongue forget to tafte
When it forgets to praife. i

. . i
,l The Vine and Olive Branches too
|

VL. A Song of Praifefor Proteition.

L I.
Y God, my only Help and Ho
M My ftrong and fure l?.)e:l"c:nce :pc,
» Forall 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 Boalft,
Iam the Almighties Charge.
2
| Lord, in the Day, thou art abo
The Paths wherein I tread 3 -
And in the Night, when I lye down
Thou art about my Bed : 1
| trﬂ.n-'cl thro’ the Wildernefs,
Free from the Beafts of prey. The

R,

to Almighty God. 13

. The Wolves and Lions Mouths are {topd,>

The Serpents creep away.

3.

In Prefervation God Creates,

Delivers in Protection 3 .

Lord, every Moment of my Life, - ¥
Is like a Refurre&tion: :

<
-

A thoufand Deaths I daily 'fcape; -

I pafs by manya Pit, ‘

I Sail by many dreadful Rocks, : : "

Where others have been fplit.

L
| Iee blind;People with mine Eyes, ,

To Hofpitals I walk 5

| Thear of them that cannot hear, ¥

And of the Dumb I talk :

Lord, what amIthat thou fhould’(t (hew
Such Favour unto me?

My Bones and Senfes, all mu(t iy,
Lord, who isliketo thee?

VII. A4 Songof Praife for Health,

X. :
¥ YEalth isa 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




14 Songs of Prazﬁ‘ ‘ to Abm'gb‘i] God. 15

SkreWw up miy Heart-ftrings 2l to make
Sweet Melody to tlty Nameé.

2.
Whil(t Others in God’s’ Prifoiis lie,
Bound with Affli&ions Chains,
I'walk at large; (ecure and free
From Sickne(s and from'Pains : :
Their Life is Death, their Lingaage proafs
Their Meat is Juice of Galls 3 '
Their Friends,but ftrarigersswealth, but want
Their Houfes, Prifon-w alls.

; 3 \
Their earnefl¥ Cri¢s do piércethe Skies,

And fhall I filent be ?
Lord, was I fick, as T am well,
Thou fhoul’(t have heard from me;
The Sick have not more caufe to pray,
Than I'to praife my King. :
Since Nature teaches them to groan,
Let Grace teach me to fing.

4.
I'fee my Friends, I tafte my Meat,
I'm free from mine Employ -
But when I do enjoy my Cod,
Then T my {elf enjoy.
Lord, who doft fét me of my Feet,
Direct meinthy ways :
O Crown thy Gift of Healthy with Grace,
Atdtarnitto thy Praife. >
. V :

iVIII. A Song of Praife | for F“"JJ“P"JW-

D3 f _
Hy Blefling, Lord, doth multiply |
%ne Facob to tfl‘ro Bands; '
One Perfonto a'Family, ' L
Which throagh thy Blefling Pa{x_nds. :
On all my Flocks bothgreatand fimall -
Thy Sun doth Sweetly Shine;
Thy fruitful drops do gently t_‘z,tl' 3 94
On every Bran¢hiof mime. 3 -
i ‘\ z. .0 ] ‘
Thy Blefling made  the Loaves to grow,
And Multitudes were Fed.
My Houfe is Fill'd and Feafted too;
It isan Houfe of Bread = :
How can I héar my Chi ll]eirc)n Sing,
d not Sing unto thee: ‘
Siné:thzy glad gN ews fromr Heav'n do bring,

My God muft hear from me.

Mine Olive Branches agnd my Vine
Thrive by my Tables Side;

Whil(t others wither and decline,
Who in Deaths Shadeabide.

With Cov'nant Blood my: Pofts are Red,
*Tis on my Lintle found.

And Lo! the Line of Scarlet Whred; 1/

Is on my Window bound. ity s o151
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16 Songs of Praife.
- 4-
"Tis not, my God, my felf alone
But mine, to Thee I owe, ,
Thou mad'{t me many ont of oge
So ket thy Praifes grow . o
Whatever Lord is dane to thine,
Thou count'(t it dohe to! thee »...
And whatfoever’s done to mine,
I Cotint.it done to Me, 0

g -
Let me be ever good to thine, '
Who art fo good toime! .
Let thine be mine, and-mine be thine,
Andthey twice'mine. fhall be ;
Then fhall my Houfe a Temple be,
Then I and mine fhall Sing
Hofanna's to thy Majefty, | - 1., ..
And praife our Heavenly King. ;

IX. 4808y of Praife far good Su'rc;.f; in hong?

Ifairs.

I.
S not the Hand of :God in this ?
Is not this End ‘divine » ‘
Lord of Succefs, Thiee will I bef,
Who 6n my Paths:do’it fhine,,
I Reap the Fruit of Ged’s Diyige,
By Himit was forefeen s o | .
A GUO - He

to Almigi:ty God.
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 ;
Wherefore 1 praife his careful Eye,
And his Unetring Hand :
The Bow is drawn by feeble Arms,
Aim taken in the Dark,
A Providential Hand doth Guide
The Arrow to the Mark.

- P
Except the Lord the City keep,
The Watchmen will be {lain
Except the Lord do biiild the Houfé,
The Builder Builds in Vain.
Buildings are Babels, Citics Heaps,
When thou fend'(t Curfe or Flame ;
And labouring Heads thar promife Fruit,
Oft bring torth Wind and Shatne.

But thou haft Crown’d Jltuy Altions, Lod,
With good Saccefs to day

This Crown, together with myfelf
At thy bleft Feet 1lay :

Lord, who art pleas’d to prolper Me,
To blefs me in my ways 3

Profper my weak endeavouting Heart,
V\ch'gch Aimeth ar thy Praife. '

C X. 4
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18 Songs of Praife

X. A Song of Praife for. the Morning.

1
'\'/
\ / |
\ ¥V
PR

God was with meall this Night,
And gave Me fweet Repofe : 4
My God did watch even whillt I {lept,
Or I had never Rofe.»
How many groand and wifh'd for Sleep,
Un:_:l they wifh'd for day,
.vle.zsrn.n;,: Hujv Hours with their quzick pains,
Whillt I fecurely lay!

Whillt I did fleep all dangers ficpt
No Thieves did me affrig! &
S did me affright,
['hofe Evening Wolves, Thofe Bealts of prey
Dilturbers of the Night : ,
To Raging Flames nor Storms did Rend
The Houfe that, I wasin
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 (leptits laft
~ My Soul bave wak'din Hell : ’
Sweet Refthath gain'd that Strength to Me
Which Labour did Devour : :
My Body. was in weaknefs Sown,
Butitis Rais'd;in power.
X 3 Lord,

to Almighty God.

4.

Lord, for the Mercies of the Night, i

My humble Thanks I pay, .
And unto Thee [ dedicate

The firlt Fruits of the day -
Let this day praife Thee, O my God,

And folet all my days:
And O let my Eternal Day,

Be thine Eternal praife.

XI.. A Song of Praife for the Evening.
G ! y 1
OW fromthe Altar'sf ithy Heare;
Let Incenfe Flames-arife 5 '
Affi(t me, Lord; tooffer up™’
Mine Evening Sacrifice:
Awake, my Lové%d' Awake, ‘my Joy 4
Awake my Heart and Tongue,
Sleep'not 5 when Mercies loudly ¢all,
Break forth intoa Song!
Man’s Life’s a. Book of Hiftory,
The Leaves thereof are Days s p
The Letters Mercies clofely Joind,
The Titleisthy Praife -
This day God was my Sun ard Shield,
My keeper and my Guide s =
His'care was on my Fragty fhewn,
His Mercies multiply'd.”
By Sk Mia.

1}
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20 Songs of Praife

Minutes and Mercies mﬁlu’ply'd,
Have made up all this day 5

Minutes came quick, but Mércies were
More Fleet and Free than they :

New time, new Favours, and new Joys,
Do a new Song require 5

Till T fhall praife Thee as I would,
Accept my Hearts defire.

Lk
Lord of my Time, whofe Hand hath Sef,
New time upon my Score ;
Then fhall I praife for all my Time,
When Time fhall be no more.

XIL A Song of Praife for the Birth of Chrif?.

I.
A_ Way dark thoughts > Awake, my Joy ;
; Awake, my Glory, Sing,

Sing Songs to Celebrate the Birth
Of Facobs God and King :

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

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

The wakeful Shepherds near their Flocks,
Were watchful for the Morn 5

But better News from  Heav'n was brought,

. Your Saviour Chrift is Born, In

to Almighty God. 2L,

In Bethlem-Town the Infant Lies,
Within a place obfcure;

O Little Bethlem, poor in Walls,
But Rich in Furniture!

T |

Since Heaven is now come down to Earth, .
Hither the AngelsFly 5 ™
Heark how the Heavenly Quire doth Sing,
Glory to God on High: ' '
The News is fpread, the Churchis glad,
Simeon, o'recome with Joy,
Sings with the Infant in his Arms,
Now let thy Servamt die.

4.
Wile Men from far beheld the Star,
Which was their faithful Guide 5
Until it pointed forth'the Babe,
And him they glorified :
Do Heaven and Earth R ejoice and Sing,
Shall we our Chrift deny 2
He's Born for us, and we for Him
Glory to God on High.

XIML. A Song of Praife for G [-r:'ﬂ.

1.

'VE found the Pear] of greateft price,
My Heart doth Sing for Joy ;5
And Sing I muft; a ChriftI have,

O what a Chrift haveI!
| C 3 Chrift /




! BTN
23 So "’C C’f Pl‘dlfe
Chrift is the W ay, tln Truch and Life,
The Way to God and Glory

Life to the Dead, the Truth of Types, _ |
The Truth of Anucnt Story.

Chriftisa Prophcr Prlcft and King ;
A Prophet fu]l of Light:

A Prieft that ftands twixt God and Man,
A King that Rules with Might :

Chrift's Manhood isa T mele where,
The Altar, God doth Relt 5

My Chrift he 15 the Sacrifice 3
My Chrift, He is the Prieft.

3
My Chrit, Heis the Lord of Lords,
He is the Ki ng of Kings 3
He is the Son of !\Jghtcouinefs
With Healing in his Wings,
My Chrift, He is the Tree of Life
Which in God’sGarden grows,
Whofe Fruitsdo Feed, who(é Leaves d6 Heal,|
My Chrilt is .)/".n.mr Rofe.

Chrift is my Meat, Chnft 15 my Drink,
My Phyfick and my Health ;
My Peace, my Strength, my ]0} my Crown
My (;Iory and my Wealth: .
Chriftis my Father and my Friend,
My Broth:rand my Love ;
MyHzad, my Hope, my Counfcllour
My Ac.\ohatc*wbmf My

v
|

to Almighty God.

5. v
My Chrifi he is the Heaven of Hedven,
My Chrift what'thall ] call 2"
My Chrift is firft, my Chrift 157aft,
\1\ Chrift 1s AllL 1t All,

XIV. l?JiﬂffPf.uﬁﬂnI dguption.

ThatI had an ,'\rr* s Tuu
That I might loudh Swg

The Wonders of Re .L. ming 'mu,
To Thee my God and L(.w ‘f‘

But Man, whoat the Ga 5\H1dl
Did Pale and Speechlefs Lye,

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

Let the Redeemed of the Lord
Their chankful Voices raife -

Can we be Dumb, whillt Angels Sing
Our great Redeemers Praife ?

Come let us joyn with Angelsthen,
Glory to God on High 5

Peace upon Earth, Uao;l Will to Mes,
Amen, Amen, fay I

Poor Adun’s Racewas Satan’s Prey,
And Duft the Serpent’s Food -

We thatswere doom’d to be devaurd,
Naked and Trembling ftood.. C4

A
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A Wife Eternal Pity then
Did helplefs Man befriend $

Our Help did in God’s Bofom Lie,

And thence it did delcend.

4.
Love Cloathed with Humility,
Built here an Houfe of Clay ;
In which it dwelt, and Relcu’d M
The Devil loft his prey ;

an 3

The fpiteful Serpent bryis'd Chrilt’s Hesl,

But then Chriff brake his Head
And left Him Nail'd upon the Crc
One which his Blood was fhed.

5

ofs,

5.
Sing and triumph in boundlefs Grace,

Which thus hath fet thee free 5
Extol with fhouts, my faved “oul,

Thy Saviours Love to thee :
Give Endlefs Thanks to God, and
- What Love was this in thee

(ay,

That thou haft not withleld thy Son,

Thine only Son from Me !

: WAy
What were Ten Thoufand Worlds ¢
Thine Image and Delight, -
Had we been all caft down to Hell,
~Jultice had had its Right:

o him,

The Glory might have been dj (train’'d,

Our Torments Mhopld Exprefs
Thy Purenefs,

' ‘And Everlaftinignefs,

Juftice, Might and T;uth,

Thus_

25

19 }llmigbty God.
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'ftthou have a&tive Worthipers,

(ides the Angels Quire ?
R-ﬁﬁ?ons had I(Yu’% at thy Word,
As Sparks arife frog) Fire.
Mans Room had quickly been Supply’d,
For, Lord, at thy Command
A New Creation {hould ap})ear-,
Thy Grace could make them {tand :
Or would’ft thou fhew thy pity, Lord ?
Thou might'{t 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 mult Fall
A Bloody Sacrifice -
Thy Deep and Glorious Councels, Lord,
With Trembling I Adore 3
Blefled, thriceblefled be wy God,
Blefled for evermore.

XV. 4
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XV. ' A Song of Pr.u:/z'. for the Gofpel.

I.
Left be my God that T was Born,
To hear the Joyful Sound 3
1 hatTwasborn to be Baptiz'd,
And Bred on Holy Ground :
That I was Bred where God appears,
In Tokens of his Grace ;
The Lines are fallen un o me,
In a mott pleafan: pl ce.

2,
I'might have been a Pagan Bred,
Orelfea Veiled Few,
Or Cheated with an Lrorasn
_ Among the Turkifh Crew.
Dumb Pictures might have been my Books,
Dark Language my Devoti n;
And fo I might with blind-d Eyes,
Have drunk a deadly Potion.

L 3.
80 in a Dungeon dark as Night,
I might have Spent my day’s
But thou haft fent me Gofpel-Light,
To thine Eternal praife,
The Sun which rofe up in the Eaft,
And drove their Shades away
His Healing Wings have reach’d the Weft,
And turn'd our Night to Day.

England

| At laft a Canaan it became,

to' Almighty God. 27
4

| England at firlt an Egypt was,

Since that proud Babel/s Slave 5

el =3

And then'my Bitth it gave.
Bleft be my God that Thave flept
The difmal Night away 3 _
Being kept in Providence’s Womb,
To England’s brightelt Day.

5
Bleft be my God for what I fee,
My God for whatT hear 3
Thear fuch blefled Nésws from Heaven, -
Nor Earth nor Hell 1 fear.
I hear my Lord for me wis born,
My Lord for Me did die;
My Lord for Me did Rife again,
And'did afCend on High.

6. |
On High he {tands to pjleu’i my Cauﬁ-,
And will return again 3
And fet Me on a Glorious Throne,
That T with him may Reign,
Glory to God the Father be,
Glory to God the Son
Glory ta God the Holy Ghof? 5
dﬂrj to God Alene.

XVI.
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XV1. Song of Praife for o Gofpel-Minifiny,
5.
Airare the Feet which bring the News
Of Gladnefs unto Me; :

What Happy Meffengers are the(e

Which my blefy’d Eyes do fee !
Thefe are the Stars which God appoints

For Guides unto my Eyes ;

To lead me unto Bethlem-Town,
Where my dear Saviour Lies,

” 19
Thefe are my Gods Ambaffadors,
By whom his Mind I know,
God’s Angels in his lower Heav'n,
God’s Trumpeters below -
The Trumpet founds,  the Dead arile,
Which Fell by Adam’s Hand 3
Again the Trumpet founds, and they
Set forth for Cenaans Land.

3.

{peak, but thou, Lord, doft
An hearing Ear beftow ;

They {mite the R ock, but thon, my God,
Doft make the Waters flow :

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

They call, but, Lord, thou doft Compel,
And then thy Guelts are come. Angels

Thy Servant

to Almighty God. 29
4
Angels that flie, and Worms that creep,
Are both alike to Thee ;
If thou mak'ft Worms thine Angels, Lotd,
They bring my God to me :
As Sons of Thunder firft they come,
And I the Lightring fear s |
But then they bring meé to my Home,
And Sons of Comfort are.

5.
Lord, thou artin themof a Truth,
That I might never {tray 5
The Clouds and Pillars march before,
And (hew me Camaans way :
Iblefs my God, whois my Guide s
ing in Sions waysy :
W:\:n sﬁmll I fing on Sions Hill,
Thine Everlafting Praife ?

XVII. A Song of Praife for Holy Baptifmm.

I.
Ord, What is Man, that Lump of Sin,
Made up of Earth and Hell;
Not fit to cotne within the Camp
Where Holy Angels dwell ?
Man is a Leper from the Womb,
An Ethiopian born, g
A Traitor’s Guilty Son and Heir,

Worthy of pain and fcorn. And
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2.
And dofk thou look on fuch a One?
Are not thine Eyes moft pure ?
But they are Eyes of Pity too,
Where Griefs do beg a Cure,
This Leperis a Loathfom Sight,
But Pity cafts an Eye,
And bids him wath in ‘Jordan’s Streams,
To Cure his Leprofie.

2
This Ethiopian Skin is chang’d,
And made as white as Snow,
When dipt in wonder-working Streams,
Which from Chrift’s Side did flow
As Adam (lept, and from his Side
A Killing Eve arofe 4
From my pierc'd Lord (that {mitten Rock)
A pure Life-Fountain flows.

4.
Ah what a Tainted Wretch is Man!
And fo he muft have ftood,
Butlo! an A& of Soveraign Grace
Reltores him to his Blood :
Save me,. my God 5 for I am thine,
Lord, own thy Seal to me ;
O wath my oul till it be cleansd,
And purify’d for Thee.

5.
Blefk above Streams is Fordax’s Elgod,
LeWhich toucheth Cangans Shore. .

il

to Almighty God. 3I '
I'll fing thy Praife in Fordan’s Streams,
In Canaan evermaore.

XVUL 4 Song of Praif¢ for the Lord’s Suppers

I.
Praife the Lord ! praife him, praife him,
O Sing Prailes to his Name 3

Oall ye Saints of Heaven and Earth,

Extol and Land the fame 5

Who fpared not his only Son,

t But gave Him for us all 5

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

Frail Nature thrank, and did requeft
That bittet Cup might pafs;

But he muft drink it off, and this -
The Fathers Pleafure was -

Lo then I come to do thy Will,
His blefled Son reply’d 3

Yielding Him(elf to God and Man,
He ftretch’d his Armsand dy’d.

3
He Dy’d indeed, but Rofe again,
And did afcend on High 5
That we poor Sinners loft and dead,

Might Live Eternally - ,
Good Lord, how many Souls in Hell,
Doth Vengance vexand tear ; r

_ Weré

i 1

| o — |
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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 ;
He took our Sin, gave us Himfelf,
What an Exchange is here !
Whatever is not Hell it felf,
For me it is too good :
But muft we Eat the Flefh of Chrift 3
And muft we Dririk his Blood »

5.
His Fle(h is Heay'nly Food indeed,
His Blood is Drink Divine g
His Graces drop, like Honey falls,
His Comforts tafte like Wine
Sweet Chrift, thoa haft refre(h’d our Souls
With thine abundant Grace
For which we magnific th y Name,
Longing to fee thy Face.
6

’

When fhall our Souls mount up to Thée,
Moft Holy, Juft, and True,

Toeat that Bread, and drink that Wine,
Which is for ever New ?

XUX. ASong of Praife for the Lord s-Day.
. 1.
MY Lord, my Love, was Crucified,

He all the pains did bear ; But

to Almighty God. 33
But in the Sweetnefs of his Reft,
He makes his Servants Share :
How {weetly Relt thy Saintsabove,
Whichin thy Bofom lie?
Thy Church below doth Reft in hope,
Of that Felicity.

3.
Thou, Lotd, who daily feed'ft thy Sheep,
Makft them a weekly Feaft ;
Thy Flocks meet in their feveral Folds,
Upon this Day of Reft:
Welcome and dear unto my Soul,
Are thefe {fweet Fealts of Love ;
But what a Sabbath fhall I keep, .
When I fhall'Reft above ! "

3.
Iblefs thy wife and wondrousLove,
Which binds.us to be free ;
Which makes us leave our Earthly Snare,
That we may come to Thee
I come, ' 1 wait, I hear, Ipray,
Thy Footfteps, Lotrd, 1 trace;
I fing tothink this is the way
Unto my Saviours Face.

A.

Thefe are my Preparation days;
And when my Souil is Drelt 5
Thefe Sabbaths {hall deliver me

To mine Eternul I;Je{'t. x¥.
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w bo ) M il
‘ This day God dpth his Mefels/
ARe, Augpler, His Conduits run with Winé?”gh

He that loves not this days approach, |
Scorns Heaven and Saviours fhine :

‘
Left Day of God, moft ¢alm, mioft bright,

The firftand bett of Days What Slavesare thofe who Slay’ry chufe,,
[g The Lab’rours Reft, the Saints Delight, wﬁﬁgﬁg::;kfm thely tﬁa s f}( X
1 A Day of Mirth_and Praie : Ailk 897 Eianey, e mi,
M);{ .Sa]\g?-urs ga(cle didimake thee fhine, And the AW‘Y: Beft2 iy
is Rifing did theetaife 5 . Jb1 od ool o B D) it
This made thee Heavenly and Divine, Th:\snzi?;f&:sc{lgPﬁo:ge: FﬂﬂFb-:
It is their Pentecoft, onw

]
1
: Beyond tlie common Days.
2. ‘ :
The Firft-fruits do a Blefling prove The Holy Ghoft dath fa.l:
t To all the Sheaves bching,p ¥ O Day of Wonders! Merci¢s pawi,

And they that do a Sabbath lov The weary Souls Regruits, . .., |
An happy Week fhall find - s The Chriftians Gofber, Heavens h?wﬁ', |

I'W){Wll-_lor;i1 on thee his Name did fix, The Bud OE.EI.‘lefS'SF,' ryit, .
ich makes thee Rich and Gay - 1) gl ager
Amidft his Golden (:anék-mcks, i Oh could I Iove as I haveloy'd,

Thy , Watches heretofore;
As England’s Glory thou halt prov'd,

My Saviour walks this day.
i May’ft thou be fo yet more:

i &

He walks in’s Robes, “his Face fhines bright,
The Stars are in his Hand 5 B Thisday muft.I for God appear,

Out of his Mouththat place of Might For, Lord,, theday is thine 3 '
A Two-edg’d Swordpdoth ﬂmf : O let me fpend itin thy Kear!,
Grac'd with our Lord’s Appearance thus, Then fhall the day be mine. | 1

As well as with his Name ; Lbi7 o )
Py o Serpd o | S ok v gl
‘ 2

Upon a double Claim, This D2 Now

*
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Now let me Talk with God, gnd Walk

With God, ‘andl am bleft. 1

Prge ygs” oAe il o g enit gl
XXI. ASomg of Praife for the Pattence of God.. Fool, ask not where @'A};p;ght)r o )

hareie ) I. ! |
~ Emighty'God, ‘bow Hafétho both
“A. . Wrongsniot to be expret s
=raining Rebellion, ‘Injur'd Epve,
Light quenched i my Breaft 1
Man would be God, ‘dnd down he fell
To teach Him better Skil] g ’
_Yet he lifts up his bruifed Bofes

Againft his Maker ftil).

45 fa
Lord, whata Morfter is bafe Man,
Thus given to'Rébel |- - ‘
O that thou doft not cleave the Earth, /
.And fend himquick to Hell ¥
His Sins for Wages loydly Cry,
Juftice with dreadful fonnd
Cries too, Cut dowtt this fruitlels Tree,
Why cumbers it the Ground »

But God waves his A%!vantagcs
Of Right and Vengeance too,
And by his fingle Patience,
Doth daring Man out-do -
The Creature doth difdain his God,
. By whom he'is Maintain'd 5
: Yet

i
{
[

to, Alurighty. Gods

37-

Yet God Maintaias this R ebel-sworm, » - 1 .-

By whom he isdifdain’d, ;-

All Glory toHimgives. ../
Isnot his Power fully prov:d,, i
In fuffring Thee to Live?

'/ | Washe notGod, he could not bear,

Such Weightgas an himlic;;

. Weak things are “?ulckl'y fct on Fire,

‘iw

apansflies ;
5

And to their {:

When Hell would make me roar >

! | Lord, let thy Patience end in Love,

[l fing for evermore,

{2l
(3

{1 Y%

srods

1w
yr A

hy fhould not Pati'cn.cc, make me fing, ¥y

XXII. 4 Song ef pr&uﬁ ﬁ:r Pgrdon of Sin.
1 ;

MY God 2. God of Pardon is; .

His Bofom gives me Eafe

I'have not, do nor pleafc my God,
Yet Mercy Him doth pleales
My Sins aloud for Vengeance calk
Butlo! a Fountain {prings

From Chril(t’s pierc'd Side, which louder cries, »

And fpeaketh better things,
2

My fins have reach’d up tothe Heav'ns,

But Mercies Height exceeds ;
RS

God's 5
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God's Mercy i'above the Heatns,
Above my finful ‘deedsy '

My fins are many, like the Stars,
Or fands upon the Shore’y "

But yet the Mercies of my God
Are infinitely thore, g

My Sins in bigriefs do :?1’ ife’
Like Mouutaidsfera::tﬂd Till,

But Mercy, like ¥ tighty Séd, " *
Covers thefe Molintains all’s '

This is a Sea that’s Bottémlefs

A A S;a wi{ghog'n aShore 3 k

For where fin hath abounded s
Mercies abound 'much m;::er.nuch,

Manaflth, Pauland Moedel
VVere Pardon'd all b; 'I‘l:'g; 3
Tread it, and believe it, Lord, :
For thou Hift pardon’d Me i
VVhen God hall fearch tHe VVorld fof (i
VVhat trembling will be thére f
O Rocks and Mountains ¢dver s,
VVill be the'Sinners Prager.

But the Lamb’s wrath E};cy need ot fear,
VVho once have felt his'f bve- ’

And they that walk with God below
Shall'dvell with God abave:

.&ge Earth and Hell, come Life, come Dexth,

et ftjll my fong (hall be, God

TR S e P

to dlmighty God. 39

God was, and is, and will be gaed,

And merciful to Me.
XX111. ASoug of Praife for, Peage of Confeiencey
! . /

¥ God, my zeconciled God, )
~ Creator of my Peace, .
Thee will T love, and praileand fing,
Till Life and Breath {hall ceafe:
My Thoughts did rage, my Soul was toft,
"T'was like a troubled Sea ;
But whata Mighty Voice is this,
Which winds and-waves obey !

2.
God fpake the word,, . Peace and be ik,
My Sins, thofe Mutincers
With {peed 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,w hichChrift hath brought,
And gives me with his Hand,
3.
This is my Saviour's Legacy,
Confirm'd by his Deceafe 5
Ye fhall have Trouble in the VVorld,
In Me ye {hall have Peace;
And fo it is, the World doth rage,
Bur Peace in me doth Reign 3

D 4 And
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Their Batt'ries are in vain.

Sy e

Whilft God remained there ;

The Three,when Chrift did make the Fourth,

| Found Fire as meek as A;
‘ Air ;
ﬂ So ismy Mem’ry ftufft with Sins
Enough to make an Hell;

] For God in Me doth dwell.

And Singing there muft be ;

% Whom fhould | fing but Thee>
¥ God, my reconciled God
hCrcat.c])]r of my Peacé’; :
¢ will I'love, afid phaife. 4nd f
Till Life and Breath {hall c;a::"g. i

XXIv. 4 Song of Praife for Foy in' the H. Ghoft.

L
) Y i(f)ul doth magnifie the | org
i y Spirit doth rejoyce ;
e my S_av;our, and my God
=] ear his joyful Vioice :
#11ced not g0 ahroad for Joy.
Vho have a feaft at Homc;

| And yet my Confcience s not fcorch'd

4
Where God doth dwell, fure Heav'n is there,

Since, Lord, thy Prefence makes m y Heaven

And whil(t God maintains the Fort,

. 4.
The Burning Buth was not confumrd,

>

My

My Sighs are turned into Songs,

“The Comforter is come.

2.
Down from above, the bleffed Dove
Is come into my Breaft 3
To witnefs God’s Eternal Love,
This is my Heav’nly Feaft :
This makes me Abba Fathercry, |
With Confidence of Soul 4
It makes me cry, my Lord, my God,
And that withoat Controul,

3.
There is a Stream, which Hues forth
From God’s Eternal Throne,
And fromthe Lamb 5 aliving Stream,
Clear as the Cryftal Stone :
This Stream doth water Paradife,
It makes the Angels{ing,
One Cordial Drop revives my Heart,
Hence all my Joys do {pring.

4.
Such Joys as are unfpeakable,
And full of Glory too 3
Such hidden Manna, hidden Pearls;
As worldings do not know :
Eye hath not feen, nor Ear hath heard,
From Fancy 'tis conceal’d :
What thou, Lord, haft laid up for thine,
And ha(t co me reveal’d.
Piee |/
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S‘ . _ s » . t

I fee thy Face, T hear thy:Voice Twice-born, and twice-endu’d w:;h}_.nfc, L

I tafte thy {weeteft Lo):'é; S I haft t6 come to T hee, AV
My Soukdeth leap ; but,O for wings Topay my Vows, my Thanks, my Heart,
ThThCIh Wings of Noabh's Doye! ’ ;_ With all Homility. ; b e

en fhould I Flee far, hence away, s i ‘ A

Leaving this world of fin ; . ' O1 wda:h 80_1‘{% firft ffrr:rrétabenbat'h!
Ttﬁd“}fuéc;l Lot put forch hus epd, Arm 13 Child of Man aiGed s s

o Lob C‘meém. O Rich and Endlefs Love !

When I had broke the ‘Fables, Lord,

Then fhould my Soul with Angels Fealt New Tables thou did(t Hew

On Joys that always laft

Bleft be my God, the God of Joy, And with thy Fi"l%“ didft Engrave ' © ©
Who gives me here 2 Tafte. The Laws on them azcw. e boD
XXV. 4 Song of Praife for Grace. Earth is my Mother, Earth my Nur.ﬁf,; : ] i1

And Earth muft be my Tomb

I- ) l' )
O God of Grace, who haft Reftord YetGod, the God of Heav’nand Earch
Thine Tmage unto Me, My Father is become :

Which by my Sins was guite deficd Hell enter’d Me, and into Hell
What {hall I render Thqee? g [ quickly fhould have Run 5 ‘

Thine Image and Inlcription, Lord,. But O! kind Heav’'n14id hold on Me,
l}pon my Heart I bear : ; Heav’'n is in Me begun:

' Thine own I render unto Thee, : R e Ry (o - ond
O God, my God moft dear. This Spark will rife inro 1 Flame,
2, ' This Seed into z{t_ Trees ‘

My {eIf T owe Thee for.my (elf ' My Songs fhall Trife, my Praifes {hall
Whom thou did( makt}: of E’arths LOudDHdlelnjab: be. -

Bu‘tl' ttllxou haft made'me o’re again,

ou gav’fta Second Birth : i % 7
& nd Birt Twice KXV,

T — |
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o0 Almighty God.

» 45
XXVI. 45 : 1o 9 | 4. '
_ A Song of Praife for Anfwer of Pr L Tt could not beithat thou fhouldft hear - |
oot ! oV yitin A Mortabfinful Worm ;. i Bag
ke Gl - | But that my Prayers prefented are -
V‘/ Ha;_?]rg :;‘rtH;l ‘;eﬂ;}l(_)g giod of Hgavcn.’ Ina mor{a gloziousp Formi «
. sl Aty more highs | Clirift’s precious Hand took my Requefts, *
W sk bught Stars; and brighter Siifg.h , P:lnd tgr;’d my Drofs to Gol):i 3 v

To thy bright Maje(ty |
Thou'rt far above the S'nr};g's of Hcaif.'h-
. Sung bythe Holy Ones; ’
And doft thou ftoop and bow thige Ear
To a poor Sinners groans.

2,
God minds the Language of my earr
My Groans and Sighs he hears.
He hath a Book for my Réqueft.
A Bottle for my Tears: .
Butfhd not my dear Saviour's Blaod
Fir(t wath away their Guil; . .,
My Sighs would prove but emé:w Air
My Tears would all be {pilt.; ; ' :

! 3
Lord, thine Eternal Spirit was
'B Mg ’Advocate w-ithig 5 ;
ut O’ my Smoak joyn'd with thy Fla
My Prayer was mixt with Sin.: Lo

But then Chrift was my Altar, and .

My Advocate above; = '
His Blood did clcar my Prayer, and gain'd

An Anfwer full of Love., It

His Blood putwarmth into my Prayefs;
Which were by Nature cold. - -

Thou heard’t my Grgans for Jefus fake, |
VVhom thou doft hearalways 3 . !

Lord, hear through that prevailing Namie,
My Voice of Joy and Praile. J

XXVII. A Song of Praife for Deliverance
from Enewies. :

Ta "
: Reat God; who doft the VVorld com-

mand, | e
Thou check’ft both windsand waves ; |
The Devils, which like Lions Rear, |
Are thine Enchain’d Slaves : 15:1%
The Sons of Rage are {moaking Brands,
And Idols fear'd in vain 3 .
Thou Lord, theonly, only God, : -
Their Fury doft reftrain.

Thou,

o |
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2.
Thou,Lord, didft fmooth fierce Efa's Bro . A Song of Praife for Deliverance
And change his Murm'ring;BrEafrh; SR ;m Sii;j-;mai II'r.a{qu. .
Thou gav'ft 16 him a Brothers Heart, ' 1.
Who vow'd his Brothers Death : That am drawnrout of the Depth,
Angels have Arm'd ar thy Command, : Will fing upon the fhore ;
And Stars have fhot their Dare  [that in Hell’s dark Sububs Jay,
Naturehath fought, and Miracles ¥ Pure Mercy will adore s
Have took thy Churches part, ! The Terrors of the Living God, l
3 . My Soul did fo affright &
Thee; Lord, who ftill thy Church doft lo I fear'd left I fhould be condemn’d |
All Creatures' muft obey ; To an Eternal Night. |
Aud'when for Thine thou doft arife, ' 2. ‘
Their En'mies, where are they ? Kind was the Pity of my Friends, |
I'cry'dtoHeav'n in my Diftrefs, But could not'eafe my fmarc s
Ttomy God did flec ;

Their Words indeed did'reach ‘my Cafe,
But could not reach my Heatt':
Ah, then what was this World te Me,

He with Compaffion heard my Cry,
He did Arife for Me.

|
4. God’s Word was dark ! |
‘With humble Fear, and. thankful Joy, - ~ “:il;g -,:I,ﬁ,ni)ungeon cou'd not fee |
Lord, atthy Feet] fall, One Beam. of fhining Spark. ‘
Unfeignedly acknowledging, i 3. 1
That Thou alone dotft all. What then were all ‘the CreaturesSmiles,
Thou art all Pow'r, ‘thou arpall Love, When the Creator frown’d ?
' And fo thou artto Me 5 My Days were Nights, my Life was Death,
Ble(t bemy God, now and henceforth, );VI ‘chg was my Wound:
And to Eternity. Tort{lr'd and Wrack'd with Helli(h fears, _ 4

: When God the Blow fhould givc; A
nl Mine Eyesdid fail, my Heart did fink, x
s Then Mercy bid melive. Godls 1
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God’s Furnance doth 4;1 Sion {tand,
But Sior’s God fits by 5
As the Refiner views his Gold
With an obfervant Eye:
God's Thoughtsare high, his Love is wi
His Woundsa Cure intend 5
And tho’ he doth not always {mile,
He loves unto the end.

M

& ] N

5.
Thy Love is conftant to jtsLine,
Tho’ Clouds oft come between 5
O could my Faithbut_pierce thefe Clouds,
It might be always feen .
But I am weak, and forc'd tocry,
Take up my Soul to thee 5
Then as thou ever art the fame,
Sofhall I everbe, .
6

Then fhall I‘evcr, ever fi
Whilft thou doft ever fhine 4
have thine own dear Pledge for this,

Lord, thouart ever mine.

XXIX. 4 Song of Pv;az:ﬁ: ﬁr Deliverance from
Inminent Dangers of Death.

th of my Days,

I

_ ¥
Ord of my Life, len
Thy Hand hath refco’d me

Who lying at the Gates of Death

Among the Dead, was free, My

to Almighty God. 49

y defre(t FriendsI had refign'd
Unto their Makers Care 3

Methought T only time had left

Fora concluding Prayer.

2}

le thoughts Death laid his Hand on e,
And did his Pris’ner bind 3

And by the found me thoughts I heard,

His Mafters Feet behind :

Me thoughts T {tood upon the Shore,

And nothing could I {ee,

But the Vaft Ocedn with my Eyes,

A Vaft Eternity.

3.
Me thoughts T heard the Midniglit Cry,

Behold-the Bridegroom comes ;

Me thooghts T was call’d to the Bar,

Where Souls receive their Dooms -
I'he World was at an End to me,
Asif it all did Burn ;

Butlo! there came a Voice from Heav'n,

Which order’d my Return.

4
L_ord, Treturn’d at thy Comniand,
What wilt thon have me do?
Q let me wholly live to Thee,
To whom my Life T owe!
Fainwould T dedicate to Thee
The Remnant of my Days,

E Lord, -



50 Songs of Praife
Lord, with my Life renew my Heart,
That both thy Name may praife.

XXX. 4 Song of Prmfﬁ' Jor the Hope of . Glory.
I.
Sojourn ina Vale of Tears,

I Alas, how can I fing |

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

My Mufickisa Captives Chains,
Harfh Sounds my Earsdo fil 3

How fhall 1 fing {weet Sions Song, ;
On this fide Sions Hill » ‘

2.
Yetlo! I heara Joyful Sound,
Surely T quickly come s .
Each word much f{weetnefs doth diftil,

Like a full Honey-Comb :
And doft thou come, my deareft Lord >
‘And doft thou furely come > _
And do(t thou  furely quickly come ? f
Methinks I am at Home.

3.
Come thenmy deareft, deareft Lord,
My (weeteft, {uret Friend 5
Come, for1loath thefe Kedar Tents,
Thy Fiery Chariots fend -
Whathave Ihere > my Thoughtsand Joys
Are all pack’d up and gone
My Eager Soul would  follow them,
To thine Eternal Throne, What

tc; Aln;ngty Ged,

4.
What have Iin this Barren Land ?
My Jefus is not here 5 5
Mine Eyes will ne're be bleft until
My Jefus doth appear.:
My Jefus is gone up to Heav'n,
To geta Place for me,; - §i{7
For *tis his Will that where hejs,
There fhould his Servants be.

54
Carnaan 1 view from Pifgabs Taop, -
Of Canaans Grapes L tafte 3
My Lord who fends unto me here;
Will fend for me at Jaft
I have a God that changeth not,
Why fhould I be perplext 2
My God that owns Mejin this World,
‘Will own me in th; next.
Go fearle(s then, my Soul, with, God, !
Into another Room 5
Thou who haft walked with him here; # A
Go fee thy God at Home; 4
View Death with a believing Eye,
It hathan Angels Face 3
And this kind Angel will prefer
Thee to an Angels place.

7. !
The Grave is but a Fining-Paot
Unto believing Eyess
E 2 Fot

—_— i L
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52 Songs of Pm '
For thcrq the Fleth fhall Jofe its drofs
'I‘hAnd like the Sun thall rife - ,
¢ world, - which I have knoj
Hath mock'd me with Jts Lig: n ady
How gladly could I leaye behind’
Its vexing Vanities >

8.
My deareft Friends, they dwel] 1
Them will 1 go to fee 5
And all my Friends in Chrift below
b Will ﬂl)onTEomc aiter me : ,
carnot the Trumps Ear ing
Dread not the Lg)ay of'gggﬁijn& U
For he that is 1o be thy Judge :
Thy Saviour is become, =

ove,

9.
Bleft be my God that gives me Light
Who in the dark did 8'ope; )
Bleft be my God, the God of Ijove
V\fhohcauleth me to hope : ¢
€res the words Si net, Comforts S
And here is Graccgs Chain 5m ik

Bpfithefe thy Pled
8¢, Lord, Ikno
ﬁy Hopes are not in vain, il

(XI. 4 Song of Praife colleited
Beok of Pﬁrlz:;. i
(Him,

I.
I:SAL. OPrai(e.tI_xr: Lord, Praife Him, praife
35.1. Praife Him with one accord.

Praife

3
¥

to Almighty God.

Praife him, praife him all ye thatbe
The Servants of the Lord.
47. 6. Sing Praifes to our God, fing Praife,
Sing Prailes to our King ;
Praile to the King of all the Earch,
With Underftanding fing.
2,
103. 1. My Soul give Laud unto the Lord,
My Spirit fhall do the {ame,
And all the Secrets of my Heart,
Praife ye his Holy Name.
5.6. Come let us bow and praife the Lord,
Before him let us fall,
And kneel to him with one accord,
For he hath made usall.

53

3.
7. Heis the Lord, heisour God,
For us he doth provide 5
We are his Flock, he doth usfeed 5
His Sheep, he doth us guide.
118. 21. 1 will give Thanks unto the Lord,
Becaufe he hath heard me,
And s become moft lovingly
A Saviour unto me.

4.
13. The Lord ismy Defenceand Strength,
My Joy, my Mirth, my Song ;
He is become for me indeed
A Saviour moft (trong.
E3

Thou




L

54 Songs of Praife

28. Thou art my God, I will confefs,

hAnd render Thanks to Thee -
ou art my God, and I will rai
Thy Mercy towards Me. pPRLE

: 5¢
29. O give ye Thanks unto the Lord !

For gracious is He,
Becaufe his Mercy doth endure
For ever towards Me.

XXXII. Awother.

PSAL,
26, 6.

My Voice, my Prayer, and my Complaint,

That heard fp willingly ?

OLord, 1 fing to Thee ;

-~ Thou art myFore, my Fence and Aid,

A Loving God to Me.

2.
73.25. What things is there that I
Bu.t Thee in Heav’n above » A oA
And‘ in the Earth there is nothine
Like Thee thatI canloye -

Gav’
59: 17. Thou art my Strength, thou h(a!'? fnci’

wilh,

36. 9. For why > the Well of Life fo pure

Doth ever flow from Thee -
And in thy Light we gre fullcf':lrc
The lafting Lighttq fee. |

My

!

I. {
render Thanks unto the Lord, i
How greata caufe havel ! |

r

to Alm{ébt y God. 55
. 3.
27. 15. My heart would faint, but that in me

This Hopeis fixed faft;
The Lord God’s good Grace fhallI fee,
In Life that ay thall laft:
48. 13. Forthis God is our God, our God,
For evermore s He
This God of ours even unto Death,
Ouir faithful Guide will be.

4.
17.17. When I awake, I {hall behold
In Righteouflnefs thy Face 3
And 1 fhall be moft like to Thee,
Even filled with thy QYace :
16.11. Full Joys are’in thy Prefence, Loxd,
(A {weetand precious Store)
My God, atthy Right Hand there are
Pleafures for evermore.

103.21.Ye Angels wlﬁsch are great in Power,
Praife Ye and blefs the Lord,

Which to obey and do his Will
Immediately accord -

22. Yeall his Works in every place,
Praife ye his Holy Name

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




5% Sugrof Prap
|

'; XXXIII. 4 Song ?‘ Praife Collegted JSrows
’_' + Doxologies jrs e Revelation of 8¢. Johp, |
| I
Rev. O Him that Jov'd us from Himfel
1. 8. nd dy'd to do ys 5

To him Eterna] Glory) be,
And Everlaﬁing Might.

-
5:12, TheLamb js worthy that was flain,
0 have 3]] Power and Wealth ;
I Honour, Glory, Wildom,
Thanks for hjs faving Hea)¢h,

¥3. Thanks, Honour, Glory, Power to Him

hat on the Thrope doth fit 5
And to the Lamp for ever, and
Forever, 1, be it

Strcngth,

3.

7-9- Thopfands of thoufands of ¢he Saints
hich (tand before their King,

With fhinin Robes, and fprcacﬁ'ng Palms

And

':to Almighty God.
And to the Lamb, the glorious Lamb
Afcribe Salvation.

57

4.
11.12. Amen, Amen, the Angelscry,
§ Salvation is his due;
# And we throug}?l?l}’\&::;ﬂ-y
| 1s Praifes wi : .
| Th?;sk};r glls)sry, Blefling, Wildom, Might,
Honour and Power then
Be to our God for evermore,
For evermore, Amen.

The
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The Song of Songs which is Solomo

Jirft Turned, then Paraphrafed in Englifh Verf

“The VERSION.
CHAP. 1.

V.1 T{:c Songs which doth il Songs excel,

Written by S
y Solomon
The wifeff King of 16t
2z of Ifrael
And Blefed Da\’ihg’.r Sorz.,
[Dialogue.]
The Church to Chrift.

2.4 0
n_}ch ncz;r, come nearer yet and mow
( : y iweetelt Lips to mine

For why> thy Love (whoartall Love )

Exceeds the Richeft Wine.

3- Like to an Ointmer
1t pou
- Ifi thy {weet Name andpF(‘;vl;gro-m
_ ?‘0 Vt:lrgms compafs Thee about
rehy good Ointments favour.

4. O draw me with thy Cords of Love!.

We will run afie
will r Thee s
The King into his R oonff above
Hath now Conducted me.

7. But, O Thou whom my Sou

The'Song of Songs, &. . 59

Thy Beams will make our Faces fhine,

In Thee we will rejoyce 3

Thy Love is more to usthan Wine,

Thou art the Uprights Choice.

5. Ye Danghters of ferufalens,

Tho' Iam Black, yetFairs

Like Kedars Tents, like Ornaments

Whis Solomons Bed doth wear.

6. Look not with a difdainful Eye

Upon my Sun-burnt Faces

My Mothers Children ragid at me,

And wrought me much difgraces

Such was their Envy, fuch their Grudge,

Their Vines muft be infpected.

Whil(k at their Vines 1 was their Drudge,

ed.
1 doth Love !

Tell me now from thy Breaft,

Mine own were quite neg\c&

Where feeds the Flock ? where doth it move 2

Where is its Noon-Tyde Reft?

Why fhould I ftray, and lofe my way,
Till 1 at laft do Fall

Among thy Fellows Flocks, as they
Themfélvesdo proudly call?

Chrift.

8. O Fuaircft Fair! ther go and Trace
The Faotfteps of my Sheep,

And feed my Kids befide the Place

Where nry good Shepherds Keep. 9. My



which 3 Solomons.

|
6o The Song of Songs on art my Love, thox art ny Dove, ‘
9. My Love, [haype compared Thee ¥ Doves Eyes in thee appear.
Lo l';.'qfé Egyptian 1“’[4)‘8!, f The Church.
Which iz King Pharaohs Chayigs, Slee, ?‘ 6. Nay, my Beloved, thou art Fair,
0 I“airgﬂ of all Fairs 1 .L"\iv f};}rnels is from Thee
Y0, Ty Cheeks are J7eely b0 behold, ‘A d thou art fweet beyond compare,
Which Rows of Jewels deck : n\{ﬁ’hat Ahopdan Bk have we|
Large Chains 1‘{ pure and fhining Gold, L The Beams are Cedars where we dwell,
Adorn thy ;}"‘[A“’f‘(’,- II.SO {trong they will not ftir
x1, Land my I ather, we will make Fhe [{1&0;; fend a pleafant (mell,
Borders of Gold for Lhee, ~ P‘ L:hc are made of Fir.
With Silver Stud; Jor thy deay Jake, e, hraf;
That thou may'[t Richer be. The Paraphrafe.
CHAP. I
The Church, _ : » Kin
12. The King doth at his Table fie, . Now wrgftf}'i;“’{fg;g:f:i Ll
And I that love Him well And of ’;‘y“w;q: to them belongs,
Do pour my Spikenard on pjs Feet, bis Song of Song o Blasecssars foti
Which gives 3 Fragrant (me]], IWiere their PN
13. My Welbeloved s to Me [Dialogue. "
A Pomander of Myrrh ; The Church to Chrift.
Betwixt my Breaft ) Night fhall He L ET my dear Saviours Love appear
Be Lodg’d and never ftir. L By {ome affuring fign 5
14. My Welbeloved is to Me Chon Pord my fainting Soul doft chear,
Like dromatick Wines ; Wf;cn th(;l.l fay'lt, Iam thine:
Like Clufters of the Canphire Tree etothers on their Dainties feed,
Among Engedd; J anes. And drink the richeft Wine ;
Chriff. 1y Fealt doch all their Feafts exceed,
15. Lo, thou art fuir 71y only Love When thou fay’tt, Iam thine.
My Love, lo, thow zre Fairs e 3 Thx
On




é> The Song of Songs
3. ThyWord which-founds th
And how good thou haft heen
Doth (o revive, that for the famc’
Souls love Thee, tho’ unfeen -
Sotils ofan Heav’nly make and I'ra)me
2 Thﬁ]qy}?:l Heirs of Grace, ;
O @alt fuch Sweetnefs inthy N
Th;-iy long to fee thy Iﬂxce.y o
4- Fait'would I, bat T cannot move
Sin hath Enfecbled me ; .
O draw me with'the Cords of Love!

wl}icb 75 Solomons. 63

y mighty Fa But did they Treat me as they ought,

Alas! they prov'd unkind
Their Anger did my words Controul,
They Bow'd me to their Will :
And fomy own immortalSounl
Declin’d and Fared i)l
7. Pitty my tempted {tate 5 O Lord !
Whom {till I do adore 3
O bring me home ! by thy good Word,
My Lapfed Soul Reftore :
Since, Lord, thy Mercies fkill abides,
Shall I be loft among

I will run after Thee :
wlt, I come, I eom! Falfe Flocks, falfe Doétrines, and falfe Guides,

Thou hear’ft, thou dra
Thy Love (my God). is fweet 3
Thy Prefence-Chamber is the Room
Where Souls and Joys do meet.
Our Earthly Pleafures tye 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 feem,
And under Foot am trod,
Yetam 1 Fair in Heav'ns elteem,
I am the Houfe of God.
6. Odonot fcorn my outward (ite !
Ye know not what’s within 2

Whom God doth love, how dare you hate ?

My Saviour hides my_ Sin ;

ProfeftChiitch-Members fhould have brough
. But

Which do thine Honour wrong?

: (./.m'ﬁ.
£ 8. My Church, to Me the World is drofs;
And thou a Peard of Prices
§ And art thou Stray'd-and at a Lofs ¢ |
Attend to my Adyice : :
i Look back upon 2y Church of old,
And mark which way they went s
| And letthy Childrens Eyes.bebold
The Paftors I have fent. :
9. As Pharaohs Horfes (Egypts Pride)
Is deem’d the Choiceft Breed 4
So thou my Church, my Faireft Bride, ‘
All Fair Ones doth exceed.
10. Mans Eyes the ountward ftate behold,
Whils#

Mine E)‘{’: are on tly Heart.

i

Some Comfort to my Mind 3



64 The Song of Songs

WEilfZ others fhine with Pearl and Gold, -
brough Grace thon lovely art,

LY. My Soul that loves thee s Jo glad

Thy Stock o Grace to  fee,

Iand my Fut ver, we will add

A new fupply to Thee.

The Church.
12. My King doth Sir in Heav’n above,
c¢re Angels do attend 3
And from below, my Faith and Love
Shall to my King afcend.
3. My Faith afcends unto my Lord,
And brings him down to Me ;
My Love a Bofom doth afford,
Where he fhal lodged be -
O the {weet time, asif | w.s
Reigning in Heav'n above
VVhen once my Soul
In Arms of Faith and Love!
4. Ttis {0 fweet, when we do meet,
y_Joys in Chrift exceed,
The {weete(t Smells, and Tafts, an
VVhich can our Senfes feed.

Clﬁr{ﬁ‘.
15. My deareft ¢ burch,” I do admire
he Beanties of thy Mind,
So Meek , Jo Harmlef;. Jo Entire,
nd,

d Sights,

The

So Faithful and fo Ki

doth Chrift embyrq i

which is Solomons, é5
The Church.
16. My deareft Lord, thou art the Sun,
- By whofe bright Beams I fhine 3
' And then my Glory fir(t begun,

n thou becamelt mine »
Sinzl:;]:m art mine, and [ am thine,
. A'Num’rous Race do flow
In every place, which to thy Grace,
Their Birth and Being owe. .
17.. The dear Aflemblies of thy Saints;
" Where thoumy Lord doft dwell;
Are fweet and puré¢, and fhall endure
| Againft the Gates of Hell.
The VERSION.
" CHAP. 1. Chriff.

Aum the Rofe of Sharon-Field,
I am the Lill{' ' Vbitc?
The Lilly, which the ;ab!h'e:, yield, -
‘both [weet and bright. |
% Il;z’a.t :re"ﬁ'c:rm in th' Acconnt of Mes,
Ontothe Lilly bright 7 '
Wf.utﬁare the Faires? D:z:_qq_f:!ir:, when
rs in fight ¢
T dPPMTZw (./}.wrrb. o
3. What are the common Trees o'th’ Wood

to the Apple Tree?
Wl[\Ia[: :):s the Rich and Nobleft Blood,

My lovely Lord, to 'Ehee ?

¥ I.
[ -

~

T

I fate
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| w):i;b is Solomous.

66 The Song of Songs

joycing i Behind our Wall, lo! he doth f{tand,
. U i iy He’s at our Windows feen 3
it o s 2 He (hews himfelf fo near at Hand,
O & b There’s but a Grate berween,

O whata Feift T made !
4. Unto his Cellars fror'd with Wines,
He caus'd Me to remove

10. 1gladly heard his gracious Tone;
. Who thus to me did fay,
: Rife up, my Love, my FairefkQne,

Over my Head abroad he {pread Make hait and come away,
The Banner of his f ove. t1. The Seafon of the Year invites,
5. GiveFlagons for a Cordial, The Winters gone and paft s
Bring Applés Me to chear s Behold a Sgring of new-Delights !

ForIam fick, T faine I fall, {  No Rain, nor {tormy Blait.

I languith for my Dear. 12. The Flowersupon. the Earth, dppear;
6. His Left Hand und=rnedth my Head, The Birds begin to fing 3

For my Supportis plac’d i The People of our Land do hear
His Right Hand over me is {pread, ! The Turtles mufmuring:
And thus am Embrac’d. F i3: Green Figsupon their Trees are grown,
- O Salems Daughters, you I chiree. T | 3 s their Smellsdifplaysy
4 B(;thdby the Roe and Hind s ¢ IRCL Mor g atacrne 5. i
1¢ hoe and Hind 3 | Rife up, my Love, my kaire > ! —
Ye lcjlo {llcl)f n;ovle.nor_ﬂirmy Love, IIC} Jk[:. halt and come awayy . i |
" Mt;%vgba}olls;,}slr;;l(;. ETos | 14.0my Ea:r(l)o_\'g, whofe Faitnefs well
. clove: ICé O s lark Obfcurity.,
My Heart with Comfort fills : In Icl;(;v]:; Rocks, and fecret Cells, . s
He comes L.caping on Mountains high, Conten (ew thy felf co mes, '§
And Skipping on the Hills, O let t&l);P'acc to mie appeary . o) 3
9. My Welbeloved comes in haft, Let thy Voiceanfwer mifiej, . '
S lefna l};:;(i) f:iio‘tcd I‘\'U;‘-;f} Thv Voice is Mufick in mhilnlgﬂar,
Young Hatt did ever B e Tt
] ' 4 - fL" . »
Behind b g




68 The Song of Soug;‘
15. Catch us the Foxes in 2 Toyl
The little Foxes catch $ 7
For they our Fruitful Vines
Their tender Grapes they fnatch,
16. My Welbeloved, he is m;
: l})\n&i lamhisindecd 5
n Faltures, which with Lillies (h;
He makes his Flock to fecd.es pr,

17. Till the day break,
Beloved, halt to me 3

Even as the Roe and tender Hart
On Bether-Mountains Hee,

The Paraphrate,

: CHAP. II. bz
1. S Uchis fﬁe Power of wy fweet Love
My Chureh i+ Jmweetneth - ‘
It fweetens Earth and Heay'n :zlra;;e
I _.fmcetem Lifo and Deash -
Sm.:'ﬁ isthe Beanty of my Face
Tis with fuch Glories crown d
That Solomon’s Glory must gif;’e place
Lo what fhines me around ;
As Lillies in the Vailies grow y
8o I the Vallies own : :
be Humble are m ry Heav'n belpy
The Lowly are w1y Throse. :

do [poil,

and (hades depart,

No

which 1s Solomons.

2. No comely Perfons can I [ee,
But whom my Grace adorns ;
My Church a Lilly is to me,
And all the Rest are Thorns.
The Church.
3. None buta Jefus, none but He!
He is the Chiefelt Good 3
My Jefus is an Apple-Tree,
And others Barren Wood :
He is a Shadow from the Heat
. Of Confcience, Wrath and Hell 3
¢ He is true Manna, Heav’'nly Meat,
Which feeds his Ifrael:
' The Shadow of his Sacraments
¥ Hath been exceeding good 3
¥ Under that Shade a Fealt T made
¥ Upon his Flefh and Blood.
§ 4. My Chriftis like a Cellar Stor'd

i With {weet and precious Wine 3
¥ What Sweetnefs found I inmy Lord,

When he faid, I am thine!
I As Souldiers to their Colours ftand,
And after them do move ;
So doth my deareft Lord command,
And draw me by his Love.
5. Nothing but Glory can fauffice
The Appetite of Grace 3
[long for Chrift with Rel(tlefs Eyes,
I languifh for his Face.
F 3

— cal



70 The Song of Songs

O takeme up, or let mé Sy

On Promifes Divine : d
Thofe Apples from the Tree of
% T{hu[c I-“L';ggns full of Wine,

. How am I Born illt fic
H'InLd;Oﬂ: bleft H:ln\sls"(l){; l?iLsk> % Lo

15 Lett my Souls § : -

Ij\is }I‘\igihr my ]é(?r;g{jgzlitsflmh i
7+ And whilft his Love - -
AIII—{F::r what a Charge [(;;(;[\i,me |

ye that own his $acred’ Name

l?o not his Spirit griewe : :

Heisall Love, heis my Love |

O do not him abufe ! ’
D(E;oragaip put him to ‘pain E
Lordcir ({hnftians, turn not j:m 3 |

Wi,ﬂ;rq; :1?5 not ;5 yet if thou wilt,

ars we ll own thy Right 4

Life,

S —

BU;I:*. Departure forc'd by Guilt, F
L MakeS“ a Tempeftuous Night.
» My deareft Saviours Voice I he T ‘l

€ comes on my account
Nothmg can ftop his full Cn’rucr

0, not Corruptions Mount.

! Mount.

9. ?le Lord makes haft from Heav’n to Farth
2 1&nd he him(¢If prefents, g
0 Men of a polluted Bireh
ThB}: \-‘v.’ord and Sacraments >
+ho’, like a Wall, our frail Effate

o RS - e
Frevents a perfect Sight, Yet

78

whis 35 Solomons. .

Yet thro' his Ordinances Grate,

Dart in {ome Beams of Light.

10. My Lord to me ¢id thus begin,
Arife, my Love, and flec :

From World, Fleth; Satan, Se¢lf and Sin,

O come away to me!
i1, Time was when thou waft cold and dead,

An Heir of Wrath thou walfkt, .

' And Vengeance-Storms hung o’re thy Head,

But thofe {ad IJays are pait.
12. The Flowers of Grace beging to {pring
In Thee {o hopetully 3 ,
That all the Heavn'ly Quire doth fing
Glory to God on High.
r3. My Church, thon art my tender Plant,
My Dews have nourifh'd Thee 5
Now thou art my mine,now thou muft grant,
Thy Fruit, thy Self to Me.
14, My heartlefs Dove, why dofk thou faint,
And hide thy felf from me?2
Thou know’[t not how 11ove aSaint,
How welcome thou fhould’ftbe : g
Come, come, before thy Lord appear,
Thy Perfon joys my Sight ;
Let me thy Prayers and Praifes hear,
Thy Voice s my Delight.
15. Ye Men of God, wholeCharge it 1s
In God’s Courts toattend 3

F 4 Reftrain

R—— ™ i
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Reftrain thofe Enemies of his 3. The City-watch did light on mie,
Which do his Church offend. Of whom I did enquire,

16. Mine thf-'U?hmyFaith is ) Did ye fee
. Zh » 15My dear Lord| In any Steet, pray, Did ye fee,
His, through his Love, am l-y ) In%h}; Man, ‘I\ihor;“ ddmire >

He fequ his Feoplé with his “"Z)rd 4. *Twasbuta little while that T
Which tafts moft pleafant]y, =’ Had from the Watch-men pafs'd,
17. He feeds them with his Word of Grace, | put I did find my only Joy,
I’I:l” GIOI‘ICS Day ;}ppcar:s : And then 1 held him faflt B
W hlc}}_all the Shades away f{hall chafe I held, and would not let him go,
Of Sins, and Griefs, and Fears » Till T had brought him home, 3
Come Love, come Lord, come that long day, | Into my Mothers Houfe, and fo
My earneft Expectation 5 ] Into my Native R oom.
Shove] thef.e Days out of the way, ¥ < O.SalemsDa aghters, you I charge
Thefe Hills of Separation. Both by the Roe and Hind,

! ‘ ‘wake my Love
The VERSS | Ye do not move; nor wake my s
A Until ic be his Mind.

:
| it i
C H AP. IN1. f/)(’(/mnl?. L [ he 1)‘“”‘;):,;“-; of ]Crufﬁ‘ltm-

i HImB‘YhO'm my Soul doth love,T rought ; 6. What /;;;.'1.14')' Pillar $trait from hence
I foug| hi 4 nght L m-y Bed, .(),,-‘ p'f'I[uzt Defart Rijc; 3
Mg 1t him, bqr [found him not, ¢ é od with Myrrh and Erankincenfe,
y Souls Delight was fled. | 623:2 i the Merchants Spices ?

2.And flug I here> )y now arife -‘ The Churel
'And goabout the Town ; £ Chowen.
Tll fearch the <treets any broader ways 7, Such Ornaments his Bed do grace,
Ur'mu [ find my own ; ' As Solomons Bed commend 3
Up did I £€t, and out | went, Where threefiore Men of {j;'m’h R ace,
My Deareft o regains His valiant Guards attend.
But when T had my Labour fpent 8. They all hold Swords comagionfly,
Alas! it was in vain. ' "The)? all know how to Fight 5 )
The EAh
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Eal?)l hath his Sword upon his Thigh which s Solomons. - TR
Thcté?;i:ig:gg;{[' ‘]"‘nght. ’ When pri-:'atc me:ms’conld not prevail,
Which for hi‘ ;ng_ Solonron, In pubillck Him T fought;
Was of the WO(;I(? clf he made, { waited till my Eyes did fail,
Which Silver p.?t Lebanon, Alas! 1 found him not.
1o, Gold “:’aﬁth ] b] lars had. 3. God’s holy Watchmen did Me find,
" ‘Rich Parpl € bottom, and above Of whom I did enquire,
pie cover’d it Pray, can ye help my troubled Mind,

Which doth a Chrift defire ?

The mid{t whereof was pav
O happy Stars, if ye might be

For Salews Daughter Fie. d with Love,

l IHII:) gﬁarg%;n:{ (?“ Ktng‘ Solomoa, My Guides to Jefus now !
Wherewith his M ‘CJ“’ fo Gay, Seers, did ye my Saviour {ee?
His Joyful ,wl i Crown him on Pray tell we whercandhow 2
yiul Marnage-day. ! Means muft be us'd, but cannot heal

Without a Sovercign Word 5

The Paraphrafe
CHAP. M ;/ ral';- Chrift only can himfelf reveal
ot SV e g And (il 1lack'd my Lord.
C eck my dearelt Lord, 4. One dark Hour more I did fultain,

And then the Night was pafts
Tho'I had fought fo long in vain,
[ found my Lord atlafts

But with a fleepy M
a y- 1 I 3
Hn‘prc[‘cncc he did not atft)'or'i -md i
Slack Seekers cannot find. 34

T TT—— -
R —

2. Sha <
.*\nd”ﬁ_?([fi;glf' rf;Jil;!goE‘ my Chrift, {1 found my Lord and held him faft,
No, no, he was ((r: dc1re; parrd And would not let him part 5
I could not blltari({' y mift, My New-found Jefus 1 embrac'd,
My Bed was Thorns f] Bed : And Lodgd Himin mly_Hc.ujt:
Nothing could oiy st for me, I would not lofe my Chrilt again,
Till Imy deareft ;gw(; fne reff, And gain a Second Hell 3
And lean upon ;?r ‘mlght fee, My Prayers and Tears did him conftrain
PR TME Prsalts Within my Soul tod well:
When As Clouds are pierc'd with powerful light,
His Beams thro’ me did {hine His
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His dear Affemblies (3w this Sight 8. Thele Heav'nly Guardsare full of mighe,
And joy’d that Chrift was mine.’ And ready do they ftand, _
§. Chrift’s Love my Heartdoth {o inflame, | For to defend his Churches Right,
This Charge I needs muft give . , ' When hé (hall them eommand
All ye that own his Sacred Name, When Darknefs breeds tormenting Fear,
Do not his Spirit grieve s Then help comes from on High ;
Heis Love, hejs my Love, A ftrengthning Angel' doth appear
O donot him abufe | Amid(t that Agony.
not again put him to pain, 9- Heav'n is the High and Glorious Throne,
Dear Chriftians, turn not Fews - Of my molt Glorious Lord~
Lord, leave us not ;5 yet if thou wij. Who yet on Earth Rides up and down
With Tears we'll own thy Right 4 I'th’ Chariot of his Word.
Buta Departure forc'd by Guile, ? 10. His Word is rich, and ftrong, and pure,
Makes a Tempeftuous Night. As all his Saints do [FFU‘{"f:',
1 ; ' Who of its true Intent are fure,
Weak Belicvers, . ' A(zld find, it's Heart is Love.
6, What f‘]tdv’ﬂ/] Solf[fﬁ-(;,” Earth arife | 11. Go ye that own the Highe{t Name, ’
Ard do at Heav'n afpire | 3 ! Behold a Glorious Shew 5 |
They mount, they foar, they fix their Eyes ! How the Almighty fpreads his Fame
On God theiy rbicf.[)rﬁrc < ! And what his Word can do!
Earths W ildermefs they nobly fcory This mighty King Rides Conquering,
Whilft others Rake for it ; | His Word goes forth with Mighe 5
f{mv’n; (J‘rdc‘(’; tbem dnﬁ; Ador}z, lp “”hi( h wo0es and wins thc: S!thS Of Sin,
T hat they for Heaw'n are fit. Both by s Force and Light : :
The Church Thoje Slaves their Hellifh Lords forfake,
e And Chbrilt do humbly ownj
7. Admire not me, butmy dear Lord Aud as his Spoufe, he them doth take,
Whole Bofom gives me reft 5 . And wears them as his Crown : |
Whole Angels watch with oneaccord, Grear was their Need 5 gredter his Love
That none fhould me mole(t, Thefe Than their Neceliicy. &0
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As wellthey may, glad do they prove,
But not {o glad as He. '

The VERSION.
CHAP. 1V. Chrift.
Ie O, thou art Fair, my only Lowve,
(- My Love, lo} thou art Fair s
Thine Eyes are like thofe of the Dove,
Withinthy Locks of Hair 5
Thy Hairy Locks are like Goats Flocks
Which from Mount Gilead look. r
3. 8o are thy Teeth like well-fhorn
Comre from the | Vafhing Brook
T/Jg Pregnant are aswell as Fair
or Fruits as well as View s ,
For each of them ber Twins doth bear,
There’s not one barresn Ewe,
3. Thy Lips are like a Scarlet-thread,
Lhy Speech is fweet and fine
Within tbj Locks ib} I::)”p/cr Red,
Like broke Pomegranates fhine:
4. Tb} Neck is like to David’s Tower,
Strong built, and raifed high
A tbauﬁm:l Shield s for Mex of Fower
Hangin that Armory.
5. Thytwo Breafts are like o goung Roes
Well ]bgp'd yand well agreed 3
For they are loving Twins, and thofe
Antong the Lillies feed.

tS’/J('CP,

6. Unt

P

e

:

which 75 Solomons:

6. Until the Dy bave chas'd away
The Dusky Shades, T'will
Betake nre to the Mount of Myrrh,
And to the Incenfe-Hill.
. All overfuir, my Love, thon art,
And [o thou feent’ft ‘to me
There is not one uncomly Part,
Not one dark Spot ‘in Thee.
8. Come Love, with me fron Lebanon,
From Lebanon with we,
Since Thou and I are joyn’d in One,
Thy Lebanon Pl be %%
From Shenirs Top, from Hermonlook,
And from Amana bigh,
Thofe Lions Dens muft be forfook,
And where the Leopards fie.
9. My Spoufe, ny Sifter thou haft Gain'd
Aperfedt Victory
Quer my Heart by thy bright chain,
And by thy Brighter Eye.
10. How fair and ph’.{,’.}m if f;.vj Lﬂle,
My deareft Spoufe-to Me!
() bow 1 prize it far #bove
The Richeft Wines that be !
0 how ey Siiters Qintments [rmell,
What frweetnefs dothey yicld!
This pleafant fcent doth far Excd
The fweet Arabian Field.
11. Thy Lips drop like the Honey-comb,
There Milk with Honey Flaws 3

79
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I fonell the fimells of Lebanon, frem And eathis Fruits, and get his ‘Spice, > *
]ﬁeIG.zrmeut: of my Spoufe. And count himf{elf at home. Lojadd ‘
12. My Sifter and my Spoufe is Veilrd '
That fbe may /)eﬁfp;af,id{ is Veild, The Paraphra(c.. :
A Spring Jowt up, a Fountain Jeal'd, , CHAP. IV. Chrift.
A ]gdrdm well enclos’d. I. Y Deareft Church 1 do admire
13. Thou hafi a pleafant Nyrfe ' The Beanties of thy Mind,
fous Nurfos, ' 80 Meek, fo Harmlefs, fo gnlire, : A

H‘Zu"ra fweet Pomegranates grow,
And Fruits which pleafe both Tafte and Eye
' There too the Spices Sflow. £
14. As Campbire, Spiknard, Calamys.

Saffron and Cynamon, )
Myrvh, Aloes and Incenfe Trees,

With each Spice of Renown.
15. AGarden Fountain is wy Love,

A Living Will is She

So Loyal and fo Kind : ok
Ev'n thy Proﬁﬁan I eﬂfc’w, : L 4d)
Becanfe it fprings from Grace,. _

\ Which makes Thee yet mare comely feem,
As Hair adorns the Face. )

t 2. Thy Paftors which prepare thy Food,

§ - ‘Dointheir Minds. agree ;

I Their Lives and Dodrines both are geod;

And bring much Fruit to me.

Like Lebanons Stream s which fipifily 2 : ‘
And down 10 Jordan flee fiaes 8 Thy Speech [o feafon'd is with Grace;

¥ That man Y Hearts it moves 3

The Church. \ And Graces colour in thy Face;

16. Am I a Garden ? Then, O North, Its great Advantage proves.

4. Thy Faith which jogns thee to thy Head,
Thy quickning Breath will fummon forth Deoth fhield thine inward parts 5
The Odours from Beneath : This Shield hath oft extinguifbed
AmIla Garden ? Th(fn, O Sv)u[]], The Devil’s Ficry Darts. FRLE P
Come, on this Garden blow ! 5. The two Breafts of thy Teftaments

One Sovereign Blaft out of thy Mouth, Moft friendly do accord 5
Will make its Spices flow : Which Neurifbmeent and [weet content

Awake, and on it Breath 5

Then, then, into his P2 radife, 1o new Born Babes afford. :
Let my Beloved come $ And G The
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% Criesof a Diftreffed Soul, b |
/ ¢ thou b bow good I am !
T[,TbeBﬁ Breafis of Lo?(brt il s v ‘Ca‘:a:e na:m :;:j{f:ﬁ an§ Jee :
;.{i 4 ‘}‘;ﬁf make glad, 1”"0’{’ Sin makes fad The World's an howling Wilderneft,
befe Breafts the Hungry Fill, FilPd with the Beafts of Prey

6. The Word is here the Churches F. :
And Faith the Churche. Lz:; 6;,: are, Whilst that they Rage, Roar, and Oppreft,

; . On Canaan fix thine Ege.
ngf:ﬁ:g;b?ﬁzs} bw SG 12:’ es Day, 9. My Heaven-born Sponjg, whom I embrace,
i 7 gy My Fey and Crown thou art
Mean-whil my Gr‘z.aow- Prefence fhall ]7,,:,,{ Eye of Faith, thy Chain of Grace
Her deay Lffemblies fill
2 ' Hawe overcome my Hears. :
er Prayers Jhall be mo Jweet to e , : 4
e Sweet as the Tncenfe-Hjjl - 7 IO.T;M; Lla)e.zreﬁ‘ Sponfe %{[ Heav'nly Birth,
Mean-while my Glors P ) 2y Love is more to Me
Fill He;:';,] tb::’;i‘:d‘ly Gr':'jj::; ¥ d . Than all the Pleafures of the Earth,
Where Cherubims and Scmpbim P 4 ! And fweet ‘,’] Graces be.
Their Hallelyjabs Jound. . 1. Thy Speeches in thy Heart are bred,
7- My deareft Church, homw clear art thoy " And [weetly do they flow 5
" J}}z[w/;viow 70 fin vemainy | ’ ¥ Thyworks do fuch a ﬁwaz: Jpread,
“y-r00d applyd bath purify d ! AsLebanons Spices do.
T/.wcﬁ o '/’)’ G“”‘-‘pd”:{jﬂ:inf - F 12 Drf u{féd to the World thou go’.ﬁ"
Wk art to me as white as Spow. .He.w’i ina Mystery s ’
G And the toou finneft Rill, i 1o me thon Run'it, to me thon Flow'i},
o keeps the e int, tho canft not fin None knows thy worth but 1 :
8 ey '”w.”j"”t of Will. As thou art mine, [o I ant thine,
. ;:ff w1y Fair Glovies thee ingice My Love dothguard thy Heart §
F ai' “e db".‘g wit hwe s Thy Heart's with me, my Love's with thee,
orfake thine E 4yt ily Pamd.f/?, My Church, how fafe thow art)

Thy Paradife pif pe - y :
Birth, Pleafure:, Rirge:, Friends and Fame, TRl 2 Coel T R £ i,

Are dl fume'd up in Me. G| AT Sy g o Fir

*
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' Fair are thy Feuits, and fiom ;
1 Thy fmc;:cﬁ Odours ﬂo{: o
Thy tender Plants thy Children are;:
1 heir Graces Fruits and Spice ; ‘
I am the Tree of Life in Thee Y
My Church, my Paradife.

2

' , which is-Solomons.. 83

:
A 15. Thou art 4 Spring, which tq thy Plants

¥ Doft thy puredStreanis derive ;
Onder thine Eye and Miniftry
a Tty Bleft Affemblics thrive,
E' The Church.
, 16. My Lord, if I a Gardenam
| 1 hen let thy Spirit blow ;
| And with its Gales refrefh the fame
i And make my Graces flow. : ’
And when thy Spirit thus hath blows
And I do flourifh molt, j
Then let my Deareft Lord come down
And feed upon his Coft,
So poor 1 am, {o great thou art,
Tl_le Lord, how can[ Feaft >
Furnifh'the Table of my Heart,
) Then come and be my Guelt,
TheVERSION,
h C HAP. V. hig.
i 'M j‘;mc intoa P aradife, ﬂ
by Sifter and 1y Spoufe «
Loe gather'd of my M, ;'rrf.)) mfd :S}fpi:'e,
Which in my Garden grows.

:

My

- My Honey-Comh and Honeytoo
N ]Ha-vc i;f:m]fweet Repaft 31~ 2w
| My Wine, my Milk which bere doflow; v
| Have chear'd my Heart and Tafp: 10
- My Friends and: dear Companions,” | |
L\ Come, Feaft your felves with Me
| Drink, O my Welbeloved Ones,'
Yea, Drink abundantly. (Bt
; The Church. s 3
£ 2. Ifleep, but yet my Heart doth wake,
Heark; ‘my Beloved One /1
| Doth Knock and Call.: I can'tmiftake
His Knock, his Tread, his Tone:
Opento Me, my Fatliers Child,
Open to Me; my Loves
Open to me, my Undefil’d,
Open to me, my Dove;
Open tome, that wait for Thee,
My Head is fill’d with Dew 5
And all my Locks with Ev'ning Drops,
Let's have an Enterview.
3. My Coatis off, and how fhalll
Put on my Coat again?
Should 1 come o’re the Dufty Floor,
My wafhed Feetto ftain ?
4. My Deareftthen by the Key-hole
His willing Hand did move 5
Which when I did perceive, my Soul
Wastouch’d with Griefand Love.

G 3 Rowz'd
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5- Rowz'd by this Paffion, I did i

d anfwer'd to his Caj] 3

My Hands and F ingers drop'd with Myrrh,

Which from the Lock did fa]l,
6. Thendid Lopen to my Dear
But he (alas!) was gonesy
He whom I did fo latcly hear,
Methoughts L was undone !
I fough_t him whommy Soyl adord
; Bu’t him I could not have, ,
€all’d and cry'q, my Lovemy Lord !
But He no anfwer gave, :
7- Then did the crye] City-Watch
Smite Me, and wound Me fore -
he Keepers of the Wl did fnatch
y Away the Vei] I wore.
% O Daughters of Fernfalers |
yI (c;lllarge You, if'Ye find
orious Dear, that he m
. My Loveafilicts my Mind. o :

3 The Danighters of Jerufalem.
6. Ffbat.}'ewcl is this Dear of thine
=, “aireft, let ue know 5 :
erein does thine Others ont-fhine
That thoudof: charge us [o ,

Lhe Chureh.

10. My dear DelightisRed -
The Li”y and the Rorei and Whltf,

whis is Solomons.
So {weet a Grace adorns his Face,
Ten thoufand he out-goes.

1 1. His Head islike 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 ftreams of Water love,
Milk-walhtand fitly fet.

13. His Checks are like a {picy Bed,

“Where all Perfumes do meet ;

His Lips like Lillies, - whence is fhed
The Myrrh that (mells fo {weet.

14. His Hands are like the Chryfolite.
In Rings of Gold difplay’d,

His Belly 1s like Ivory bright,
With Sapphires overlaid.

15. His Legs like Marble Pillarsare
On Golden Sockets fet ;

His Face, like Lebanon, is molt Fair,
Like Cedars moft compleat.

His Mouth is moft exceeding Sweet,
Yea, he is wholly fo 5

Down from his Head unto his Feet,
With Sweetnefs he doth flow :

O Salems Dauglters, This is He
Of whom ye did enquire

G 4

8y

This
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11.5111155 its ;Frﬁnd thjt loveth Me, My Gracious Patience hath ftood -
| y Hearts defire, Long waiting at thy Door 5 -

The Paraphrafe, Fain would I enter for thy good 3
it e Y, ek S(ljibght i :Eylfaviotl;r. ught {uch in.elt' ng
1. i 3. One wou ave thought {u 1
f{;f’ ﬁ('f'f/Dc” fﬁ/\ bath Me brough ~ Should break an heart of Stecl (words
Ty /.’;'e’ tou didft Invite 5 But I (Alas !) fo feupid was, -
f‘faw Ze{ o, 4 Hd”.d bath wroughr, Their Force I did net feel :
Mhen 2.0 < DL S &t My Anfwer was to this Effect
1;’ d/”(f PRt ty Wine, Lord, now I amateafes
}}gda,t,J : /od; #d Man doft chear 5 And Lord, ifIfhould Thee refpelt
A co’::ﬁ:: 2 ;;””- peepard inThee, My Friends I thould difpleafe: :
! -‘-"WTZ?«“’:‘: 5 : Thy Service, Lord, would coft me dear,
8 7 sy The World would me moleft 5
¥ fqllj{fr?,d:gg ﬁ:: IISdtfc')r-h me pofiels, Thy heavy Crofs h(;w can I bear?
X ¥ ' Do notdifturb my Reft.

Some Life I have, no Livélinefs
Ho-w dark and ¢cold ;mll I Ime[f,
Here in the dark and deep I grope

. Who us'd to li : 1
Where is my Foa;!:}:i aa;)ge, : On which this fenfe 1 pafs'd 3
Where s ' ¢re1s my Hope ) Doft thou my Patience thus requite,
Itis do Stra)nrpc};;‘;(:)r;é‘;dl iflovc ? To make it longer bear ?
1 know it is my. Lords : Ay Doftall my Love and Sufferings flight >
He knocks both at my Hea d Ilook’d for better Fare 3
Thefe are his lovin}{'; wo!r.fi:n Ek This ftird'my Love, my Griefand (hame,
Open to Me, m g Which putme to {fuch pain.
L ohapen Child, 5. That I refolv'd, whatever came,

Open to Me, my "
Qper?ro Me, mvm[}n[a?%ﬁé » ? To own my Chnift again,
Open to Me, my Dove. | & | Aceurft Temptations, be ye gone,

4. My Lord to this made no Reply,
! Onlyon Me he caft
. Afadand a Rebuking Eye,

And do not me reftrain 3 Satan
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But {till my greateft wound was here,
' My Lord I could not find ;
' Had 1 my Lord, 1{hould notcare,
Tho' others prov'd unkind.

90 The Song of Songs

Satan Avaunt, let Me alone, '
I'll have my Chrift again :

This Refolution gave fome Eafe

To my diftreffed Mind 5 ‘
MW riefsdid then l?cg",‘ to ceafe, 8, Another Courfel (traight way took,
hen T to Chrift inclin'd. ' Idid repair to thofe
6. I\?m when I did my felf addrefs, i Who Sien-wards do often look,
y Saviour to embrace ; £ And did my Cafe propofe :
* Bleft Souls faid I who oft artend

Alas! for my Unworthinefs
2 Ng Saviour hid his Face :
or He is Great as well as Good My C.
' 11 a5 Good, * My Cafe to you I do commend,
ThAn? will not be di(dain’d ; &  That you may it'report -
ICI“ s kind words, Whl'Ch [ withftood, § A Lord ihave orrather had,
y Confcience forely pain’d : P My Welbeloved one 3

O then I wifl'd a thoufand imes His Prefence us'd to make me glad,

That I'had been fo wife But, Ah, my Lord is gone!
If when you pray, he fhould acquaint

To fhake of my Security, f
k You with his Love and Grace ;
}.

At the Almighties Court,

When cllriﬂ bade Me arife -
”%"Lgrh;il;”; da'll)c; in his Word, Tell him from me, my Heart doth faint
Tcall'd and cio% HMOt have 5 And Languifh for his Face. :

But he no Ay (i y Love, myLord ! } 9. Whois, faid they, this Lord of thine ;
7. Earth did niwer gave. O Faireft, let us know s

’ Nothi ! bOPpre_fs_whorn Heav’n forfook, Wherein does thine others out-fhine,
For tgz}r] n\;vg}100:0(;:,;l dsglf]?iand* 1d That thou doft Charge us {o?

My €oul did pierjéc id ‘;?)3nd':00k’ 10. My deareft Lord is White and Red 5
Their wordsand deeds did both confpire

To grievemy grieved heares ’
Their Scornsand Jears were Swords& Spears,

T—

White thro' his Purity, ‘
Red thro’ his Bood which he did fhed

For fuch anone asI: .
Was he not Red, but only White,

Which did increafe my Smar. But The Lilly, not the Rofe;
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He might delight the Angels Sight,
But I'am none of thofe »
Was he not White but only Red,
A Sufterer for his fin 3
His Blood wouold reft upon his head,
Nor could I Joy therein -
But my dear Lord is White and Red,
his Mixture pleafith me;
For, for my firs he {uffered,
When he frém (in was free -
Whata reviving fight is this >
A righteous Saviour's Blood ;
The Bath of Sin, the Spring of Blifs,
Moft pure, moft fweet and good -
The fond inchanted World admires
Their Idols here below ;
heir cre<ping groveling, poor Defires
Their Childith Minds do fhew
Did not my-Glorious Lord appear,
O did they him but know,
hatformerly thejr Glories were,
Would be no longer fo :
The leffer Lights. all difappear,
- When once my Sun doth thine 5
And the* Ten Thoufand Lords were here,
None could be like to mine »
My Lord, he is the King of Kings,
The Faireft of aj) Fairs ;
Of all your fine and boafted things,

None with my Lord compares.  What’s

‘whieh is Solomons. .
What's your thick Clay 2 'Your {tones bring

93
Which ye your'Jewels call ; (forth
My Lord, heis of real worth,
And goes beyond them all. -
11. His Godhead and his'Government
Are infinitely pure,
MoﬁrGlorious and moft Exccllegt,
And ever fhall endure. . -
12. His isa pure and piercing Eye,
Tho'’ all the Earth it moves ;

Which the dark Hypocrite doth (py,

e -y

:

And fecret good approves.
13. His Cheekgs appear molft bright and clear,

When he-himfelf doth fhew s -
Methinks 1 ina Garden walk,

Where Flowers and Spices grow :
When he doth my affections ftir, ¢

And (peaks unto my Mind 4 /) £
Methinks the Lillies drop withi Myxrh,

Such Savour do I find -« fing
So {weet a Grace ad®rns bis Face,

His Face, like Heav’n doth (hine;
And O what Mulick do I l!earl,

When he faith, Iam thm.c ! ,
14. His Handsare like to Ringsof Gold,

The worksof my dear Lord
Are bright and comely to behold,

His Works fulfil his Word,

-~

The
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The Tender Bowels of his Love, The VERSTON.
How precious they be! : CHAP. VI. The Danghters of Jerufalem.
When! am Grievd, his Bowels move. 1. Aireft of Fairs, if thus it be,
And loudly plead for me. : O whither is he gone 2
Tell nsy that we may feek with thee-

15. Thefe fweet Proccedings of my Lord
This thy Beloved One,

Atre like his Purpofes 5
Hc;g a}:lcgure, 3"d Firm and fure The Churdh
t 2 3 .
His Coume::nir; N?;;gg;g‘}eﬁ . 2.Down to his Garden he is gone,
All Rev’ Where Beds of Spices are,
If he bu: Hﬁ?fﬁsdgf,hu?m‘""”d 3 That he may Feed and Fealt thereon, ’
But if he Smi » we fall, And Gather Lillies there.
s SUULEIAVE S . 3. Iam my Welbeloved ones,

16: His Mouth is moft exceedin ; e
: » g fweet . My Welbeloved’s mine ;
All {weetnefs like an Hive, ! ! He Feeds and Treads in p!e;fant Meads,

One word of his like Honey is, Where the bright Lillies fhine,

O how itdoth revive ! Chrif
AsIbegun fh _ 8
My f)earef(t) l[l.lcc}rcli gt(c; E?mn 4 My Love, kike Tirzah, thou art Neat,
Yowd fay, all fweet compa&::d are, i A”fi ke {;:rufalené, /
And fummed up in him. [ Anifbl’cﬂanf r};:jﬁr ;:7;7 eat,
: en fly for Fear of them.
M}{_..Liord 1'5 Larger than Defires, ¢ 5.0 turn{zwaj thine Eyes from me,
G arrer t[mn Words can thow 5 Thy bright and [parkling Eyes,
‘RicimedY_ partfond Earth admires, 10 bear [o great Felicity,
! .or A L My firength doth not fuffice 3
O Heav'n-born SC_’UIsa This, This is he Thy Hairy I ocks are like Goats Flocks
Of whom ye did enquire ; Which from Mount Gilead look,
This is the Friend that Loveth me, 6. 8o are thy Teeth like Well fhorn fheep,
Come from the Wafbing-brook,
They

Thisismy Hearts Defires
The |
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They Pregnant are as well as Fair,
}ar Fruit as well as View ; T A

For each of them her Tivins doth bear,

There’s not one barren Ewe.

7. As broke Pomegrariate Jeenreth Red,
And fhines exceeding cleay,

So do the Temples of thy Head,
Within thy Locks appear.

8. Thrice twenty Queens together fand,
And fourfore Concubines g
And Virgins like the nuns'rois Jand,
Which to the Seq adjoyns.
9. My fpotlefs Dove, Jhe is bit one,
Id Darling of her Mother,
. Who loves and prizes her alone,
She knows not Juch another :
T%e Dangbters faw per comely Lines,
And praird her Lovely Face 5
Yea, allthe Queens and Concubines
Admir'd ber Beauteous Gyace.
10. What Morn looks Jorth 2 what Moon is there
3 What Sun may yonder be ¢
ierce Tionps with Flags difplay'd « ear,
O what 4P()ne is S/Je% i %
1. To the. Nut-Garden down I went
7o ,ﬂec the Fruits below 5
Whether the Vines theiy Grapes did vent,

And the Pomegranates grow.
M
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12. My Soul gave me a fudden twhtch.
And made me ﬂhﬂéfj ﬂidg, . -
ike thofe fwift Chariets, in which
Amminadibdid Ride. 0t .
‘ ig. Return; Return, ‘0 Shulamrtc,' i
' "Return, Return Apace - %
That we nray look with tmwb delight
Opon thy Glorions Fave : %
What in the Shulamite 1 pray,s 7
¥ Do ge expectto feed 1i0 7 L
'\ Trwo Armvies fet in"goodd Arvay i 7. |
Even fuch aone is fbe. - ‘ Kb o
The Paraphrafe;
C H AP, VL. ZkeGhupch.
1 Hil(t thus my dearetLord I prais'd,
' As I.could do no lefss ,
They heard, theylook’d, they ftood amaz'd
At my great happinefs : )
And when I ceas’d they thus reply’d,
O Faire(t we mult nGCst'
Congratulate thy Bleft Eftate,
Which ours fo far cxcccc‘is :
© that weé were in fuch a Cale
s we perceive thou art 5 b
O t?mt ouﬁeSouls might find a place
. In thy Beloved’sHeart: .
Whither is thy Beloved gone? :
Pray, let us go with tg{ce, ’i’é‘
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To feek thy 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 Aflembled be,
Thither you muft Refort:
For they his Pleafure-Gardens are,
Whe he delights to be s
They are his Comfortand 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. I am my Well-beloved ones,
My Well-beloved’s mine 5
To me his Love a Feaft doth prove,
Béyond the Richeft Wine.
Chrift.
4 My deareft Church, on whom I fie
A Fair and Royal Stamp
All fweetnefs joyn'd with ﬁfzjeﬂy,
Thou art both conrt and camp. :
5. Thy Prayers are arms, thy Praifes charms,
Thy Love is like a Dart 3
1hy Faith and Graces are f5 frong,
They overcome my Heart :
1ky Fair Profe(fion I efteen,
Becaufe it fprings from Grace,
Which

which is Solomons,

Which makes theeyet more comely feem,
As Hair adorns the Face.

6. Thy Paltors which prepare thy Food,
Do in their Minds agree,

Their Lives and Dolrines both are good,
And bring much Fruit to me, .

7. Thy countenance fo [bines with Grage,
That many Hearts it moves 3

And Gracé's colour in thy Face,
Its great Advantage prowes.

8. The World prefemis its glorions Shews,
But what are thofe to me €

In my dear Church, wey only Sponfe,
All Glories do I fee.

9. Earths Pride would foon confinnded be,
Should but my Spoufe appear,

Whoto ber mother and to me
Is [0 exceeding dear.

Her Noble Birth and Real Worth,
Have gain'd her fo mych Fame,

The greateft Princes of the Earth
Have prais’d her worthy Name:

10. Her Swectnefs joyr'd with Majefly,
Her Prefence much Endear'd

Her Power with her Purity
Mude her both lov'd and fear'd.

11. [ have been with my new bornSaints,
I have beerr down o fee

What Buds were on my tender Plants,

What hopes of Fruit for me.
H 2 12 When
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13. When 'my dear Church; Ihid niy Face;
Thou did'ft 1by [elf bemmoar 5

Idid but provethy .Flu'tbf:! Love,
When thou thought'ft Lwas gone :

My Bowels yearn'd when thon didft Cry,
My Love did me confirain 5

T0 bafte apace, and fbew my Face
To thy griev’d Soul again. °

13. Return, Return my deareft Chureb,
Return, Return to mes

The Heav'sly Quire, and 1 defire
Thy Bleffed Face to fee :

My Heav'nly Hoft, if ye foould know
My Churches State and Cafe

She is another FHoft below,

And of an awful Grace.

TheVERSITION.

CHAP. VIL Chif.

I Danghters o{ a Prince how Fair
Are both thy fhooes and Feet]
Thy Foynts and Thighs like Fewels are,
Wrought by an hand difcreet.
2. Thy Navel as a Cup compleat,
With Liguor doth abound ;
Thy Belly's like an Heap of Wheat,
Which Lillics do furround.
3. Thy two Breafts are like two young Roes,
Well Shap'd and well agreed, =
o8’

1
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Both which are MiﬂfTwin: and thefe

Among the Lillies Feed,

4 Thy Neck , like Tvory is moft Fair,
And like a Tower moft fEraight ;

Thine Eyes like Helhbon paols, which are
Hard by Bath-Rabim Gate :

Thy Nofe is like to Lebanons Tewer,
The Tower which doth Command
Damafcus-1own, the Lu: :ﬁﬂ Flower

Of all the Syrian Laud.
5. Thine Head on ibee like Carmel i,
Thine Hairy like Purple ftain'd
Thy Galleres fo take bis Ejes,
The King is there da.‘t«'iﬂ'd,
6. How Fair art thou, how pleafant art,
My Love, unto my fight ! .
So fweetly Grac’d in every part 5
Thou art my whole delight.
7. Unto a Palm-Tree I comparg,
Thy Stature flraight and fine ;
Thy grcaﬂ: appear both full and fair
Like Clufters of the Vine.
8.1 faid I'will this Palm-Tree Climb,
Tl fearch ber Branches well 5
Thy Breafts [ball now like Clufters fbew,
Thy Nofe like Apples frvell.
9, Thy Palate’s like the choiceft Wine,
Which for my Friend I keeps
Which fweetly Flows, and canfeth thofe
o Speak that are afleep. The
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The Church.

10.1 am my Well-beloved’s awn,
And He is wholly mine ;
"Lhe Stream of his Affe&tion
Doth towards me ineline.
11. Come, my Beloved, letus 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 tothe Vineyards go;
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.
13. Thy Mandrakes fmell, and at our Door
All pleafant Fraits there be,
Both New and Old which are my Store,
Laid up, my Love for Thee.

The Paraphrafe,
CHAP. VIL Chrift,
7  Dasghter of the }v_figb}? God,

How comely are thy Feet 2
With Gojpel-preparation Sf.mf !
Thy carriage bow difercet 2
Zbox
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2. Thou art both Fdir azid Fraitfil too,
Great Nurubers thon doft Breed,
Which with good Meals, the Werd and Seals,
Thou liberally doft feed.
3. The two Breafts of vhy Teflaments
Moi# friendly do accord 3
Which Nonrihment and fweet content
70 New-born Babes afford s
The cries of « diitreffed Soul,
Thefe Breasts of comifort still 5
Thefe Breasts ma£ glad whom {u makes [ad,”
Thefe Breasts the Hungry fill.
4. Thy Fuith is thy Strong Fort and Tower,
Thine Understanding clear 5
Thy Fudging and. difcerning Power
Lizforms when Danger's near :
Thy Chrift, thy Head of Eminence
All Others doth exceed
Thy Christ, thy Head of Influence '
Grace doth keep and feed :
When thine Affersblies Exercife.
Their Graces freely given,
The King walks in thofe Galleries,
As in another Heaven.
6. My Church, who art moit New moit Fdir,
How Dear art thow and [weet '
Iuwhom all Sweets compaiked are,
Iz whone all Graces meet £

H 4 Onder
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7. Under thywéight thou flourifbeft
As the ffout' Pabm-Tvee doth 5 &
My Charch; the more thoy art d:’prqﬂ,
The greater is thy growth:
The Breafts of thy two Tefbaments,
Like Clufters of the Vines $
Are full of Fuice, which for thy ufe
Tield ftore of Heav'nly Wise,
8. When I perceiv'dthy Soul to thrive,
Like to a fruitful Trees
Then Idyew near, that I might chear,
And joy my [elfin thee, |
Nor did I conpty-handed come,
But added to thy Sore 5

God’s Word came then more near and home,

Thy Graces [cented more,
9. Thy Speech is like the choiceft Wine,

* - S0 lovely arnd fo flrong 5

It makes the Sinners Heart c[ivim‘,

* And [andifies his Tongue.

The Church.

10. My dear(t Lords Affection”

"I cannot but admirey
I am my welbeloved’s own,

‘I ‘am hi$ Hearts defire.
11. I gladly with my Lord could talk,
' * And {pend both Night ‘and Day’s
Come Lord, let us together walk, "
““Letus together ftay:

The (Sohg! of Songs

W

Come

which is Solomons. 105
12, Come let's gofee what Fruits andFlowerg
Adorn thy Garden place,
Under the Sun-fhine and the fhowers
Of days and means of Grace :
Could I but {ee thy Children Spring,
And in an happy frame
O how fhiould 1 rejoyce and fing,
And love thee for the fame!
13. Thy Saints their Services prefent,
Which of Sweet Savour be 5
Saints New and Old skithin my Tent,
Are kept for Heav'n and thee.
The VERSTON.
C H A P. VIII The Ghurch.

1. Y Would toGod thou wert as near
To measis my Brother,

That Fill'd the Lap and Suck’d thePap
Of my molt tender Mother :

When I without fhould light on thee,
ThenI thy Lips would Kifss

Yea, 1 fhould not dcfpiﬂ'd. be,
Nordifefteem’'d for.this.

3. Pd bring thee to my Mothers Tent,
VVho would inftruct me there 5

Pomegranate-Wine of plealant fcent
Should be thy Royal Fare.

4 His Left Hand underneath my Head

* Should lovingly be placd.
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His Right Hand or’e e fhould be fpread,
Thus fhould I be Embrac’d.
4. Ye Daughters of Ferufalem,
"Tis Yoa I charge and bind,
Not once to move, or wake my Love
Until it be his Mind.
The Danugbters of Jerufalem.
5. Out of the Defart doth Afcend
A comely Sight to fee 5
One Leaning on ber deareft Friend,
O what a One is She !

| The Church.

Under the fhady Apple-Tree
Thee did I Raife and Rear

Thy Mother Travell'd there with Thee,
Thy Native Place was there.

5. O Seal thine Image onmine Heart,
O Seal it on mine Arm !

For Love, like Death, doth caft its Dart,
And Jealoufie 15 warm :

*Tis like the Grave, whofe 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 3

If one for Leve would give his Goods,

l The Price would be too low.
t The

which 75 Solomons.
The Fewifh Church.

8. No Breafts on our {mall Sifter grow,
Nor is She yet Admir'd 5
What {hall we for our Sifter do,
When fhe fhall be defir'd ?
Chrifi.
9. We'll build on ber a Silver Court,
Iffhe a Wall foall be 5
Or if @ Door, Herwe'll Support
With Boards of Cedar tree.
The Fewifh Church.
10. Tam a Wall both firong and tall,
My Breafts like Towers are round
(Ithen 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 tothe Intent
They might his Vineyard drefs
And thus with them be did agree,
That for the Fruit it gave,
Athoufand filver Pieces be
OFf each of them fhould have.
12. My Vineyard which belongs to Me,
I krnow not howto fpare 5
It ever lies before mine Eyes,
It is my conftant care.

107
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But thon, O Solomon, muft have
A thoufand for thy Gains s
~ And thofe that keep its Fruit may crave
Two Hundred for their pains.
13. And now farewel thou that Doft dwell
In Gardens here below 5
As thy Companions hear thy Voice
8o let me hear it too.
The Church,
14. Hafte my Beloved like a Roe
VVhich foon her courfe fulfils 5
O that thou wert like a young Hart
Upon the Spicy Hills!
i The Paraphrafe.
C H A P. VIIL. The Church.

Y O R D that thou wert as near to me
_ Asismy Mothers Son s
Such freedom fhould I have with thee,
~ Asif we both were One :
I would impart my very Heart
To one that was (o near 5
Whofe nearnefs fhould advance my Love
Above all Slavifh fear.
2. Gods Holy Church, my Mother Dear,
Should me fuch Lectures Read 5
I fhould provide fuuch Heav'nly Chear,
Whereonthou lov’(t to Feed.
" 3. And then (hould(t thou thy Love dilplay,
The Riches of thy Grace, Thy

-
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Thy Left Hand then my Head fhonld ftay;
Thy Right my Heart embrace.’ -
4. Chrifts Love my Heart doth {o inflame,
This Charge I needs muft give :
All ye that own his Sacred Name
Do not his Spirit grieve :
Lord, leave us not 5 if yet thou wilt
With Tears we'll own thy Righe
But a Departuré fored by Guilt
Makesa Tempeftuous Night.
Weak Chriftianss
X Wlmt/inmge Afpiring Sonls are thofe
Which do this World difdain ;
Who on their Lord themfelves repofe,
Heav'ns Kingdom to obtain.
The Church.

Under thine Ordinances Shade
[ Sought and found thine Aid 5 «

For there thine Entrance fir(t was made,
Thy Graces firft Conveigh'd.

6. Lord bear my Name upon thy Breaft,
Engrave it on thine Heart ;

There let itbe fo fure pofieft
It thence fhall ne’re depart:

For Love, likeDeath doth cafta Dart,
Which wouuds me to the quick ;

Thy Prefence, Lord, fupports my Heart 3
Thine abfcence makes it Sick. :

~ shouldft
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Should(t thou but feeming!y Jifdzin
My Heart fo deep Engag’c
I thould be Toreur'd with (uch pain
As could not be affwwag'd.
O Love Me, Lord,or elfeIdic!
Thee, Lord, my Love doth crave!
My Lord, fhouldft thoumy Love deny,
My Love would be my Grave.
My Love doth flame my Jealoufie,
So burns my Heart and Eyes.
I muft embrace my Lord, or I
Muft be Loves Sacrifice.
2. Whole Seas of Trouble cannot quench
Loves everlafting Fire:
Though Hell oppofe,  whom 1 have chofe,
I cannot but Admire.
None but a Chrift, none but my Lord,
No Bribes can take with Me 5
A profierd World would be abhorr'd ;
A Chrift, and none but He !
The Fewifty Courch.
8. Remember the Blind Nations, Lord,
Who in a Dungeon grope,
And Jack the Sun-fhine of thy Word,
Yet Prifn’rs are of Hope.
When once the Hour of thy Defign
Hath on thele Captives Shone,
When they are call’'d and own'd for Thine,
What fhall be further done?

Chrift.

which s Solomons.

Chrift.
9. If they be comflant to rmy Name,
And firmly bold my Word 5
They fhall be blefi with firength and fame,
And bonour'd by their Lord :
Ifthey will open at my Cak,
That 1with them may dwell 5
Il bold them faft, and make them laft
Againfi the Gares of Hell.

The Fewifb Church.
10. Lord, 1am conftant to thy Name,
And firmly hold thy Word s |
(had a Smile upon the fame
From my moft Gracious Lord.)

Chrift.

11. [ nor admire nor imitate.

_T’JOﬁ.‘ who their Vineyards Lets
Whe of their Profit do abate,

That they fome Eafe may get.
13. My Church and Vineyard is alway

My care and my Delight ;
I my [elf keep it every Day,

And watch it every Night :
Dreft by my Hand, watch'd by my Fye,

ts Fruit to me abounds ; '

The Praife of ite Fertility

Wholly to e redoynds,
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13. My Deareft Church, who art compos'd
Of divers companiess
Now we bave both onr Mind: glz'fc!o;'d,
LIl end withthis Advice :
As all the Members give an Ear
Ohnto thy Gracions Strain g
Sp let Me ofien from thee'hear,
Ontil we Meet again.

¥ '
i The Church:

14. Ah my dearSaviour! pity Me,
Preferve Me in thy Heart 5
And Oh make haft, make haft, that we

1 May Meet and never part. i

LV

T R ] L

| DIVES

(1)

DIVES

LAZARUS.

N Judab’s Vale a Man of Wealdhi-abode, *
VHe as a Bealt, yet Worfhip'd as'd'God ;
Who Tyrian Cloaths, and Egypts Lihien ware, '
And on whofe Table met, Land, Sea'and ‘Air.

Bencath the Threfhold of his Out-moft Gate
A pale, deformed, horrid Carcafs Sate : |
Another Fob, But of more Fixed Wogs, . :
Who fromhis Dunghil never onge asofe,

*God Help Me was hisName. God washis all, *-7be
Thofe few that knew him, Lazarss Him did ca!]ﬁg_

Need; Pain and Scorn at once did onhimlie ;. | 7 ¥
His Bed was Earth, his Covering was the Sky : /

Nothing had heto pay of Natures Scores LEY
Empty he was of Breadybut full of Sores. - -

Hunger (that Wrack) will wake a Man confefs,
What modelt Minds endeavour to fopprefs : 0T
Sharp ‘Hunger whets the Wic, and'mends its ftraig)

It hurts the Bowels, bot it helps the Brain. 4
) . :

Et : i



B " Dives and Lazarus.
A Servant pafs’d the Gate, where, lo ! he found
This Ruful Obje& groveling on the Ground.

Said Lazarus, Sir, if Pity be my due,

Give to your Mafier what 1 give to you.

%

Lazarus bis Petition,

Oft Noble Sir, I bumbly crave
What Nature doth exalt from Me
1 am'a Borderey on ghe Grave,

Haif flain with (harp Nece/fity.

For Childrens Bread I do not Call

I do not Ask your Servants Fare s, n
Only the Sweepings of your Hall.

1 Beg;, andwhatyour Dogs may [pare,

Doom Me not - Sir, to perifh at your Gate,
Who may preferve’ Me, at fo Cheap 'a Rate,
For Fatber Judalys fake fome Fragments give,
Ll ferve Yowat' God’s Altars-whilfk Ilive.

.

‘Dives his Anfwer, r W

WHat: Dogiss. this that da’u-Pn?hn o Me ?
Accurft be all fuch Crawling Toads as He 3
Pelts of my Gate, Verminithat Creep o Nigh'
 ~——I Hate ‘em " Let Him Rot' and Die.

In vain'the poor Mans thoughts pufl'u’d his Suit ;
The Dogs were bumane, but their Lord a Bruit ;
The¥ left their Snarling to their Mafters Face;

They Ran, and" LZazarss gently did embrace.  He

Vs

T Dives und Lazarus. B

He was the pity’d: Patient of thofe Hounds,(wounds.
Whofe Jambent Tongues did cool his burning

This done, the [uallid Vaflals of the Times
Scorn’d ragged Vertue, Honour'd porple Crimes :
Things. are mif-judged by the purblind Eye,

Which views their Pofture, not their tendency
Till Yuftice *wakes to right its injur’d Laws,
Which doth not weigh the Perfon, but the Caufes

Nor Rags, nor Sores, are Clonds that can difzuife
A fplendid Soul to Heavens Soul-fearching Eyes ;
Earths Zaz’rus was Beavens Dives ;, Earths difdain
Was a meet Gueft for Heaven to entertain :. . 4
Now comes the Golden Hour that fets him free.
From his Apprenticefhip to mifery : A
His Corps (the Graves old Neighbour) long Undreft
At lengthis flipt into its Bed of Reft; T
A Treafure “tis, tho’ Funeral-coft it wants ;
The Richeft Mineral is the Duft of Saints ;

He was his own (molt {erious) Motrner here
He Mourn’d enough, He needs no Hired Tear.

/

The time is come, that Lazarss mult be clad
With fuch fine Linnen, Dwies never had :
The timeis come, that Lazarss muft be Fed -
With Heavens rich Juices, and with Angels Bread,

There isa Table richly Spread above,
There is an Everlafting Feaft of Love; :
A Fealt which Friends and Frindfhip doth maintain,
Pale Eavy is not there, nor proud difdain ;
They all are Ooe; In One they all agree,
One is their all, which makes all one to be;
: }a Here’s
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1 Dives and Lazarus.
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 begips their Fealt and ne’re does end,
Whom growing Loaves and Living Springsattend .
Their Harps are well-ftrung Hearts, well tuned
And Sacred Hallelujabs are their Songs; (Tongue)
Here fit the Saints, Here the Believers Sire,

Is Nobly Seated in his Rich Attire 2

Hither the King 'of Heaven new Guefts doth call,
Nor can he conie too late that comes at all,

The mighty One who dwellsand rules on High,
Angels attend with an obedient Eye :
The Secrets of hisBreaft they do ‘not Skill,
But are the trufty Servants of his Will,
Thus charg’d hethem, *Bring Lazarus to the Feaft,
¢ And let bim take bis Place next Abraham’s Breaft.
They heard with Rev'rence, and obey’d their King,
Joy rais’d their Hearts, & nimbly fhook their Wing.
They fled fromHeaven, yet Heaven was with them
It was their Heaven to do their Mafters Will. (ftill,
They ftopt not at the Stars (that pompous fhow)
Who weant to view a Brighter-Star below :
The Poiat defignd they well did pnderftand,
Whohad old Voygers been to Canaans Land.
There they had beenLotsGuefts(who was theirWard)
‘There had they been Efifha’s flaming Guard.
In that Land chiefly lay their Lords A ffairs
They traffig’d chere for Souls ( thofe precious

(Wares)

Soon came they where Sick Lazarss had his Lare,
They ftop'd and waited for their Pallenger,

No

|

Dives and Lazirus. 5

No vifitant found they with him, but the Lord ;

No Nurfe, but Faith ; no Cordial, but the Word.
They heard him praying, * ZLord, fome Mercy fbow,

“Far Ican findno Mercy bere 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 Soongs triumphant up they went,
Aad to the Company did him prefenv ;

They thouted all, and joy’d the New-come Guelt,
He gently ftoops and leanson Abrabams Brealt.

Whom Dives Curs'd and ftately Fools difdain'd,

How is he Blelt ! How is he Entertaip'd !

Tho’ Vertue here on Earth negle&ted lies,

Yet Heaven will raife it, for 'tis born to rife.
Diwes, that filken God, muft never dye,

Unlefs his Creature and his falfe Prophets lye.

He's {afe, if Death be caft as far behind,

His Bedy, as it is below his Mind.

He’s always young ; He learns it from bis Glafs,
Which fimooths his furrow’d Brew and paints his tace.
But a Cold ftriking Hand confutes the Lie.

Down falls his Flattering Glafs, his Fancies dye
His Garden-Walks muft him_no longer know,
TheLife-tree in his Garden doth not grow :

His Palacemuft be chang’d for a Dark Tomb,

That washis Ion, but this moft be his Home ;

He mult no longer at his Table Rtay,

The Voider (Death) is come to take away :
Deatb,that abhorr’d(bothName and, Jthing, comes on,
And poteatly torments this Potent One

It makes Amazing Breaches, and in fhort,

Hath feiz’d the Out-works, and attacks the Fort:

In what a wretched Pofture doth he lye !

He cannot live, and yet he dares not dye. 5

13 is

-
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His Debt mult be diftrain'd ; for he'll not pay,
Nor yield his Ghoft ; it muft be fetcht away
He fpurns, be ftruggles, but Death keeps himunder,
And with one ftroke tears Flefhand Soul afunder 5
Then rang the Houfe with his five} Brethrens Cries,
Alas ! our Brother ; fo they clos'd his Eyes.
His outward parts are wal’d, his inner Rooms
Stuffed with Arabian Sweets and rich Perfumes.
Notw 'Death his Purpleis, now he’s allow'd
Fine Linnen too, but ’cis a Fun'ral Shrowd
Grave-facd Spectators with their Garments torn,
And Shrouded Lipsattend, the Room doth mourn.
Ah whata poor Revenge is this on Fate!
For one that cannotlive, to Liein State.
Amidft the Gazing Crowd the Bearers come,
With Pomp they bribg him to his painted Tomb.
Minftrels and Trumpeters their Noifes joyn,
And Womer fell falfe Tears for Currant Coyn.
Now Icft his Friends fhould infalt ftreams be drown'd
The.Cup of Confolation goes its Round.
But ftay, my Soul; *tis Death that thou muft view,
Not fhadows which dead Bodiesdo Enfue.

What a dark Notion and Abftrufity,
Tsthis to living Men, that they muft die!
Grim Death on his pale Horfe Triumphant Rides,
He f{trikes vs through our neareft Kinfmans Sides:
Yet are we fenflefs, asthe ftupid Mule,
Live as Exceptions from the Common Rule;
We caft a Cloth o’re Death ; ’tis {foon forgot,
We charm the Serpent, and it ftings us not.

Now might one let this pleafant Error‘pafs,
If Death was all, but Death his Second has,

When
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When once the Diffolution Hofir is come,
Out goes the Soul to hear her Final Doom.

You who haveflightly heard Fun’ral Knell,
Now hear the Voice which dooms the Gholt toHell,
For thofe whofe heartsan Earthquake will not fhake,
Thro’ Heav'ns Loud-roaring Cannons may awake.

Dives black Ghoft (all Horror and Defpair)
Is from its Prifon fhatch’d to th’ difmal Bar ;.
Behind him the impatient Devils roar.
His Sins (thofe worft of Devils) ftand before ;
With Terrors thus befieg’d in every place,
He hearsa Voice, but might not fee the Face.
The Voice was roaring Thunder in his Ears,
The words were tearing Bolts and flaming Spears;
“ Go thon accurft, vile Catitif, bence away
“ To damned Ghofts, Come Devils, take your Prey.
Struck with this Thunder, down he fonk, he fell,
And was a Triomph te the Fiends of Hell.
Th® ingenious Tyrants did a Council pack,
Their §Aalacc fet their Wits upon the Wrack :
When they had jointly ftudy’d to Torment,
Yor their pale Prifoner thenin hafte they fent;
They chain’d and ftak’d him to a furious Flame,
Where conftant ftreams of Brimftone feed the fame.
Behold Sins Martyr, and Hells Sacrifice !
He yells and howls, and vents uopity'd Cries.
He finds no Friendly Ear, or tender Eye,
He feels a thoufand deaths, but cannot die:
Like burning Brafshe’s Fir'd in every part,
A Vultor lives opon his living Heart.
God’s gone, he’s gone, and what an Hcll is this,

To be depriv’d of everlafling Blifs !
, I4 O this




8 Dives and Lazarus.

O this Eternal Banifhment is worfe

Than all the Remnant of the Dooms-day Carfe.
This Hell of Hell may thus be underftood,

No torments are fo bad as God is good.
Befides, an Appetite in Man doth lic,

Which nothing but a God can fatisfe

And tho' this Appetite behere deluded

By varions Objetts, 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 cannot be an Atheift,

"Tis Hell in. Hell that God is dearly mift.

Poor Djyes cries, * The.God for whom I flarve,
s I cannot fee, becanle I wonld not ferve,
& I Bleed to think, (and thinking is my Fate)
“ He often knpcked at my Bolted Gate.
“ Where arc thofe Baits on whithmy Lufts did prey,
“Tbe Price for which I caft wiy. [elf away ?
“ Where’s now my Pomp and Pride, iy Feafts & Sports,
“ Whofe Chains detain’d me from the Sacred Courts'?
“ 0 did my Houfe [o near the Temple fland,’ " ¢
.0 did I perifh out of Judahs Lang !
¢ Might 1 be try’d ance more ! But 'tis too late,”
“ Suftice bath lock’d the Golden Adercy-Gate :
“ Now I believe, and tremble : T ¥epent,
‘“ Ent my Repentance is.my Punifbment ;
‘¢ It is not Firtue, but Neceffity 5
¢ Alas, bow miferably wife.am.1 ?
““ Adight I return zom to that bappy Night,
“ Which weil'd me €'re. my P.urmts%w the Light, =
“ dbme! Mufpl lichere! And ne're come oit,
He raves and flings his Curfes roond about. He

4
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He cors'd both Heaven & Hell, he curs'd the Earth,

He curs’d the Day that witnels'd to his Birth :

But neither can his Tears his Griefs affwage,

Nor dooes it cool his Heart to veat his Rage.

This Keen Refle&tion makes the Furnace Glow,

“ Jt muft be ewer with me as’tis now.

“ Hells Flames no Afbes will produce : But 1

“ Muft ever. Dying Live, and I.x'_'v.‘r:‘;‘ Die,

“ Souls for themfelwesthe Baim of Patience bear,

% *Tis the Poors Pb_yﬁ:ﬁ, but it grows mot. bere ;

“ My Soul is fillad with Home-bred tears and taunts,

“>Tis itsown Fury, and it [elf it haunts ;

“ pity was wont sn Miferies Houfe to dwell,

“But | am haled by the Hounds of Hell.

“ Time us’d to be a Surgeon good at Womnds,

“ But 1 am got beyond sts bappy Bounds.

“ 4 Veflel charg’d with fcalding wrath am I

“ Hoop’d in the Circle of Etermsty.

You who affed the pleafant Path to Hell,

And love Damnation m its Caufes well,

Look ftreight hefere yon on your Journeys End;

Do ye not fee th’ infernal Smoak afcend ?

Have not fome Sparks into your Bofoms Flown,

Wher’by the Neighb'ring Coalts may well be known.

Bold finner, ftop, no further progrefs make,

Left your next ftep bein the Fiery I:.akc;

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 Eternity.

Alas for them who never will awake,

Till they are plung'd into the burning Lake!
Dives




Shall find unto their Caft that they bawve Souls.

12 Dives and Lazarus.

To you ’tis bitter, but to you ’tis fweet,

That we are parted and muft never meet ;

Heav’n were not Heav’n, if it near Hell was plac',
Nor Hell were Hell, if itof Heaven might tafte.
Can our pure Light with Smoak & Darknefs dwell ?
The Poles fhall fooner meet than Heaven and Hell.

Though Speech avails not, wracking mifery
(3] _1 ¥ ] s g
Exhorts from him another fruitlefs Cry,

Lives bis Second Petition,

F Juch an Envious Gulf there be,,
Yet, [Fatber, lend an Ear tome :
From Earthto Heapen away is Pav'd ;
Flow elfe came Lazarus to be Sav'd ?
Let 'me fo fmall a Boox entreat,
That Lazarus muay bis Steps Repeat,
snd that be may emibody’d go,
And tell the Stories of my Woc.
Tomy Five Bretbren, who all dwell within
My Fatbers Houfe (Ob bad benever been 1)
Brethren in Bonds of Nature iand of Sin.
O let him tell-them that there is. 3 God,
Whofe Scepter is a Sin-revenging Rod
And let bim tell themtbat aduewtr’ous I Irolis,

LA

Mine fruck £t Scabbard, 4ill 1t5 angwy Lovd
Unfl.eatb’d it, and it prow'da flaming Sword »
That Limbeck, Death, draws-Spivits from owr Clay,
To th’ Element of Souls theydhaft away ;
And let bim tell then. that the Sadducee
Shall be Hells Gonvert, and Recant with mae

Wbl s

>

Whilfs t’;c] lie Sleeping on the Brink of Hell,

The Smoak they fee not, nor the Brimftone fmell -
There they’ll difport themfelves with Golden Dreams,
Tl they betray *em to thefe burning Streams :

Bus let bim [care them with an'boliow [found,

That they (Jike Lot) may fice their cnrfed Ground.
Ofend bim quictly left they tumble i1,

And prove the flamimp Records of my fin :

Can I mo water get at my defire 5

Iet, Oynomore, new Flakes of Fire.

This Abrabam heard with unrelenting' Ears,
No pity’s due to Hell-Hounds Cri¢s and Tears.

Abraham’s ‘ Aufwer.

Nce Heav'n bow’d down & touch™d th’ Arabian
And gave a Sampler of the (acred Wii] (Hill

To Mofes Hands, that choféh Man'of God, ;
Copies were taken and difbers’d abroad.

(So bis kind Arms abroad the River filnae.

So the free' Sun extends his fruitfal Win 53

Asthis moft Sacred Light ic {elt difplays,

And Gilds the Tents of Tacch with its rays )
For Saints to come from God ‘thete is o caufe,
}*Elmf'cit came down and did promulge his Laws -
Needs Lazarws take a Jouraey from che Sky,
When wifdom at your Brethrens Gates doch cry
Let them hear Mofés, read by theif Divines =
I'th’ Synagogue, to which their Houfeadjoyns ;
Aod let them hear the reverend Prophets next
Thofe wondrops Comentators on the Texe, |

bt
N/
e
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Dives bis Reply.

Ofes (tis true) was.an Unerring G uide,
]\’ S were. thof fixteen Propbets on bis fide :
This 1 as much believe, as if 1 faw
The flaming Mount, and beard the Fiery Law,
When ewery word was accented with Thunder,
Which Rent thofe O aksy the Fewifb bearts afunder.
s bere as neceffary to believe,
As it is Natural to fecl and grieve :
1 that am now a Proofof [acred Wrik,
Do argue backwards with my After-wit :
Flelh tn the threatnings tho® 1 did not fec,
The threatnings are in Hell made plaip to me.
1 skowl’d upon the Heavens when they did Lowre,
The Clonds. J-fear’d not, but 1 feel the Sbower.
‘INothing will move my Brethreu but a Sign,
Experience is_the powerfuleft Divine, :
Faith isthe Child of fenfe, whereas Report
Is entertain’d with Blafphemy or Sport,
They bave a Sword to cut the Gordian Knot, .
Mofes faith many things but proves them.not.
And tho' they bear [ubftantial Proofs there be,
Notbing is Proof to them but what they fec-
Had they an Emif[ary from above,
The wery Sight a future ffate would prove ; .
Might be but teli them of yonr Heavenly Strand,
They’d all turn Pilgrims for that Holy Land 5
Or might be preach the torments which I feel,
His words woald wound like burning Gads of ffeel 5
His words would tear donwn all, liMe thundring Guns.
Beyond the faint Astempts of Levl's Sans.

15 "
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Owere I of this curfed Chain Releas’d !
(With that he gnafh’d his teeth and kocck'c his
Might I be to the Earsh a Freacher [ent. brealt :)
Pde burn up Sin like Stubble where Iwent
I'de fmoak away thesr Lufts and flattering Lies.
Or forth P’de drive thems with my Glaring Eyes :
Pdblow a Trumpet which (hould Rend the Ground,
Their trembling Heart-firings (hould in Confort fourd :
Ide teach the faitblels Sadduces theit Creed,
And make the Pharilecs to pray indeed :
I'de tell the Ramters fuch a doleful Tale,
That they flould mourn as in Megiddons Fale .
Pde unbewitch she fots and. flaves of fin,
That fuch a Reformation fhould begin; . |
Asin Jofiah's time did not befall,
And the next Age fhould Canonsze *em all.

Abrabam’s Rejoynder,
A Preaching Apparition, would confound
Heaven daring Giants with itsdreadful found,
(None quake fo foon as they who Heaven do dare,
Who fear not God, the greateft Cowards are : = |
But were the coaft once clear, the fhake once o’re.
The Lees would fettle as:they did before.
* It was a waking Dream they would conplide,
* AJuggle which our Senfesdid deludes
“Or did we fometbing fee.? snd fonethingrhear 2
¢ Tet whence it came, it doth not yet appear,
Play, they would grayely reafon outthe Cafe,
What we can grafp, we gladly will ombrace :
‘The reft we leave  to thems let Children beark.
* And fright themfelves mith Fauciesin the dark.
‘What is a Spirit 2 What's Infinsty

$ Whas does the Word [ Etewrai) fignific 7 Gharmd
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Charm’d are their Soulswith this Oration made,

And now their fear fhall vanith like the fhade :
Thus Fools (tho’ pounded) will not lofe @ Grasn,
And Frozen [nakes, when thaw'd, will bifs again,

Come now thou that Pretend’'ft to aé&t theMan,
Something there ncedsmuft be, which ne'rebegan;
If al) were pothing ornce, o "twould be now,

A Number from bare Cyphers could not grow :
Nothing’s a Barren Womb 4 if that conld ‘breed,
To'be and not to be were well agreed :

One Poiat is gain'd, that fomething ever was
This hard word, Ever, you muft let ic pafs :
Know'[t thou how far this Ever doth exténd?
You mult grant what you cannot Comprehend.
But what was Ever ¢ This Imperial Robe,
Suits not the Azure nor the Verdant Globe :
Oneis a turniag Whecl, that Spins out time,
The other Pools with fpots of hardned flime.
Now mark the kinds of cach, and you fhall fiad,
Unto their proper Sphears they are confin’d :
Hereby is their Original Confelt,

There’s but apartial Goodnefs in the beft v
This is the Voice of their Infirmity, '

¢ Mere Beggars and Derivatives are we :

What’s of it felf, that dothits felf fuffice,

*Tis from our Creaturefhip our wants arife':
What'sof it fclf, thatin ic felfis Bleft,

>Tis its own Ccnterand at'perfett reft ;

Rich is that Being whence all Beings are,

And whence each Being has its proper fhare;
Nor is'ta wonder of fo high degree,

To maketo be, as of it felf to be ;

Something then ever was, which neceds muft be,
From all che fhaces of Imperfections free. - Hence

Dives and Lazarus, L7

Hence are we';-and to think, in yain we are,

Is to.condeqin his,Wildom at owr Bar. .

As Men the Badge. of their dependance, wear

On their frail Flefh- ( she Graves Probatipner. )
And,on their, Hearts, whefe reftlels Motion {how
Something they want, which is not here below;,
So muft they ownwhem they are forc’d £o know,
And pay themfelvgsto-whom themfelves they Owe:
Neither wonld this their Light of Comfort 1Jim,
Batghey (hould ferve themfelyes.n ferving him.
When Grauves upbraid proud Grave-flopes with their Lieg,
God's, Serprant 154 . Title mewver dies. " i i

The Thoughtsin Man do: prove his Soul to be 3 {5
His Confcience bodes his Immortality : " !
This Bofom-Magiftrate his Fats efpies | : !
And binds him over to the laft Aflize: ¥
He trembles at his ns to ;gicar 5 : ;
His fear makes not a God, God makes his Fear, ., 7
Religion by CorrOdinF doth,aflay = . - | [
Even thro’ an Heart of Rockto force its way. .
O might he to himfclf be fo fincere, ., . f
To ftrive to. pleafe whom hes. conftrain’d to fear. §

n : iU ]

Yet will he bea Vagrang, albhis Days, |
Without a Method to direct his Ways, | .
What Eye €re pierc’d th’ Almighties Sacred Brealt * .
Himfelf knows:only what-will pleafe him beft. |

Since Man was made to ferve his Makers will,
Which is an height uwfcend_in.g humane skill.

A Rule muft needs be granted from on High

For him to regulate his Actions by:

This Heaven-{prung Rule that Sacred qulfpp;#ﬁs,‘ |
iznds i

Which in the Confecratedlands remains,
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What Voices or what Vifions would you have?
Gods Voice (or nothing ) will your Brethren fave

|
: | Penitential
New Methods of Salvation to contrive |i

Is frpitlefs Labour: Let’em Hear and Live ; :
But if they won’t, their Aittimus. 1S Seal'd .
A ftubborn Patient never can be heal’d, _ ,

If Preachers vais d'by God they will difdain
Preachers rais’d Jrom the Grave [hould preach in g 4is Begun by the Author of the

cud adit L3 Songs of Praife,

And carried on by another Hand.
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Penitential Cries.
L. The Sinmer’s Self-Refletbion.

4
{ t i
¥ H Lord, ah Lord, what bave I done ?
{ [ What will become of me ?
. What fhall I fay, what fhall Ido ?
? Or whither fhall 1 fiee 2
: By wandering I have loft my feif,
', and here I'll make my moan,

O whither, whither have [ ftrayd,

Ah Lord what have I done ?

IL
Thy Candle fearches all my Rooms
And now I plainly fee, '
The numerous Sins of Earth and Helf
| Arc fummed up inme.
i- The Seeds of all the llls that grow
; Are in my Garden fown,
! And multitudes of them are fprung,
Ab Lord what have I done ?

IL
. ‘ I have been Satans willing flave,
And his moft eafie prey,
He was not readier to command
Than I was to Obgy ; .
Or if at any times he left my Soul
Yet ftill his Work went op,

Penitential Cries.

I was a Tempter to my felf 5
Ah Lord what have llc‘l?nc ?
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 prizd it not,
Aod now my Soul is gone. :
My forced Cries do pierce the Skies,
Ahb Lord what have | done ? ' {

IL. Tbe Sinner's Remorfe, as the 25 Plalm.
a1
]’10RD thon haft overcome,
An

Pve got my deadly wound, .
he that Kicks againft the Pricks,

Will foon himfelf confound ;
My Sins thofe venomous Darts,

Which Heaven-wards I did throw,
Are now my Rack, being driven back

By mine Almighty Foe{.

IL

My Sins have found me out,

And at my door they lie 3 :
And chere they ftay both night and day,§

And there | hear themcry ;
In vain my Friends attempt

To cure my miferies, o
What they propound to frie is drown'd

In fins loud roaring cries.

111,

Invainareall the Tears

Of them that ftand without,

A3 My



Penitential Cries.
My Dart’s within, it is'my Tioy! 1 o0 ! s
They cannot pull it/@ur ; :
My Heart is all one wound,
My breath répeated fighs,> "
My Bread is tears, my lifeis féars,
My Language Sfoans :}Id 'Crits.
eCIVE Bl

What are Heavens lights té fiim™; v
Who in the Dungébfi lies,"oc (m
Not one thin Ray, “or piecé ofiday 7. '
Does chear my clotded éyesy’ [ d
Sins match enkindles Hell,
Sin makes the ' Damned ‘Roar,
This I have heard without regard,
But never knew before; 0 v 0o

[t
-

I T Siners Fears,”

I_ J : i
Aus! For I have feen ‘the' Hord, i
With a‘drawp'Stvord hic ftoed, ! /o1l

Now might he fieath- it #h°thy flef,
And bathe it in my bldod § 14
I've dar’d him with mymighty Sins,
As if he was too {low, .
Bot now he comes bothi arii’d”and girt,
As an inraged Foe!' /'
| | B
What fhall a guilty Sinher do ?
When Juftice does appear,
O whither fhalfTfiee frém him,
Whofe place is every whete?
As I can neither ftand nor fly,
So neither can I bear, o
That mighty hand whichiGrinds the Rocks)’
And doth foundatiofts tear. 1L M

Penitential Crigs. '
1.

My pale, my poor,. sy trembling Soul

Do’ ftart at every thing,,, '

It hourly fears, huge-Holts of wrath

From this incenfed King 3 .

Should he but bis Commifliors grant
All Creatures would engage
Againft me as their Commeon foe,
With an united rage. H
IV. ey

] have fuch Menfters in my,Sonl,
As do portend and tell, .
As Devils here.with me have dw¢lt
So I with them maft dwell 3
They have my wretched Soulpofieft,
They hold it in their chains,
I fear leaft they fhould drag it down
To fuffer endlefs pains.

V.
My fears are juft, U've defery’'d Hell,
And ’tis my proper hire, "
But who can dwgll, O,who,can dwell |
With everlafting Fire ? Boad

IV. The Simiers. Sanie.ar Coufufran,

O foolifh, fo abford am 1,

\J) That nothing can be more ;

Was ever fuch a2 Moniter {cen
Upon the Earth before ?

I dare not look upon the Earth,
The witnefs of my Sia ;

My confcience isa Doom‘lﬁay Book

Idare pot look within. \
A g Upwards 4

P




Pér:ﬁmtial Cries.

B4
Upwards T durlt not caft mine Efes,
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 moft pure ?
T cannot anfwer for my felf ;
My felf I can’t endure.
I
And as my felf I can’t endure,
My felf I canno fly ;
Thus Fools do fell themfelves for Slaves,
And what a Slave am [ ? '
My Heart the feat of folly is,
~ My LifeaLife of Sin,
Surely I am more brutifh ‘far,
Than ever Brute hath been.
IV.
Is this my wit, is this my way ?
\ ‘Ih't_) n;lukcha glorious name ?
§ this the thanks I've paid to
Ab what a beaft | aga? i
The Crown is fallen from my Head
My Royal Robes are gone ? :
Confufion is my only Claak
And I muft put it on, ;

V.
And whilft [ blufh, and whilft]
A I;i]e;c will I fic alone 4 by
nd here I'll lead the Lepers 1if
And make my dolefal l?nzan l: 2
Tam not worthy of the Earth,
Not worthy of the Air,

Not

Penitential Cries.

Not worthy of the watery drop,
But of the Damneds fa\rfc. ‘
.
0 how it kills my heart to think
Upon my foolifh ways!
Yet this I’ll bear, #nd bfefS'the Lord,
Becaufe damnation ftays.”

V. The Simner’s Amazement, as the 25 Plalm,

Read that Sins are Clonds,
Whence Vengeance ftorms have fell,

But this isthat, I wonder at,

That | am out of Hell.
Sure there are thofe in Hell,

Who never have deferv'd
In Hell to lie, fo much as k,

And yetlam preferv’clll. ‘

My fins have proudly fcorn’d :
My fins have boldly dar’d 4
The God of Might, with much defpight, {
And yet my Soul is {par’d. :
The beft and goodlieft things e
Which did this World adora,
By fin are ras'd, and quite defac’d,
Yet ftill 1 am forborn.
I11.
At our firft Parents breach,
Pale Death came rufhing in,
The Angels fell from Heav’n to Hell
Preft with the weights of fin, - v
The Sodomites Cry prevail'd,
Hell could no lenger ftay,

But
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Bat lo there came a Sulph'rous Flame. . .

And met them by ‘the way.
V.
When Coral did Rebel,
ToE;rth ;v.ould not be his Slave,
car his weight, but opeas {treigh
And was his willing 'GF::C. i
W %%n Jfrael did corrupt
he Amwith murmuring breath
It did rct;'und, and gave a%vound y
And that was prefent. Death. ;
) soall o
The whole Creation groaps,
Sias Racks the World 'do fill,
It empties Rooms, to furnifh, Tombs
Yet I am living fill. .
On the Lords hand [ live,
¢ And cannot but admire,
He does not fhake o vile a;Spake
into Eternal Fire. ~ 4.
That Miracl Vo
Miracles are ocas!
Some confidently t,"l'd‘,
Bat I do know it is not fo,
Whilft I am out of Hell..

VL “T% ‘.S"im;:r: H’;pe.
s

HO knows but fuchian one as I

May Grace and Mercy find ?

Vhear the God of Jfrael*
Is merciful and kind,

Had he been pleas’d to'torture me
With everlafting bards, * © !

Penitential Crics.
He might have dopeit’long ago
Who had me in his hands:
AL 1o} $3z 204
I do not hear the Trumpet found, i w211
To call me to his Bar,’ /
The proofs and patterns,of his Grace -4l [n07 “id
Forbid me to defpair. . SUPTE
Defpair is foch a fin offins,
It cannot be forgiving 50000 bl &
Whilft other fins Hells way dopavey 1o [ ool
This Bars the Gatésiof Heav’nt | ~ovlicd ol |
‘Bri b T ven eanidy vaQ ¢
Ceafe then thy murmuring, O mySo
And filently attend, ! ¥
To th’ founding Bowkels of a Chrifiy? & 1o 1o
Who is the Sinners Friend. 1o Bod
He does not fay, ‘Depart from me, .
Into Eterpal Fire ; ¢ it bt
But, Comesintomiy opety Breaft, ° s1oH
Where weary Souls retive. = ol b finld
N JV 58 yio) s |
Thetrembling wretch, who toucht hisHetm, '
But fear’d an heavy Doom ;
Receiv'd a Corey and Blelling too;
and went rejoicing home.
The Prodigal ‘deferv’d} and far’d: 0w .
Worfe thart theSwine hefedy o« =
But found a Misthésl Feaft at home,
Who only lookt for Bread. '« ("
v 5o

Heav’n lookt upon the'Publican; ) ' ¢

Who was bow’d™déwn with fhames cve o0
Mercy hecall'd, which foon appear’d,
WiAnd'anfiverd to its name.

A—
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My Sins are mighty fins indeed ;
But I have underftood 5
Great fins are foils which do inhance
The Price of Saving Blood.
VI
My Soul bqi many gaftly Wounds,
Yet will I not defpair,
Whillt there is Balm in Gilead,
And a Phyfician there,
That I might march to Canadns Land,
The Silver Trumpet fovnds,
My Day thines, my Tent is fix'd
Within Salyations bounds :
VL
The Door is fhut, butis not barr'd,
And he thatis within,
Does bid me ask, and feek, and knock,
= Ami‘ R‘rivle toenter in:
ere then I'll ask, and feeky an
Until the Door be ope s . gy
Nor will I ftir a foot from hence ;
Itis aDoor of Hope,

VIL, - The Sinmers Confeffior.
|

WHO, who can numberall the Stars,
. Or Sands upon the Shore ?
Thy Sins, thy Sinsare multicudes,
My Soul, thy Sins are more;
Alas ! [ cannot bear the fight,
They do like Clouds arife ;
The Sword of Juftice will awake 3 7o 2
For they have reacht the Skies, )"

He, Molt

Penitential Cries.

1.
Moft ftubbornly I have rebell’d,
And broke thy Law, O God ;
How juft isit, that fuch a wretch
Should feel thy Flaming Rod ?
1 bleed to think how I did flight.
Thy Meflage from above;
How 1 defpis'd thy Bloed, O Chrift,
And thy Redeeming llﬁove ?
How oft 1 did repeat my fin,
And ran uvpon the fcore.
Tho’ Confcience loudly did diffwade
And bad me fin no more.
How is it Lord thou doft fo dong
This wretched Soul forbear ?
When almoft ev'ry thought’s a fin,
My breath pollutes thyvair.
i

Mana|Jeb’s fins were white to mine,
Mine bear a Crimfon die 5

Sure neverany fo provok't
The Lord of Hofts as L

Ah how much viler than the Earth
By finam I become ?

A Sinner of polluted birth,
A Sioner in the WOmi‘J(._

Lord, whither, whither muft I range
To count up my tranfgreffions ?

Give me thy parden, in Exchange
Accept of my Confeffion.

13

VIL The
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{1

i
Y

VIII. dnothet af the fame.
‘/ 7 HO, who cap/mimber all the Stars;
Number thefands upon the hore!?

SO o

That throng my wayyte Mercies Door,

Adanafleh’s fins were white toniine,
Minc bear the deepeflb Crimfon Dy .|
Sare never any fo provok'd,
' So fweet, fokind a Godlas I.

il TR T A ':!Ff.-’:vﬁ"‘v_'?:.

How is it Lord, -Thébi doffo long -
Such Guoiltinefs asthis forbeary i
Wihen almoft every Thought'sa ﬁn b1

-

My very Breath pollun:s‘d.ly A:r 23977

Sinners may for atime rcl)ycc
Till threatned ftorms afvwrath um
But challeng’d Juftice wilh awdke
Its Sword, and then thoSinmerdics.
What Fools are they that entertain i
. With fcorp, the founkls6f Gdfpell Grhcc
trow and ‘%m walk in a Chainy &1 m
Altho’ they kecp not cgial PZCOH

‘ Approaching fin is deck’c sith ("'mrn g
- And fmiles in Promifésiof Gain {5 3
No fooner paft our Joysdire doft; : ym qu

Ail fach Delights fhutupm pam :

1X. The

Th“n maiflt Thou count the numetrous Holls,

Penitential ' Cries. i
1X. The Sinnérs. Rctrgatf .
I ") L |
Arewell, vain World, [1bid adien;
Thou canft not filf bt cloy

Thy Throne, O Gad, does.fend forth new,
And more refined \03

Meer Vanity does Man ‘purfue
With Eagernefs and "Hedc.

The braveft things the Wbrrdc:m fhew
Are but a perfect cheat Y

.” '

Who gain the Riches of the:lln th,
Gain but a finer drofs,*

Who gain a World, and lofe aSoul
Suftain the grcatcft lofs -

The blaft of Hopour founds aloud, o
Yetthat's but empty ‘Air’ :
Vhich quu.klg paffes thro" ?H‘E' Croud,

And do’s no more appc‘ar \
11 QR

Alas, there’s nothing hmc’that c:fn P Y ¥
True BleffedHefs afford: . vyt T

Yepainted fhadows, get yc gonc £ of s
Ye hold me from my Lord”

He's blelt indeed who lovt:th GOd i i WA
Whofe undefiled *miad" *  fadma® 2
Can fcorn fuch mean ig aobié: jo{;s 2 einct 7o
e noble Jof&4h afﬁn&"' et

Q happy they who 6l igige; 18 @it o0 Ihw |

rolsd ym u:ru“

Their God, apd him qﬂtﬂ:f’c . A
That { may fafte thofe 16 s thst laI’f '
I'l fromm the World ret :

: 1l




16 ' Penjtential Cries.

1'll make it my Ambition now,
To be belov'd of God:;

And under his delightful Shade,
Will fertle mine Abode.

X. Tbe Sinner's Refolves.
I.
HIS empty World has now too long
Deccived mé& with Lies,
I am refolved to be gone
Decluded Soul, arife. ",
Go fly to Chrift without,delay,
Engage him for thy Friend,
Such men are blefled in their way,
And bleffed in their end.
I1.
What have I more to do with fin ?
Ye flattering fweets be gone ;
The time and place ‘twas acted in,
Are fad to think uvpon.,
My vain companions I'll forfake,
Them from their ways, wichdraw,
Il read a Le@ure that fhall make
Thofe frozen hearts to thaw.
W |
My fins will I no more repeat,
Nor finifh that begun,
My Summons to the Judgment Scat
May come before it's dane.
I will pot with my Finget once
Touch my beloved Sin.
Who knows its latter end? You know
But where it did begin,

IW. The

Penitential Cries.

1V.
The fnares of Satan lye fo low,
And are fo fmoothly plact 3
Il foftly tread where e’re I go,
And never aét in hafte,
The word and Spirit I’ll obey,
And think if God fay fo,
itis enough, I’ll never ftay,
To fee what others do.

V.
I'll dedicate my felf to God
And his alone will be,
I trivomph [ am in the road
To true felicity.
Lord, allis fpread before thy face,
My Soul refolves ypon ;
My Soul commits it to thy Grace,
O leave it net alone !

X1. The Sinners Cry for Pavdon.
1

Reat God, thoy art a God of Grace,
Who pardons haft in ftore ;
O do not turn away thy face
From me, tho' I am poor.
[ do deferve the hotteft plagues —
Of an incenfed God ;
To drink the Vials of his wrath,
To fecl the damneds rod.
I1.
But turg away thy wrath from me,
Now turning at thy call ;
O why fhould'ft thou exalc thy felf
In thy poor Creatures fall ?
B

17




18 Penitential Cries.
Y might be caft into thy Jail,—
There lie for evermore;
But Lord, thy patience did give Bail,
Thy Chrift did pay the fcore.
11
Mercy, good Lord, Mercy I ask, —
This is the Total Somm,
For Mercy, Lord is all my fuit,
Lord, let thy mercy come.
Lord, if thou wiltmy fins forgive,
Wilt not in wrath deftroy ;
’Twill add new comforts to thy Saints,
Frefh triumphs to their joy.
v

This will encourage Sinners, Lord,
To turn and feek thy face ;

When they fball 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 2
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 ;
Thev cannot pafs the blood of Chrift;
Which is the blood of God.
VL
Where Sin abounds, thy Word " do’s fay.
Grace has abounded more ;

This

Prnitential Cries. 19

This i5, and fhall be ftill my plea;
Whilft thou haft Grace in ftore,
Mercy, good Lord, Mercy, lask; —
This is thetotal famm, . -
For Mercy; Lord, is all my fuic,

Lord let thy Mercy come.

X1I. The Sitmer’s Addrefs to Chrift.
1

‘ h [ Here 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. oo

Chrift’s gentle voice would make it live, |
His hand wipe off my lglru:f. .

Thofe fallly call’d the fweets of Sin, —
Are bitter unto me ;

Iloath the ftate that 1 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 pocni[ !

What if my tears could made a floud,
My righteoufnefs is drofs,
Thofe tears need wathiag in thy blood,
Tho’ wept upon the Crofs.
I have an Argument to plead
Which thou canft not deny,
B2 Thy




20 Pewitential Cries.

Thy Grace is free, and thou doft give

To Sinners, fuch as L '
Iv.

Thou doft invite all wandering Souls,
And [ am one of thofe,

With thee the fick do find a Cure,
The weary find repofe.

The World and Sin will ever vex,
Wil trouble and moleft,

I therefore trult my Soul with Chrift
To bring to Heavens reft,

XIIl. The Sinners Reception,

L
WHiIﬁ others coftly Offerings bring
| Uato my Lord moft dear,
To him a Song of Praife I'll fing,
And facrifice a Tear.
This is my choiceft gift, I have
No betrer to impart ;
When tliou receiv’d(t mefirfk 5 then |
Dil offer vp mine heart.
IL
I am the Prodigal return’d,
And met vpon a plain,
And thou the loving Father, ‘that
_Invi’ft me home again.
Thou didft invite, and bring me home,
My ftudy now fhall be L
To furnifh and prepare a Room,
Where Chrift may dwell with me.
1L
O cleanfe my Soul and make it white, —
Adora it with thy Grace,

L friad v ]

To

Penitential Cries. 21

To dwell with me do thou delight,
And never hide thy face.

Who can but love fo dear a Lord !
") make a daily feait,

The daily exercife of Grace

Shall entertain my Chrift.
v

Ilove thee, Lord; and thoudoft know
How 1 adore thy name ;

Surely, my God, 1 would do fo,
Would wear a loving frame.

With thankfuloefs I will record
Thy kindnefs all my days,

Pl live upon and to the Lord ;
and breath a conftant praife.

XIV. The Sinner’s admiration of Divine
Mercy, as the 148 Pfalm.
|

TO praife Redeeming Love,
Dear Chriftians, lend a voice,
Come thou Diviner Dove,
And help me to rejoice ;
My heart too low,
Lord thou canft raife ;
Beft Spirit blow,
And 1 fhall praifc.[
1L

Here Lord will l admire
The wonders of thy Grace
Till thou fhalt call me. higher,
There to behold thy face :

O Height of Grace!

O Depth of Love !
B3 Now
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Blefs God, my Soul,
Even unto Death,
And writea Song
For every Breath,

XV. Cry for Inereafe of Grac.
I

22 Penitential Cries.

Now fit mefor
My place above.
! I 1
Hell was my proper hire, -
For I was Satans Slave,
Fit Fuel for that Fire,
But God delights to fave -
God often ‘cali’d -
I would not come :
He calP’d until’
He brought me home.
e e
‘Dejected Souls may not
Acc:-_ptance with him fear
No figh was e’re forgot ;
He Bottles every Tear,
Do not defpair,
Becaufe youTee,
How kind the Lord .
Has been to ‘me.
Ty

My Sins were very high,
My Soul almoft in” Hell,
Yet Mercy then drew nigh,
And caught me as [ fell.
Blefs God, my Soul,
Even unto death ;
And write a Song
For every Breath.
VI
Who cap this Love exprefs ?
His Mercy ne're decays,
What can my Soul do Tefs,
Than love him ajl my days ?

5 God for giving Grace,
I Bl\?\i‘-ﬂ:nzhou ingreale my ftore ?
And as my Graces do m_cmfc,-
Thp Praifes fhall be more.
This barren Soil will never bear, -

Or clfe bear nothing good ;
Unlefs thou water with thy Care,

And moiften with thyl lBlmod.

Be thou to me, as thou halt been

Unto thine Jfrael, _
A Dew to keep my branches green,

To make my blo[I;oms {mell.
ily thirft, I figh, I groan,
ld;;! gr::acc’r grov;th in Grace 3
O fpread each figh before thy Throne,

Before thy brighter F?ﬁe.

Increafe the Graee that thou hatt wrought,
indly, freely given,
Losr?ikchcr?fh it, till thou haft brought
Me up the Stairs to Heav n. 4
This thrifty Soul muft ftill repea
Its earneft Suit again.
1 am thy Garden, and intreat

Thy Garden may ha'; i“i"’ XVL. For




Pellfkflfial Cries.

L.
Have an Hoft of Enemies,
Are ever breaking in,
tan, the World, the Fleth devife
To ruine me by Sin.
I truft to God, asmy defence,
Againft her fubtilties ;
From all deftrudtive baits of fenfe
Wilt thou reftrain mine Eyes :
IL
Tho’ ye combine againft my Soul,
I'make the Lord my Guard,
ho will your fiery Breath controul,
ho will be my Reer-ward.
Whenever dangers near approach,
Lord be at hand to me,
And bring my Soul to each affault,
he nearer unto thee,
AL :
O keep from Sin, which brings a frown,
gracious at my €ry :
Let no Temptations caft them down,
That on thy Grace relye.

Why fhould that frame fet wp within,
Which thine own hand did raife ?
Be ever broke or flyrr’d by:Sin, ‘
Why fhouldeft thou lofe thy praife?

1V

Even as thy care, thy hand is large, -
And fills each empry fpace 5
Remember that I am thy charge

This day confult my eafe.

XVL For Spiritial Protediion,

oy - » Sk
Penitential Cries. g5
i ic — ,
My Soul, my Frame, I will comm
To thee, O Holy Ghoft |
Thou art my Guardia, ;and I truft,
Thy work fhall not be loft.

X\m. Lamenting the lofs of Firfi-Love, .
|

That my Soul was now as fair, —
As it has fometimes been,
Devoid of thatddiﬂia&ip% care
Without and gpilt within.
There was atimeg, when I could tread
No Circle but of Love 3
That joyous Morning now is fled 3
How heavily 1 move?

IL
Unhappy Soul, that thou fhould’ft foree

Saviour to depart,

W.lf:g he was pleafed with fo courfe
A Lodging in thy Heart. 2

How fweetly I enjoy’d my God !
With how Divine a frame,

I shought on every Plant I trlod,
I read my Saviour’s lillalmc !

1 liv'd, 1lov’d, I talkt with thee,
So fweetly we agreed,

And thou no ftranger walt to me,
Till | became a: weed. ¢

The Tempter robb'd me, and I muft,
I fear, be ever poor;

May this fuffice to rowli'th duft,

°
Before thy Temple Door ° e
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V.
My deareft Lord, my Beart flimes not
With Love, tfml; Sacred Fire,
But fince my Love has wore that blat,
Repentance runs the higher.
O might thofe days retutn again,
How welcome fhould 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 once was my delight.

26

XV Tbe S;fmar: Confli¥,

What a War is in my Soul,
Which fain would be devout
I am moft weary with the Fight,
But may not yet give out,
The Flefh and Spirit, both contend
For this weak Soul of mine,
That oft | know not what to ao
But, Loid, Iwounld be thing, ¢
| Ml
[ would believe, but unbelief”"
Prerils the other way ;
And I'have conftant canle of grief,
A longer night than' day,
I cry toGod, thofe Cries declare,
Whole part my Soul do’s take
Accepts my poor defires, whilft I
Do this refiftance make,

IL My

Penitential Cries,
1L

My Evidences fhould be clear,

But ah the blots of Sin !
Turn chearing hope to fadning fear,

And make black doubts within.
The Laws of Sin, and Grace will jar,
v Both dwelling in one room,

The Saints expeét perpetual War,

Till ye are fent for home.
V.

Altho’ thefe Combats make you fear,

They fhould not caft you down,
God will give Grace to hold out here,

And Glory for jts Crown.
XI1X. The Back-fliders Return.
I

27

H O’ Iam fallen from my God,
Il venture to draw nigh;
His Word aflures me, he would not
Have any Sinner die.
Sinners may hope to fee God’s Face,
Tho’ fallen ne're {o low
If they go tothe Throne of Grace,

And weeping, as thcy] Igo.

Who fhames himfelf before him there,
His Sins fhall be forgot ;
If Sinners blufh, when they confefs,
That blufhing hides their fpot.
AhLord ! 1 am afham’d to come,
Afham’d with thee to mect?
I dare not leok, but down 1 fall

At thy moft blefled Feet.
. Did
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" Penitential Cries.
1L
Did ever any thus before,
Thus bafely wrong thy Grace ?
Sure ’'m more vile than any one
Of wretch Adam’s Race.
Here comes a Prodigal, Lord, hear,
And anfwer at his Call,
I beg for Jefus fake, that thon
Remember not my Fall,
1V.
Nothing 1 plead on my behalf,
But yet thou knowelt well,
Bright Saints

28

) ( Bran
in Heav’n were once bl
Snatcht from a burning Hell.
The Blood of Bulls thou askelt not,
A Penitential groan
Shall be accepted, this I bring,
And offer at thy Throge.

XX. Tbe Simner’s AMorning Prayer ;' as th
100 Plalm,

I.
OD who once mére unfeal’d mine eyes
‘ X Shall have my choicelt Sacrifice, '
My higheft thanksT humbly pay
For Mercics running night and d ¥e

O Lord, thy Pardon I'implore,
And Grace, that | offend no more,
O let thy goodnefs never céafe -
Renew thy Covenant of Peace, |
‘ 1L '
As thou reneweft ill my days, -
With new endearments crown my ways,

”»

Penitential Cries.

Father, with me this day abide ;
Be thou my leader and my guide,
v

That | may plainly fee and know,
The very Path where | fhould go;
And may at night rejoycing, fay,
My God was kind to me {Jhis day.
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, I would live,
And like the fruitful Lily thrive -
The fruitful Chriftian honours God,
And fhews his Paftures to be good.
VIL.
Give me my claim to Heaven clear,
Thy conftant Grace to perfevere :
Whilft here on Earth be thou my Guard,
And at the laft my great Reward.

XXI. The Simner’s Ewening Prayer 5 as the
100 Pfalm.
L.
Lord, behold a wretched one,
Thart flings himfelf before thiy Throne,
By practice finful, and by birth,
Lord, viler, viler than the Earth.
AL
O let thy Chrift my-Jefus be,
T'o fave from Sin add mifery !

My



30 Penitential Cries.

My Soul, beneath thy feet I lay,
Intreating Pardon for this day.

HL
God made his World, and brought me in,
And 1brought mine, my World of Sin §
Bcehold thofe Sins not asa Spy,
To mark, or as a Judge, -to try.

v

BEut 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 Sia,
Both going out, and coming in.
VL
Reep far from mea carelefs heart.
From which my Saviour wonld depart ¢
O blefs and profper all my ways,
That they may iffoe in thy Praile.

« XXI1. Cry for Improvement of Talents,
I

Ama Tree that God hath fet,
Which he expeéts fhould grow.- :
e muft allow that Hand to reap,
Which was at coft to fow.
[[.
If thou expecteft from my Flock,
Or from my Tillage Bread.
Then help me to improve my Stock;
Let not thy Grace lie dead.

Il. Thc‘

Penitential Cries. 31
IL )
Thofe Talents that the Mafters fend,
The Servants muft improve,
Thine Aid, O my great Mafter ! fend
To help me from above.
Since thou didft buy me, when a Slave,
Shall I not now be true ?
Il ufe the power that I have,
Dear Saints, for God and you.
1L
With Riches give a liberal Heart,
That fo | may reftore :
Again, and pay thy Tythes unto
Thy Deputy the Poor. &
That honour thou doft fhine on me,
Shall honour thee always ;
My leffer Talents join to pay
Their Tribote to thy P‘;aifc.
V.
Whate’er is mine, it firft was thine,
And thine fhall ever be
All my Enjoyments fhall combine
To raife, and honour thee.
Accept the Mufick from each ftring
Prefented at thy Throne.

XX, A Cry before the Sacramens,
I

O day the Lord of Hofts invites
Unto a coftly Feaft ;
O what a priviledge s this,
To be th’ Almighties Gueft !

IL Am.




' 32 Penitential. Cries.
b IL
E . I am invited, I multgo,
ﬁ Lord help me to prepare,
i Tiat fol mav be welcome, and
3 Partake of Childrens fare.
3 I,
fh" Al rhey that fir down with him mult
'Y ‘ecked with (s Crace s
He fmiles on fuen Communicants,

! they behold his Face.
q IV.
: ) ho, and whatam ] ? O Lord /
A and uwnmeet,

$i 3 ¢ within thy doors, or to
ih thy Difciples Feet !
Vv

.ome, holy Spirit, come and take
My filthy graments heace,
The guilt, the ftain, the love of Sin,
Will'give my Lord offence.
VL
Remember not my fins, O Lord !
Which ever load my mind,
Thy Son did die, for fuch as I,
That | might Mercy find.
VIL
World diftrattions ftay behind,
‘ Below the Mount abide,
Be nodifturbance to my mind,
Nor make my Saviour chide.
VIIL.
Let nothing that is not Divine
Withia thy prefence move,

E -

What

—_—

Penitential Cries. 33

What e’re would caunfe thee not to fhine
In tokens of thy love.
IX.
Whilft thou doft at thy Table fit,
Send out thy Spirit to breathe
Upon my Soul, 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.
XL
O come, my Lord, the time draws nigh: )
That I am to receive, b
Stand with my Pardon fealed by, "
Perfwade me to believe. &
XIL i
Let not my Jefus now be ftrange, )
Nor hide himfelf from me ; .
O canfe thy Face to fhine upon '% ]
The Soul that longs for thee. -
XIIL
O let our entertainment now
Befo exceeding fweet,
That we may long to come again,
And at thy Table meet.

XXI1V. Under Defertion,
5
MY Lord, My God, I oncecould fing,
y

But now 1 fear. to fay A
God, Ionly cry my King,
Of force I muft obey.

I've
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I've forfeited that blefled Gueft -
That joy that fometimes Ihonc,,
Within this dark unhallowed breaft
O whither is it gone ? '
Ik
: In infinite compaffion, Lord,
b To my complaint give ear,
‘ Whole troops of forrow bear me down
O when wilt thou appear ? 1
Remember, Lord, what I am ftit'd
Tho’ under darknefs grear, v
Tho’ under darknefs, ftill thy child
\ My heart is ftill thy feat. k
i 11
Myv King, thou doft poflefs that Throne
_Thou doft that Scepter fway. 1
Tis thine, ’tis purely thine alone
[ hate the finners way. )
Lord, when thoufeeft me come to pray
__ Bow down a gracious ear /
T'o anfwer me makeno dcla}
One darkfome day’s a year:
b IV,
Now [ am extreamly vile,
Lo here is room for Grace,
Look therefore on me with a {mile,
A reconciled face. i
I will no more my Lord provoke
C;rfcaufc t?cc to withdraw, ¢
ormer frowns bave made me wi
To fear and ftand in awe. o
v
My reftlefs Soul will ne’re . ive 0’
Uatil thy Bowels move ;g p aems

"1
i
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Il not be driven from thy door,
"T1l thou fhall fay, I love.

XXV, For the Succefs of the Gofgel.
L
Mong 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,
They’ll come with Sox{g‘r,s of Praife.

O that the Lord would conquer thofe
That do refift 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.

1.

Let thofe that feck 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 arefew,
They make too mean a Quire;

Let converts fall like Morning Bew,
Thy Praife will rife thc\lrligher.

I

In England give thy bepcl-' free
From a devifed dréfs,

G2
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And let thy goodnefs which do’s fhine
In H—%*— ne're be lefs.

i
t
|
'

Name your
~  Town bere,
Let thofe 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,
¥l Lord, higher, higher ftil).
Qur Paftor whom thou doft appoint,
To keep our Vineyard, blefs,
With faving Grace, thy fweeteft fmiles,
And with a fair fuccefs.
VL.
Of thy fweet prefence grant us more :
Much more gar. Sou)s defire 5
Uatill we fing on Sions Hil),
Witch that Seraphick Quire,

I S —— 2 . s
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XXVL. For Ia/bffr Heart.

| !
i TH‘J‘L Heart is Harder than a Stone,
| That rifes up r¢o)play,
And ne’er with {orrow thinks upon
The Sins of Yefterday. .
‘he laft night failures; well might make,
[f they were duly, fcann’d, .
Each Rock, each Siapers Heart to ake,
For Saints are daily tapn’d.

II.
Ah Lord ! doft thou not fee my. heare !
sAdas ! how little Love! i
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I pray thee do not lofe thy part;
Orop foftaefs from above.
O keep it tender ! keep it {foft,
That I may know to raile, zy Y
And quickly fet the lowelt ftring, 11
Unto a Tune.of Praii‘ci.[ ks 8 y !
Thy People do lamentand cry,
Their Sins have made them groan;
Give me their frames, then {o fhall 1,
Lord rowl away this Stone.
If thou with-held a little fpace,
With-hold not very long 3
Send down the melting Dews of Grace,
I'll fend thee up a Song. 7 y
Iv. al *‘!“
Make my heart fofter ftill, fofter fLill,
Me like thy mourning Dove,
I mourn becaufe | canpot 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 lealt Command.

XXV, Againft Unbelief,
I

Soul that’s burden’d with the weight
A Of Sin that on him lies,
Mutft go to Golgotha, then ask
For whom that Saviour dies.
Surely tor Sinners, fuchasl,
That precious Blood was fpilt,
C3 Come,

P
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Come, poor defiled Souls, O come,
And wafh away your guilt,
IL.
Chrift calls, arife, and do not fear,
Tho' thou waft Satan’s Slave,
Let this thy drooping fpirit cheer,
His errant was to fave.
Chrift did appear to Afagdalen,
When blinded with her tears,
To lead on' others to beliéve,
And caft away their fears.
I
My Sinsare grown fo high, ‘that they
Deferve a fecond flood,
Behold the Deluge, Chrift is come ;
To drown them in his blood.
My work:is tobelieve on him,
By Faith his Blood apply,
When Faith takes out the fiery fting,
That Sinners fhall not die.
Iv.
Lord give me this believing heart
Advance it moreand more,
Rebuke thefe doubts and feruples that
Are crowding at my door,
Lord, Satan fays my Sins are high,
And fpread before thy face ;
Vaft heighths indeed ; but what are thefe
Unto the heights of Grace ?

XXVIIL. For Univerfal Obedience.
it

ORD thou haft pl:;ntcd me a Vine
In fertile foil and air,

Now
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Now tend and water me as tlrine,
Make me thy daily care. :
My Chrift I'm wholly thine, diref
Me wandering in the dark,
Q may my conftant aims be {trait,
Thine honour be my linlark. |
I have obferv’d thy facred Laws
To be exceeding wide,
Let me not from the lealt of them
Turn willfully afide. b
Lord let thy Word and Spirit guide
Thy Servant in thy way,
May I walk clofely with my
And run no more a{:;;y.
Shall Simon bear thy Crofs alone
And other Saiats be free ¢
Each Saint of thine fhall find his own
And thereis one for me.
When e’re it falls nnto my lot
Let it not drive me from
My God, let me be ne’re forgot
*Till thou haft lov’d :]n\f hoine.
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 1 am pleas’d,
So long as Chrift ftands by,
Support me with thy conftant aid,
Left all thy Graces dic
C4 V.
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V. :
The way is to the upright, ftrength,
Lord make it fo to me,
That never tiring with the length,
My Soul may reach to thee.

XXIX. Tbe Sinners Cry for Quickning Grace,

L
T HE Spoufe fought her beloved one,

X But fought him on her Bed,
Seldom fuch feekers fpeed with God.
Cold Pray’rs are counted dead.

How many Duties do | fpoil,
How many Sins do |
Contra& by this my drowfy frame,
Forgetting Chrift is by >
1.
Thy Saiats enjoy a lively Frame,
Run cheerfully to God,
Their Heav'nly praifes fhew the fame
Whillt I’'m a lifelefs clod.
Ah Lord fhall it ever be thys 2
Have I no wings from thee ?
It grieves me to go bowed down,
Whillt other Chriftians flee,
II.
Nope can remedy this but thou,
Drop down the Oif of Love,
My Soul then like Aminadab,
With fwift delight will move,
come to me with quick'sing Grace,
Remove this drowfie frame,
Then fhall the fire of Loye within,
Break oot into a flame,

v,
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‘ V.
Come, come to me, O come and fet
My Soul upon the 'Wimg,
When 1 upon the Mountain get,
P’ll praife my heav'nly l{mg;.bl
No more delays, O cgm::],n and blow,
! hy Grace'begun 5
Wﬁ?:: t‘-}‘}l;; cyi‘toﬁ breathe, thy Spices flow ;
The work goes kindly on. ~

XXX. For Communion with God.
I

Las my God, that'we fhou’d be,
Such Strangers to each other,
Q that as Friends wemight agree,
And walk and talk together.
Thou knowelt my Soul do’ dearly love
The place of thine abode,
No Mufick drops fo fweet a found,
As thefe two words, [4;!4) God.
I long not for the Fruit that grows
Within thefe Gardens here,
1 find no fweetnefs in their Rofe,
When Jefuos is not near. g
Thy graci]ons prefence, O my Chrift
Can make a Paradife;
Ah what areall the goodly Pearls
Uato this Pearl of priz;?l-,

May I tafte that Comt_nunion,)l.ord,
Thy People have with thee

Thy Spiric daily talks with them,
O let it talk with me ;

41
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Like Enoch, let me walk with God,
And thus walk out my day,
Atrended with the Heav'nly. Guards
Upon my Kings High-way.
IV.

When wilt thou come unto me, Lord ?
O come, my Lord moft dear,

Come near, come nearér, nearer ftil,
I'm well when thou -art near.

When wilt thou come unto me Lord ?
I'languifh for thy fight,

Ten thoufand Suns if thou art ftrange
Are fhades inftead of ligfi.

V .

When wilt thou come nnto me, Lord 2
For till thov doft appear,
Y count each moment for a day,
Each minute for a year.
Come Lord, and never from me go,
This Worlds a darkfome place,
I find no pleafure here below,
When thon doft veil thy Face
VL
There’s no fuch thing as pleafure h
My Jefus is my ali > i
As thou doft thine or difappear
L My p}caﬂtgeshrif;:_ or faﬁ. ¢
ome, {pread thy favour onm
No fweetnefs i! fo fweet 5 i
Till 1 getupto ﬁug thy name, N
Where all thy Singers meer.

XXXL ©s
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XXX1. On the Lord’s Day. As the 100 Plalm.
|

Hou fpreadft a v:eckfy Table, Lord,
thx)cre Souls may Baqquct’on thy Word :

Whillt means in plenty we enjoy,
Let not our Souls be parc‘h’d and dry.

[
1l.
We wait here at Bethefda’s Pool, i
Thofe Waters which refrefh and cool,
We wait whofe Souls are fcortche wich fin, :
O come, dear Saviour, llﬁlp us in. ‘6
x i\
Thy Power and thy Grace difplay, s
Be thou amongft us on thy day, 5
That Sinners may obferve thy call, _ &
And numerous Gonvert: {;0 thee fall, i '
That thofe who do thy footfteps trace, L
May find all fweetnefs in thy Grace,
O may they never more cqmplum_ 3
That they have fought tl“l/cu‘ God in vain.

Thy people at thy Footftool lye,
Behold vs with a gracious Eye,

O let onr Souls wich Jefus meet,
Our fellowfhip with hi?lbc fweet.

Among thy people here am I, |
Lord let. me not be paffed by,

Let this poor Soul with Triumph fay,

Pye feen my deareftLord today.

VIL
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VII.
I fit within thy Temple fhade,
O Iet thy prefence make me glad,
Love me, my Lord, or elfe Ldie,
Thy love alone can fatisfie.

XXXII. The Simner’s Cry upon Chrift’s Departure
1

Had a Lord, but ah he’s gone

And left my troubled Soul alone :
Him I purive with begging Eyes s
Alas he difregards my Cries.

11

1 bid my fighs my Griefs declare 5
He counts my fighs for empty Air
So like a wither’d flower I mourn,
Nor can look up till he tura,

11
O Thou lov’d Objeét of my Soul,
Thou my Phyfician make me whole :
Thofe whom thy Abfence makes to grieve
Thy prefence only can relieve, .
IV,
Sure fin’s the Caufe; but tho’ j
“Thou piticft ﬁ.mcrs’, pity mv::l-t i
Lord, I have read, thy Blood was fpilt
To walh away the fianers Guilt.
- V.
If every fin was Guilt of Blood,
And I mark'd out for Vengeance ftood
I'd run, and to the Saviour kneel:
The Saviour knows wint finners feel.

s ; VL
My Pitying Friends woyld yield Content
T'o me thus Joft in banifhment ;

Non¢

e —
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None but my Lord can'eafe my Pain,
Allother Helpers help in vain.

XXXIII. Of Death.
L
Eath fteals vpon us unawares,
And Digs a Grave unfeen,
Whillt we' difpute, are full of Cares,
What may be, what has been ;
hall 1be bent on vanity ?
And rottennefs to truft,
Till Death fhall lay his hand on me,

And crumble me to duft ?
11.

What if my Sun fhould’ fec at Noon,
If Death fhould callto day ?

Can’ft thou, my Soul, go off fo foon,
Haft thou no fcores to pay ?

Behold my Sands, how quick they fall,
How near | am my Goal,

Let not my Body be undreft,
Till thou haft dreft my Soul.

1L

That at the Trumpets found I may
Spring from my dufty bed,

Rejoycing at the Voice that calls,
Arife, comeforth, ye dead.

Lord, give me patience if 1 lie *
Upon a dying bed,

Olet my Saviour ftanding by,
Support my weary head.

V.

Support my weak and. tott’ring Fuith

Whillt difmal fears annoy ;

45
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Vi i

My Jefus, be my {weet defence,
y Jefus be my joy. ‘ 0 how the Refurre&ion Light,
Bleft Advocate do thou not fail Will clarifie Believers fight !
At this time to appear, | How joyful will the Saints arife,
O let my fhaken Faith prevail, And rub the Duft from out their Eyes !
My evidence be clear. My Soul, my Beody, 1 will truft
V. With him who numbers every Duft ; |
My Soul in thy fweet hands I truft, My Saviour faithfolly will keep f
Now can 1 {fwectly flecp, ~ His own, and Death is bat a {leep, 1
My body falling to the duft, ' 1{
I leave with thee to keep. XXXV. Plalm. 63 8. My Soul follows bard after tbees '
XXXIV. Another Meter. ! I ‘
L ¥
Ans Life’s a Sigh, a Groan, aCry, Y God, my God, my light, my Love, "
Looks up, and then begins to dic 4 Mine all in all to'me, W
i Death fteals upon us whilft we’re green, Wilt thou a gracious Father prove ;
1 Behind us digs a grave unfeen. To fouls that hang oa thee? . ! |
Y IL. 15 , '
But Oh how free a Mercy’s this, My God, my God, my light, my Love, j ;
! That Death’s a Portal into Blifs ; For thee | thirft alone, . )
While yet the Body’s fcarce undreft, The fweeteft Waters upon Earth, !
X The Soul is flip’t into its reft, My Soul accounts as none. 5
! nlo lll-
- My Soul ! Death fwallows up thy fears, My God, &r. 7 s : g
, Thy Grave-Cloaths dry off all thy tears; Mine only, only Friendy :
‘ Why fhou’d we fear this parting pain, I feek;, 1 long, 1 look for thee, i 1
‘ Who die that we may live again. Why wilt thou not attend ¢ s |
1V, V. ‘
Who walk below in Faith and Love, My God, &. |
Are fure to live with Chrift above 3 O whither art thou gone ? l
A Bofome Heaven will afford Either be near untome here, ‘
To thofe that live unto the Lord. : Or lift me to thy Throne ? ‘
: "

¥
!
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v'

My God &, "
Canft thou that foul forfake,
That follows thee with reftlefs cries
Longing to overtake ?

VI

My God, &r. .
Thy Child intreats thy ffay,
Father fhall notthy Bowels move?
O turn, and look this way.

VIL.

My God, &rv.
Come, come, with me abide
Rejoyce me with thy prefence, for
I know no joys befide.

VII..
My God, &,
Hear thou my mournful'ery, |

The God of Love hears from above,
He will not fee me die.

bodd i - 8 s

|
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PREF A CE

Shall nor here undertake, after [o many
excellent Pens bave done it, torecommend

thar ufeful and delightful Exercife of
finging Divine Pfalms or Hymns. 7o',

both the exprefs commands for it in the boly
Scriptures, and the common and absxndant expe-
rience rb.':t ferious Chriftians bave, of the bappy
influence of it to cherifh an !urw:rc.tﬁ' their Devos
tion, does furnifh’ us with [ufficient Arguments ro
that purpofe. And indeed the praflice of the
Reformed Churches abroad [eems to reproach
our OwWn, who exceed ses in the frequency of this
duty, as they have the advantage of us in the va-
riety and [weetnefs of their Tunes, their shill in
[inging "ern, and their doing it without the inter-
ruption of reading everyline. And as this wa
more remarkably the prattice of the Protefants
of France, [o thofe Events are too memorable
to be eafily forgotren, which Monfieur Jurien
relates (in the 7th Paftoral L. Vol 1) con-
cerning VoI .H beard in the Air (barh in the
City of Orthez in Bearn, and in Cevennes) 1o

fing Plalms, foon after the publick “Excrcile of

the Reformed Religton was [nppreft in France by
the infamons Revocarion of the Edi&t of Nants.

And & ‘that pioks Author = praduces there &
A 3 greas
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great number of Teflimonies, ( many of "em upon
Oath) concerning the mareer. of fall, fo the cir-
cumflances [eem to juj}:'ﬁc his Refleltion upon it,
Thar this“Event looks like a happy Prefage
that God will not fuffer the Voices and
Songs of his People there to die, fince the
Angels have feiz’d on ’em, and will reftore
‘em, that_ they may themfelves agaia found
‘em forth n the Air. God has form’d mouths
there to <elebrate thofe Praifes which their
Perfecutors have filenc’d.  Bur all I fbal do
fn this Preface, # only to give fome account of
the reafon of my publifbing thefe Hymns, taker
out of the New Teltament, = I dowbr nos indeed
but the Plalms of David were intended for the

perpetual ufe of the Church, they being moft of .

“em eafily applicable to thofe that live under the
Chriftian Occonomy, tha’ chiefly compos'd for the
e of thofe that liv'd under the Molaic.. But a
I know no reafon._why we fhould be confin'd from
making ufe of other paffages sn the Old, bue efpe-
cially in the New- Te{tament, which contain fit
matrer of our folemn Thank[givings to God, and
are as eafily capable of being twrn'd into Metre

for that cnd 5 Jo I was chiefly led to compofe thefe |

Sacramental Hymns, moff of ‘em out of the
New-Teltament, for this obvious ( and I hope
fatusfaltory) reafonsy viz, Becanfe [uch portions of
it as L have felected, do far more direitly and
clearly acfcrive the grear myftery of our Redemp-
rion by our In/ arnate and dying Saviour,.the ix-
e/l imable benefits we receive or expeét as the fruies
of his precions Sacrifice, and the Qbligarionsthas
Vo = ¥ thence

1=
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thence Fitupon us to devote our felves #o'the [er
vice of God by bim; than'we can find in the Plalms
of David.” So'thar rhefe- otker poriin#iof Serip:
tiive composd o [acved Somgs, futrih ns with
the woft gemmine [ubject of onr grarefal acknani
ledgments to our God ‘and Saviowr,' and fuch- a5
moft effectually tend 10 excite in ws ‘all thofe pions
affeftions which become ‘the Commpunicants
thar Bty Table., ' Nov'can we reafmably expett
to fond any thing fa pertinent and full o this pur-
pofe in the Writings of 'ahy of the  Prophers before
onr Saviour’s Incarnasion.  We bate not indeed
any cortain and particklar evidence what mas the
practice of the Apoftiesin this marer. " Tho" thife
various' expreffions which the Apoftié Paul'wles,
Eph. 5:39.— Col- 3 16.—of Plalms, Hymns,
and Spiritual Odes, do in the j+dgment of our
be Excpofirors, vefer to other DivineSongs,
well ar thofe of holy David. Grotius' indecd
thimks' Hymns were extemporary and occafional
Praifes of God, bur Spiricual Odes more preme-
ditated and Aviificial Compofures. . But others
foem ‘move probably to under[tand by Hymns, fuch
Songs as contain’d the Praifes of God, wherea:
Spiritaal Odes inc/ude Songs on any ovher Divine
‘Subjelt, and [uch as contain rather matter of In-
ftra&ion than of Praife.. The Scriprure cont ains
[everal Infpived Songs, befides thofe of holy Da-
vid’s, thar of Mofes, Deborah ## the Old, Si-
meon, Anna, «zd the Virgin Mary in the
New. See 15 Exod—32. Deat.—=1/. ind 2d.
Ch.of the Evang. Luke. See alfo 5th.15:h. and
19¢h. ch. of Rev. And thofe words of the Apoftlé
A 3 Paul
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Paul feem 1o import thae among ot her extraords
wary gifts of the Holy Spirit in the Primitive
Church, that of Plalmeltry was one, 1 Cor, 14.
26. Bur. if we may make any Fudgment of the
practice of the Third Age bythat noted paffage of
‘Tercullian, they not only us'd Spiritual Songs ta-
ken ons of the Scriptires at large, bur others alfo
more entirely of Human Compofure, His words
are; Poft Aquam manvalem & lumina, ut
quilque de Scripturis, vel de proprio ingenio
potelt, provocatur in medium deo canere.
<ind thofe Hymos fecem 10 have been.Campos'd
with a particular reference to the Lord's-Sup-
per which Pliny's words in his Ep. to Trajan
rztarc to, when be rells ;{: the Chriflians us'd i
their early Meerings to {ing a Song togeth

Clhriﬂ.'zsa(.?od.‘g ;. AT

Since then we [eem berein left to our Chriftian :

Liberty (thongh a due vegard in the wfe ofit
wmuft be hed 1o Paleiqueg Order and 1;84{‘)
1 fee 10 reafon why we fhould fuffer fo, many paf-
fage.rlof tbe New-Teltament to remain ufelefs
#0 this purpofe, fome of which being fuisable Forms
of Thanksgiving [eem calculated for ity and the
reft are genuinely epplicable to it.  And |
think 1here i little doube but that Hymns taker
Eur ‘of the Holy Scriprm es are mioft unexceptiona-

le in our Publigne Wor[lip, and far preferable
o any whofe Matter, as well as Form, i only
buman. . Though I hope mo udicions Perfons.will
5/.zmrc me for not firiflly tying my felf to the
words of eur Enghfh Tranflation, when the truc
[enfe of the Infpired Wrirer is deliverd, If

any
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any think thefe Hymns needlefs afrer thofe that
J}:’. Parton £.u pyuHiﬂxd, I fhall only. [ay, That
« bis Hymns that ‘ave proper for the Sacrament
are confufedly Intermixs with others, Jo the book_
was too large for A whole Conmgregation tv be ficr-
nif'd with, when they joynin this Exercife ar
the Lord's Table. 1 fhall only add, shar I hope
I need not venew My, Patricl’s Apology in bis
excellent Verfion of the Ffalms of David, vi.
That none can imagine it was my delign in
this Fffay to fec up for a VPoet. Forasl
never had a Gewins tb;: way, ﬁf‘l an{:_ ﬁbf‘!; from
thinking it neceflary, for Compofing [uch Divine
Hyr’:ln!s: for P%lifk ufty that tho ¢ [adies of Wis
in‘em that wonld be Entertaining o the vefined
Fudges of Poetry, would render them wholly an.

- Jerviceable to the common People, whofe affeélion

20 this part of Publick . wor[hip deferves all the
lﬂ?ﬁ“ancpc weot"fﬂ: give to further it.  £And 1 qu‘br
not bue it may be as truly added) 'That rie de-
licious firains of an effeminare fancy mould as much
debafe thefe noble and fublime [ubjeéls, as Paing
wonld pure Gold.  For the things themfelves flrine
the brightef in their own narive fimphiity, with-

out any borvow'd colowrs, and need n‘orb{ng more

to raife ‘our affections than to be clotked in clear

and mtelligible Expre[fions, which. i all I have

here endeavour’'d.  For it was_not my defign fo

pledfe a wantin ear, but to [wit and improve 4

devour temper,  And if rhefe Hymns may con-

tribute any thing 10 enfiame more of Divine Love

“and Foy in the bearts of plain and fincere Chrifti-
ani, Thave divaind my end.” Znd it i tht hope
A4 of




L

' .Thc I"féface.

of sheir being [erviceable herezo, not only in the
Congregation for whofe ufe. they were principaly

“¥.To the imiraricn of
paruicolar - perfons I
" would recommend the
pracrics of Mr. Baxter
m his Prefact to his
Traollaion of David's
Phlalms. ¢ yVhen i
 mvas my inrerciiand
“dajly work to fpeak
o God, I found the
M Pfaims (o fired to
' my wfe, as.if they
* had been purpofely
“made forme. VVhen
“T'ut'd not to ﬂccg
““ many nightsthroug
“ pain & difturbance,
“thele Plaims  were
** my Recrearion, And
“ when medicacions
“of the fame rhings
¢ fill grow dull'.and
“cultomary, Pfalms,
#and cipecially thofe
*of Prailc revivd and
“ exhilerated my (oul
¢ borh nighy and day,
I have alfo gbferv'd 1n
the pious Lewers of
feveral of the glari
ous Confeflors of the
Reformed Religion in
Frange wrote from the
‘Prifons or Galleys ‘to
which they were fenr,

immdtff, but in private Fa-
milies and to * particular
perlons, «that’s theonly rea-
Jon of their publication, I
Jhall conclude viis Preface,
(which is already too large a
Porch for [o [mall - a fra-
chure ) with rthefe excellent
mords of the Apoftle Paul,
Eph.'s. 18, 19.42dCol. 3.
v. 16, And be not drunk
with ' Wine, wherein is
-excefls, bue be filled with
the Ipirit, {peaking o your

Melves in' Plalros, Hymns,

and fpiritual Songs,finging
and making melody in
{our_ heart to the Lord.
et the Word of Chrift
dwell in you richly in all
wildom, rteaching and ad-
monifhing one another in
Plalms, and Hymns, and
{piritual fongs,finging with
race in your hearts tothe
ord. The Exhortation i
doubled, that it may have
greater weight with us,

that it was 2 great folace to 'em in their fufferings, thar when
all other Exciciics of their Religion were fuppreft, yet
they could with Pasl and Siler, Afis 16, 5. in their con-

4 i o z b

fincment

The Preface.

finement fing the Praifesof Ged. When their hands and fee

mfcttcﬁr.‘s, yet thfc\:f Tongues were at liberry for tr:ns‘ ih.':a.
venly duty. ~ And indeed the Joys of _fcnc-fu‘(: " m:a
fhould chiefly vent themfelves o rhes dm‘nc Iu.l.plio}mm A
according to - the exccllent - Advice of the AWIEC?‘;H:_,
ch. s.v. 13. Bamyman merry? Let bim fing Pfabns, nl:a © ;
fonable Adveritlement (but oo lictle regarded) whichs z:‘
next to the old Tranflaon of the Plalms, viz. That n;:)w ’

fit forth by Astbority, to bt wfed not onlyin _m(,':um.q it ;:".:.;
vare Houfts, for their folace and comfort, h‘:-.'ng afide &l 1.::.,.;-
fomgs and balads, which only tend to the notibing uflblﬂ, and ce

vupting of youth.

‘ ‘ JE  baving . perufed. thefe

- Sariptwral Klymns, do
greatly approve the Author's defign
in publifbing them, and do judge
them wvery ufeful and proper for the
end by him intended.

Tho. Toy. Nath. Weld.
Rob. Henry.  Alex. Sinclare.
Elias Travers.  Tho. Emlin.

Thefe



Thele Tranflations of the Pfalms,
Scriptural Hymns, and Spiritual
Songs, by feveral Authors,are [old
by Tho. Parkhurlt Book-feller in
Cheapfide :

"\ Pfalms, with fome Hymns.

The Pfaims of David,from the New Tran(-
flation of the Bible turned into Metre: To
be fung to the common Tunes ufed in Parifh-
Churches. By the Reverend Father in God
Henry King, D. D.
The Scosch Pfalms.
Six hundred of Sele¢t Hymns and Spiritnal
ngs Colleited out of the Holy Bible: To-
etber with a Clrecbifm, the Canticles, and 2
satalogue of Pertnous Wamen. By W. Barton,
A M. lage Minilter of St. Martins in Leiceffer

¢l Sangs 5 or Songs of Praife to Al-
nghty'God opon feveral occafions: Toge-
vith the Sang of Songs, which is Salomon’s ;
rivd, then paraphraled in Englifh Verfe.
) Addition of a Sacred Poem on Dive:

Mr., I) Ichard Baxter’s Paraphrafe on the

o Vewitential Criess by the Author of the
Sang of Praile and ,‘Um’m,;bf Cry.

Hymns fuited to ithe Sacrament of the
] Sug By Thomas Fincent Minifter

Qi the Golpel.

Hymn

Hymn 1. Asthe 100 Plalm.

1 Pet. 1. Chap. 3,4, §5,6,7, 8,9

V.3 BI. EST bethe Father of our Lord,
For ever bleft be God on high s
Whofe. glorious worksof grace exprefs
His rich and great Benignity-

Who thro’ the Refarrection .
Of our dear Saviour from the dead,
Has now our dead and drooping fouls
To living hopes recovered ;

4 The hopes of an Inheritance,
7T hat is immdrtal and moft pure,
Beyond the reach of time or change,
And treafur’d up in Heav'n fecure.

Referv'd for our pofleflion,

5 Whom God by his Almighty pow’s
Shall from all dangers fafely keep,
Thro' Faith to that defired hours

The hour of our Salvation,
Whofe fare approach we all attend,
Whofe glorious Revelation
"This {hort-liv'd Scene of Time {hall end.
6 The



¢

2 "H ymn T, :
6 The profpe& of which bleffed hoar
Does make oar Joys to Heaven rife,
Tallay thofe Troubles which are here

Qur frequent needful Exercife.

7 For prelent fuffrings muft our Faith,
As Fire, the precious Gold refine,
That at th'appearance of our Lord

It may with greater brightnefs fhine.

8 Ev'nat th'appearance of our Lotd,
(Whom tho unfeen to mortal éyes, -
Ouar Faith in'a convincing lighe *
Does to our minds (o realize,

Tha his attra@ive glory warms

Our ravifl'd Rearts with ardent love,
And fills e with tranfcendent Joys,
The fiveer foretafts of thofe above.)

© ¥or then we (hall a5 our reward
Evet inherit and poffefs :
The glorious Iffue of our Faith,
Immortal light and bleffednef:.

Another Merre,

' Ev’n blet be God on high ;
Whole glorious works of grace exprefs
His rich benignity ;
Who thro’ the Refyrredion
- Of Jelus from the dead,

32 BLeﬂ be the Father of our Lord,

Has

Hymn L

Has our dead fouls to living hopes
Rais'd and recovered.

4 The hopes of an inheritance
Immortal and moft pure,
Beyond the reach of time and change,
Laid up in Heav'n {ecure;
s Relerv'd for our pofleffion,
Whom God's Almighty pow's |
Thro' Faith does {afe from danger keep

To that defired houar s

The hour of our {alvation,
Whofe coming we attend,

Whofe glorious revelation |
“This {cene of time fhall end.
6 The profpect of which hour does make
Qur joys to Heaven rife,
To calm thofe troubles which arehere.

Cur needful exercife.

7 For prefent fuffrings muft cur Faith
As Fire cht gold refine,
That at th’ appearance of our Lord
It may more brightly [hin€;
8 Ev'n atth’ appearance of our Lord
( Whom tho’ thefe mortal eyes
Ne're faw, yet Faich do’s to our minds
So.clearly realize,

That his attra&ive glory warms
Our hearts with fervent love,
And fills “em with tranfcendent joys

Foretafts of thole above:) . 9 For




~
4 Hymn I

9 For thef we (hall as our reward,
Inhericand poflefs, -
he glorious iffue of cur Faith
Immortal bleffednes.

Hymn 11I.
- 5 Rom. 6,7, 8, 9, 10, 11. _

V.6 WHen to our weak and heplefs ftate
None could afford relief befide,
Then at the fore-appointed time
Our Lord for the ungodly dy’d.

As the 100 Pfalm.

7 Whoever did a juft man’s life
Redeem by laying down his own ?
Perhaps {uch gen’rous love may be
To agreat BenefaGor fhown.

8 But the tranfcendent love of God
Herein all buman does excel,
And with illutrious glory amines
Beyond all thought or parallel.

For when as vile offenders we
Obnoxious to his Jultice ftood,

his own Son came in our ftead
Tattone our fins with his own blood.

9 Much more then when thar precious blood
Has clear'd our black and heinous fcore,
Shall we be from the wrath to come

Relcu'd and 2v'd forevermore. 10

-

Hymn 11, 5

( if the death-of Chrift fo far
RO dods dreadfal wrath coild pacify
Asto procure his Rebel foes
A League of peace and amity :

Much more fhall we, when thro’ his deach
God’s gracious favour we regan,

A blefled Immortality :

"Through his exalted life obtain.

we now triumph with joy
{;{a m?ﬁ:o‘ Fefus Chrift our I,.ord,
By whom bis Juftice is appeasq
And we to hisfree love reftor'd.

Another Metre.

en our forlorn and helplefs ftate
. 'WHNone could relieve befide,
Then at th’appointed,nme, our
For the ungodly dy d. L
7 Who e’re redeem’d a juft man’s hife
By laying down his own ?
Perhaps there may fuch gen'rous love
Toagood man be thown.

¢ Bur the tranfcendent love of God
All homan does e:gcel,. :
And fhines moft glorious in our eye
Beyondall parallel.
For when obnoxious to his wrath

We wretched finners ﬁQOd A Thea




s

é Hymna 1II,

Then his own Son came to attone,
Our guike wich his own blood,

9 Much more then; when that preciousblood
Has clear’d our guilcy fcore,
Shall we be from the wrath to come
Relcu’d for evermore.
1o For if the death of Chrift fo far
God’s wrath could pacify,
As to procure his very foes
League of Amity;

Much more fhall we, when thro’ his death
God’s favour we regain,
Thro’ his Exalted glorious life
Ecernal blifs obtain.
Nay more, we in our God rejoyce
Thro’ Fefus Chrift our Lord,
By whofe atconement we are now
To his free love reftor’d.

Hyma III. _As ke 100 Plaim.
I Col. 12,13, 14, 15,19, 20, 21.

Vi 2“7 E to our heav’nly Father give
The Tribute of juft praile we owes

0 by his purirying grace
Prepares and mouldsus here below,

To

Hymn TiI.

To fhare in the Inlieritance

Of endlefs lifé and blefTednefs,
Which the triumphant Saints above
Do in the Land of Lightpofie(s.

-~

13 Who hasfrom the dark pow’rs of Hell,
And their defltrutive Tyranny,
(Whofe wretched Caprives once we were)
At laft redeem’d and fet us free.

And by 2 gloriouschange hasus

To thatblel’t Liberty Reftor'd,

Of Subjeétsto his.dearelt Son, _
Qur gracious and our Rightful Lord,

141 he Ranfom of 'whofe precious blood
Gives us from guile a full Releale,
And by itsmiericdo’s fecure
Our free forgivenefs and our Peace,

15 He is the brighte(t Tmage of
Th’ unfeen and glorious Deity 5

18, 19 Head of his body myitical,
Ofgrace the richelt Treafury.

20 Thro' whofe attoning blood there is
A blefled League of Amicy,
In Heav'nabove, and Earth below,
Now ratify’d by the moft High:

21 Ev’in we whom once our {ins eftrang’d
From God as hateful Enemies, -

B Are



8 Hymn T
Are now embrac’tin Arms of Love,
As Friends and Fav'rites in his eyes.

. Another Merre.

1 z‘VE to our heavenly Father give
The thanks and praife we owe;
Who by his Xow’rful grace prepares
And moulds; us here below, .
To fhare in the Inheritance
Of endlefs bleffednefs,
Whichin the Land of Light above
Triumphant Saints pofiefs.

13 Who has from the dark pow’rs of Hell,

Aund their vile tyranny,

(Whole wretched Captives once we were)
Redeem’d and fet us free 5,

And to the gilonous Li
Has our glad Souls reftor'd,

Of Subjeéts 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 3

18,19 Head of his body myftical,
And it’s rich Treafury.

20

Hymn 1V. v o
20 Thro' Whofe artoning blood there is
A blefled amicy,

In Heav’nizbove, and Earth below,
Reftor'd by the moft High:
21 F{n we whom once our fios eftrang’d
rom God, as eneinies,
Are now embrac’d withlove, as fricads
Aad fav'ritesia his eyes.

Hymn IV. Asthe 100 Pfabn.
8 Rom, 33, 33, 34, 35537385 39

V.32 ~Hat gracicus God who did not {pare
T His well belov'd and only Son,

But freely gave him up to be

The price of our Redemptions

Much more will from that boundlefs love,
As lib’rally wich him befiow,

The richeft gifts of heav'nly grace,

And needful ones of Earth below:

33 Who fhall arraign th’ Ele& of God,
Whom he himfelf has jultify’d 2

34 Or who fhall dare thofe to condemn,
For whom the great Redeemer dy'd :

Nay rofe again, and now does fit
Eanthron’d in Royal Majefty,
The pow’rful Advocate of all
That unto him for refuge fly @

B 2 35 Who

R R R R R RERRRBRRRESEEEREERRRRRRRRRRRRRR=IR



10
35 Who fromethe ardent love of Chrift:
Shall our enflamed hearts divorce?
Shallallthat either Earth or Hell
Can do by fubriley orforce ?
it

N
)

37 No fure, for thra” the mighty love *
Of our endeared Saviour,
O're all thofe¥oes we thall trinmph,
Each being more than Conqueror.

38 And.doubtlefs neicher life nor death,
Nor Satan’s power, nor his wiles,
No evils prefeat, or toconie, (miles,
Nor the world’s frowns, nor dang'rous

Nay nothing elfe fhall e're diffolve
That firm inviolable cord,

Of mutual love ‘twixt God and us,
In Fefus Chrift our deareflt Lord.

|

V.32. Hat gracious God who did not fpare
Hisdear and only Son, :
Buegave himn up o be the price

Of our Redemption 3
Much morewill-froms that boundlefs love

Freely with him beftow,
The glories of the Heav’ns above,
And gifts of grace below.

33 Who fhall Arraign ¢h”Ele of God,
.., Whom he has juftify'd 2

Another Merre,

34 Or
1

. i i Hymn '1V. itf

4 Or who {hall thofé condemn for whom
The great Redeemer dy’d; '

Nav role again, and now do'sfit’
Enthron’d in Majelty,”

The pow'rfoll Advocate of all
Thac'to hismerits fly ?

35 Who from the ardent Love of Cl)nﬂ
Shall ever usdivorce ? 775 *

Shall all that eicher Earch of Hell,
Can do by fraudor force ?

37 No fare, fof tiro’ that mighey'Eove
Of our dear Saviour, E

O're all thefe foes we fhall eriumph,
Each more than Conqueror.

38 And doubtlefs fieither life nor death,
Nor Saran’s firéngth or wiles,
No Evils prefept gt to come, ;
Nor the World’s frowns nor fmiless
39 Nay no creatéd power {‘Iu_ll
Diffolve the Sacred Cord,
Of mutual Love twixt God and us

In Fefus Chrifi our Lord.

Hymn V. s the 100 Pfalm,

I Jobeds vi 9530, 1 Rews 5,6.
V8,9 LO here’s the demonitration

Of matchlefs and amazing love,
B 3 Not

. . . : .



12 Hymn V., :
Eg)t that our early.love to God
id his to us prevent and move,

His Argaments to pi
s to pity us
?ﬁeglcl trom hils'i ownhbowels flow,
e came the richel} gift of He: T
Bgﬂow d on guilty men below. N

His dcareﬁ'aﬁd his only+Son

On the bleft errand freely fent,
Torefcue our gondemned Souls
From death, as their juf punilhmeat.

Since to redeem our precious li
C10Us | f
ﬁ". Jefs a]Ranfc;m wogid (ofice, .
e was th’ High Prieft, and his own Ji
Was the artoning facrifice. RO

? I Rev.y. §
To him who in his ardent love
Freely his precious blood has fpilt
And in that facred laver walh'd
Our fouls from all their heinous guilc.

6 To him whofe grace h fvanc’
%ga thalt tmnftfndmr jfr::i?t;?‘ -
t glorious Kings and Priefts 4
To God our Father we fhoufd Eeai;)ovc

To him by bis Redeemed
As ever due afcribed be it
The Glory and the Government,

Henceforth zo. all Eternity.
Another

Hymn V. 13

Another Metre.

8, 9. LO | here’s the moft amazing proof

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, .
Thence came the richeft gift of Heav'n
To guilty men bglow:

His deareft and his only Son
On the blef't Errand fent,
To free our Souls from bonds ofdeath
As their jult panithment 5
Since to redeem our life, no lefs
A Ranfom would fuffice,
He the High-Prieft became, and he
Th’ attoning Sacrifice-

I Rev.v. 5. Tohim, who i his ardent love
His ious blood has fpilt,
Andin that Sacred Laver walb't
Our Souls from all their guile,
6 Tohim whofe grace hasusggvanc't

Tofo l%x{')eat Dignity,
That we {hould glorious Kings and Priefls

To God our Father be.
To him by his Redeemed Church

Ever afcribed be,
The glory, and Dominion

To all Ecernity. B4 Hymn



14 Hymn Vi

Hymn. VI. A5 the 100 Plalm.
2 Eph. 4 5,6, 13,16,18, 1g.

V4. TH at gracious God ( whole merciesar

A rich and wnexhauofted ftore )
From that tranicendent Jove which he
Toundeferying {inners bore.

§ When in the noifom grave of fin
We once all lay entomb’d and dead,
Has us with Chrift zo life divire
By quickning grace recovered.

6 Nay, through our rifen Saviour,
We now (byafure Title ) are
Plac’din the heav'nly manfions,
That we may in his glory {hare ;

13 Through whom,we that were once fir off,
4 re by his blood to God brought nigh ;
16 He having by-his.crofs deftroy’d
The former deadly enmicy.

18 Through hifh we by one fpiric may
All on the Throne of God atzend,
nd on our Beav’nly Facher’s love
With filial confidence depend.

19 For now no mare as Forreigners

Among the Saints on. earth we dwell,
. Exclud-

.

a
~

Hymn VI 15

Excluded from the bleffed rights ,
Of God’s peculiar l:;ael 5

Of Fellow-Citizens we h_r.x';:

The Priviledge and dignity, i
And are with glormus\hamt's abov
A part of God's own Family.

Anotker Metre.

: i (e mercies are
V. f*argr;cmusGod(“ho f‘ e;
A richand hound\efsl ._o;‘ 2
From the tranfcendent \o\;e which he
To us vile wretches Oﬁ:n'
When in the noiform grave 0 1!
N iyd and dead,
Ve lay entomb’c f peLcs
Hzs us with Chrift mih e divi
By grace recovered.

6 Nay thtough our rilen Saviour, We
s an 1 b
By a {ure Titleare
Plac’d in the heav'nly manfions,

in his glory {hare.
And in his glory fhare. o
: ' vere oncefaro
13 Through whom W€, thaty

te ght nigh, : pe
Are by his blood broug ;
16 He havigg by his Crofs deftroyd
The deadly enmity-

1§ Through him we by one (piné may
The Throne of Grace atte]n :
Aad on our heav’nly Fathers love

Wich Child-like truft depend. 1 For

.
.
—I- : I.‘ .



16 Hymn ViI.

19 For now no more as forreigners
Among the Saints we dwell ;
Debarr’d from the peculiar Rights
Of God's own Ifrael;

OfFellow-Cirizens we have
x The right and digoity,
" And are with glorions Saipts a part
; Of God’s own Family.

Hymn VIL
1 Eph. 3,4,5,6,10, 11413, 14.

V.3 FOrever blefled be the God
And Father of our deare(t Lords
Who with all heav'nly gifts of Grace
Our Souls in him has richly flor'd,

4 Purfuant to his thoughts of love,
Conceiv'd from all eternity,
9 hac we chrongh him, a chofen Race,
And holy thankful feed {hould be.

s For to th'adoption of his Sons
We were before thro’ Chrift defign’d,
According to the free refolves
Of hisown fov’reign will and mind.

6 That to his free and glorious grace

7 Who

J . All praife may be entirely paid,

Hymn VIL 17

7 Who that he might forgive our {md;: «
His Son’s own blood our Ranforn'made.

10 In whom his members here on earth,
As well as glorious Saintsabove,
Compofe one bleft {ociety,

Knit in the bonds of deareft love.

11 In whom we’re Heirs of Heaven made,

13 Seal'd by his promis’d holy fpiric,

14 Asth’ earneft of that future blifs,
Which we'ere long hope to inherit.

Another Metre.

V.3.[\Or-ever bleft be God on bigh,
'The Father of Our Lord,
Who with all gifts of heav'nly grace
Our fouls in him has ftor'd.
4 Purfuant tohis thoughts of love
From all eternity,
That we thro® him a chofen race,
'And holy feed fhould be.

s For tb th’ adoption of hisSons
We were thso’ Chrift defign'd,
According to the free refolves
Of his own fov’reignmind.
6 That to his glorious grace; all praife
Might be entirely paid 3
7 Who that he might forgive oor {ins,
Chrift’s blood cur Ranfom made:

10 In




18 Hymn VL
10 In whom his members here on earth,
Aswell as thofeabove,
Compofe one bleft fociety, ..
Knit in the bands of fove.
11 In whom we’re made the heirs of Heav'n,
13  Seal'dby his holy Spirit,
14 Asth’ earneftof our future bli[‘s,
‘Till we the {fame inherit.

- -_—

Hyma VIIL = As ehe 100 Pfaim,
1 Pet, 2. V.7, 8, 9.

7, 8. Wir}ilen perver{e and blinded world
i The gréar'Redeemer does delpife,
To true Believers he’s mott dear,
And honour:ble in their eyes.

9 For we're through him the holy Race
Of God’s peculiar choice and pleafure,
A Royal Priefthood unto him,

His Herirage and valu'd trealure;

That we the vertues of his grace
May naw difplay in all mea’s fight,
Whofe darknefs he hath chas’d away
By the bright rays of beav'nly light
2Co% §5.V. 14, 15.
Let then the ardent love of Chrif
In us poffefs the fov'reign throne,
And confecrate chat life to him

Which he has purchas'd with his own.
1 Per.

Hymn VIIL

T Per.t.vir8, 10.
For ‘v e'were got with fuch bafe drofs
As all thefe éarchly treafures be,
But with his precions fpotlets blood
Redeem'd from fin’s vile {avery.

&I, Eph. 6.v.24. ;
Now may the {ireams of grace divine
Flow in rich plenty from above,

On all chat in fincerity
Our common Lord and Saviour love.

Anorheér Metre.

1 Pec. 2.v. 7,8.
\WHile a perverfe and blinded World
Théir Saviour defpife,
To trae Believers he'smoft dear
And précious in theéireyes.
¢ For we're thro” him the holy Race
Of God’s own choice and pleafare,
A Roval'Priélthood unto him, ey
And a péculiar treafure,
M1
That we the vertues of his grace
Mighe thew in all men’s fighe,
Whole darknes he has now: dupell’d
With rays of wondrous light.

g Corigiv. 14.15.
Let thenthe love of Chrilt in us
Poflefs the fov’reign throne,
And confecrate thar life to him
He purchas’d with bis own. For



: : Hymno IX 2r

20 Hymn IX.

1 Pet. 1,v.18, 19.
For we were not with (o vile drofs
As earthly treafures be,
But wirh his precious blood redeem’d
From fms vile flavery.
6 Eph. v. 24.
Now may the ftreams of heav'nly grace
Flow richly from above, .
On all that in fincericy
Our bleffed Saviour love.

Hymn IX. ' 4s the 100 Pfalm.

2 Luke 10, 11,13, 14

TO us the Meflengers of Heav'n
With joy the welcome tidings bring,
To us is now.a Saviour born,
Our rightful and anointed King.

Let vs with them joyntly proclaim
All glory unto God on high, ;
Peace upon Earth, and towards men
Rich mercy and benignity.

3 Fobn v. 16.
For to Man’s miferable race
Ged did fo matchlefs love extend,
That be his Dear and only Son
Did on this gracious Errand fend,

That

That none might perith in their {is.
Who unto him for refuge fly ;

But thro’ his merits might enjoy

A blefled Immortalicy.

2 Gal. 20rh.
And our dear Saviour himfelf
To us {uch tender pity bore,
"That he expos'd his precious life
"To expiate our guilty icore.

2 Cor.5. v, 21
Him God a facrifice for fin,
Ordain’d, who from it's ftains was free,’
That we the {inpers might thro' him
From all our guilt acquicted be.

Another Metre.

3 Luke,v. 10, 11,13, %4,
Ladly the meflengers of Heavn
The welcome News did bring,
To nsa Saviour now is born,
And an anointed King. :
Let uswith them joyntly proclaim,
Glory to God on bigh,
Peace upon earth, and towardsmen
Grace and benigpity.

Fobn 16.
For God to man’s vile wretched race
So matchlefs love extends, Th
at



22 : Hymin 'IX,
That he his dear and only Son
On this kind errand fends;
That nofie may perifh. in cheir {ins
Who do on him believe,
But may thro® him the glorious gift
Of endlefs life receive.

: 2 Gal. V. 20,
And out dear Savour untous
Such tender pitty bore;
That he expos'd his precious life
Toclear our guilty fcore ;

' 2 Cor. §ivi 21,
Him God ordain’d our facrifice,
Who from allfin-was free,
That we the guilcy (inners might
Thro’ hinracquicced be.

g eegp——— A ————

Hymn X. Asthe 100 Pfalm.
8. Rom. 16, 17.

I Fob.ch. 3.4. 1,2, 3

I B Ehold how great and wondrous love,
God doesto us vile finners bear !
Whem to the'dignity of fons,
His fov'reign grace doesnow prefer.

2 Butyetour furore heritage
Is from our prefént view conceald, -,

What glories are for us referv’d ‘
3 Col.

A fecret is not yet reveal'd.

Hymn X. 23
3 Col. v. 4
Bat this we know, when our dear Lord
In heav’nly triumph fhall appear,
We fhall as his bleit followers,
Our pare in all his glories bear.

1 Fob. 3. V.2,
For as we then fhall him behold
In the bright rays of heav'nly light, :
So we fhall to his Image be
Moulded by that transtorming fight.
T

8 Rom.v. 16
For his in-dwelling Spirie now
Does clearly witnels with our own,
And feals to us the blefled rights
That flow from our adoption.

17 And if we're children, then we may
3y Faith in our Redeemer’s name,
As heirs of God, joint-heirs with Chrift,
Th’ inheritance of Heaven claim.

I Fob, 3.V.3.
Let then thiefe glorious hopes in God
Our {ouls from finful drofs rehne,
That his pare Image may in us
With yet moreradiant luftre thine,

Another-Merre, 1 Fob, 3.V, 1.

‘Ebold how great and matchlefs love
God to us finners bears,
Whom

o

A



24 Hymn X. _
Whom to the dignity of fons : Hymn XL : 25
His {ov’reign grace prefers ! That his pure Image may in us
2 Bur yet our future heritage With brighter glory (hine.
Is from our view conceal’d s
Whar glories are for us referv’d
Remains to be reveal'd. Hymn XI. As the 100 Pfalm.
3Col.v.4. i | 1 Cor. 1.v. 30,31 ——Eph. 3.v. 20,21
i , wh ear .
. {nﬁt‘;;‘u‘:ze mﬁl a‘;pe?r,w & § 'LEHUS in all our facred fongs
We as his Follo“ ers hall part 3 Thr;‘:m]l;:ge“ﬂ:m tch) Gcgrd iftloﬁe’zi
1 ; a
In all bis glory bear. By a bleft vital union 5 y
b 3. V. 2. P
For ashe'll tthl? stol?i cﬂa:ly be Of God to us he’s wifdom made,
Prefented to our fight, The fource of pure and heav'nly light;
So he will mould us like himfelf 1 He is our righteoulnefs, thro’ whom

By his transforming light. We ftand in judgment clear and right;

8 Rom. V. 16. Heis the facred root, from whence
For his in-dwelling Spirit now #Il grace and holinefs do fpring ;
Does witnefs with our own, o us, as our great Saviour, be

And feals to us the blefled rights Compleat redemption will bring.
Of our adoption.

ol i b 3 Eph.v. 20.
17 A'I‘g éﬁ:"ﬁﬁ;m.‘::am‘: by Fai Now to th’ Almighty, who can do
As heirs of God, co-heirs with Chrift, All for us that we ask or need,

Nay, whofe rich favours our defires

Heav’ ur portion claim. >
v'n asour portio And ev'n our very thoughts exceed ;

x Fob. 3.V.3. | . ok B
Let then thefe glorious hopes 1o a1 To him both in his Church on Earth,

Yet more our fouls refine, And in the higher Quire of Heav'n,
. All glory to eternity
That By Jefus Chrift o 3 Lord be giv'n-
. 2
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26 Hymn XI. Hymn XIL 17
To the Ferufalem above,
Another Metre. Our dear and everlafting homes
21T Et us inall our facred fongs The City where th’ Immortal King
Triomph in Ged alane, Does ever keep his, Royal Court 3

20 Thro' whom we are to Chrilt ally'd Of the bleft Burgheflés of Heav'n

By 2 blelt union. The great and genéral refort.

Of God he’s Wifdom made,
The fource of heav'nly light s i

Our righteoufnefs, garo’ whom we {tand
Ig judgment clear and right 5

He is the {acred root, from whence
Our gracesall do fpring ;

Tous lus mighty pow'r compleat
Redemption will bring

Unto the glorious Angels Quire :
(Whom God does on his meflage fend)

Ev’n thofe innumerable Hoits,

That conftantly his throne attend 3

23 To - all the Saints that on this earth
In each {ucceflive Age have been,
Who in one vaftfociety

_ 3 Eph, V. 20 i E’re long with triamph (hall convene s

Now to thy Almighty, who can do
All for us that we need,

N2) icl ,:Wlf';s.'il.f our defires

0

Ev’n to the Church of the firft-born,
Nav whofesic! To that high dignity preferr'd,
And ev'n ou thoughts exceed s Whofe names are in the book of life
21 To him both ia his Church on Earth; Enrolled all and regifter’d.
And in the Court of Heaven,
Allg ;.‘::‘}, to eternity
By Fefas, Chrift be given.

S

To God the righteous Judge, from whom
All muft receive their final doom,
_ And to the fpirits of the 7uf?
D g v TR Crer o - I To glory and perfection come.
Hymn X1 As the 100 Pfalm.
- 00 2/, 24 To Fefus Chrift, w ho to renew
A league of amity and love,

12 Heb, V. 22,23,24- :
L o Betwixt a juft offended God,

2 :’1‘0 beauteous Sion’s facred Mount And guilty man, ‘came from above:
Weall in Faich and Hope are¢ come, ;
T‘) (.- ? 1_',"“




18 Hymn XIL

Ev'n to renew that league of Peace,
Which he procur’d and rarify’d,

With his own blood, when on the Crofs
As our great facrifice he dy’d.

With that attoning blood, whole voice
When fprinkled does to Heaven cry,
Not Abel’slike, for jult revenge,

But pardon and indemnity.

Another Metxe.

zz'I‘O beauteous Sion’s facred Mount
In Faithand Hope we're come,

To the Ferufalem above
Our everlafting home 3

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 Toall the Saints that on this earth

" In ev’ry age have been,

Who inone vaft affembly (hall
E’re lang with joy convene;

"The Church that’s to the dignity
Of the firlt-born prcfcn"g?

Whofe

1

|

Hymn XIL

19
Whofe name:d are in ﬁthqdbook of life
Enroll'd and regilter d.
To Grc(:)d the Righteous Judge, from whom

All muft receive their doom ;
And to the fpirits of the Juft
To their perfection come ;

24 To Jefus Chrift who torenew

A league of peace and love,
Bctwixt%ﬂ'ending Man and God
Defcended from above s
Ev'n that furgn(éove.r}apé of Peace,
Purchas’d ratify’d,
Wi:llll his own b}mfji ‘:ivhen on the Crofs
Oar Sacrifice he dyds A
Thal:rbl;oci of fprinkhné,whofe loud voice
Does unto Heaven cry,
Not Abel's like, for jult revenge,
Bur grace and clemency.

Hymn XIII. 4sthe 100 Pfalm.
3 Rom. 23,24,25,26-—12 Heb.28,29.

221D Efore the righteous Bar of God

3B We all as guilty fioners ﬂamj,

None having that obedience pay'd
Which his jut Laws from us demand.

24 We therefore mull to Sov'reign grace

To shelter us irom: Jultice ﬂ\',_1
*Tis chac alone cai vs from guiit
Freely abfolve and juftifvs  © 4 That

R T T T ITITITY IR .



Hymn XIIL
That grace; which thro’ the precious blood
Of our dear Saviour does flow,

'To whofe ineftimable price
We our entire Redemption owe.

25 In whom the blefled God himfelf
As onaMercy-Seat does place,
To which we all by Faithmay come
- To fue for Clemency and Grace.

30

For he did in our Saviour’s death
His hatred of our fins declare;

In that he fhew’d, inhow valt Sums
We debtors to his Jultice are.

26 Whereby he now to all the World
A fin-avenging God appears, 1
Evn when he true Believers from
Their heinous guilt acquits and clears.

12 Heb. v.28.
Let’s then ferve him wich awful fear
As well as with ingenuous love,
29 Whofe wrath will a confuming Fire
To boid and hardned finners prove.

Another Metre,
Efore the righteous Bar of God
We al] as gailey ftand,
None having that obedience pay’'d
Which his juft Laws demand.

a 24 We

—— i

3r

Hymn XIIL

24 We therefore mult to fov’reign grace
From his ftrict Jaftice fly,
For that alone can us fromguilt
Abfolve and juftify.

"That grace which thro” th’ attoning blood
Of Chrift ro us does flow,

To whofe ineftimable price
We our Redemption owe.

25 In him God has a Throne of grace

Ereéted 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 fufi’ring thow s
In-them declar’d. how vait a {um
We to his Jultice owe.
26 Whereby he now a righreous Judge
Toall the World appears, ‘
Ev’n tho' he true Believers from
All their offences clears.

12 Heb.v. 28.
Let’s then ferve him with awfal fear
As well as Filial Love,
29 Whole wrath will 2 confuming Fire
To hardned finneérs prove.

Hymn
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Hymn XIV. As the 100 Pfal.

I Mar, 23— Phil6,7.8,9,10,11.

23 ]Uﬂly isour Redeemer call'd
The promifgd Immannel,
For now the glorious Deity
Is pleas’d in human Fleth 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 (hould equal be.

7 Yet did he freely caft a cloud
O're thofe bright Rays of Majefty,
And in the Servile Form of Man
Did vail his bright Divinity.

8And with our Nature he affum’d
Our Yoke and Bonds of Daty too,
Ev’n oa the curled Crofs hedy’d
That he his Father’s will might do.

o, 10 Wherefore he in our Natare now
Exalted is by God on high
Who his Humility rewards
Wich great and matchlefs Dignity.

No

No Earthly Kinis 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 Kanee to him

Muft Homage and Subjection pay,
Who does o're all in Heav'n and Earth
His delegated Sceprer fway.

11 For all with awful reverence
Muft Fefus Chriff’s Dominion,
Unto the glorious praife of God
Qur heav'nly Father, humbly own.

Another Mzere.
Marth, 1. 23.

Uitly is our Redeemer call'd
The bleft /mmanuel,
For now the glorious Deity
In human fleth does dwell.
2 Phil,
6 Who being in the Form of God
Thought it no robbery,
To challenge ic as his own right
Equal with God to be.

7 Yet did be freely cloud the Rays
Of his bright Majefiy,
And in the fervile Form of Man
Vail'd his Divinity.
And



3% Hymn XIV.
And with our Natare he affum’d
Ouar bonds of difty too,

Ev’n on the curfed Crofs he dyd
His Father’s will to do.

9,10, Wherefore he’s in oar nature now
Advanc’t by God on high, ‘
Who with great dignity rew "ards
His deep humility 3
No Earthly Kings or Potentates
Nor Angels dare to claim,
The martchlefs honour that is\due
To his more glorious Name.

For ev’ry knee maft bow to him
And humble homage pay,

Who doeso're allin Heav'nand Earth
His Royal Scepter Sway.

11 For all with awful Reverence

Maft Chrift’s Dominion,

Unto the glorious praife of God
Our heav’nly Father, own.

Hyma XV. 4sthe 100 Pfalm.
_: ; 1[‘1‘:"1!", V. 5) 6) 10311’ Te

5()111' aviour thofe heart-peircing wounds
Unto our {insalone did owe,
Thro® which his precions blood tous
As r.ci:an-‘, healing balm' does flow-

His

————————— ——————

Hymn. XV 35
His bitter fuffrings did-our peace ;
With an offended God'procure,
And to our wounded Souls his Stripes
Alone afford a Sov’reign Cure.

6 We like loft Sheep had ‘wandred all,
Each to his own deftrutive way 3
But God did all our Trefpafles
On him our common Viétim lay.

10 The Lord was pléas’d his déareft Som™
For our Offences to chaftife, \
And make him feel their Hedvy werght
In his lat direful Agonies,

Since then thou Lord, asrighteous Judge,
Thy {inlefs Son didft freely take, - af
And him a dreadful Sacrifice

To Juftice for our Sins did make.

Surely he (hall of his Redeem’d i
Behold-a vaft and num’rous feed;
And a bleft Immortalicy ;
Shalbhis {hore fufferings {ucceed ;

Heav’w’s wife and merciful defigns
Shall in his hands fuccefsful be ;
11 And he with joy the happy fruits

Of his grear undertaking fee.

Sinners thro’ Faith fhall to his blood
For {helter and protection fly,

And




36 Hymn XV.

And he that bare their fins, fhall them
Freely acquit and juftify.

12 Our (ins he bare when here on Earth,
And now he is to Heaven gone,
Where he for Sinners lives to make
Prevailing Interceffion.

Another Metre.

Ur Saviour thofe heart: piercing wounds
’O Unto our fins did owe,
Thro which his precious blood to us
Like healing balm does flow.
For his attoning fuff rings did
Our peace with Heav'n grocure,
And to our wounded fouls his ftripes
Afford afov'reign Cure.

6 We like loft {heep had wandred all|
Each his own wretched way,
But God on him as oor fcape-goat
Our common guilt did laj'.
10 The Lord was pleas’d his deareft Son
Severely to chaftife, |
And make him feel what fin defetv’d
In his lait agonies.

Since then, thou Lord, as righteous Judge
Thy finlefs Son didft take,

And him a dreadful facrifice
For our offences make,

Surely

_————————L—_

Hymn XVL 37

Surely he fhall of his redeem'd
Behold 2 numerous feed 5
And a bleft Inmortality
His {uffering {hall facced ;

Heav'n's wife and merciful defigns

Thro' him thall profp’rous be 3
11 And he with joy the happy fruits

Of all his labour fee 3

Many thro’ Faich fhall to his blood
As their greac refuge fly 5

And he that bear their ins, {ball them
Acquit and juftifie.

12 Our fins he bare when here onearth §
And now to Heaven’s gone,
Where he fecures our pardon by
His Interceffion.

Hymn XVIL
1 Cant V. 4—2 ch. ve. 3, 4, 16.

As the 100 Pfalm.
4 ch. v.16,

I1Ch. V-4
Raw me, dear Lord, and towardsthee
We will wich fwift affeCtionsmove s
Thou objeét of our higheft joys,
Our kindeft thoughts, and deareft love.

2 Ch.v. 3.
Under the fhadow of thy wings
1fat wich ravithing dchgxr, X



33 Hymn XVI

And thy delicious fruit swas fweet
To my refined appetite.

4 With dainties ofan heav'nly feaft
Thou halt thy table richly fpread,
The banner of thy g ;,lonoub love
Streaming in triumph o’re my head.

16 1 am my blefled S.;v:our Sy

And can rejoyce that he 13 mine,

I ch v

Whofe love does re‘;i.ﬂx and revive,

Far more than rich and gen’rous wine,
"3 4 ch. v. 16.
Awake ye wqrm .ihd ;:t'nti!c winds,
And on my wither'd Garden™low,
That a lmy fpices may
Afrell with .ubrmc odours flow.

Now Lord into thy Garden come,
And. there difdain not to receive,

And feed on thine own pleafant fruics,

Tho’ poor the beft I have to give.

Another Metre,

1 Cant. V. 4.

l)Rau e dear Liord, and towards'tl
W \.( WiDgs will move,

Thou ot ,'A + of enr highedt joys,
And ot our " 'fl Tove.

{ towards thee

(8]

Hymn XVIL 19
ack. V.2
Under thy thadow I have fat
With ravithing delight,
And thy delicious fruic did tafte
Sweer'to my appetite.

4 With dainties of an heav’nly feaft
Thou haft thy Table {pread,
Whilft thy love-banner was difplay’'d
In triumph o're my head.
16 1am my blefled Saviour’s,
Nay more;he now is mine.
1 ch.V.2.
Whofe love a richer corual is
Than the moft gen'rous wine.

. 4 ch, V. 16.
Awake ye winds and with warm gales
Upon my-garden blow,
Thar allits fpices may a-freth
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.

Hymn




w Hymn XVIL

Hymn XVIL  dsthe 100 Plalm.

130 Pful. V. 35 4« =32 Pfalv. 1,2
1161"/‘!. V.12, 171 18’ 16.

130 Pfal. v.3. ;
H$ldél thou, Lord, :allI ou{e failures mark
ith an enquiring jealoule cye, ,
Who coulm thy pure judgment bear
The {tri¢t and jaft feverity ?

4 But there’s with thee. Qgracious God,
Forgivenefs and rich clemency,
That thou mayft be ador’d and ferv'd

With rev’rence and humility. . 4

2 Plal. v. 1,2,
And bleft are they to “_rfwom the Lord
Does cancel all their goilcy {core,
And their offences manifold

In mercy charge on them no more.

116 Pfal.v. 12.

What fhall I render Lord to thee
For all thy favours numberle(s ?

17 My conftant facrifice of praife
Shall thankfully thy love confefs.

18 With nl;y wholle hear; Il thee extol,
. R o
And in thy peoples publick view 3

Hymn XVIL 41

Perform with care thofe {olemn vows,
Which I thisday to thee renew.

16 I'm thy devoted fervant, Lord,
Ev’n as [ am thy hand-maid’s Son,
But yet more firongly bound to thee
Becaufe thou haft my boads undone-

Another Metre.

Houldft thou, Lord, all our failures mark
With an enquiring eye,

Who could of thy pure judgment bear
The firiét feverity ?

But there’s with thee, O gracious God
Pardon and clemency,

That we with child-like fear andawe
May ferve and rev'rence thee.

And bleft are they to whom the Lord,
Cancels their guilty fcore;®
Aand their offences manifold
Will charge on them no more !
What fhall I render, Lord, forall
Thy mercies numberlefs?
My grateful facrifice of praife
Shall thy 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,
D2 I'm

i |



Hymn XVIIH.

I'm thy devoted fervant, Lord,
Thy band-maid’s childam I,
More deeply bound to thee, becaufe
My bonds thou didft untie.

42

Hymn XVIIL. Asthe1co. Pfalm.

t Y Ehovab {aid unto my Lord
J Sit thou at my right hand
Till I makeall thy conquer'd foes
: Subjec to thy command.
2 Thyword, the fcepter of thy ftrength,
God fhall from Sion {end,
Do thou thy flubborn foes fupprefs,
Thy helplels Church defend.
g Thy grace with {weet but {ov'reign force
Thy people fhall fubdue,
Thy willing Converts thall 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 Melehizedeck.

5,6 When God has raifd bim to bis Throne,

With all the adverle Heathen Pow'rs
. Shalll perifh as his foes. '

7 Buedieflt he'll condefcend to fafte . -
The brook that’sin the way, |
21 But God with highe?l dignity

Kings that his reign oppofe,
" His fuffrings will repay. The ‘

Hymna * XIX. 43

e

The three following Hymns being Excel-
lently dove to my bands by Mr. Herbert
and Mr. Patrick, I take the Liberty to
to Subjoyn ‘em.

23 Pfalm,
By Mr. G. Herbert.
THe God of Love my Shepherd is,
And he that doth me feed ;

While he ismine and I am his,
What can [ want orneed ?

_He leads me to the tender grafls,

Where I both feed and reft ; A
Then to the Streams that gently pafls,
In both I have the beft.

And if I ftiray hedoth convert,
And bring my mind in frame ;
And all this not for my defert,
But for his holy name.
And in deaths {hady black abode
Well may I walk,not fear;
For thou artwith me,and thy Rod
To guide, thy ftaff to bear.

Thou makeft me fo it, and dine
Fv'nin my En'my's {ight,

My Head with Oy}, myCup with Wine
Flows over day and night.

Surely thy fiveet and wondrous love

Shall meafureallmy days D 3  And

'I‘ "



44 Hymn XX

And as that never {hall remove
So neither fhall chy praife.
Or,
And in thine Honfe I'll ever dwel
T Celebrase thy praife

By M. Patrick.
The Song of Simeon. 2 Luke 29.

Now can leave this World and die
. Inpeaceand quiet reft 5
Since thar mine Eyes, O Lord have been
* With thy Salvation blefs’t,

The Prophecies are all fulfill'd;
Thy promifes are true :

Aud thy myfterious love difclos'd
In all the Peoples view.

‘All the dark thadows fly awa
Now this bright S!:m apg::ars 3
Whole faving light, the Gentile World
With unknown comfort cheers.
Well may the long expeited fight,
Make /frael’s joys aboum? 3
Before with fpecial favours grac’d
But now with glory Crown'd.

Out of the Song of Zacharias.

Luke 1. v. 68.
y the Remiffion of mens fins
To make Salvation known,

Goa’s_

Hymn XXIL 45

God's tender mercy, when this Sua
Arofe toall was (hown.

He will our {ad and difmal State
With lightand comfort blefss

And guide our feet into the way
Of peace and happinels.

. —

Out of [everal paffages in the Revelations, &y the
fame Anthor,

LL yethat ferve the Lord, his Name
See that ye celebrate s

All ye thar fear him, fing aloud
His praife both fmall and great.

O thou great Raler of the World,

Thy works our wonder raiie 5
Thou bleffed Kingof 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 3
Wifdom and honour, glory, ftrength
And ev'ry * praifing Song. " Or, Thankful-
Thou as our facrifice, was’t {lain,
And by thy preciousblood,
From every Tongue and Nation haft
Redeem’d us unto God.
Bleffing and honour, glory, pow’r
By all in Earth or Heav'n, To




46 Hymn XXIL
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 (olemn rites

We now withChriffas bury'd lye,
That we may bear to our dear Lord
"This badge of our conformity.

That as the Father’s glorious pow’r
Did hisown Son from death revive,
Sowe by the fame pow'r renew’d,
A néw and heav'nly life might live.

s Foras the Image of bis death
We in this lively emblem wear ;
So in his refurrection too
We (hall his true refemblance bear.
24dsv. 38,
Todll the truly penicent
Baprilm does free remiffion feal,
And that good Spizir does convey
Whofe grace their fouls thall cleanfe & heal.

39 For therich promifes of God
Extend to us, and‘toour race,
And ro ajl Gentile-Profelytes
That thall the Chyiftian Faith embrace.
. 3 Gal v.27.
Since then by Baptifin we paron
Chriit, and his- (acred livery,

3 BY

|

; 2 Tim.

Hymn XXIIL
3 Tim.2.v. 19.
Let us who name that holy name,
Depart from all iniquity.
Another Merre.

6 Rom.v. 4.
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.
s For if the Image of his death
Wein this emblem wear,
We in his Relurredtion too
Shall his refemblince bear.
2 A, v. 38.
Baptifm to all the Penitent
Does free remiffion feal,
And that Good Spirie does convey
Whofe grace does cleanfe and heal.

39 For God’s rich promife unto us
And to our race extends s
And toall fuch as God fhall call
In Earth’s remoteft ends.
3 Gal. V. 27.
Sincé then by Baptilin we puton
Chrift, andhis Livery,
2 Tim. 2.v. 19,
Let us who name that holy Name
Flee from iniquity.

—— L



48 Hyma XXIV.
A Hymn Relating to the Minifiry,
As the 100 Pfalm,

4 Eph.v. 8.
WHen our triumphant Saviour
¥Y  Afcended up to Heav'n on high,
He led the vanquith'd pow'rsof 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 militane below.

11 Apoflesand Evangelifts,
And holy Prophets firlt be gave s
OF Pafors and of Teachers now
Thofe that fucceed the Office have.

y2 With gifts and grace all farnifh’d are
For their great charge and Miniftry,
That each may in their feveral place
His myftick body edify.
13 ‘Till all the blefled Unity
"~ Of Faith and Heav’nly knowledge gains
And Chrift’s whole Charch to its full age
And growth in holnels zteain.
2 Thef. 3.V. I,
May then the Golpel’s glorious light
Diffafe and fpread it felf around,
And may its greac and large (uccefs
Llato its Auchor’s praife redound.
Part 1L
20 Aéts v. 28.
And now all you that Paftors are
With watchful care chat Flock attend,

- g —
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Hymn XXIV. 49 ‘
Which to Infpe& the Holy Ghoft 3
Does you as faithfu! Bithops fend. )
See that you duly Minilier v

To all their needful facred food,

As knowing God has purchas’t them
With the dear price of his own blood.
1 Fer. 5.4
And then when the great Shepherd (hall

Appear as Judge at the laft aay,
You fhall receive a glorious Crown
Evn one that never fades away-

1 Rom. va15.
And welcome are thoie Meflengers
Of God to us, who in hisname,
The joyful news of Feace and Life
To guilty men from Heav'n proclaim !

9 Mat, 37, 38.
And now thou gracious Lord, to whom
The Harveft does of right belong !
Let more of Faichful Labourers
Into thy Sacred Harvelt throng.

For lo! the precious Harveft feems
Both plentiful and ripe tobe s

But where, Lord, are the Labourers
To Reap and gather it for thee?
Another Metre.
4 Eph. 8.
V Hen our triumphant Saviour
‘ Afcended up on high,
He led the vanquiih’t powrs of Hell

Into Captivity.

And
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50 Hymn XXIV.

And asa mighty Conqueror
Did his rich gifts beftow,
As marks of Royal favour to
His Subjeéts here below. :
11 Apostles, and Evangelifts,
And Prophers firft he gave,
Thofe that fucceed the Office of
Pastors and Teachers have. 1‘
12 With gifes and grace all fornifh'e are
For their great Minifiry, ‘
That each may in their fev’ral place {
His Body Edify.
13 Till all the Unity of Faith
And heav'nly knowledge gain,
And Chrift’s whole Church to its fullage
And growth in grace attzin. :
g Thef 2. V.l
May then the Gofpel’s glorious light
Diffule it felf around,
And may irs great and large fuccels
To its jaft praife redound. ,

i
Pare 11. ‘

20 At 28.
And now all ye that Paftors ar=
With care that Flock attend,
Which to Infpedt the //‘U_ ( ;‘Jc',.“, '
Dogsyou as Bithops fead

e ————— e e

i

)
To all their needful food, '
As knowing God has purchast tnem
Ty Y 1= : L S, Y W ]
With his'own precious biood: o

See thiat you duly mmilicr ‘

Hymn XX1V.
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 !
9 Mat. 37, 38
And now thou Lord to whom of right
The Harveft does belong,
Let more of Faithful Labourers
Into 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?

§1
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Left any unskilful Reader [lould be at a
«  lofs about the meaning of the following
words, 1bave added the Signiffeation of

€.

Their fignification.
Hymn L

BEuigniry.

( “Raciogs inclination

Words lefs commion., '
! _
| todo good.

Scene



The diffcult words explained.

Scene of time.

The prefent ftate of the
World, as opposd to

Books Lately Printed for Tho. Parkhurlt, ar the
Bible and Three Crowns i» Cheapfide.

e

L Almgl-ty. Tnadic:afr inGallia Reformata: Or, the AQs,
Toanficndase Exceeding great. Decifions, Decrees and Canons of thofe
Hyon 1L gl]goculs sN:t;unal (.%lé’_l(ljs of Ithft' Rff}oxl'meg

‘ . g s rches in France. beingamoft Faichfal an
Body Myfiical. Tl':: f&?:ict}t‘;al "ﬂ:‘fg thl: > Impartial Hiftory of the Rife, Growth, Per-
Body of Chrift fegfhon, Decay .qf the Reformation in that
Trviolable. Not to be broken. Kingdom, with ir’s fatal Caraftrophe upon the
Onibaii Never to be drawn dry- ] Revocation of &hC Ediét at Nazes n the Year
Hyma VIL 1635. alfo the Confeffion of Faith and Difci-
Refalods Purpofes. Im't:_of tl)o(e Churches,their Speeches,Sacred
Hyeon VI ’olll‘ncks, (f)a}e;. of anfc1incp, (;;nd Contro-

Y g verfies- in Divinity, ¢e. their Government
c“”f}‘_"":;: IX l Sec a-part for aholy ule Laws, e, Collected out of the ()riginal:
Exp’.‘_}: . ; niad Manufcripe Acts of thofe Renowned Syneds.

Hymn X. Intwo Yol. In I"OL' B’y 7?5{1 uick,

Travsforming. Changing into another A Body of Practical Diviuity, confifting of
(hape. above 176Sermons,the leffer on theCatechifm,
B s Béiche Compofed by the Reverend Aflembly of Di-
&t vines atWeffminfter,with a Supplement of fome

Hymn XIL '
Convere. Meet together- | Sermons on_feveral Texts of Scripture. By
vene Meet toget ‘ Thomas Watfon, formerly Minifter of St. Sre-

Indemmity, ' nifh-
ndemnity Freedom from pu sherts Walbrook, Londam. Recommended by

ment. N - nehes
{everal Minifters to Mafters of Families and

Hymn XIV- | cAl:
Immanuel, God with us. others. In 1‘0]!0: o = AN
Deldgites. Eacliieted oo i by cotiaiion. | The Confirming work of Religion, or
Hymn XV. | its great things mace plain by their primary
Vikim. Sacrifice. Evidences, and Demonfirations, whereby the

Hyma XXII meaneft in the Church may foon be made
Enblen: " | Likenefs or reprefentation. Able to render a rational account of their
Faith. Written by Robert Fleming, Author of

Books | - the




the -fuiﬁi‘.ing of the Scriptures. Now Pub-
lithed by Daniel Burgels.

Advice to an only Child,or excellent Coun-
fel to all Young Perfons, containing the Sum
and Subftance of Experimental and Praétical
Divinity. Written by an Eminent and Judi-
cious Divine for the Private ule of an only
C{Jild now made publick for the Benefit of

all.
A Prefent for fuch as have been Sick and

and are recovered ; Or a Dif-ourle concern-
ing the Good that comes oot of the Evil of
AficGion, Being feveral Sermons, Preach-
ed after his being raifed from a Bed of Lan-
guifhing, By Nathaniel Vincent, M. A" and

Minilter of the Gofpel.

A Defeace of Ms. M. s, Brief Enquiry «
re of Schifin, and the Vindi-
cation of it; with Reflections upona Pam-
phiet called The Review,cre. And 2 brief Hi-
ftorical Accountof Nonconformiry from the
Reformation to this prelent time.

A Serman at the Funeral of the Worthip-
Tul Fobn Symonds late of great Teldham in the
County of Fflex Efg; Preached in the Parifh-
Chorch of great Yeldbam aforefzid cn the
agth. of Feb,- 1692, By Jobn Brooks AM.
and Redlor there.

A Sermon Preached at the Faneral ofthe
Revereng Mr, Tko, Skewely M. A. and Mini-
{ter- ofthe Goibel in Cotewry, By William
7 ongue, Minifier of the Gofpel.
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