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PREFACE.
The practical sense of a nation is found in its maxims. Ii like manner,

the hymns and tunes of a people are a very correct standard of the measure

and quality of their piety. As this deepens in power and elevates in sweet-

ness, it will seek utterance in a simple style, and in a chaste costume of musical

and hymnal language.

It is hoped this work Avill be appreciated as an effort to promote congre-

gational singing. When the music and the hymn are brought together before

the worshiper, it aids and encourages all to unite in this delightful and sancti-

fying service. The Avork has been prepared with a direct aim to its use in

the public assembly, yet the demands of more private devotions, and especially

the family home, have not been omitted.

While the grand old Chorals hold a deserved place, both for their actual

merit, and for their cherished religious associations, many tunes, fresh, and ol

great excellence, from the recent authors, have been brought in t0 enrich the

selection. Tunes have been chosen neither for their age nor their newness,

but for their power to reach the heart, and for their ease of performance by

public assemblies.

A very full and ample selection of hymns is brought into these pages,

quite suitable, it is thought, for the great variety of conditions of spii-itual

life. It is not presumed that the use of the tunes will be confined to the

hymns set on the same page with them, nor yet merely to the hymns here

printed. These are often chosen as specimen hymns to guide tlie taste, and

to suggest a wider use of the tunes to other hymns that may be preferred. It

is intended, and it is believed the effect of this work will be to render the

Hymn Book more useful, by furnishing a good outfit of tunes for nearly

all the available hymns in it, of great variety of meters, suitable for hymn?
of different sentiment, and for most of the practical necessities of Christian

worship.

The author is fully sensible of the obligations he is under to many ex-

cellent teachers and leaders of music for valuable suggestions and other aid

in the preparing of this book. To name them would encund)er the pa2;e. He
takes pleasure in this public acknowledgement to them, and oitertains no
doubt that they, Avith him, will prefer the higher satisfaction of a knowledge
of this service, unproclaimed to the public ear.

Gro forth, my minstrel-oblation. Bring peace whithersoever thou goesi

:

And may Q-od, through thy minstrelsy, be a blessing to myriads
A. S. H.

Note.—The small figures at the riglit liand 'jorncr of hyniiia indicate thoir nwnJyer in tlic

" Christian Hymn Book."

A large number of tlie tunes here used are under copyright, obtained by special stipulation

of the proprietors.
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To thee my heart, E - ter - nal King ! Would now its than-kful tribute bring
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In songs of ar-dent, grate-ful praise

-(=2.

1
Divine Icvc displayed.

(2)

1 To thee my heart, Eternal King!
AVould now its thankful tribute bring;

To thee its humble homage raise,

In songs of ardent, grateful praise.

2 All nature shows thy boundless love,

In worlds below and worlds above;

But in thy bless6d word I trace

The richer glories of thy grace.

3 There what delightful truths arc given;

There Jesus shows the way to heaven;
His name salutes my listening ear.

Revives my heart, and checks my fear.

4 There Jesus bids our sorrows cease.

And gives the laboring conscience peace;

Raises our grateful feelings high,

And points to mansions in the sky.

2 The Scriptures mir light and guide.

• (5)

1 When Israel thro' the desert passed,

A fiery pillar went before,

To guide them through the dreary waste,

And lessen the fatigues they bore.

2 Such is thy glorious word, God;
'Tis for our light and guidance given

;

It sheds a luster all abmad.
And points the path to bliss and heaven

3 It fills the soul with sweet delight.

And quickens its inactive powers;

It sets our wandering footsteps right,

Displays thy love, and kindles ours

4 Its promises rejoice our hearts;

Its doctrine is divinely true;

Knowledge and pleasure it imparts;

It comforts and instructs us too. 5



The Holy Scriptures. Crod's Perfections.
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ZEPHYR. L. M.
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The starry fir - ma - niciit on liigh, And all the glo - ries of the sky,
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tljy praise. Lord, So brightly as thy writ -tonYet shine not to
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3 Nature, avd rc.i:claHon.

(3)

1 The starry firinament on high.

And all the glories of the sky,

Yet shine not to thy praise, Lord,

So brightly as thy written word.

2 The hopes that holy word supplies,

Its truths divine and precepts wise

—

In each a heavenly beam I see,

And every beam conducts to thee.

3 Almighty Lord ! the sun shall fail.

The mi)on forget lier nightly tale,

Aiid deepest silence hush on high

The radiant chorus of the sky

—

4 But fixed for everlasting years,

Unmoved amid the wreck of spheres,

Thy word shall shine in cloudless day

"When heaven and earth are passed away.

4 0tiinipresence. of God.

(27)

1 Fattier of spirits, nature's God !

Our inmost tho'ts are known to thee :

Thou, Lord, canst hear each idle word,

And every private action see.

2 {\)uld we, on morning's swiftest wings,

Pursue our fiight thro' trackless air.

Or dive beneath deep ocean's springs.

Thy presence still would meet us there.

W Tn vain may guilt attempt to fly,

Concealed beneath the pall of night;

One glance from thy all-piercing eye

Can kindle darkness into light.

4 Search thou our hearts, and there destroy

Each evil thought, each secret sin,

And fit us for those realms of joy.

Where naught impure shall enter in.

5 strength cmd peace from Vie divine word.

1 There is a stream whose gentle flow

Supplies the city of our God;
Life, love, and joy still gliding through,

And watering our divine abode.

2 That sacred stream, thy holy word,

Supports our faith, our fear controls;

Sweet peace thy promises afford,

And "ive new strength to fainting; souls

The Lord reic/neth.

Psalm xcvi : 10.0, Psalm xcvi : 10. (28)

1 Jehovah reigns ; his throne is high
;

His robes are light and majesty;

His glory shines with beams so bright,

No mortal can sustain the sight.

2 His terrors keep the world in awe,
His justice guards his holy law;

His love reveals a smiling face;

His truth and promise seal the grace.

3 Through all his works his wisdom hhines,

And btiflles Satan's deep designs:

His power is sovereign to i'ultill

The noblest coun.sels of his will.

4 And will this glorious Lord descend

'J'o be my father and my friend ?

Then let n)y songs with angels' join :

Heav'u is secure, if God bo mine.



The Holy Scriptures.

AZMON. c. M.
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Fa - tlier of mer - cies I in thy word What end - less glo - ry shines
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For - ev - er be thy name a dored For these ce - les tial lines

!

7.
Thy testimonies are r,iy delight.

Psalm cxix : 24. (10)

1 Father of Mercies ! in thy word
What endless glory shines !

For ever be thy name adored

For these celestial lines!

2 Here springs of consolation rise

To cheer the fainting mind,

And thirsty souls receive supplies,

And sweet refreshment find.

3 Here the Redeemer's welcome voice

Spreads heav'nly peace around;
And life and everlasting joys

Attend the blissful sound.

4 Oh, may these heav'nly pages be

My ever dear delight

;

And still new beauties may I see,

And still increasing light.

5 Divine Instructor ! gracious Lord !

Be thou for ever near

;

Teach me to love thy sacred word.

And view my Saviour there !

8.

1 Assembled round thine altar, Lord,
To lift our hearts in prayer,

To read the pages of thy word,
And learn our duty there

—

2 We ask thy Spirit's guiding ray;

Thy presence we implore:

Dear Saviour I teach us how to pray,

And how to love thee more.

3 So shall our worship here below
Resemble that above,

Where saints thy endless glory view,

And sing redeeming love.

9.
Thy word is a lamv.
Psalm cxix : 105. (9)

1 HoTV precious is the book divine,

By inspiration giv'n !

Bright as a lamp its precepts shine.

To guide our souls to heav'n

2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts

In this dark vale of tears

;

Life, light, and joy it still imparts,

And quells our rising fears.

3 This lamp, through all the tedious night
Of life, shall guide our way.

Till we behold the clearer light

Of an eternal day.

1A A light unto my path.
Ivj, Psalm cxix: 105. (H)

1 What glory gilds the sacred page.
Majestic like the sun !

It gives a light to every age

—

It gives, but borrows none.

2 The hand that gave it still supplies

His gracious light and heat;

His truths upon the nations rise

—

They rise, but never set.

3 Let everlasting thanks be thine

For such a bright display,

As makes the world of darkness shine

With beams of heav'nly day.



The Holy Scriptures.
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DUNDEE. C. M.
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Lord, I have made thy word my choice, My last-ing her - i - tage;
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There shall my no - blest pow'rs re-joice, My warm-est tho'ts en - gage.

11.
Thy law is my delight.

Psalm cxix : 174. (12)

1 Lord, I have made thy vrord my choice,

My lasting heritage
;

There shall my noblest powers rejoice.

My warmest thoughts engage.

2 I'll read the histories of thy love,

And keep thy laws in sight;

While through the promises I rove,

With ever fresh delight.

3 'Tis a broad land, of wealth unknown,
Where springs of life arise,

Seeds of immortal bliss are sown,

And hidden glory lies.

4 The best relief that mourners have;

It makes our sorrows blest

;

Our fairest hope beyond the grave.

And our eternal rest.

Oh, how I Imie thy law.
Psalm cxix : 97.12.

1 Oh, how I love thy holy law !

'Tis daily my delight;

And thence my meditations draw
Divine advice by night.

2 I wake before the dawn of day,

To meditate thy word
;

My soul with longing melts away.

To hear thy gospel, Lord.

(14)

3 How doth thy word my heart engage.

How well emplay my tongue
;

And in my tiresome pilgrimage.

Yields me a heavenly song.

4 When nature sinks and spirits droop,

Thy promises of grace

Are pillars to support my hope,

And there I write thy praise.

13.
Wherewithal shall a yuung man, etc.

Psalm cxix ; 9. (15)

1 How shall the young secure their hearts,

And guard their lives from sin ?

Thy word the choicest rules imparts

To keep the conscience clean.

2 'Tis like the sun, a heavenly light.

That guides us all the day,

And through the dangers of the night

A lamp to lead our way.UO God, my heart isfixed.

, Psalm Ivii : 7. r38)

1 GrOD ! my heart is fully bent

To magnify thy name
;

My tongue, with cheerful songs of praise,

Shall celebrate thy fame.

2 Be thou, God, exalted high

Above the starry frame

;

And let the world, with one consent,

Confess thy glorious name.



The Holy Scriptures.

DENNIS. s. M.

How gen - tie God's com-iuands ! How kind his pre- cepts are!

'=:r=:::^:— I

—

i—

5

' II
Come, cast your bur-dens on the Lord, And trust his cotTstant care.

J'

r-M

(19)

1 K ?7iC law of the Lord is perfect.

1«J, Psalm xix : 1. (18)

1 Lord, thy perfect word
Directs our steps aright;

Nor can all other books afford

Such profit or delight.

2 Celestial light it sheds,

To cheer this vale below

;

To distant lands its glory spreads,

And streams of mercy flow.

3 True wisdom it imparts
;

Commands our hope and fear

:

Oh may we hide it in our hearts,

And feel its influence there.

1 O The hooks of nature and scripture.

1 Behold I the lofty sky

Declares its maker, God
;

And all his starry works, on high.

Proclaim his power abroad.

2 The darkness and the light

Still keep their course the same

;

While night to day and day to night.

Divinely teach his name.

3 In every different land,

Their general voice is known
;

They sh(jw the wonders of his hand,
And orders of his throne.

4 Ye Christian lands! rejoice;

Here he reveals his word :

We are not left to nature's voice,

To bid us know the Lord.

(96)

He careth for you.
1 Peter" v : 7. (92)

1 'Y
T)ie Fountain.

1 God is the fountain whence
Ten thousand blessings flow

;

To him my life, my health, and friends,

And every good, I owe.

2 The comforts he affords

Are neither few nor small;

He is the source of fresh delights,

iMy portion and my all.

3 He fills my heart with joy,

My lips attunes for praise
;

And to his glory I'll devote
The remnant of my days.

18.

1 How gentle God's commands !

How kind his precepts are !

Come, cast your burden on the Lord,
And trust his constant care.

2 His bounty will provide,

His saints securely dwell

;

That hand which bears creation up
Shall guard his children well.

3 Why should this anxious load

Press down your weary mind ?

Oh, seek your heavenly Father's throne,

And peace and comfort find.

4 His goodness stands approved,

Unchanged from day to day
;

I'll drnp my burden at his feet,

And bear a song away.



10 Invitation.

CALVAEr. 8, 7, 8, 7, 7, 7.
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Come to Calv'ry's ho - ly mountain, Sin - ners, ru-ined by tlie fail;]

Here a pure and lieal-ing iban-tain Flows to cleanse the guilt - y soul;]
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(1319)

1 Come to Calv'ry's holy mountain,

Sinners, ruined by the fall

!

Here a pure and healing fountain,

Flows to cleanse the guilty soul

;

In a full, perpetual tide.

Opened when the Saviour died.

2 Come in sorrow and contrition.

Wounded, impotent, and blind
;

Here the guilty find remission,

Here the lost a refuge find;

Health this fountain will restore
;

He that drinks shall thirst no more.

3 Come, ye dying, live for ever,

'Tis a soul-reviving flood :

God is faithful—he will never

Break the cov'nant, sealed in blood;

Signed, wh(!n our Reedeemer died,

Sealed, when he was crucified.

O f\ Sweet it ia to trust in tliM

-C'U. (1206)

1 TiiRo' the day thy love hath spared us,

Wearied, we lie down to rest

:

Through the silent watches guard us,

Let no foe our peace molest.

Father! thou our guardian be;

Sweet it is to trust in thee.

2 Wandering in the land of strangers,

Dwellini'- in the midst of foes.

'-^=F^P=
:E^Eiit^

Us and ours preserve from dangers

:

In thy love we all repose.

Father! thou our guardian be;
Sweet it is to trust in thee.

^1. (22)

1 Precious bible ! what a treasure

Does the word of God afibrd I

All I want for life and pleasure.

Food and medicine, shield and sword;
Let the world account me poor,

Having this I want no more.

2 Food, to which the world's a stranger,

Here my hungry soul enjoys,

Of excess there is no danger,

Though it fills, it never cloys;

On a dying Christ I feed.

He is meat and drink indeed I

3 When my faith is faint and sickly,

Or when Satan wounds my mind,

Cordials to revive me quickly.

Healing medicines here I find,

To the promises I flee.

Each afi'ords a remedy.

4 In the hour of dark temptation

Satan cannot make me yield,

For the word of consolation

Is to me a mighty shield
;

Whib the scripture truths are sure

From his malice I'm secure.



The Holy Scripture', 11

MENDON L. M.

Loud swell the pealing organ's notes, Breathe forth your soul in rap-tures high !

S^^

ty ' '^ i I f •

Praise ye the Lord with harp and voice; Join the full oho - rus of the sky

OO Eternity of God.
ZZ, (25)

1 Ere mountains rear'd their forms sublime,

Or heaven and earth in order stood,

Before the birth of ancient time,

From everlasting thou art God.

2 A thousand ages in their flight.

With thee are as a fleeting day

;

Past, present, future, to thy sight

At once their various scenes display.

3 But our brief life's a shadowy dream,

A passing thought, that soon is o'er.

That fades with morning's earliest beam.

And £lis the musing mind no more.

4 To us, O Lord, the wisdom give

Each passing moment so to spend,

That wa at length with thee may live.

Where life and bliss shall never end.

23,
2'lic heavens declare the glory of God.

Psalm xix : 1. (43)

1 Tiip; spacious fiamament on high.

With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangled hcav'ns a shining frame,

Their great Original proclaim.

2 The unwearied sun, from day to day.

Does his Creator's power display.

And publishes to ev'ry land

The work of an almighty hand.

3 Soon as the evening shades prevail.

The moon takes up the wondrous tale,

And nightly to the list'ning earth

Repeats the story of her birth

:

4 While all the stars that round her burn,

And all the planets in their turn.

Confirm the tidings as they roll.

And spread the truth from pole to pole.

O A Praise of God peculiarly duefn
(48)

1 There seems a voice in every gale,

A tongue in every opening flower.

Which tells, O Lord ! the wondrous tale

Of thy indulgence, love, and power.

2 The birds that rise on soaring wing
Appear to hymn their Maker's praise,

And all the mingling sounds of spring

To thee a general paean raise.

3 And shall my voice, great God, alone

Be mute 'midst nature's loud acclaim ?

No; let my heart with answering tone

Breathe forth in praise thy holy name.

4 And nature's debt is small to mine;

Thou bad'st her being bounded be,

But—matchless proof of love divine

—

Thou gav'st immortal life to me.



12 G-od in Creation,

"WINCHESTER
-4

L. M.

With one con-gent, let all the earth To God their cheerful voic-es raise;
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Glad hom-age pay with aw-ful mirth, And sin^ be - fore hiin songs of praise

1—t-i ,
— I u_j uj [_.j_.| II r . ^^-.c-j 1

(29)
O ^ P^aZni c.

1 With one consent let all the earth

To God their cheerful voices raise

;

Glad homage pay with awful mirth,

And sing before him songs of praise

:

2 Convinced that he is God alone,

From whom both we and all proceed

;

We. whom he chooses for his own,
The flock that he vouchsafes to feed.

Z Oh! enter, then, his temple gate,

Thence to his courts devoutly press;

And still your grateful hymns repeat,

And still his name with praises bless.

4 For he's the Lord, supremely good,

His mercy is for ever sure;

His truth, which always firmly stood,

To endless a^es shall endure.

(32)
Q /^ The allrseeing God.

1 Lord, thou hast searched and seen me
through

;

Thine eye commands with piercing view
My rising and my resting hours,

My heart and flesh with all their powers.

2 My thoughts, before they are my own.
Are to my God distinctly known

;

He knows the words I mean to speak
Ere from my opening lips they break.

3 Within thy circling power I stand

;

On every side I find thy hand :

Awake, asleep, at home, abroad,

I am surrounded still with God.

4 Amazing knowledge, vast and great

!

What large extent ! what lofty hight

!

My soul, with all the powers I boast,

Is in the boundless prospect lost.

27.
JPsalm cxxxix.

(33)

1 Lord thou hast formed mine every part.

Mine inmost thought is known to thee

;

Each word, each feeling of my heart.

Thine ear doth hear, thine eye doth see.

2 Though I should seek the .shades of night.

And hide myself in guilty fear,

To thee the darkness seems as light.

The midnight as the noonday clear,

3 The heavens, the earth, the sea, the sky,

All own thee ever present there

;

Where'er I turn, thou still art nigh.

Thy Spirit dwelling everywhere.

4 Oh may that Spirit, ever blest,

Upon my soul in radiance shine,

Till, welcomed to eternal rest,

I taste thy presence. Lord divine!



G-od's Being and Perfections. 13

HEBER.

To shun thy pres - ence, or to flee The no - tice of thine eye.

-:& ^ ^ g^E^
OQ Zwd, tA(«< ?iast searched me, etc.

yCiO, Psalm cxxxix : 1. (35)

1 Lord, all I am is known to thee

;

In vain my soul would try

To shun thy presence, or to flee

The notice of thine eye.

2 Thy all-observing eye surveys

My rising a,nd my rest,

My public walks, my private ways,

The secrets of my breast.

GIVE. C. M.

3 My thoughts lie open to thee. Lord,

Before they're form'd within,

And ere my lips pronounce the word,

Thou knowcst all I mean.

4 Oh, let thine arms surround me still,

And like a bulwark prove,

To guard my soul from ev'ry ill,

Secur'd by sov'reign love.

He has my heart, and he my tongue. To spread his name a - broad.

His praise endiireth for ever.

PSAIM cxi : 10. (37)

1 Songs of immortal praise belong

To my Almighty God
;

He has my heart, and he my tongue,

To spread his name abroad.

2 How great the works his hand has
How glorious in our sight; [wrought;

And men in every age have sought
His wonders with delight.

3 How most exact is nature's frame,

How wise the Paternal Mind
;

His counsels never change the scheme
That his first thoughts designed.

4 When he redeemed his chosen sons,

He fixed his covenant sure;

The orders that his lips pronounce
To endless years endure.

Ork Tlie Infinite One.
OU, (39)

1 Great God ! how infinite art thou.

What worthless worms are we;
Let the whole race of creatures bow.
And pay their praise to thee.

2 Thy throne eternal ages stood,

Ere seas or stars were made

;

Thou art the ever-living God,
Were all the nations dead.

3 Our lives thro' various scenes are drawn,
And vexed with trifling cares

;

While thine eternal thoughts move on
Thine undisturbed affairs.

4 Great God ! how infinite art thou,

What worthless worms are we
;

Let the whole race of creatures bow,
And pay their oraise to thee.
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KOTH^ATELL. L. M.

Je - ho - vah reigns: he dwells in light, Ar-rajed with nia-jes - ty and might; The world, ere -a - ted
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31.
He is cUithed with majesty.

Pbalm xciii : 1. (44)

1 Jehovah reigns : he dwells in light,

Arrayed with majesty and might;

The world, created by his hands.

Still on its firm foundation stands.

2 But ere this spacious world was made,

Or had its first foundation laid.

His throne eternal ages stood,

Himself the ever-living God.

3 For ever shall his throne endure
;

His promise stands for ever sure

;

And everlasting holiness

Becomes the dwellings of his grace.

All thy worJcs praise, thee.

Psalm cxlv ; 10. (45)32.

1 Nature, with all her powers, shall sing

God the Creator and the King

;

Nor air, nor earth, nor skies, nor seas,

Deny the tribute of their praise.

2 Begin to make his glories known,

Ye seraphs, who sit near his throne

;

Tune high your harps, and spread the

To the creation's utmost bound. [sound

3 Thus let our flaming zeal employ

Our loftiest thoughts, and loudest songs;

Nations, pronounce with warmest joy

Hosanna, from ten thousand tougues.

4 Yet, mighty God, our feeble frame
Attempts in vain to reach thy name

;

The strongest notes that angels raise

Faint in the worship and the praise.

Be thou exalted, O my God.

(64)

1 My God, in whom are all the springs

Of boundless love and grace unknown,
Hide roe beneath thy spreading wings,

Till the dark cloud is overblown.

2 Up to the heavens I send my cry.

The Lord will my desires perform
;

He sends his angels from the sky, [storm.

And saves me from the threat'ning

3 Be thou exalted, my God!
Above the heavens where angels dwell

;

Thy power on earth be known abroad,

And land to land thy wonders tell.

Who is like unto thee, O Israel?

Dfiur. xxxiii : 29.»34. D£ur. xxxiii : 23. (71)

1 With Israel's God. who can compare 't

Or who, like Israel, happy are ?

Oh, people saved by the JiOrd,

He is our shield and great reward.

2 Upheld by everlasting arms.

We are secure from foes and harms

;

In vain their plots and false their boasts—
Our refuse is the Lord of hosts !
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AVON. C. M.

^i^SiHiiiiiiiiSll
God of Beth - el, by whose hand Thy peo - pie still are fed,
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Who thro' this wea - ry pil - grim -age Hast all our fa - thers led:
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Gorf o/ Bethel.

Gen. xxviii: 19-22. (73)

1 God of Bethel, by whose hand
Thy people still are fed;

Who through this weary pilgrimage

Hast all our fathers led

—

2 Our vows, our prayers, we now present

Before thy throne of grace
;

God of our fathers, be the God
Of their succeeding race.

2 Through each succeeding path of life,

Our wand'ring footsteps guide
;

Give us each day our daily bread,

And raiment fit provide.

4 spread thy cov'ring wings around,

Till all our wand'rings cease.

Ami at our Father's loved abode
Our souls arrive in peace.

God the trust of his saintt.

(74)36.

1 Tnou, my light, my life, my joy,

My glory and my all

!

Unsent by thee no good can come,
No evil can befall.

2 Such are thy schemes of Providence,
And methods of thy grace.

That I may safely trust in thee

Through all this wilderaess.

3 'Tis thine outstretch'd and pow'rful arm
Upholds nie in the way

;

And thy rich bounty well supplies

The wants of ev'ry day.

4 For such compassion, my God !

Ten thousand thanks are due;
For such compassion I esteem

Ten thousand thanks too few.

0*7 Our dweUing place in alt generations.
O 1 , PoALM XC. (75)

1 Our God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come.

Our shelter from the stormy blast,

And our eternal home !

2 Under the shadow of thy throne

Thy saints have dwelt secure
;

Sufiicient is thine arm alone.

And our defense is sure.

3 Before the hills in order stood.

Or earth received her frame,

From everlasting thou art God,
To endless years the same.

4 A thousand ages in thy sight

Are like an evening gone
;

Short as the watch that ends the night

Before the rising: sun.
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GENEVA, C. M.
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Trans-port - ed with the view, I'm lost In won - der, love, and praise
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QQ Gratitude.

OO. (78)

1 When all thy mercies, my God,
My rising soul surveys.

Transported with the view I'm lost,

In wonder, love, and praise.

2 Unnumbered comforts on my soul

Thy tender care bestowed.

Before my infant heart conceived

From whom those comforts flowed.

3 Through every period of my life

Thy goodness I'll pursue
;

And after death, in distant worlds,

The glorious theme renew.

4 Through all eternity, to thee

A joyful song I'll raise;

But Oh ! eternity's too short

To utter all thy praise !

QO ^''^ Ood of my lip..

Otf. (81)

1 Father of mercies ! God of love !

My Father and my God !

I'll sing the honors of thy name.
And spread thy praise abroad.

2 In every period of my life

Thy thoughts of love appear
;

Thy mercies gild each transcient scene.

And crown each passing year.

3 In all thy mercies, may my soul

A Father's bounty see

;

Nor let the gifts thy grace bestows

Estrange my heart from thee.

4 Then may I close my eyes in death,

Redeemed from anxious fear :

For death itself, my God. is life,

If thou be with me there.

40.

1 Unshaken as the sacred hill,

And firm as mountains stand;

Firm as a rock the soul shall rest

That trusts th' Almighty hand,

2 Not walls nor hills could guard so well,

Old Salem's happy ground,

As those eternal arms of love

That every saint surround.

3 Deal gently, l^ord, with souls sincere,

And lead them safely on

To the bright gates of paradise,

Where Christ the Lord is gone.

41.

1 To thee, my Shepherd, and my Lord
A grateful song I'll raise.

Oh let the humblest of thy flock

Attempt to speak thy praise.

2 My life, my joy, my hope, I owe
To thine amazing love

;

Ten thousand thousand comforts here.

And nobler bliss above.

3 Lead on, dear shepherd ! led by thee

No evil shall I fear
;

Soon shall I reach thy fold above
And praise thee better there.
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CHIMES, C. M.

God moves in a mys - to - rious way, His won - ders to per - form;
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He plants his foot - steps on the sea, And rides up - on the storm.
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2hy judgments are a great deep.

PdALM xxxvi : 6.
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(79)

1 God moves in a mysterious way
His wonders to perform

;

He plants his footsteps on the sea,

And rides upon the storm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines

Of never-failing skill,

He treasures up his bright designs.

And works his gracious will.

3 You fearful saints, fresh courage take;

The clouds you so much dread

Are big with mercy, and shall break

In blessings on your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,

But trust him for his grace
;

Behind a frowning providence

He hides a smiling face.

5 His purposes will ripen fast,

Unfolding ev'ry hour

;

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flow'r.

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err.

And scan his work in vain :

God is his own interpreter.

And he will make it plain.

Bis tender mercies are over all Ms works.
PoALM cxlv : 9. (83)43.

TiiY goodness, Lord, our souls confess

;

Thy goodness we adore ;

—

A spring whose blessings never fail;

A sea without a shore.

2

f
2 Sun moon and stars thy love attest

In ev'ry golden ray;

Love draws the curtains of the night
And love brings back the day.

3 Thy bounty ev'ry season crowns
With all the bliss it yields,

With joyful clusters loads the vines,

With strength'ning grain the fields.

4 But chiefly thy compassion, Lord,

Is in the gospel seen
;

There, like a sun, thy mercy shines,

Without a cloud between.

5 There, pardon, peace, and holy joy,

Through Jesus' name are given;

He on the cross was lifted up,

That we might reisn in heaven.

Just and true are thy ways.
Rev. XV ; 3. (85)44.

1 Since all the varying scenes of time

God's watchful eye surveys,

Oh, who so wise to choose our lot,

Or to appoint our ways !

2 Good when he gives,—supremely good,

-

Nor less when he denies
;

E'en crosses, from his sov'reign hand,

Are blessings in disguise.

3 Why should we doubt a Father's love

So constant and so kind ?

To his unerring, gracious will

Be every wi'Sh resigned.
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DOVER. S. M,
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40. (04)

1 The Lord my shepherd is;

T shall be well supplied :

Since he is mine, and I am his,

What can I want beside ?

2 He leads me to the place

Where heavenly pasture grows,

W^here living waters gently pass.

And full salvation flows.

3 If e'er I go astray,

He doth n)y soul reclaim.

And guides me in his own right way,

For his most holy name.

4 While he affords his aid,

I can not yield to fear, [shade,

Tho' I should walk thro' death's dark

My shepherd's with me there.

,i /LJ Bis mercy endureth forever.
^V/» Psalm ciii.

1 My soul, repeat his praise

Whose mercies are so great;

Whose anger is so slow to rise.

So ready to abate.

2 High as the heavens are raised

Above the ground we tread,

So far the riches of his grace

Our highest thoughts exceed.

3 His power subdues our sins,

And his forgiving love,

Far as the east is from the west
Doth all our guilt remove.

(95)

4 The pity of the Lord,

To those that fear his name.
Is such as tender parents feel:

He knows our feeble frame.

5 Our days are as the grass.

Or like the morning flower;

If one sharp blast sheep o'er the field,

It withers in an hour.

6 But thy compassions, Lord,

To endless years endure
;

And children's children ever find

Thy words of promise sure.

All we like sheep have gone astray..

Isaiah liii : 6. (258)47.

1 Like sheep we went astray.

And broke the fold of God

;

Each wand'ring in a different way,

But all the downward road.

2 How dreadful was the hour
When God our wand'ririgs laid,

And did at once his vengeance pour
Upon the Shepherd's head.

3 How glorious was the grace

When Christ sustain 'd the stroke !

His life and blood the Shepherd pays,

A ransom for the flock.

4 But God has raised his head

O'er all the sons of men,

And made him see a num'rous seed

To recompense his pain.
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UXBRIDGE. L. M.

-^--J^

«.^ -e;?- *- ~ -•-
"c?- -S3" "c:^ ' I U»

A-wake, my tongue; thy tribute bring To him who gave thee jxjw'r to sing;

m-m— zr:^:
:^=E-^: f^-

'=i::»=;^-i^^-^_?=r:ei§g=r:e
.-^=5

-I
1--

.^z_'gizt
Fi

:b-T=^Tp^=:=l:

Praise him who is all praise a - hove, The source of wisdom and of

S=t

love.

s;
^0i^<^-

zz=-.E-E:==t=zE:^=

/I O God only wise.

4o, (105)

1 Awake ray tongue ; thy tribute bring

To him who gave thee power to sing
3

Praise him who is all praise above,

The source of wisdom and of love.

2 IIow vast his knowledge ! how profound !

A depth where all our thoughts are

drowned !

The stars he numbers and their names
He gives to all those heavenly flames.

3 Through each brightworld above, behold

Ten thousand thousand charms unfold
;

Earth, air, and mighty seas combine

To speak his wisdom all divine.

4 But in redemption, Oh, what grace !

Its wonders. Oh. what thought can trace

!

Here, wisdom shines for ever bright;

Praise him, my soul, with sweet delight
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Wliat is vian I

PsAi.M viii.4y, PSAI,M viii. (109)

1 Lord, what is man ! Extremes how wide

In this mysterious nature join !

The flesh to worms and dust allied,

The soul immortal and divine.

2 Divine at first, a holy flame

Kindled by heaven's inspiring breath
;

Till sin, with pow'r prevailing, came;
Then follow'd darkness, shame, and

death.

3 But Jesus, Oh amazing grace !

Assum'd our nature as his own.

Obeyed and suff'er'd in our place.

Then took it with him to his throne.

Now what is man, when grace reveals

The virtue of a Saviour's blood ?

Again a life divine he feels,

Despises earth and walks with God!

5 And Avhat, in yonder realms above,

Is ransom'd man ordain'd to be !

\Yith honor, holiness, and love,

No seraph more adorn'd than he.

6 Nearest the throne, and first in song,

^lan shall his hallelujahs raise;

While wond'ringangels round hiu) throng
And swell the chorus of his love.

p^f\ Genesis in: 15.

OV, (118)

1 Behold the woman's promis'd seed !

Behold the great Messiah come I

Behold the proj»hets all aureed

To give him tlie superior room !

2 Abrah'm. the saint, rejoic'd of old.

When visions of the Lord he saw;
Moses, the man of God. foretold,

This great fultiller of the law.

3 The types bore witness to his name,
Obtain'd their chief desigo and ceas'd-

The incense and the bleeding lamb,

The ark, the altar, and the priest.

4 Predictions in abundance join

To pour their witness on liis head :

Jesus, we bow before thy throne,

And own thee as the jiromised seed
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CAMBRIDGE. C. M.

Fa - ther! how wide thy glo - ry shines ! How high thy won-ders ris«l Known thro' the earth by thousand
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er 1 Nature and grace.

01. (Ill)

1 Father ! how wide thy glory shines !

How high thy wonders rise !

Known thru' the earth by thousand signs,

By thoutrand through the skies.

2 Those mighty orbs proclaim thy power,

There motions speak thy skill

;

And on the wings of every hour

We read thy patience still.

But when we view thy strange design

To save rebellious worms,

Where justice and compassion join

In their divinest forms,

4 Our thoughts are lost in rev'rent awe.

We love and we adore
;

The brightest angel never saw

So much of God before.

CQ Imvtndwff judgments.

1 Come let our souls adore the Lord,

Whose judgments yet delay
;

Who yet suspends the lifted sword

And gives us time to pray.

2 Great is our guilt, our fears are great,

But let us not despair
;

Still open is the mercy seat

To penitence and prayer.

3 Kind Intercessor, to thy love

This blessed hope we owe
;

Oh let thy merits plead above

While we implore below.

KO "He giveth us the victory."

1 For ever blessed be the Lord,

My Saviour and my Shield

;

He sends his Spirit with his word,

To arm me for the field.

2 When sin and hell their force unite,

He makes my soul his care
;

Instructs me to the heavenly fight,

And guards me through the war.

3 A friend and helper so divine.

Doth my weak courage raise

;

He makes the glorious victory mine,

And his shall be the praise.

p. A God's pavilion,

1 Grant me within thy courts a place,

Among thy saints a seat

;

Forever to behold thy face.

And worship at thy feet.

2 In thy pavilion to abide.

When storms of trouble blow;
And in thy tabernacle hide,

Secure from every foe.

3 " Seek ye my face ;" without delay

When thus I hear thee speak,

My heart would leap for joy, and say-
" Thy face. Lord, will I seek."

4 Then leave me not when griefs assail,

And earthly comforts flee
;

When father, mother, kindred, fail.

My God ! remember me.
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ANTIOCH. C, M.

Joy to the world, the Lord is come! Let earth re- ceive her King; Let ev - ery heart pre-p:»re him
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room, And heav'n and nature sing, And heav'n and nature King, And heav'n,And heav"n and nature ging.

f^ K Joy to the world.
OO, (125)

1 Joy to the world ; the Lord is come

!

Let earth receive her King
;

Let every heart prepare him room,

And heaven and nature sing.

2 Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns !

Let men their songs employ
;

While fields and floods, rocks, hills, and
Repeat the sounding joy. [plains,

3 No more let sins and sorrows grow,
Nor thorns infest the ground

;

He comes to make his blessings flow

Far as the curse is found.

4 He rules the world with truth and gi-ace,

And makes the nations prove

The glories of his righteousness,

And wonders of his love.

P.L\ The Advent.
«JU. (124)

1 Hark, the glad sound ! the Saviour
The Saviour promised long ! [comes !

Let every heart prepare a throne

And every voice a song.

2 He comes, the prisoner to release,

In Satan's bondage held
;

The gates of brass before him burst,

The iron fetters yield.

3 He comes, the broken heart to bind,

The bleeding soul to cure,

And with the treasures of his grace

To enrich the humble poor.

4 Our glad hosannas. Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim,

And heaven's eternal arches ring

With thy beloved name.

pj^ Isaialtix: 6.

^ I , (122)

1 To us a child of hope is born,

To us a Son is given

;

Him shall the tribes of earth obey,

Him all the hosts of heaven.

2 His name shall be the Prince of Peace,

For evermore adored,

The Wonderful, the Counsellor,

The great and mighty Lord.

3 His power, increasing, still shall spread
;

His reign no end shall know

;

Justice shall guard his throne above,

And peace abound below.

^Q Mortals, awake.
OO, (121)

1 Mortals ! awake, with angels join.

And chant the solemn lay
;

Love, joy, and gratitude combine
To hail the auspicious day.

2 In heav'n the rapt'rous song began,
And sweet seraphic fire

Through all the shining legions ran,

And swept the sounding lyre.

3 With joy the chorus we'll repeat.
" Glory to God on high!

Good will and peace are now complete

—

Jesus was born to die!"

4 Hail, Prince of Life ! forever hail

!

Redeemer—brother—friend ! [fail,

Though earth, and time, and life shall

Thy praise shall never end.
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Shepherds liail the wondrous stranger.

59.
"

" (133)

1 Shepherds ! hail the wondrous stranger,

Now to Bethl'em speed your way;
Lo ! in yonder humble manger,

Christ, the Lord, is born to-day.

2 Bright the star of your salvation,

Pointing to his rude abode
;

llapturous news for every nation :

Now, behold the Son of God.

Love eternal moved the Saviour,

Thus to lay his radiance by

;

Blessings on the Lamb forever;

Glory be to God on high.

(*f\ Hark J what mean those holy voices ?

OU- (135)

1 Hark ! what mean those holy voices.

Sweetly sounding through the skies 1

Lo ! th' angelic host rejoices;

Heavenly hallelujahs rise.

2 Hear them tell the wond'rous story,

Hear them chant in hymns of joy

—

'' Glory to the highest, gloi'y !

Glory be to God most high !

3 " Peace on earth, good-Avill from heaven,

lleachiiig far as man is found

;

Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven !

Loud our golden harps shall sound.

4 " Christ is born, the great Anointed
;

Heaven and earth his praises sing !

Oh receive whom God appointed.

For your Prophet, Priest, and King !

5 " Haste, ye mortals, to adore him

;

Learn his name, and taste his joy;

Till in heaven ye sing before him

—

' Glory be to God most high !'

"

m Christ, the Saviour, born.

136)

Hail, thou long expected Jesus !

Born to set thy people free :

From our sins and fears release us,

Let us find our rest in thee.

2 Israel's strength and consolation,

Hope of all the saints, thou art;

Long-desired of every nation,

Joy of every waiting heart.

3 Born thy people to deliver,

—

Born a child, yet Christ our Kinv,

—

Born to reign in us for ever,

—

Now thy gracious kingdom bring.

4 By thine own eternal Spirit,

Rule in all our hearts alone

;

By thine all-sufficient merit,

Raise us to thy glorious throne.

OCi Thou art worthy

.

yi4i, (305)

1 Crown his head with endless blessino

Who, in God the Father's name.

With compassion never ceasing.

Conies, salvation to proclaim.

2 Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing,

Thee our God in praise we own;
Highest honors, never ftiiling.

Rise eternal round thy throne.

3 Now, ye saints, his pow'r confessing,

In your grateful strains adore
;

For his mercy, never ceasing.

Flows, and flows for evermore.
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/^O Tilt Elder Brother.

OO. (99)

1 Yes, for me, for me he careth

With a brother's tender care

;

Yes, with me, with me he shareth

Every burden evei-y fear.

2 Yes, o'er me, o'er me he watcheth,

Ceaseless watcheth, night and day;

Yes ev'n me, ev'n me he snatcheth

From the perils of the way,

3 Yes, for me he standeth pleading,

At the mercy-seat above
;

Ever for me interceding.

Constant in untiring love,

SILENT NIGHT.

ti, \ " God is light and love."
0-1. (116)

1 God is love ; his mercy brightens

All the path in which we move;
Bliss he grants and woe he lightens;

God is light and God is love,

2 Chance and change are busy ever

:

Worlds decay and ages move

;

But his mercy wanetli never :

God is light and God is love,

3 E'en the hour that darkest seemeth,

His unchanging goodness proves;

From the cloud his brightness streameth

;

God is light, and God is love.

Si - lent night! liallowed night? Land and deep si -lent sleep: Soft-ly glit.-ters bright Beth-Ifhem's star.

Silent tiight

(131)

Silent night ! hallowed night!

Ijand and deep silent sleep
;

Soltly glitters bright l^ethlehem's star,

Beck'ning Israel's eye from afar

Where the Saviour is born.

Silent night ! hallowed night

!

On the plain wakes the strain,

Sung by heavenly harbingers bright,

Fraught with tidings of boundless delight:

Christ the Saviour has come.

3 Silent night ! hallowed night

!

Earth, awake, silence break,

High your anthems of melody raise.

Heaven and earth in full chorus of praise:

Peace for ever shall reign.
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CHRISTMAS HYMN". 7s. double.

gF^F^M^ ^^^^
Bright audjojftil was the morn When tons a child was born; From the highest realms of heaven Un- to us a
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Son was given. On his shoulder he shall bear Pow'r and majesty—and wear On his ves-ture and his thi-gh,
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Names most awful-names most high. On his ves-ture and his thigh, Names most aw - ful—names most high

66.
3%e Wonderful."

(127)

1 Bright and joyful was the morn
When to us a child was born

;

From the highest realms of heaven

Unto us a Son is given.

2 On his shoulder he shall bear,

Pow'r and majesty—and wear

On his vesture and his thigh,

Names most awful—names most high.

3 Wonderful in counsel he,

Christ, th' incarnate Deity

;

Sire of ages ne'er to cease,

King of kings, and Prince of Peace.

4 Come and worship at his feet,

Yield to him the homage meet;

From his manger to his throne,

Homage due to God alone.

67.
" Clirist is horn in Bethlehem."

Luke ii. (126)

1 Hark ! the herald angels sing,'

" Glory to the new-born King !

Peace on earth and mercy mildj
God and sinners reconciled."

2 Joyful, all ye nations, rise

;

Join the triumphs of the skies
;

With th' angelic host proclaim,

Christ is born in Bethlehem."

3 See, he lays his glory by

;

Born that man no more may die;

Born to raise the sons of earth
j

Born to give them second birth.

4 Vailed in flesh the Godhead see

!

Hail th' incarnate Deity

!

Pleased as man with man to dwell,

Jesus, our Immanuel

!

5 Hail, the heaven-born Prince of Peace !

Hail, the Sun of Righteousness !

Light and life to all he brings,

Ris'n with healing in his wings.

6 Let us then with angels sing,

" Glory to the new-born King !

—

Peace on earth, and mercy mild
;

God and sinners reconciled !"
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BERKV. 8s, 78 & 4s.
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"Jehovah my strength.'

(115)

1 Guide me, thou great Jehovah,
Pilgrim through this barren land :

I am weak, but thou art mighty.

Hold me with thj' pow'rful hand

;

Bread of heaven,

Feed me till I want no more.

2 Open thou the crystal fountain,

Whence the healing waters flow;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar,

Lead me all my journey through;

Strong Deliv'rer,

Be thou still my strength and shield.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,

Bid the swelling stream divide;

Death of death, and hell's destruction,

Land me safe on Canaan's side;

Songs of praises

I will ever give to thee.

Lf(\ " Praise the King of heaven."
Oy. (101)

1 Praise, my soul, the King of heaven
;

To his feet thy tribute bring;

Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven.

Who like me his praise should sing ?

Praise him ! praise him !

Praise the everlasting King !

2 Praise him for his grace and favor

To our fathers in distress
;

Praise him, still the same for ever

:

Slow to chide, and swift to bless

;

Praise him I praise him !

Glorious in his faithfulness 1

Father-like he tends and spares us
;

Well our feeble frame he knows;
In his hands he gently bears us,

Rescues us from all our foes
;

Praise him ! praise him !

Widely as his mercy flows !

4 Angels, help us to adore him :

Ye behold him face to face

;

Sun and moon, bow down before him;
Dwellers all in time and space,

Praise him ! praise him !

Praise with us the God of "rajce !

(137)
^f\ Come and worship.

. Angels, from the realms of glory,

Wing your flight o'er all the earth,

Ye who sang creation's story.

Now proclaim Messiah's birth
;

Come and worship.

Worship Christ, the new-born King.

1 Shepherds, in the field abiding.

Watching o'er your flocks by night,

God with man is now residing,

Yonder shines the infant-light;

Come and worship.

Worship Christ, the new-born King.

J Sages, leave your contemplations,

Brighter visions beam afar
;

Seek the great Desire of nations
;

Ye have seen his natal star
;

Come and worship.

Worship Christ, the new-born King.
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FENNOR. lis & lOs, double.

-^-::fi '-^

%~-^-tMi ==^- ii^jiiii3iii£|Pi
liriflht est ami best of the sons of the moru-ing. Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thino

Slur of the east, the ho - ri - zoii a - durn-ing. Guide where ihc iu-fant Re - deem - er

D. C. An-gels. a - doi'e him, in slumber re - clin - ing. Ma- ker, and Mon-arcli, and Sav-iuur ot all.

line • aid :

)

is hiid.;

^-^vr-^^-P:-;P-^:^f?; r.--^-^.e:^-e--'e--:fL-- h s

on his cradle, the dew-drops are shin-ing, Low lies his head with the beasts of the stall;

.:p::ff:

t^=t2-

0-

71,
i?at7 <Ae 6Zesi mom.

(138)

Hail the blest morn ! when the great Mediator

Down from the regions of glory descends

!

Shepherds, go worship the babe in the manger

;

Lo ! for your guide the bright angel attends !

CHORUS.
Brightest and best of the sons of the morning,

Dawn on our darkness, and lend us thy aid:

Star of the East, the horizon adorning,

Guide where the infant Redeemer is laid.

2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shining.

Low lies his head with the beasts of the stall

:

Angels adore him in slumbers reclining,

Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all!

3 Say, shall we yield him in costly devotion,

Odors of Eden and ofF'rings divine;

Gems from the mountain, and pearls from the ocean,

Myrrh from the forest and gold from the mine ?

4 Vainly we oft'er earth's richest oblation.

Vainly with gold would his favor secure

;

Richer by far is the heart's adoration.

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.

72.
The day ofjiy.

(1284)

Wake thee, Zion ! thy mourning is ended
;

God—thine own God—hath regarded thy prayer :

Wake thee, and hail him in glory descended.

Thy darkness to scatter—thy wastes to repair.

Wake thee, Zion ! his spirit of power

To newness of life is awaking the dead;

Array thee in beauty and bring the glad hour

That brings thee salvation, through Jesus who bled.
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STONEFIELD. L. M.
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When list'ning thousands gathered round, And joy and gladness filled the place.

His teaching.

(141)

. How sweetly flowed the gospel sound

From lips of gentleness and grace,

When list'ningthousandsgather'd round,

And joy and gladness filled the place !

I Fromheav'n he came, of heav'nhe spoke,

To heaven he led his followers' way

;

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke,

Unvailing an immortal day.

\
" Come, wanderers, to my Father's home

;

Come, all ye weary ones, and rest :"

Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come.

Obey thee, love thee, and be blest.

7 A Bis miracles.
'

< ^, (145)

. Behold the blind their sight receive!

Behold the dead awake and live

!

The dumb speak wonders, and the lame

Leap like the hart, and bless his name !

' Thus doth the Holy Spirit own
And seal the mission of the Son

;

The Father vindicates his cause.

While he hangs bleeding on the cross.

He dies : the heav'ns in mourning stood
j

He rises by the power of God :

Behold the Lord ascending high,

No more to bleed, no more to die

!

Hence and for ever from my heart

I bid my doubts and fears depart

;

And to those hands my soul resign,

Which bears credentials so divine.

fT p' His example.
• O, (146)

1 My dear Redeemer and my Lord,

I read my duty in thy word;
But in thy life the law appears

Drawn out in living chai'acters.

2 Such was thy truth, and such thy zeal,

Such deference to thy Father's will,

Such love, and meekness so divine

;

I would transcribe and make them mine.

3 Cold mountains and the midnight air

Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer

;

The desert thy temptations knew,
Thy conflict and thy vict'ry too.

4 Be thou my pattern; make me bear
3Iore of thy gracious image here ;

'

Then God the judge shall own my name
Among the foll'wers of the Lamb.

" Be so toved the world."
John iii ; 16./ U, John iii; 16. (147)

1 Not to condemn the sons of men,
Did Christ, the Son of God appear

;

No weapons in his hands are seen.

No flaming sword, nor thunder there.

2 Such was the pity of our God,
He loved the race of man so well.

He sent his Son to bear our load

Of sins, and save our souls from hell.

3 Sinners, believe the Saviour's word;
Trust in his mighty name and live :

A thousand joys his lips afford.

His hands a thousand blessin<:rs give.
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LYONS. lOs & lis. Or, 58 & 6s,

Tho' troubles as-sail, and dangers affright, Tho' friends should all fail, and foes all u - uite,

I I I

Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide. The scriptures assure us, the Lord will provide.

' Jehovah Jireh."
Gen xxii : 14. (100)

1 Though troubles assail, and dangers affright,

Though friends should all fail, and foes all unite,

Yet one thing secures us, whatever betide.

The scriptures assure us, The Lord will provide.

2 We may, like the ships, by tempest be tossed

On perilous deeps but can not be lost;

Though Satan enrages the wind and the tide,

The promise engages. The Lord will provide.

3 No strength of our own, or goodness, we claim

;

But since we have known the Saviour's great name,
In this, our strong tower, for safety we hide

—

The Lord is our power—The Lord will provide.

4 When life sinks apace, and death is in view,

The word of his grace shall comfort us through
;

Not fearing or doubting, with Christ on our side,

We hope to die shouting, The Lord will provide.

78.

79.

(102)
God glorious.

1 Oh, worship the King all-glorious above,

And gratefully sing his wonderful love

—

Our shield and defender, the ancient of days.

Pavilioned in splendor and girded with praise.

2 Oh tell of his might, and sing of his grace,

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space.

His chariots of wrath the deep thundei'-clouds form,

And dark is his path on the wings of the storm.

' Preach the word,"
2TiM. iv: 2. I (474)

You servants of God, your Master proclaim.

And publish abroad his wonderful name

:

The name all victorious of Jesus extol:

His kingdom is glorious, and rules over all.

Christ ruleth on high, almighty to save :

And still he is nigh—his presence we have

:

The great congregation his triumph shall sing,

Ascribing salvation to Jesus our King.
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' O PRAISE YE THE LOBD." 10a & lis.

praise ye the Lord, prepare your glad voice, His prais'' 'n the {jrcat as - sera-bly to eing
;
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In their great Cre-a-tor let all men re-joice. And heirs of sal-va-tion be glad in their King
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80.

81.

" Oh praise, ye the Lord.'"

1 Oh praise ye the Lord, prepare your glad voice,

His praise in the great assembly to sing;

In their great Creator let all men rejoice,

And heirs of salvation be glad in their King.

2 Let them his great name devoutly adore,

In loud swelling strains his praises express

;

Who graciously opens his bountiful store,

Their wants to relieve, and his children to bless.

3 With glory adorned his people shall sing,

To God, who defence and plenty supplies

,

Their loud acclamations to him, their great King,

Through earth shall be sounded, and reach to the skies-

Oh tell me no more.

(841)

1 Oh tell me no more of this world's vain store

;

The time for such trifles with me now is o'er;

A country I've found where true joys abound.

To dwell I'm determined on that happy ground.

2 The souls that believe, in glory shall live,

And me in that number will Jesus receive

;

My soul, don't delay, he calls thee away.

Rise, follow the Saviour, and bless the glad day.

3 No mortal doth know what he can bestow

;

What light, strength and comfort—go after him, go;

Lo, onward I move to a city above.

None guesses how wondrous my journej' will prove.

4 Great spoils I shall win, from death, hell, and sin,

Midst outward afflictions, I feel Christ within,

And when I'm to die, receive me, I'll cry.

For Jesus has loved me, I can not tell why.

5 But this do I find, we two are so joined.

He'll not live in glory, and leave me behind,

So this is the race I'm running, through grace,

Henceforth till admitted to see my Lord's face.
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.

TEFIiIS
,
RATHER PAST

Be - hold, where, in

The vir - tues, all

QO "Be went about doing good.'"

(jZ, Acts x: as. (149)

1 Behold, where, in a mortal form,

Appears each grace divine
;

The virtues, all in Jesus met,

With mildest radiance shine.

To spread the rays of heavenly light,

To give the mourner joy,

To preach glad tidings to the poor,

Was his divine employ.

2 'Midst keen reproach, and cruel scorn,

Patient and meek he stood
;

Hia foes, ungi-ateful, sought his life;

He labored for their good.

In the last hour of deep distress.

Before his Father's throne,

With soul resigned, he bowed, and said,

''Thy will, not mine, be done !"

" He made himself of no reputation."

Phil, ii : 7. (155)83.

L He came not with his heavenly crown,

His scepter clad with power;

His coming was in feebleness.

The infant of an hour
;

An humble manger cradled, first,

The Virgin's holy birth,

And lowing herds surrounded there

The Lord of heaven and earth.

2 He came, not in his robes of wrath,

With arm outstretched to slay
;

But on the darkling paths of earth.

To pour celestial day
;

To guide in peace the wand' ring feet.

The broken heart to bind,

And bear upon the painful cross,

The sins of human kind.

And thou hast borne them,Saviour meek !

And therefore unto thee.

In humbleness and gratitude.

Our hearts shall oifered be
;

Our contrite hearts, an offering, Lord,

Which tho.u wilt not despise.

Our souls, our bodies, all be thine,

A livino; sacrifice !

C) A lead us grntfy on.

04. (773)

1 Father of love, our Guide and Friend,

Oh, lead us gently on.

Until life's trial time shall end,

And heavenly peace be won !

W^e know not what the path may be

As yet by us untrod
;

But we can trust our all to thee.

Our Father and our God !

2 If called, like Abraham's child, to climb

The hill of sacrifice,

Some angel may be there in time;

Deliverance shall arise :

Or, if some darker lot be good,

Oh, teach us to endure

The sorrow, pain, or solitude,

That make the spirit pure !
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OLIVE'S BROW. L. M.
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1 'Tis midnight ; and on Olive's brow
The star is dimm'd that lately shone

;

'Tis midnight; in the garden now,

The suff'ring Saviour prays alone.

2 'Tis midnight; and, from all remov'd,

The Saviour wrestles lone, with fears

;

E'en that disciple, whom he lov'd

Heeds not his Master's srief and tears.

'Tis midnight ; and for others' guilt.

The man of sorrows weeps in blood

;

Yet he that hath in anguish knelt

Is not forsaken by his God.

'Tis midnight; from the heavenly plains

Is borne the song that angels know;
Unheard by mortals are the strains

That sweetly soothe the Saviour's wo.

NIGHT "WITH EBON PINION."
-I- -<=i44^
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Christ, the ma-n of sorrows, In 8weat, and tears, and blood, Prostrate in the gar-den. Raised his voice to God>

0/» Clirist in the Gardtn.
OD (163)

2 Smitten for offenses

Which were not his own,

He. for our transgressions,

Had to weep alone.

No friend with words to comfort,

Nor hand to help, was there.

When the meek and lowly,

Humbly bowed in prayer.

Abba, Father, Father!

If indeed it may.

Let this cup of anguish,

Pass from me, I pray.

Yet, if it must be suffered,

By nie, thine only Son,

Abba, Father, Father,

J^et thy will be done.
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CALM. C. H. M.
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87.
The Lord is risen."

(186)

1 How calm and beautiful the morn
That gilds the sacred tomb

Where once the Crucified was borne,

And vailed in midnight gloom !

Oh ! weep no more the Saviour slain
;

The Lord is risen—he lives again.

2 Ye mourning saints! dry every tear

For your departed Lord
;

" Behold the place—he is not here;"

The tomb is all unbarred :

The gates of death were closed in vain :

The Lord is risen—he lives again.

3 Now cheerful to the house of prayer

Your early footsteps bend,

The Saviour will himself be there,

Your advocate and friend :

Once by the law your hopes were slain,

But now in Christ ye live again.

4 How tranquil now the rising day !

'Tis Jesus still appears,

A risen Lord to chase away,

Your unbelieving fears

:

Oh ! weep no more your comforts slain.

The Lord is risen—he lives again.

5 And when the shades of evening fall.

When life's last hour dra,ws nigh,—

•

If Jesus shine upon the soul,

How blissful then to die :

Since he has risen who once was slain.

Ye die in Christ to live attain.

88.
Agony in the Garden.

(165)

He knelt ; the Saviour knelt and prayed,

When but his Father's eye

Looked, through the lonely garden shade,

On that dread agony

;

The Lord of high and heavenly birth

Was bowed with sorrow unto death.

2 He knew them all,—the doubt, the strife

The faint, perplexing dread
;

The mists that hang o'er parting life

All darkened round his head

;

And the Deliverer knelt to pray,

Yet passed it not, that cup, away.

It passed not, though the stormy wave
Had sunk beneath his tread

;

It passed not, though to him the grave

Had yielded up its dead
;

But there was sent him from on high,

A gift of strength for man to die.

And was his mortal hour beset

With anguish and dismay ?

How may we meet our conflict yet

In the dark, narrow, way ?

How, but thro' him that path who trod :

Save, or we perish, Son of God."
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IT IS I, BE NOT AFRAID. 7s. 6 lines.
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Broth-er, on the troub-led deep, When the wild winds round you sweep. And the waves in mad-ness leap,

Listen— 'tis the voice that said, "It is I, be not a-fraid. It ia I, be • not a - traid.'

QQ "It is I, be not afraid."

1 Brother, on the troubled deep,

When the wild winds round you sweep,

And the waves in madness leap,

Listen, 'tis the voice that said

—

" It is I, be not afraid,

It is I be not afraid."

2 When the storm has died away,

And the sun with cheering ray.

Now illumes the prosperous way.

Trust, oh, trust in him who said

—

" It is I, be not afraid.

It is I be not afraid."

3 Brother, far away from home,

Restless as the wave's light foam,

When temptations round you come.

Pray for strength to him you said

—

" It is I, be not afraid.

It is I be not afraid."

4 Brother, when death draweth near,

And your spirit shrinks in fear

From its portals damp and drear,

Trust your soul to him who said—
" It is I, be not afraid,

It is I be not afraid.

(\f\ His example in suffering.

yu. (162)

1 GrO to dark Getbsemane,
Ye that feel the tempter's power

;

Your Redeemer's conflict see

;

Watch with him one bitter hour

:

Turn not from his griefs away

;

Learn of Jesus Christ to pray.

3

2 Follow to the judgment-hall

:

View the Lord of life arraigned

;

Oh, the wormwood and the gall !

Oh, the pangs his soul sustained !

Shun not suffering, shame, or loss;

Learn of him to bear the cross.

3 Calv'ry's mournful mountain climb;

There, adoring at his feet,

Mark that miracle of time,

God s own sacrifice complete

:

" It is finished," hear him cry

;

Learn of Jesus Christ to die.

91.
" Draw near with a true heart."

Heb. 10 : 22. (576

1 Holy Lord, our hearts prepare

For the solemn work of prayer
;

Grant that while we bend the knee,

All our thoughts may turn to thee;

Let thy presence here be found.

Breathing peace and joy around.

2 Lord, when we approach thy throne,

Make thy power and glory known :

Thus may we be taught to call

Humbly on the Lord of all.

And with reverence and fear

At thy footstool to appear.

3 1'each us, as we breathe our woes,

On thy promise to repose
;

All thy tender love to trace

In the Saviour's work of grace

;

And with confidence depend

Oq a gracious God and Friend.
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THE BETKAYAL. S. H. M.

The Betrayal.

(166)

Among the mountain trees,

The winds were whispering low,

And night's ten thousand harmonies

Were harmonies of woe
;

A voice of grief was on the gale,

It came from Kedron's gloomy vale.

It was the Saviour's prayer

That on the silence broke,

Imploring strength from heav'n to bear

The sin-avenging stroke.

As in Gethsemane he knelt,

And pangs unknown his bosom felt.

The fitful starlight shone

In dim and misty gleams,

KEDRON. lis.

Deep was his agonizing groan.

And large the vital streams

That trickled to the dewy sod,

While Jesus raised his voice to Grod.

The chosen three that staid.

Their nightly watch to keep.

Left him through sorrows deep to wade,

And gave themselves to sleep

:

Meekly and sad he pray'd alone
;

Strangely forgotten by his own.

Along the streamlet's banks
The reckless traitor came,

And heavy on his bosom sank

The load of guilt and shame
;

Yet unto them that waited nigh

He gave the Lamb of Grod to die.

1 Thou
Our
And

I ^
eet frliiling Ke-dron, by thy eil-ver stream

Saviuur would lin-ger in moonlight's soft beam
lose in thy mur-murs the toils of tlie day.

And by thy bright waters till midnight would stay,

Thou sweet gliding Kedron.

(167)

2 How damp were the vapors that fell on his head !

How hard was his pillow, how humble his bed!

The angels beholding, amaz'd at the sight.

Attended their Master with solemn delight.

3 Oh garden of Olives ! thou dear honor'd spot,

The fame of thy wonders shall ne'er be forgot

The theme most transporting to seraphs above,

The triumph of sorrow—the triumph of love !

4 Come, saints, and adore him ; come bow at his feet;

Oh give him the glory, the praise that is meet

;

Let joyful hosannas unceasing arise.

And join the full chorus that gladdens the skies !
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My Saviour! eve-r}' mounit'ul word, Ee-speaks thy soul's deep ag - o - ny.

(168)
QA The bitter cry.

1 From Calvary a cry was heard

—

A bitter and heart-rending cry:

My Saviour! every mournful word
Bespeaks thy soul's deep agony.

2 A horror of great darkness fell

On thee, thou spotless, holyOne!
And all the swarming hosts of hell

Conspired to tempt God's only Son.

3 The scourge, the thorns,the deep disgrace.

These thou could'st bear, nor once re-

But when Jehovah veiled his face, [pine;

Unutterable pangs were thine.

4 Let the dumb world its silence break;

Let pealing anthems rend the sky
;

Awake, my sluggish soul, awake!
He died that we might never die.

5 Lord ! on thy cross I fix mine eye
;

If e'er I lose its strong control,

Oh ! let that dying, piercing cry,

Melt and reclaim my wandering soul.

(171)
QX " Behold the Man."

. Bkiioi.d the Man ! how glorious he !

Before his foes he stands unawed,
And, without wrong or blasphemy,
He claims equality with God.

! Behold the Man ! by all condemned,
Assaulted by a host of foes;

PHs person and his claims contemn'd,
A Man of sufl'eriu}' and of woes.

3 Behold the Man ! he stands alone.

His foes are ready to devour;
Not one of all his friends will own

Their Master in this trying hour.

4 Behold the Man ! though scorn 'd below.

He bears the greatest name above ;

The angels at his footstool bow.
And all his royal claims approve.

Q/I? Darkness and light,

»-'*J. (172)

1 He dies, the friend of sinners dies !

Lo ! Salem's daughters weep around !

A solemn darkness vails the skies,

A sudden trembling shakes the ground.

2 Here's love and grief beyond degree :

The Lord of glory dies for men !

But, lo ! what sudden joys we see !

Jesus the dead revives again !

'6 The rising Lord forsakes the tomb !

(The tomb in vain forbids his rise !)

Cherubic legions guard him home,
And shout him welcome to the skies !

4 Break off your tears, you saints, and tell

How high our great deliv'rer reigns;

Sing how l;e spoil'd the hosts of hell.

And led the monster Death in chains.

5 Say, " Live for ever, wond'rous King I

Born to redeem, and strong to save I"

Then ask the monster, " Where's thy

sting ? [grave '{''

And where's thy vict'ry, boasting
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rki*y He conquered when he fell.

If / . (174)

1 We sing the Saviour's wond'rous death

—

He conquer'd when he fell :

'Tis finished, said his dying breath,

And shor»k the gates of hell.

2 'Tis finished, our Iramanuel cries,

The dreadful work is done

;

Hence shall his sov'reign throne arise,

His kingdom is begun.

3 His cross a sure foundation laid

For glory and renown,

When through the regions of the dead

He pass'd to reach the crown.

4 Raise your devotion, mortal tongues.

His praises to record
;

Sweet be the accents of your songs

To your victorious Lord.

5 Bright angels, strike your loudest strings,

Your sweetest voices raise
;

Let heav'u and all created things

Sound our Immanuel's praise !

(\C) His condescension.

yo. (173)

1 And did the holy and the just,

Tlie Sov'reign of the skies,

Stoop down to wretchedness and dust

That guilty man might rise !

2 Yes, the Redeemer left his throne,

His radiant throne on high
;

Surpassing mercy ! love unknown

!

To suffer, bleed, and die.

:$
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3 He took the dying rebel's place.

And suffer'd in our stead

;

For sinful man— wond'rous grace

For sinful man he bled !

Lord ! what heav'nly wonders dwell

In thy most precious blood ?

By this are sinners sav'd from hell.

And rebels brouo;ht to God.

(176)
QQ The dying penitent.

As on the cross the Saviour hung,
And groan'd, and bled, and died.

He look'd with pity on a wretch

That languish'd by his side.

2 The dying thief in Jesus saw
A majesty divine

;

While scoffing Jews around him stood,

And ask'd him for a sign !

3 The kingdom, Lord, is thine, he said

;

'Tis tlune o'er men to reign :

Thy wond'rous works thy lordship prove

;

These pains thy love proclaim :

Honors divine await thee soon,

A sceptre and a crown :

With shame thy foes shall yet behold

Thee seated on a throne.

Then, gracious Lord, remember me !

Is not forgiveness thine ?

My crimes have brought me to thy sidw,

Thy love brought thee to mine !
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1 f\r\ " Surely he hath home oiir griefs."

lUU. (177)

1 Oh sacred head, now wounded,
With grief and shame weighed down

—

Oh sacred brow, surrounded

With thorns, thine only crown :

Once on a throne of glory,

Adorned with light divine,

Now all despised and gory,

I joy to call the mine.

2 On me, as thou art dying.

Oh, turn thy pitying eye !

To thee for mercy crying.

Before thy cross I lie.

Thine, thine the bitter passion
;

Thy pain is all for me

;

Mine, mine the deep transgression

;

My sins are all on thee.

3 What language can I borrow
To praise thee, heav'nly Friend,

For all this dying sorrow,

Of all my woes the end ?

Oh, can I leave thee ever ?

Then do not thou leave me

;

Lord, let me never, never

Outlive my love to thee.

4 Be near when I am dying;

Then close beside me stand
;

Let me, while faint and sighing.

Lean calmly on thy hand :

These eyes, new faith receiving,

From thee shall never move,
For he who dies believing,

Dies safely—in thy love.

101.
TTie cross—" the power of God."

(543)

I SAW the cross of Jesus

When burdened with my sin
;

I sought the cross of Jesus

To give me peace within :

I brought my soul to Jesus
;

He cleans'd it in his blood

;

And in the cross of Jesus

I found my peace with God.

I love the cross of Jesus

—

It tells me what I am
;

A vile and guilty creature,

Saved only through the Lamb.
No righteousness, no merit,

No beauty can I plead
;

Yet in the cross I glory,

My title there I read.

I clasp the cross of Jesus

In ev'ry trying hour.

My sure and certain refuge.

My never-failing tower.

In every fear and conflict,

I more than conqueror am;
Living I'm safe, or dying.

Through Christ the risen Lamb.

Sweet is the cross of Jesus !

There let my weary heart

Still rest in peace and safety

Till life itself depart.

And then in strains of glory

I'll sing thy wondrous power,

Where sin can never enter,

And death is known no more.

These hymns may be sung to Webb. pg. 171.



38 Christ, Resurrection and Ascension.

BKIDGEWATEK.
Mndi'.rnti'.

L. M.
jiirKiernri-.f , ,

We
When we the sacred grave survey In which the Saviour deign'd to lie, We see fulfilled what

see fulfilled, etc. We see fulfilled what prophets say,And all the pow'r of death defy

prophets say, We sec fulfilled, etc. And all the pow'r of death de - fy.

^: ^ ^ l"^
SE:

^=^ =S=^=^ P^^il Sr- T

—

\—

r

102.
' He rose—according to the Scriptures."

lOOR. xv: i. (180)

1 When we the sacred grave survey,

In which the Saviour deign'd to lie,

We see fulfill'd what prophets say.

And all the pow'r of death defy.

2 This empty tomb shall now proclaim

How weak the bands of conquer'd death

Sure pledge that all who trust his name
Shall rise and draw immortal breath.

S Our surety freed declares us free,

For whose offenses he was seized :

In his release our own we see,

And joy to i^.es Jehovah pleas'd.

4 Jestis, once number'd with the dead.

Unseals his eyes to sleep no more;

And ever lives their cause to plead,

For whom the pains of death he bore.

5 Then, though in dust we lay our head,

Yet, gracious God, thou wilt not leave

Our flesh for ever with the dead.

Nor lose thy children in the grave !

' Lift up your heads, ye plates."

Psalm xxiv. (195)103.

Our Lord is risen from the dead,

Our Jesus is gone up on high
;

The pow'rs of hell are captive led,

Dragg'd to the portals of the sky.

There his triumphal chariot waits.

And angels chant the solemn lay
;

Lift up your heads, you heav'nly gates !

You everlasting doors, give way !

3 Loose all your bars of massy light,

And wide unfold the radiant scene !

He claims those mansions as his right

—

Receive the King of glory in !

4 Who is the King of glory?—Who?
The Lord, who all his foes o'ercame.

The world, sin, death, and hell o'erthrew,

And Jesus is the conqu'ror's name.

5 Lo ! his triumphal chariot waits.

And angels chant the solemn lay:

]jift up your heads, you heav'nly gates !

You everlasting doors, give way !

6 Who is the King of glory ?—Who ?

The Lord, of boundless might possess'd,

The King of saints and angels too,

Lord over all, fur ever blest,

TIte Lord of hosts, he is the King ofglory ^

(196)104;
1 Lift up your heads, ye gates ! and wide

Your everlasting doors display
;

Ye angel-guards, like flames divide,

And give the King of glory way.

Who is the King of glory ?—he.

The Lord omipotent to save

;

Whose own right arm, in victory, [grave.

Led captive death, and spoiled the

3 Lift up your heads, ye gates ! and high

Your everlasting portals heave
;

Welcome the King ofglory nigh : [ceive.

Him must the heaven of heavens re-

4 Who is the King of glory—who?
The Lord of hosts ; behold his name !

The kingdom, p(jwer, and honor due.

Yield him, ye saints, with glad acclaim!
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KENDELL. C. M.
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1 /^C Jl* </(«m </ia< look for him.
WjO, Heb. ix: 28.

1 Awake, you saints, and raise your eyes,

And raise your voices high
;

Awake, and praise that sov'reign love

That shows salvation nigh.

2 On all the wings of time it flies;

Each moment brings it near
;

Then welcome each declining day,

Welcome each closing year!

3 Not many years their round shall run,

Not many mornings rise,

Ere all its glories stand reveal'd

To our admiring eyes.

4 You wheels of nature, speed your course,

You mortal pow'rs, decay
;

Fast as you bring the night of death.

You bring eternal day.

1 f\r* " He halh begoUen us to a lively hxrpe."

lUD, 1 I'KTEfi: i3. (182)

1 Blessed be the everlasting God,

The Father of our Lord
;

Be his abounding mercy prais'd,

His majesty ador'd.

2 When from the dead he rais'd his Son,

And call'd him to the sky,

He gave our souls a lively hope

That they should never die.

3 What though the first man's sin requires

Our flesh to see the dust;

Yet, as the ]jord our Saviour rose,

So all his foU'wers must.

4 There's an inheritance divine,

Reserv'd against that day
;

'Tis uncorrupted, undefiled,

And can not fade away !

5 Saints by the pow'r of God are kept,

Till the salvation come
;

We walk by faith as strangers here,

Till Christ shall take us home.

Now is Christ risenfrom the dead."
1 Cor. XV. 20. (183)107.

"

1 Blest morning ! whose young dawning
Beheld our rising Lord

;
[rays

That saw him triumph o'er the dust.

And leave his dark abode.

'2 In the cold prison of a tomb
The great Redeemer lay,

Till the revolving skies had brought

The third, th' appointed day.

3 Hell and the grave unite their force

To hold our Lord, in vain;

The sleeping Conqueror arose.

And burst their feeble chain.

4 To thy great name, almighty Lord,

These sacred hours we pay
;

And loud hosannas shall proclaim

The triunq)h of the day.

5 Salvation and immortal praise

To our victorious King ! [seas,

Let heaven, and earth, and rocks, and

With glad hosannas ring.
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IiABAN. 8. M.

The Lord is risen in-deed !" Then is his work per-formed ; The might -y Cap-tive

now is freed, And death,our foe disarmed

P
(187)

1 /^Q Redemption completed.

" The Lord is risen indeed !"

Then is his work performed

;

The mighty captive now is freed,

And death, our foe, disarmed.

" The Lord is risen indeed !"

He lives to die no more
;

He lives, his people's cause to plead,

Whose curse and shame he bore.

" The Lord is risen indeed !"

The grave has lost its prey :

With him is risen the ransomed seed,

To reign in endless day.

The Lord is risen indeed !"

—

Attending angels ! hear

;

Up to the courts of heaven, with speed,

The joyful tidings bear.

5 Then wake your golden lyres,

And strike each cheerful chord;

Join, all ye bright, celestial choirs !

To sins: our risen Lord.

" iSeen ofangeU."
1 Tim. iii : 16. (269)109.

1 Beyond the starry skies,

Far as th' eternal hills,

Yon heaven of heavens, with living light,

Our great Redeemer fills.

2 Around him angels fair,

In countless armies shine
j

And ever, in exalted lays.

They offer songs divine.

3 " Hail Prince of life !" they cry,

" Whose unexampled love,

Moved thee to quit these glorious realms

And royalties above."

AYLESBURY. S. M.
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ten-tial grief Flow forth from every eye.

"I 1 r\ " He beheld the city and wept over it."

IIU, Luke xix: 41. (161)

1 Did Christ o'er sinners weep,

And shall our cheeks be dry ?

Let floods of penitiential grief

Flow forth from ev'ry eye.

2 The Son of God in tears,

The wond'ring angels see
;

Be thou astonish'd, Oh my soul,

He shed those tears for thee,
j

3 He wept that we might weep.

Each sin demands a tear.

In heav'n alone no sin is found

And ther^-'s no weeping there.
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LloCHBR. H. M.
lUnderi,tt. ^ ,
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(188)
111 " -^''"'" reigning Son of God."

1 Yes, the Redeemer rose :

The Saviour left the dead,

And o'er his hellish foes

High raised his conqu'ring head :

In wild dismay,

The guards around
Fall to the ground,

And sink away.

2 Lo Lthe angelic bands
In full assembly meet,

To wait his high commands,
And worship at his feet

:

Joyful they come.

And wing their way
From realms of day

To Jesus' tomb.

3 Then back to heav'n they fly,

The joyful news to bear;

Hark ! as they soar on high
What music fills the air :

Their anthems say,

Jesus who bled

Has left the dead

—

He rose to-day I

4 You mortals, catch the sound,

Redeem'd by him from hell,

And send the echo round
The globe on which you dwell

:

Transported cry,

Jesus who bled

Has left the dead
No more to die !

5 All hail ! triumphant Lord,

Who sav'd us by thy blood;

Wide be thy name ador'd,

Thou reigning Son of God !

With thee we rise.

With thee we reign,

And kingdoms gain

Beyond the skies.

1 1 O "Gird on thy swnrd, most mighty !"

I I/O, Psalm 45: 3. (609)

1 Gird on thy conquering sword.

Ascend thy shining car,

And march, almighty Lord !

To wage thy holy war,

Before his wheels, in glad surprise,

Ye valleys, rise, and sink, ye hills.

2 Fair truth and smiling love.

And injured righteousness.

Under thy banners move.
And seek from thee redress

;

Thou in their cause shalt prosperous ride,

And far and wide dispense thy laws.

3 Before thine awful face

Millions of foes shall fall.

The captives of thy grace

—

The grace that captures all.

The world shall know,great King of kings,

What wondrous 4;hings thine arm can do.

4 Here to my willing soul

Bend thy triumphant way;
Here every foe control,

And all thy power display;

My heart, thy throne, blest Jesus ! see,

Bows low to thee, to thee alone.
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HENDON, 7s.
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leaves the tomb Glow-iuo; vvithim-mor-tal bloom. Glowing with immortal bloom.

•| 1 Q T/ie sfone roHed away.
llO. (189)

1 Angels, roll the rock away;

Death ! yield up thy mighty prey;

See ! the Saviour leaves the tomb,

Glowing with immortal bloom.

2 Hark ! the wondering angels raise

Louder notes of joyful praise :

Let the earth's remotest bound
Echo with the blissful sound.

3 Now, ye saints ! lift up your eyes,

See him high in glory rise !

Ranks of angels, on the road,

Hail him—the incarnate God.

4 Heaven unfolds its portals wide.

See the Conqueror through them ride

!

King of glory ! mount thy throne

—

Boundless empire is thine own.

5. Praise him, ye celestial choirs !

Tune, and sweep your golden lyres :

Raise, earth I your noblest songs.

From ten thousand thousand tongues.

m" Christ, thefirst fruits.'"

(190)

1 Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day !

Sons of men and angels say :

Raise your joys and triumphs high :

Sing, ye heavens ! thou earth reply !

2 Love's redeeming work is done.

Fought the fight, the battle won :

Lo ! our Sun's eclipse is o'er;

Lo ! he sets in blood no more.

3 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal

—

Christ hath burst the gates of hell

;

Death in vain forbids his rise,

Christ hath opened paradise.

4 Lives again our glorious King !

Where, Death, is now thy sting?

Once he died, our souls to save :

Where's thy victory, boasting grave ?

5 Soar we now where Christ hath led,

Following our exalted Head:
Made like him, like him we rise,

Ours the cross, the grave, the skies!

6 Kintr of glory, Fount of bliss,

Everlasting life is this :

Thee to know, thy power to prove,

Thus to sing, and thus to love.

1 1 K The Resurrection.

llO. (191)

1 Morning breaks upon the tomb,

Jesus scatters all its gloom
;

Day of triumph through the skies

—

See the glorious Saviour, rise !

2 Ye who are of death afraid.

Triumph in the scattered shade

;

Drive your anxious cares away

;

See the place where Jesus lay !

3 Christian ! dry your flowing tears,

Chase your unbelieving fears;

Look on his deserted grave

;

Doubt no more his power to save.
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MARTYN. 7s. Double.

Ma - ry to the Sa- viour's tomb Hast- ed at the ear - ly
Spice slic brought aud sweet per-tuine, But the Lord slie loved had

D.C. Trem-blintc, wliile a crys - tal flood Is - sued from her weep- ing

:£ -Si ^ „:^ -r -^: f- .
-fs*-

-%-%[* Mary at the tomb.

110. (192)

1 Mary to the Saviour's tomb
Hasted at the early dawn

;

Spice she brought, and sweet perfume,

But the Lord she loved had gone :

For a-while she lingering stood,

Filled with sorrow and surprise
;

Trembling, while a crystal flood

Issued from her weeping eyes.

2 Jesus who is always near,

Though too often unperceived,

Came her drooping heart to cheer,

Kindly asking why she grieved :

Though at first she knew him not,

When he called her by her name,

She her heavy griefs forgot.

For she found him still the same.

3 And her sorrows quickly fled.

When she heard his welcome voice;

Christ had risen from the dead,

Now he bids her heart rejoice :

What a change his word can make

—

Turning darkness into day;

You who weep for Jesus' sake.

He will wipe your tears away.

117
What eouM have been done."

IsMAH 5 : 4. (305)

What could your Redeemer do

More than he has done for you ?

To procure your peace with Grod,

Could he more than shed his blood?

After all this flow of love,

All his drawings from above.

Why will you your Lord deny ?

Why will vou resolve to die?

2 Turn, he cries, sinner, turn !

By his life your God hath sworn
He would have you turn and live,

He would all the world receive •

If your death were his delight.

Would he thus to life invite ?

Would he ask, beseech and cry,

Why will you resolve to die ?

3 Sinners, turn, while God is near!

He has left you naught to fear

;

Now, e'en now, your Saviour stands

All day long he spreads his hands:
Cries, " You will not happy be,

No, you will not come to me

:

Me who life to none deny

—

Why will you resolve to die ?"

118.

1 When along life's thorny road.

Faints the soul beneath the load,

By its cares and sins oppressed,

Finds on earth no peace or rest;

When the wily tempter's near.

Filling us with doubts and fear;

Jesus, to thy feet we flee

;

Jesus, we will look to thee.

2 Mighty to redeem and save,

Thou hast overcome the grave

;

Thou the bars of death hast riven,

Opened wide the gate of heaven :

Soon in glory thou shalt come.

Taking us, thy pilgrims, home :

Jesus, then wc hll shall be

Ever, ever, Lord, with thee I
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1 1 O " fle hath abolished death."
11*7, 2 Tim. i: 10.

1 The angels that watched round the tomb
Where low the Redeemer was laid,

When deep in mortality's gloom
He hid for a season his head

;

2 That veil'd their fair face while he slept,

And ceas'd their sweet harps to employ,

Have witness'd his rising and swept

The chords with the triumphs of joy_

3 You saints, who once languish'd below,

But long since have enter'd your rest,

I pant to be glorified too,

To lean on Immanuel's breast.

4 The grave in which Jesus was laid

Has buried my guilt and my fears

;

And while I contemplate its shade,

The light of his presence appears.

5 Oh sweet is the season of rest.

When life's weary journey is done I

The blush that spreads over its west.

The last ling'ring ray of its sun !

6 Though dreary the empire of night,

I soon shall emerge from its gloom,

And see immortality's light

Arise on the shades of the tomb.

7 Then welcome the last rending sighs.

When these aching heart strings shall

break.

When death shall extinguish these eyes,

And moisten with dew the pale cheek.

8 No terror the prospect begets,

I am not mortality's slave,

The sunbeam of life, as it sets,

Paints a rainbow of peace on the grave.

120.
" The darkness is passed."

1 John ii . 8. (194)

Behold, the bright morning appears,

And Jesus revives from the grave;

His rising removes all our fears.

And shows him almighty to save.

How strong were his tears and his cries.

The worth of his blood how divine !

How perfect was his sacrifice.

Who rose though he suffered for sin.

The man that was crowned with thorns,

The man that on Calvary died,

The man that bore scourging and scorns,

Whom sinners agreed to deride

—

4 Now blessed for ever is made.

And life has rewarded his pain

;

Now glory has crowu6d his head
;

[slain.

Heav'n sings of the Lamb that was

5 Believing, we share in his joy
;

By faith, we partake in his rest

;

With this we can cheerfully die.

For with him we hope to be blest.

1 Q 1 " Thefirst and the last."

1^1. Rev. i: 11. (658)

1 This Lord is the Lord we adore.

Our faithful unchangeable friend.

Whose love is as large as his power.

And neither knows measure nor end.

2 'Tis Jesus, the First and the Last,

Whose Spirit shall guide us safe home
j

We'll praise him for all that is past,

And trust him for all that's to come.
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lUiuBDIN. 7s. 63. & 7s.
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1 Burst, ye *mer-ald gates, and bring To my rap-tured vis - i<in \
th'ec-8tat - ic joys that sprxg Ronnji_ the bright e - ly - sian ; J Lo! we lift our

1 OO Psalm 45.

iZZ, (202)

2 Floods of everlasting light

Freely flash before him
;

Myriads, with supreme delight,

Instantly adore him

;

Trumpets loud resound his fame

;

Lutes of lucid gold proclaim

All the music of his name
;

Heaven resounding with the theme.

NASHVILLE. L.P.M.

Hark ! the thrilling symphonies
Seem, methinks, to seize us

;

Join we too the holy lays

—

Jesus, Jesus, Jesus

!

Sweetest sound in seraph's song,

Sweetest note on mortal tongue,

Sweetest carol ever sung

—

Jesus, Jesus, flow along.

^^^^^^^^^^^. ^ ^^335
1. I love the TOl- nrae of thy word; What light and joy thoie leaves af-ford ŝouls be- uisht- ed

idEdd^^^^E^^^g^ii^^^^^E 1g^
and distressed ! /Thy precepts guide my doubt-ful

(Thy fear for- bids my feet to i

'•I

^- fe

way,
itray, / Thy promise

-(=2-

leads my heart to rest.

S=^ mE^ 4=:

1 QQ " Tht entrance of thy word giveth light."

iZD, Psalm 119 . 130. (8)

[eyes,

2 Thy threatenings wake my slumbering

And warn me where my danger lies

;

But 'tis thy blessed gospel. Lord,

That makes my guilty conscience clean,

Converts my soul subdues my sin,

And gives a free, but large reward.

124.
""^'•^^^-

(72)

1 I'll praise my maker while I've breath,

And when my voice is lost in death.

Praise shall employ my nobler powers ;

My days of praise shall ne'er be past,

While life and thought and being last.

And immortality endures.

2 Happy the man whose hopes rely

On Israel's God : he made the sky,

And earth,and seas, with all their train.

His truth for ever stands secure :

He saves th' oppressed, he feeds the poor,

And none shall find his promise vain.

3 The Lord pours eyesight on the blind
;

The Lord supports the fainting mind,

He sends the laboring conscience

He helps the stranger in distress, [peace;

The widow and the fatherless,

And grants the prisoner sweet release.
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CORONATION. C. M.

All hail the power of Jesus' name ! Let angels prostrate fall ; Bring forth the royal diadem,

^^^^^
ag

And crown him Lord of all ; Bring forth the royal di-a-dem, And crown hira Lord of all.

5«=p: -^=^ -P » ^^^-«- iS^

125, (203)

1 All hail the power of Jesus' name !

Let angels prostrate fall

;

Bring forth the royal diadem,

And crown him Lord of all.

2 Crown him, you martyrs of our God,
Who from his altar call;

Extol the stem of Jesse's rod.

And crown him Lord of all.

3 You chosen seed of Israel's race,

A remnant weak and small,

Hail him who saves you by his grace,

And crown him Lord of all.

4 You Gentile sinner's ne'er forget

The wormwood and the gall
;

Go, spread your trophies at his feet

And crown him Lord of all.

5 Babes, men, and sires, who know his love.

Who feel your sin and thrall.

Now join with all the ho-^ts above,

And crown him Lord of all.

6 Let every kindred, every tribe,

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

7 Oh that with yonder sacred throng

We at his feet may fall !

We'll join the everlasting song,

And crown him Lord of all.

'i^lK " 'S^'* "">w "' ""^V right hand."
IZO. (204)

1 Jesus, our Lord, ascend thy throne,

And near thy Father sit

:

In Zion shall thy power be known.
And make thy foes submit.

1 What wonders shall thy gospel do !

Thy converts shall surpass

The num'rous drops of morning dew,
And own thy saving grace.

> Jesus, our Priest, for ever lives.

To plead for us above
;

Jesus, our King, for ever gives

The blessings of his love.

[ God shall exalt his glorious head,

And his high throne maintain
;

Shall strike the powers and princes dead,

Who dare oppose his reign.

127.

. Blest Jesus ! when my soaring thoughts

O'er all thy graces rove, '~

How is my soul in transport lost,

—

In wonder, joy, and love !

1 Not softest strains can charm my ears,

Like thy beloved name

;

Nor aught beneath the skies inspire

My heart with equal flame.

1 Where'er I look, my wondering eyes

Unnumbered blessings see

;

But what is life, with all its bliss.

If once compared with thee ?

4 Hast thou a rival in my breast ?

Search, Lord, for thou canst tell

If aught can raise my passions thus,

Or please my soul so well.
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MASON'S CHANT. C. M.

W=^ :^:

5^i=^£i?s
Oh, for a thousand tongues to sing My dear Redeemer's praise!

.C2L ^. . .^. ^. H*. -^- K?: -C2- -f=2- ^ M. .(=^ ^-m- -^=2.
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128.

1 Oh ! for a thousand tongues to sing

My dear Redeemer's praise !

The glories of my God and King,

The triumphs of his grace

!

2 My gracious Master and my God

!

Assist me to proclaim,

To spread, thro' all the earth abroad,

The honors of thy name.

3 Jesus—the name that calms my fears,

That bids my sorrows cease
;

'Tis music to my ravished ears
;

'Tis life, and health, and peace,

4 Hosanna to the Lord be given

In loudest, noblest strains !

Hosanna in the highest heaven !

Our great Redeemer reigns !

I OO " Worthy the Lamb."
1-^y. (206)

1 Come, let us join our cheerful songs
With angels round the throne

;

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues,

But all their joys are one.

2 Worthy the Lamb that died, they cry,

To be exalted thus

!

Worthy the Lamb, our lips reply,

For he was slain for us

!

3 Jesus is worthy to receive

Honor and pow'r divine
;

And blessings more than we can give,

Be, Lord, for ever thine

(230)

4 Let all who dwell above the sky,

On earth, in air, and seas,

Conspire to lift thy glories high.

And speak thy endless praise.

5 The whole creation join in one,

I'o bless the sacred name
Of him who sits upon the throne,

And to adore the Lamb.

1 QA " They'shall speak ofthe glory:'
10\J, Psalm cxlv: 11.

1 Come, you that love the Saviour's name,
And joy to make it known,

The Sov'reign of your heart proclaim,

And bow before his throne.

2 Behold your King, your Saviour, crown'd
With glories all divine

;

And tell the wond'ring nations round
How bright these glories shine.

3 Infinite power and boundless grace

In him unite their rays

;

You that have seen his lovely face,

Can you forbear his praise .''

4 When in the earthly courts we view
The beauties of our king.

We long to love as angels do,

And wish like them to sing.

5 And shall we long and wish in vain?
Lord, teach our songs to rise !

Thy love can animate our strain,

And bid it reach the skies.

6 Oh for the day, the glorious day

!

When heav'n and earth shall raise,

With all their powers, the raptur'd lay.

To celebrate thy praise.
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AMI. 88, 7s & 4s,

Bnld and spirited.

-—HI I
'I \ \

'^
I

Look, ye saints— the sight is glor-ious; See the Man of Sor-rows, now; )

From the fight re-turued vie - to - rious, Eve-ry knee to him sliall bow
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1

" ^ire<7 of Icings."

10l» Rev. x-ix: 16. (207)

. Look, ye saints;—the sight is glorious;

—

See the Man of Sorrows now

;

From the fight returned victorious :

Every knee to him shall bow.

Crown him ! crown him !

Crowns become the Victor's brow.

1 Crown the Saviour ! angels, crown him
Rich the trophies Jesus brings

;

In the seat of power enthrone him,

While the heavenly concert rings.

Crown him I crown him !

Crown the Saviour King of kings.

) Sinners in derision crowned him,

Mocking thus the Saviour's claim
;

Saints and angels ! crowd around him,

Own his title, praise his name.

Crown him ! crown him !

Spread abroad the Victor's name.

I Hark ! those bursts of acclamation !

Hark ! those loud triumphant chords

Jesus takes the highest station
;

Oh, what joy the sight affords !

Crown him ! crown him !

King of kings, and Lord of lords.

2 God in Christ reveals his presence,

Throned upon the mercy-seat

:

Saints, rejoice ! and sinners, tremble !

Each prepare his God to meet:
Lowly, lowly.

Bow adoring at his feet

Hail him here with songs of praises,

Him with prayers of faith surround
;

Hearken to his glorious gospel.

While the preacher's lips expound

;

Blessed, blessed.

They who know the joyful sound.

Though the heaven, and heaven of heav-
Oh thou Great Unsearchable ! [ens,

Are too mean to comprehend thee,

Thou with man art pleased to dwell

;

Welcome, welcome.

God with us, Immanuel.

(316)

" The Lord is in his holy temple."

IUb. ii: 20.132.
. God is in his holy temple,

All the earth keep silence here

;

Worship him in truth and spirit,

Reverence him with godly fear

;

Holy, hol;y,

Lord of hosts, our Lord, appear.

(711)

1 QO " Ttii voice of mercy."

1 Hear, Oh, sinner ! mercy hails you,

Now with sweetest voice she calls

;

Bids you haste to seek the Saviour,

—

Ere the hand of Justice falls :

Trust in Jesus

;

'Tis the voice of mercy calls.

2 Haste, Oh sinner ! to the Saviour,

—

Seek his mercy, while you may

;

Soon the day of grace is over
;

Soon your life will pass away !

Haste to Jesus

;

You must perish, if you stay.
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DUKE STREET
Boldly.

li. M.

ill
King Jesus, reign for ev - er

'Eiza L-

lore, Un-ri-val'd in thy courts a - bove;

m
^\'hile we, with all thy saints, a - dore The wonders of re-deem-ing love.

.^-^- .<^

1 Q 1 " ^/ '"^* kingdom there shall be no end."
lO^l. LUKB i: 3a. (208)

1 King Jesus, reign for evermore,

Unrival'd in thy courts above
;

While we, with all thy saints adore

The wonders of redeeming love.

2 No other Lord but thee we'll know,
No other power but thine confess

;

We'll spread thine honors while below,

And heaven shall hear us shout thy

grace.

3 We'll sing along the heav'nly road
That leads us to thy blest abode

;

Till with the vast unnumbered throng
We join in heav'n's triumphant song

—

4 Till with pure hands and voices sweet,

We cast our crowns at Jesus' feet,

And sing of everlasting love

Id everlasting strains above.

" AU nations ahall serve kim.'
Psalm Ixxii: 11.1»jO, Psalm Ixxii: 11. (209)

1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun
Does his successive journeys run

;

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

2 For him shall endless prayer be made,
And praises throng to crown his head

;

His name like sweet perfume shall rise.

With every morning sacrifice.

3 People and realms of everv tongue
Dwell on his love with sweetest song

;

And infant voices shall proclaim
Their early blessings on his name.

4

4 Blessings abound where'er he reigns
;

The prisoner leaps to loose his chains,

The weary find eternal rest.

And all the sons of want are blest.

5 Where he displays his healing power,
Death and the curse are known no more;
In him the tribes of Adam boast

More blessings than their fother lost.

6 Let every creature rise, and bring
Peculiar honors to our King

;

Angels descend with songs again,

And earth repeat the long Amen.

1 Ofi " Let the whole earth he filled with his gloru."
lOU, Psalm Ixxii: 19. (213)

1 Great God ! whose universal sway
The known and unknown worlds obey,

Now give the kingdom to thy Son
;

Extend his power, exalt his throne.

2 Thy scepter well becomes his hands

;

All heaven submits to his commands
;

His justice shall avenge the poor.

And pride and rage prevail no more.

3 The heathen lands, that lie beneath
The shades of overspreading death,

Revive at his first dawning light

;

And desserts blossom at the sight.

4 The saints shall flourish in his days,

Dressed in the robes of joy and praise
;

Peace, like a river, from his throne

Shall flow to nations yet unknown.
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SESSIONS.
Eamesthj.

L. M.

r i«^

Now be ray heart inspired to sing

-^
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The glories of my Saviour Kingj
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He comes with blessings from above, And wins the na tions to his love.

iigllli :»=^: irss:

-w <-)ry " ^u heart is inditing a good matter."

lO/. Psalm xlv:l. (211)

1 Now be my heart inspired to sing

The glories of my Saviour King
;

He comes with blessings from above,

And wins the nations to his love.

2 Thy throne, Lord, for ever stands;

Grace is the scepter in thy hands
;

Thy laws and works are just and right,

But truth and mercy thy delight.

3 Let endless honors crown thy head
3

Let every age thy praises spread
;

Let all the nations know thy word,

And every tongue confess thee Lord.

' Iknoxv that my Redeemer liveth."

Job xix : 2o. (212)138.

1 He lives! the great Redeemer lives!

What joy the blest assurance gives !

And now, before his Father, God,

Pleads the full merit of his blood.

2 Repeated crimes awake our fears.

And justice armed with frowns appears;

But in the Saviour's lovely face

Sweet mercy smiles and all is peace.

3 In every dark, distressful hour,

When sin and Satan join their power,

Let this dear hope repel the dart,

That Jesus bears us on his heart.

4 Great Advocate, almighty Friend !

On him our humble hopes depend

;

Our cause can never, never fail.

For Jesus pleads and must prevail.

" The Lord is King."
(214)139.

1 The Lord is King I lift up thy voice,

Oh earth, and all ye heavens, rejoice !

From world to world the joy shall ring :

" The Lord omnipotent is King!"

2 The Lord is King ! who then shall dare

Resist his will, distrust his care ?

Holy and true are all his ways :

Let every creature speak his praise.

1 /I rx "Be hath the keys of hell and of death."

IH^yj, IlEv.i: 18. (218)

1 Hail to the Prince of Life and Peace,

Who holds the keys of death and hell
j

The spacious world unseen is his,

The sov'reign power becomes him well.

2 In shame and anguish once he died;

But now he lives for ever more

;

Bow down, you saints, around his seat,

And all you angel bands adore.

Live, live for ever, glorious Lord,

To crush thy foes and guard thy friends,

While all thy chosen tribes rejoice

That thy dominion never ends.

Worthy thy hand to hold the keys^

Guided by wisdom and by love;

Worthy to rule our mortal lives,

O'er worlds below and worlds above.

For ever reign, victorious King ! [known,

Wide through the earth thy name b«

And call our longing souls to sing

Sublimer anthems near thy throne.
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PATHWAY. L. M.

m ^
f ^ :;^==»: ^

I know that my Kedeem-er lives; What comfort this sweet sentence give« !^ ^E^f: 'g^'gr =gT
r I* r-

U ^^ =p=r

He lives, he lives who once was dead, He lives, my ev - er - last - ing head.

-g f^

1*1 " My Redeemer Hveth."

41, JoBxix::;5. (219)

1 I KNOW that my Redeemer lives
;

What comfort this sweet sentence gives!

He lives, he lives who once was dead,

He lives, my ever-living head !

2 He lives to bless me with his love,

He lives to plead fur me above,

He lives my hungry soal to feed,

He lives to bless in time of need.

3 He lives to grant me rich supply.

He lives to guide me with his eye,

He lives to comfort me when faint,

He lives to hear my soul's complaint.

4 He lives, my kind, wise, heav'nly friend,

He lives, and loves me to the end
;

He lives, and while he lives I'll sing,

He lives, my Prophet, Priest, and King I

5 He lives, and grants me daily breath
;

He lives, and I shall conquer death;

He lives my mansion to prepare.

He lives to bring me safely there.

6 He lives, all glory to his name !

He lives, my Jesus, still the same!

Oh the sweet joy the sentence gives

—

I know that my Redeemer lives

!

PitAVER. C. M.

Jesus, tlioa art the sinner's friend ; As such I look to thee ; Now, in the fullness of thy love, OLord, remember me!

-| /4 O " RemeTnher me."

l4Z. (241)

1 Jesus, thou art the sinner's friend;

As such I look to thee;

Now, in the fullness of thy love,

Oh Lord, remember me !

2 Remember thy pure word of grace.

Remember Calvary;

Remember all thy promises.

And then remember me.

3 Thou mighty Advocate with God !

I yield myself to thee
;

While thou art sitting on thy throne,

Lord, remember me !

4 I own I'm guilty—own I'm vile

;

Yet th}' salvation's free
;

Then, in thy all abounding grace;

Oh Lord, remember me !

5 Howe'er forsaken or distressed,

Howe'er oppress'd I be,

Howe'er afflicted here on earth.

Do thou remember me !

6 And when I close my eyes in death.

And creature helps all flee.

Then, Oh my great Redeemer, Lord,

I pray remember me !



52 Christ. His Mediatorial Reign.

VICTORY. c. M.

Thou dear Re-deem-er, dy - ing Lamb, I love to hear of thee ; No mu-sic's like thy
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charming name, Nor half so sweet can be, Nor half so sweet can be, Nor half so sweet can be.

1 /I *> " Tkou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb."
14»), (231)

1 Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb,
I love to hear of thee;

No music's like thy charming name,
Nor half so sweet can be.

2 Oh, may I ever hear thy voice

In mercy to me speak
;

In thee, my Priest, will I rejoice,

And thy salvation seek.

3 My Jesus shall be still my theme.

While on this earth I stay
;

I'll sing my Jesus' lovely name,
When all things else decay.

'i A A " -^ merciful and faithful High Priest."

l^^r. Heb. ii: 17. (233)

1 Come, let us join in songs of praise

To our ascended Priest;

He enter'd heav'n with all our names
Engraven on his breast.

2 On earth he wash'd our guilt away
By his atoning blood

;

Now he appears before the throne.

And pleads our cause with God.

3 What though while here we oft must feel

Temptation's keenest dart.

Our tender High Priest feels it too,

And will appease the smart.

4 Oloth'd with our nature still, he knows
The weakness of our frame.

And how to shield us from the foes

Which he himself o'ercame.

5 Nor time nor distance e'er shall quench
The fervor of his love

;

For us he died in kindness here,

For us he lives above.

6 Oh may we ne'er forget his grace.

Nor blush to wear his name !

Still may our hearts hold fast his faith,

Our lips his praise proclaim !

145.
" Consider—the High Priest."

Heb. iii: 1. (235)

1 Now let our cheerful eyes survey

Our great High Priest above,

And celebrate his constant care

And sympathetic love.

2 Though rais'd to heav'n's exalted throne
where angels bow around,

And high o'er all the hosts of light,

With matchless honors crown'd

—

3 The names of all his saints he bears,

Deep graven on his heart

;

Nor shall the weakest Christian say

That he has lost his part.

4 Those characters shall fair abide,

Our everlasting trust,

When gems, and monuments, and crowns
Have molder'd down to dust.

5 So, gracious Saviour, on my breast

May thy lov'd name be worn,

A sacred ornament and guard.

To endless a<;es borne
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HARVEY'S CHANT. C. M.
Animated.

i^^s^^gi^ii^^^^
1 Be - liold the glo-ries of the Lamb, A - midst his Father's throne; Prepare new honors

May end here. \\ CODA. When sung—firm.
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for his name, And songs be - fore un-known. And songs be - fore uu known.
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1 4 ^" Worthy is thr. Lamb that was slain."

1^0 Rev. v. 12. (236)

2 Let elders worship at his feet,

The church adore around,

With vials full of odors sweet,

And harps of sweeter sound.

3 Now to the Lamb that once was slain,

Be endless blessings paid

;

SWEET. C. M,
Animated.

Salvation, glory, joy, remain

For ever on thy head !

4 Thou hast redeem'd our souls with blood,

Hast set the pris'ners free.

Hast made us kings and priests to God,
And we shall reign with thee.

^ "T^^t ,̂^^^ 9-^
1 With joy we med - i - tate the grace Of our High Priest bove

;

g^^^n^ m^E^^E^e
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His heart is full of ten • der - ness. His bo - som glows with love.

^ ^^ E^ f-i-S^ =*: ^m 1
~t A'7 Christ a *' merciful High PriesV
X X I « (228)

2 Touched with a sympathy within,

He knows our feeble frame
;

He knows what sore temptations mean.
For he has felt the same.

3 He, in the days of feeble flesh,

Poured out his cries and tears,

And in his measure feels afresh

What every member bears.

4 Then let our humble faith address

His mercy and his power
;

We shall obtain delivering grace

In each distressing hour.

(229)
1 /J Q " Tlte bright and morning star."
1t:0, Rev. xxii: 16.

1 Bright was the guiding star that led.

With mild, benignant ray.

The Gentiles to the lowly shed

Where the Redeemer lay.

2 But lo ! a brighter, clearer light

Now points to his abode
;

It shines through sin and sorrow's night.

To guide us to our God.

3 Oh haste to follow where it leads

;

The gracious call obey,

Be rugged wilds or flowery meads.

The Christian's destined way.
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EVAN. C. M.
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of the skies 1

m

(288)
-j i rv " /Ze 'ited fitr our sins."

l^O, 1 Cor. XV : 3.

1 Jesus, in thy transporting name,

What blissful glories rise !

Jesus, the angels' sweetest theme

—

The wonder of the skies !

2 Well might the skies with wonder view

A love so strange as thine !

No thought of angels ever knew
Compassion so divine !

3 Jesus, and didst thou leave the sky

To bear our sins and woes ?

And didst thou bleed, and groan, and die,

For vile rebellious foes?

4 Victorious love ! can language tell.

The Wonders of thy pow'r.

Which c(nujuer'd all the force of hell

In that tremendous hour !

5 What glad return can I impart

For favors so divine ?

Oh take this heart, this worthless heart.

And make it only thine I

-< /^A 2V'« " A'ame above every name."
lOU. (239)

1 The Saviour ! Oh what endless charms

Dwell in the blissful sound !

Its influence ev'ry fear disarms.

And spreads sweet peace around.

2 Here pardon, life, and joys divine,

In rich profusion flow;

For guilty rebels, lost in sin,

And doom'd to endless woe.

o Th' almighty Former of the skies

Stoop'd to our vile abode
;

While angels view'd with wond'ring eyes,

And hail'd th' incarnate God.

Oh the rich depths of love divine !

Of bliss a boundless store !

Blest Saviour, let me call thee mine
;

I can not wish for more.

5 On thee, alone, my hope relies,

Beneath thy cross I fall
;

My Lord, my life, my sacrifice.

My Saviour and my all.

1 K 1 "He suffered, the Justfor the, unjust."

.le>l« 1 I'BT. iii: 18. (240)

Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed ?

And did my Sovereign die ?

Would he devote that sacred head

For such a worm as I ?

2 Was it for crimes that I had done

He groaned upon the tree?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree !

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

When God's own Son was crucified

For man the creature's sin.

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face

While his dear cross appears,

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt mine eyes in tears.

5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay

The debt of love I owe :

Here, Lord, I give myself away
;

'Tis all that I can do.
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FOUNTAIN. C. M.
SlnwJy

There is a foun - tain filled with blnod, Drawn from lui-man-uel's veins;

And sin-ners, plung'd be-neath that flood, Lose all their <ruilt

^ —t^—h- :^=::t

y stains.

^'^^liia
" A fountain for sin."

Zecii. xiii: 1.iuZ, Zecii. xiii: 1. (263;

1 There is a fountain fiU'd with blood

Drawn from Imnianuel's veins
;

And sinners plung'd beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day
;

And there have I, as vile as he,

Wash'd all my sins away.

3 Oh Lamb of God, thy precious blood

Shall never lose its power.

Till all the ransom'd Church of God
Be sav'd to sin no more.

4 E'er since by faith, I saw the stream

Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme.

And shall be till I die.

5 And when this lisping, stammering tongue

Lies silent in the grave,

Then, in a nobler, sweeter song,

I'll sing thy power to save.

-j C Q " Altogether lovely."

ItJO, (251)

1 Jesus, I love thy charming name,

'Tis music to my ear •

Fain would I sound it out so loud

That all the earth might hear.

2 Yes, thou art precious to my soul.

My transport and my trust

;

Jewels to thee are gaudy toys.

And gold is sordid dust.

3 All that my ardent soul can wish

la the^ doth richly meet

;

Nor to my eyes is light so dear.

Nor friendship half so sweet.

4 Thy grace shall dwell upon my heart.

And shed its fragrance there;

The noblest balm of all its wounds.
The cordial of its care.

5 I'll speak the honors of thy name
With my last lab'ring breath.

And, dying, triumph in thy cross,

The antidote of death.

'i !\A "He shall save his people from their sins."

L0-±, Math. l:-il. (252)

1 Plunged in a gulf of dark despair.

We wretched sinners lay.

Without one cheerful beam of hope.

Or spark of glimmering day.

2 With pitying eyes the Prince of grace

Beheld our helpless grief;

He saw, and— ! amazing love !

He ran to our relief.

y Down from the shining seats above,

With joyful haste he fled.

Entered the grave in mortal flesh.

And dwelt among the dead.

4 Oh ! for this love let I'ocks and hills

Their lasting silence break;

And all harmonious human tongues

The Saviour's praises speak.

5 Angels ! assist our mighty joys
;

Strike all your harps of gold
;

But, when you raise youi highest notes,

His love can ne'er be told.
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DODD. C. M

Thou art the way—to thee a - lone From sin and death we flee

-fm- -m- -(•• -<s>- -S'-* -a-

:t=:

And he, who would the Fa - ther seek, Must seek him, Lord, by thee.

iPiill

155.
" The triie and living Way."

(248)

1 Thou art the Way—to thee alone

From sin and death we flee
;

And he who would the Father seek.

Must seek him, Lord, by thee.

2 Thou art the Truth—thy word alone

True wisdom can impart;

Thou only canst inform the mind,

And purify the heart.

3 Thou art the Life—the rending tomb.

Proclaims thy conqu'ring arm
;

And those who put their trust in thee,

Nor death nor hell shall harm.

4 Thou art the Way, the Truth, the Life

Grant us that way to know,

That truth to keep, that life to win,

Whose joys eternal flow.

t K.C* " Chief among ttnthousand."

lOD. (250)

1 Majestic sweetness sits enthroned

Upon the Saviour's brow
;

His head with radiant glories crowned.

His lips with grace o'erflow.

2 No mortal can with him compare

Among the sons of men
;

Fairer is he, than all the fair

Who fill the heavenly train.

8 He saw me plunged in deep distress.

And flew to my relief;

For me he bore the shameful cross,

And carried all my grief

To him I owe my life and breath.

And all the joys I have
;

He makes me triumph over death,

And saves me from the grave.

5 To heaven, the place of his abode,

He brings my weary feet

;

Shows me the glories of my God,
And makes my joys complete.

6 Since from thy bounty I receive

Such proofs of love divine.

Had I a thousand hearts to give.

Lord ! they should all be thine.

1 t^n' " Blessid are all they that trust in him."
LO I • Psalm ii: 12. (249)

. My Saviour ! my almighty Friend !

When I begin thy praise,

Where will the growing numbers end

—

The numbers of thy grace ?

2 Thou art my everlasting' trust

;

Thy goodness I adore
;

And since I knew thy graces first

I speak thy glories more.

My feet shall travel all the length

Of the celestial road
;

And march, with courage, in thy strength,

To see my Father God.

How will my lips rejoice to tell

The vict'riea of my King !

My soul, redeemed from sin and hell,

Shall thy salvation sing.
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MAITLAND. C. M.

y^Ji .—1-^—I—

.

-<* 'S' ^ -2^ ^^t
1 Ihe head that once was crowned with thorns Is crown'd with glory now;

-^rri^-
m-j^.
^^-A

-J^—ezz^---f.-=r

^^E^-^ :t=:

-^:m^:^=rrz3^=i^
"h?"Ti:

:^: -P^^-i«-p-

roy - al di - a - dem a - dorns The might-y Vic - tor's brow

lob. Heb. ii:9.

2 The highest place that heaven affords

Is his by sovereign right;

The King of kings and Lord of lords,

He reigns in glory bright.

3 Jesus, the joy of all above!

I'he joy of all below,

To whom he manifests his love,

And grants his name to know.

4 To them the cross, with all its shame,
With all its grace is given

;

Their name—an everlasting name,

Their joy—the joy of heaven.

5 To them the cross is life and health,

Though shame and death to him :

His people's hope, his people's wealth.

Their everlasting theme,

1 ^Q "The shadow of a qreat mck,"
i.'JtJ, IsAiAu xxxii : 2. (246)

1 He who on earth as man was known,
And bore our sins and pains,

Now seated on th' eternal throne,

The Lord of glory reigns.

2 His hands the wheels of nature guide
With sure, unerring skill.

And countless worlds, extended wide.

Obey his sov'reign will.

3 While harps unnumber'd sound his praise

In yonder worlds above,

His saints on earth admire his ways,

And glory in his love.

4 When troubles, like a burning sun.

Beat heavy on their head.

To this high Rock for rest they run,

And find a pleasing shade.

5 How glorious he, how happy they

In such a gen'rous friend.

Whose love secures them all the way,

And crowns them at the end.

160,
" Te are complete in him."

Col. ii : 10. (247)

1 How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer's ear !

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear !

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,

And calms the troubled breast;

'Tis manna to the hungry soul,

And to the weary rest.

3 By thee my prayers acceptance gain,

Although with sin defiled;

Satan accuses me in vain,

And I am owned a child

4 Weak is the effort of my heart.

And cold my warmest thought

;

But when I see thee as thou art,

I'll praise thee as I ought.

5 Till then, I would thy love proclaim

With every fleeting breath;

And may the music of thy name
Refresh my soul in death I
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OSGOOD. 8s, 7s & 4s.

With tende.rnestx and frelinp. ,'

Hark ! the voice of love and mer - cy Sonuds aloud from Cal - va - ry
; \^

See ! it rends the rocks a - sun-der, Shakes the earth and vails the sky !
)
It is fin-ished

!

^rz~^.
^^^-^^=g!zz:S4^^=^^F=g=^S=S^^ -"::jE^=^^^

It is fin ished ! Hear the dy - ing Sav-iour cry, Hear the dy - inc

^-^- -^ -ft :P: 3t
lilt:

Sav - iour cry

I

* p-a
1 £*"! " Jl is finished."

101, JoHN"xix:30. (178)

1 Hark ! the voice of love and mercy
Sounds aloud from Calvary

;

See ! it rends the rocks asunder,

Shakes the earth and vails the sky !

It is finish'd !

Hear the dying Saviour cry.

2 It is finish'd ! Oh what pleasure

Do these precious words afford !

Ileav'nly blessings without measure

Flow to us from Christ the Lord

;

It is finish'd !

Saints, the dying words record.

3 Finish'd all the types and shadows

Of the ceremonial law !

Finish'd all that God had promis'd

;

Death and hell no more shall awe :

It is finish'd !

Saints, from this your comfort draw.

4 Tune your harps anew, you seraphs.

Join to sing the pleasing theme
;

All on earth and all in heaven,

Join to praise Imnianuel's name :

Hallelujah !

Glory to the bleeding Lamb !

(263)
1 /?Q " Fiiend of sinners.

One there is above all others,

Well deserves the name of Friend

;

His is love beyond a brother's,

Costly, free, and knows no end
;

Hallelujah !

Costly, free, and knows no end.

Which of all our friends, to save us.

Could or would have shed his blood !

But this Saviour died, to have us

Reconcil'd in him to God
;

Hallelujah !

Reconcil'd in him to God.

3 When he liv'd on earth abased.

Friend of sinners was his name;
Now above all glory raised,

He rejoices in the same
;

Hallelujah !

He rejoices in the same.

Mount Zinn.

Psalm cxxv: 1.Ibo, Psalm cxxv: 1. (46'^)

1 ZiON stands with hills surrounded

—

Zion kept by pow'r divine;

All her foes shall be confounded,

Though the world in arms combine

Happy Ziiin,

What a favor'd lot is thine !

2 Every human tie may perish

;

Friend to friend unfaithful prove
,

Mothers cease their own to cheiish
;

Heav'n and earth at last remu/e
;

But no changes

Can attend Jehovah's love.

3 In the furnace God may prove thee.

Thence to bring thee forth more Dright^

But can never cease to love thee
;

Thou art precious in his sight

:

God is with thee

—

God, thine everlasting light.
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ROCK OF AGES.

164.
1 Rock of Ages, cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in thee
;

Let the water and the blood,

From thy side a healing flood,

Be of sin the double cure

—

Save from wrath and make me pure

2 Should my tears forever flow,

Should my zeal nc languor know
This for sin could not atone;

BANGOR. CM.

Thou must save, and thou alone :

In my hand no price I bring

;

Simply to thy cross I cling.

While I draw this fleeting breath,

When my eyelids close in death,

When I rise to worlds unknown,
And behold thee on thy throne

—

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,

Let mo hide myself in thee !

blooil ran down;

EEe

165.
1

The hitter cup.

(160)

Dark was the night, and cold the ground
On which the Lord was laid

:

His sweat like drops of blood ran down;
In agony he pray'd.

—

" Father, remove this bitter cup,

If such thy sacred will

;

If not, content to drink it up.

Thy pleasure I fulfill."

Go to the garden, sinner ; see

Those precious drops that flow,

The heavy load he bore for thee;

For thee he lies so low.

4 Then learn of him the cross to bear,

Thy Father's will obey
;

And, when temptations press thee near,

Awake to watch and pray,

'I act They nailed him to the cross.

Ibb. (175)

1 Behold the Saviour of mankind
Nailed to the shameful tree

!

How vast the love that him inclined

To bleed and die for me.

2 Hark ! how he groans,while nature shakes,

And earth's strong pillars bend !

The temple's vail asunder breaks,

The solid marbles rend.

3 'Tis finished 1 now the ransom's paid,

" Receive my soul !" he cries :

See—how he bows his sacred head

!

He bows his head and dies

!

4 But soon from death he'll rise again,

And in full glory shine

;

O Lamb of God I was ever pain

—

Was ever love like thine ?
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DEVOTION. L. M. double.

^^^^^^^ BBS |gt^^ES=^j

The Christian banner! dread no loss Where that broad ensign floats unroll'd ; But let the fair and

=i=n|r->—k if". ftz=s—f-rA=xcSz

^^^ppg^^^
sacred cross Blaze out from every radiant fold : Stern foes arise, a countless throng, Loud as the

It q?: qt Iff:- Dt ^ .^ ^,.

m fe i*^^:

^M ^^=^ 3^
storms of Kara's sea. But tho' the strife be fierce and long, That cross shall wave in victory.

I

-i (yrr " The CliritUan banner."

Id i , (266)

1 The Christian banner ! dread no loss

Where thatbroad ensign floats unroU'd,

But let the fair and sacred cross

Blaze out from every radiant fold :

—

Stern foes arise, a countless throng,

Loud as the storms of Kara's sea,

But though the strife be fierce and long,

That cross shall wave in victory.

2 Sound the shrill trumpet, sound, and call

The people of the mighty King,

And bid them keep that standard all

In martial thousands gathering ;

—

Let them come forth from every clime,

That lies beneath the circling sun,

Various, as flowers in that sweet clime

Where flowers are, in heart, but one.

3 Soldiers of heaven ! take sword and shield,

Look up to him who rules on high,

And forward to the glorious field.

Where noble martyrs bleed and die ;

—

Press onward, scorning flight or fear,

As deep waves burst on Norway's coast,

And let the startled nations hear

The war-shout of the Christian host.

4 Lift up the banner :—rest no more;

Nor let this righteous warfare cease,

Till man's last tribe shall bow before

The Led of lords, the Prince of Peace:

Go ! bear it forth, ye strong and brave.

Let not those bright folds once be furled.

Till that high sun shall see them wave
Above a blest but conquered world.

1 £JQ The gate of heaven.
lOO. (983)

1 Our Father God ! not face to face

May mortal sense commune with thee,

Nor lift the curtains of that place

Where dwells thy secret Majesty

;

Yet whereso'er our spirits bend

In rev'rent faith and humble prayer,

Thy promised blessing will descend.

And we shall find thy Spirit there.

2 Lord ! be the spot where now we meet
An open gateway into heaven

;

Here may we sit at Jesus' feet,

And feel our deepest sins forgiven.

Here may desponding care look up;
And sorrow lay its burden down,

Or learn of him, to drink the cup.

To bear the cross, and win the crown.

3 Here may the sick and wandering soul,

To truth still blind, to sin a slave,

Find better than Bethesda's pool,

Or than Siloam's healing wave
;

And may we learn, while here apart

From the world's passion and its strife,

That thy true shrine's a loving heart,

And thy best praise a holy life

!
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•WARE. L.M.

Tn chanting style.

i^tmn^^^^
Triumphant Zi- on ! lift thy head From dust.anddark-ness,and the dead !

EEiil^[
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—

F^ Tc? e? ~p-|

:t=t=t=4 jg^^l^^l

J—I-

g-Ej^i^zjjzia^ -^-^EE
Though humbled Iong,a-wake at length,And gird thee with thy Sa-viour's strength

f=f
:t:-p:

1 130 " Put on thy strength, O Zion."
lOtf, IsAiAii 62: 1. (591)

1 Triumphant Zion ! lift thy head
From dust and darkness and the dead !

Though humbled long—awake at length,

And gird thee with thySaviour's strength.

2 Put all thy beauteous garments on,

And let thy excellence be known
;

Decked in the robes of righteousness,

The world thy glories shall confess.

i No more shall foes unclean invade.

And fill thy hallowed walls with dread:

No more shall hell's insulting host

Their victory and thy sorrows boast.

4 God, from on high, has heard thy prayer;

His hand thy ruins shall repair

;

Nor will thy watchful Monarch cease

To guard thee in eternal peace.

1 ^f\ " The Spirit of the. Lord shall lift up a banner."
1 • U, Isaiah 59: 19. (267)

1 Fling out the banner ! let it float

Sky-ward and sea-ward, high and wide :

The sun, that lights its shining folds.

The cross, on which the Saviour died.

i Fling out the banner ! angels bend,
In anxious silence, o'er the sign;

And vainly seek to comprehend
The wonder of the love divine.

8 Fling out the banner ! heathen lands

Shall see, from far, the glorious sight,

And nations, crowding to be born.

Baptize their spirits in its light.

4 Fling out the banner ! sin-sick souls,

That sink and perish in the strife.

Shall touch in faith its radiant folds,

And spring immortal into life.

5 Fling out the banner ! let it float

'Sky-ward and sea-ward,high and wide;
Our glory, only in the cross

;

Our only hope, the Crucified.

6 Fling out the banner ! wide and high.

Sea-ward and sky-ward, let it shine;

Nor skill, nor might, nor merit, ours;

We conquor only in that sign.

Ptntej:ost.

Acts 2. (269)171.

1 Great was the day, the joy was great,

When the beloved disciples met;
And on their heads the Spirit came,
And sat like tongues of cloven flame.

2 What gifts, what miraftlas he gave !

The power to kill the power to save, [words
Furnished their tongjues with wondrous
Instead of shields, and spears, and swords.

4 These weapons of the holy war,

Of what almighty force they are

To make our stubborn passions bow,
And lay the proudest rebel low

!

5 TheGreeks andJews, the learned and rude,

Are by these heavenly arms subdued

;

While Satan rages at his loss.

And hates the doctrine of the cross.
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HAVEN. 78. double.

C I

j Je - sus, lov - er of my soul, Let me to thy bo - som
j While the billows near me roll, While the tempest

D. c. Safe iu - to the ha - ven guide, Oh, re-ceive my
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Till the storm of life
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1 'Yi')
'• A covert from the storm."

L t Zi, Isaiah iv: 6. (262)

1 Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly,

While the billows near me roll,

While the tempest still is high;

Hide me, Oh my Saviour, hide,

Till the storm of life is past

;

Safe into the haven guide,

Oh receive my soul at last.

2 Other refuge have I none.

Hangs my helpless soul on thee !

Leave, Oh leave me not alone,

Still support and comfort me :

All my trust on thee is stayed,

All my help from thee I bring,

Cover my defenseless head

With the shadow of thy wing.

3 Thou, Christ, art all I want,

Boundless love in thee I find
;

Raise the fiillen, cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and hely is thy name.

Prince of Peace and Righteousness

;

Most unworthy. Lord, I am.

Thou art full of love and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,

Grace to pardon all my sins
;

Let the healing streams abound.

Make and keep me pure within :

Thou of life the fountain art,

Freely let me take of thee
;

Spring thou up within my heart,

Rise to all eternity.

mHear us when to thee we cry.

(578)

1 Saviour, when in dust to thee

Low we bow th' adoring knee

:

When repentant, to the skies

Scarce we lift our streaming eyes
j

Oh. by all thy pains and woe,

Suffered once for man below,

Bending from thy throne on high.

Hear us when to thee we cry.

2 By thy birth and early years,

By thy human griefs and fears,

By thy fasting and distress

In the lonely wilderness;

By thy vict'ry in the hour

Of the subtle tempter's power
;

Jesus look with pitying eye,

Hear our humble, earnest cry.

3'By thine hour of dark despair.

By thine agony of prayer.

By thy purple robe of scorn.

By thy wounds, thy crown of thorn,

By thy cross, thy pangs and cries.

By thy perfect sacrifice
;

Jesus, look with pitying eye,

Listen to our humble cry.

By thy deep expiring groan, •

By the seal'd sepulchral stone,

By thy triumph o'er the grave,

By thy power from death to save:

Dying, ris'n, ascended Lord,

To thy throne in heaven restored,

Bending from thy throne on high.

Hear us when to thee we cry.
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Be ' hold, the morn- ing sun Be - gins his glo - rious way;

ii^i^^

^j;^=J=d:-jiE^

His beams through all the na - tions run, And light and life con- vey.

m Power of GocCi ward.

(271)

1 Behold, the morning sun

Begins his glorious way;
His beams through all the nations run,

And light and life convey.

2 But where the gospel comes,

It spreads diviner light

;

It calls dead sinners from their tombs.

And gives the blind their sight.

3 How perfect is thy word :

And all thy judgments just

!

For ever sure thy promise, Lord,

And we securely trust.

4 My gracious God, how plain

Are thy directions given !

0, may I never read in vain.

But find the path to heaven.

" How heautiful are thy feet."
Rom. 10: 15. (270.)175.

1 How beauteous are their feet

Who stand on Zion's hill

!

Who bring salvation on their tongues,

And words of peace reveal

!

2 How charming is their voice !

How sweet the tidings are !

" Zion, behold thy Saviour King,
He reigns and triumphs here."

3 How happy are our ears

That hear this joyful sound.
Which kings and prophets waited for,

And sought, but never found !

4 How blessed are our eyes

That see this heavenly light

!

Prophets and kings desired it long,

But died without the sight.

5 The watchmen join their voice,

And tuneful notes employ;
Jerusalem breaks forth in songs,

And deserts learn the joy.

6 The Lord makes bare his arm
Through all the earth abroad;

Let every nation now behold
Their Saviour and their God.

1 *yf^ The gospel call.

1 Ye trembling captives ! hear
;

The gospel-trumpet sounds

;

No music more can charm the ear,

Or heal your heart-felt wounds.

2 'Tis not the trump of war.

Nor Sinai's awful roar
;

Salvation's news it spreads afar,

And vengeance is no more.

3 Forgiveness, love, and,peace,
Glad heaven aloud proclaims;

And earth, the jubilee's release,

With eager rapture claims.

4 Far, far to distant lands

The saving news shall spread;
And Jesus all his willing bauds

In glorious triumph lead.

(301)
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LENOX, H. M,

^^^^^^
Blow j'e the trum-pftt, blow The glad-ly sol-emn sound ; Let all the na - tions

gii^^i^^EEEg;|;;^iF^^^i^=^=:-^E;E:^

know, To earth's re - mot - est bound, The year of ju - bi - lee is come

;

J - -ff:

mThc year ofjubilee.

(273)

1 Blow ye the trumpet, blow

The gladly-solenm sound

;

Let nil the nations know,
To earth's remotest bound,

The year of jubilee is come;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Exalt the Lamb of God,

The sin-atoning Lamb

;

Redemption by his blood.

Through all the world, proclaim :

The year of jubilee is come
;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

3 Ye slaves of sin and hell,

Your liberty receive.

And safe in Jesus dwell.

And blest in Jesus live :

The year of jubilee is come;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

4 The gospel trumpet hear,

The news of pardoning grace :

Ye happy souls, draw near
;

Behold your Saviour's face :

The year of jubilee is come;
Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

5 Jesus, our great High Priest,

Has full atonement made
;

Ye weary spirits, rest

;

Ye mourning souls, be glad :

The year of jubilee is come;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

1 '^Q " Declare among the people his doings."
I/O, Psalm ix: 11. (670)

Come, every pious heart

That loves the Saviour's name.
Your noblest pow'rs exert

To celebrate his fame :

Tell all above and all below

The debt of love to him you owe.

! Such was his zeal for God,

And such his love for you.

He nobly undertook

What angels could not do:

His every deed of love and grace

All words exceed, all thoughts surpass

i He left his starry crown.

And laid his robes aside
;

On wings of love came down.

And wept, and bled, and died

:

What he endur'd, Oh who can tell,

To save our souls from death and hell

!

4 From the dark grave he rose.

The mansion of the dead
;

And thence his mighty foes

In glorious triumph led :

Up through the sky the Conq'ror rode,

And reigns on high the Son of God.

From thence he'll quickly come,

His chariot will not stay,

And bear our spirits home
To realms of endless day :

There shall we see his lovely face,

And ever be in his embrace.
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"I 'yn " -'^"^* <^0M, in the midst of thine enemies."
1 lO, Psalm 110; 2. (201)

1 Rise, glorious Conqueror, rise

Into thy native skies—
Assume thy right;

And where, in many a fold

The clouds are backward rolled

—

I*ass through those gates of gold,

And reign in light

!

2 Victor o'er death and hell

!

Cherubic legions swell

The radiant train

;

Praises all heaven inspire,

Each angel sweeps his lyre,

And waves his wings of fire,

Thou Lamb once slain !

3 Enter, incarnate God !

No feet but thine have trod

The serpent down :

Blow the full trumpets, blow !

Wider yon portals throw !

Saviour, triumphant go
And take thy crown !

4 Lion of Judah—hail

!

And let thy name prevail

From age to age :

Lord of the rolling years

—

Claim for thine own the spheres
For thou hast bought with tears

Thy heritage.

-f
Qr\ " Hnlding ffvHh the wnrd of life."

lOU, Phil. 2: 16. (275)

1 Sound, sound the truth abroad !

Bear ye the word of God
Through the wide world

;

Tell what our Lord has done,

Tell how the day is won.

Tell from his lofty throne

Satan is hurled.

2 Far over sea and land,

Go at your Lord's command;
Bear ye his name

;

Bear it to every shore,

Regions unknown explore,

Enter at every door;

Silence is shame.

3 Speed on the wings of love

;

Jesus who reigns above
Bids us to fly

;

They who his message bear

Should neither doubt nor fear;

He will their friend appear,

He will be nigh.

i AVhen on the mighty deep,

He will their spirits keep,

Stayed on his word
;

When in a foreign land,

No other friend at hand,

Jesus will by them stand,

Jesus their Lord.
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DEVOTION. L. M.

^^ 4*—

h

iiii^ililiiiil
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Say, will you to Mount Zi - on go ?
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Say, will you come to Christ or no ?
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-j Q-f " To-day, if you will hear his voice.''

lOl. IlEB. iv: 7.

:^=t^^

(279)

1 To-Day, if you will hear his voice.

Now is the time to make your choice
j

Say, will you to Mount Zion go {

Say, will you come to Christ or no?

2 Say, will you be for ever blest.

And with this glorious Jesus rest ?

Will you be sav'd from guilt and pain ?

Will you with Christ for ever reign.

3 Make now your choice, and halt no more

;

He now is waiting for the poor :

Say, now, poor souls, what will you do ?

Say, will you come to Christ or no '/

4 Fathers and sons for ruin bound.

Amidst the gospel's joyful sound.

Come, go with us, and seek to prove

The joys of Christ's redeeming love.

6 Once more we ask you in his name.

We know his love remains the same,

Say, will you to Mount Zion go ?

Say, will you come to Christ or no ?

" Omie unto me."
Matt, xi : 28. (278)182.

1 With tearful eyes I look around

;

Life seems a dark and stormy sea

;

Yet midst the gloom I hear a sound,

A heavenly whisper, Come to me I

2 It tells me of a place of rest

;

It tells me where my soul may flee

:

Oh ! to the weary, faint, opprest,

How sweet the bidding, Come to me !

3 Come, for all else must fail and die

;

Earth is no resting-place for thee !

To heaven direct thy weeping eye;

I am thy portion ; Come to me !

4 Oh voice of mercy, voice of love !

In conflict, grief, and agony.

Support me, cheer me from above,

And gently whisper, Come to me !

( QQ -^'* evening ifxpoitulaiion.

loo. (280)

1 Oh, do not let the word depart.

And close thine eye against the light;

Poor sinner, harden not thy heart :

Thou wouldst be saved ; why not to

night ?

2 To-morrow's sun may never rise

To bless thy long deluded sight;

This is the time ; Oh, then be wise !

Thou wouldst be saved ; why not to-

night ?

3 Our God in pity lingers still

;

And wilt thou thus his love requite ?

Renounce at length thy stubborn will :

Thou wouldst be saved ; why not to-

night ?

4 Our blessed Lord refuses none

Who would to him their souls unite

;

Then be the work of grace begun :

Thou wouldst be saved ; why not to-

night ?
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WINDHAM. L. M.

Broad is the road that leads to death ; And thousands walk to-g«ith-er there

;

r-r

But wisdom shows a narrow path, With here and there a trav- el - er.
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The brnad and narrow way.
Mat. 7 . 13, 14. (283)184.

1 Broad is the road that leads to death
;

And thousands walk together there;

But wisdom shows a narrow path,

With here and there a traveler.

2 " Deny thyself, and take thy cross,"

Is the Redeemer's great command

;

Nature must count her gold but dross.

If she would gain this heavenly land.

3 The fearful soul that tires and faints.

And walks the ways of God no more,

Is but esteemed almost a saint.

And makes his own destruction sure.

4 Lord, let my hopes be not in vain,

Create my heart entirely new;
This, hypocrites could ne'er attain

;

This, false apostates never knew.

1 Q t ECCLESIASTES 9 : 10.

lOO. (284)

1 Life is the time to serve the Lord,

The time to insure the great reward
;

And while the lamp holds out to burn,

O hasten, sinnei to return 1

2 Life is the hour that God has given

To 'scape from hell and fly to heaven,
The day of grace, when mortals may
Secure the blessings of the day.

3 The living know that they must die.

Beneath the clods their dust must lie;

They have no share in all that's done
Beneath the circle of the sun.

4 Then what my thoughts design to do,

My hands, with all your might pursue

;

Since no device nor work is found,

Nor faith, nor hope, beneath the ground
;

5 There are no acts of pardon passed

In the cold grave to which we haste;

O may we all receive thy grace,

And see with joy thy smiling face.

" Cbme, for all things are now ready."
LuKS U: 17. (285)186,

1 Come, sinners, to the gospel feast

;

Let every soul be Jesus' guest.

You need not one be left behind.

For God has bidden all mankind.

2 Hark ! 'tis the Saviour's gracious call,

The invitation is to all

;

Come, all the world—come,sinner, thou

—

All things in Christ are ready now.

8 Come, all you souls by sin oppressed,

You weary wanderers after rest

;

You poor and maimed, and halt and blind,

In Christ a hearty welcome find.

4 The message, as from God, receive

—

You all may come to Christ and live;

let his love your hearts constrain,

Nor suffer him to call in vain.

5 This is the time—no more delay;

The Saviour calls you all to-day:

may his call eff"ectual prove !

Accept the offers of his love !
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CYPRESS. c. M.
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The blood that saves from sin and guilt, And rec ciles to God.

187.
2 If I must die, then let me die

In peace with all mankind,
And change the fleeting joys below
For pleasures all refined.

3 If I must die—and die I shall

—

Let some kind seraph come.

And bear me on his friendly wing
To my celestial home.

' Lei him return unto the Lord.'

Isaiah 55 : 7.JOO. Isaiah 55: 7. (288)

1 Return, wanderer, now return.

And seek thy Father's face;

Those new desires which in thee burn
Were kindled by his grace.

2 Return, O wanderer, now return

!

He hears thy humble sigh !

He sees thy softened spirit mourn,
When no one else is nigh.

3 Return, wanderer, now return

!

The Saviour bids thee live

;

Go to his feet, and grateful learn

How freely he'll forgive.

4 Return, O wanderer, now return

!

And wipe the falling tear

;

Thy Father calls—no longer mourn,
'Tis love invites thee near.

"That whoso betieveth might not perish."
John 3: 15. (291)189.

1 Come, humble sinner, in whose breast,

A thousand thoughts revolve
;

Come, with your guilt and fear oppressed,

And make this last resolve :

2 I'll go to Jesus, though my sin

Has like a mountain rose

;

His kingdom now I'll enter in,

Whatever may oppose.

3 Humbly I'll bow at his command.
And there my guilt confess;

I'll own I am a wretch undone,

Without his sovereign grace.

4 Surely he will accept my plea.

For he has bid me come;
Forthwith I'll rise, and to him flee,

For yet, he says, there's room.

5 I can not perish if I go

;

I am resolved to try :

For if I stay away, I know
I must for ever die.

" Incline your ear and come."
Isaiah 55 : 3.lyU, Isaiah 55: 3. (289)

1 The Saviour calls ; let every ear

Attend the heavenly sound

;

Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear :

Hope smiles reviving round.

2 For every thirsty, longing heart,

Here streams of bounty flow.

And life, and health, and bliss impart,

To banish mortal woe.

3 Ye sinners, come ; 'tis mercy's voice

;

That gracious voice obey

;

'Tis Jesus calls to heavenly joys;

And can you yet delay ?
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LYKA. C. M.
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Dear Fa - ther, to thy mer - cy seat My soul for shel - ter dies;
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'Tis here I find
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a safe re - treat When storms and tempests rise.

Psalm cxlv: 18. (1309)

1 Dear Father, to thy mercy-seat

My soul for shelter flies;

'Tis here I find a safe retreat

When storms and tempests rise.

2 My cheerful hope can never die,

If thou, my God, art near;

Thy grace can raise my comforts high,

And banish every fear.

3 My great Protector, and my Lord !

Thy constant aid impart;

Oh ! let thy kind, thy gracious word
Sustain my trembling heart.

4 Oh ! never let my soul remove
From this divine retreat;

Still let me trust thy power and love,

And dwell beneath thy feet.

192.
" Let him that is athirst eome."

Rev. xxii : 17. (290)

1 Oh ! what amazing words of grace

Are in the gospel found.

Suited to every sinner's case

Who hears the joyful sound !

2 Come, then, with all your wants aud
Your every burden bring

;
[wounds.

Here love, unchanging love, abounds—
A deep celestial spring.

3 This spring with living water flows,

And heavenly joy imparts
;

Come, thirsty souls ! your wants disclose.

And drink, with thankful hearts.

Millions of sinners, vile as you.

Have here found life and peace

;

Come then, and prove its virtues too,

And drink, adore, and bless.

' In tJiis mountain shall the Lord," etc.

Isaiah xxt : 6. (294)193
1 The King of heav'n his table spreads

And dainties crown the board
;

Not Paradise, with all its joys,

Could such delights afford.

2 Pardon and peace to dying men.
And endless life are giv'n.

Through the rich blood that Jesus shed,

To raise our souls to heav'n.

You hungry poor, that long have stray'd

In sin's dark mazes, come

;

Come from your most obscure retreat,

And grace shall find you room.

Millions of souls in glory now
Were fed and feasted here

;

Aud millions more still on the way
Around the board appear.

Yet are his heart and house so large,

That millions more may come :

Nor could the whole assembled world
O'erfill the spacious room.

G All things are ready : come away.
Nor weak excuses frame

;

Crowd to your places at the feast,

And bless the Founder's name.
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GOLDEN HILL. S. M.

Now is th'ac - cept - ed time, Now is the day of grace

;

Now, sin - ners, come, with-out de - lay, And seek the Sav-iour's face.

-t f\ A " iVoui is the accepted time."

iy4:. 2 Cor. vi: 2. (297)

1 Now is th' accepted time,

Now is the day of grace
;

Now, sinners come, without delay,

And seek the Saviour's face.

2 Now is th' accepted time,

The Saviour calls to-day
;

To-morrow it may be too late.

Then why should you delay ?

8 Now is th' accepted time.

The gospel bids you come;

And ev'ry promise in his word
Declares there yet is room.

I
rk c: " Now is the day of Sahiaiion."

lyj, 2 Cor. vi : 2. (298)

1 Now is the day of grace
;

Now to the Savio-ur come
;

The Lord is calling, '' Seek my face.

And I will guide you home."

2 The Father bids you speed
;

Oh, wherefore then delay ?

He calls in love ; he sees your need

;

He bids you come to-day.

3 To-day the prize is won
;

The promise is to save

;

Then, Oh, be wise ; to-morrow's sun

May shine upon your grave.

" Give me thy heart."
Prov. xxiii : 26196.

1 Give to the Lord thine heart

;

In him all pleasures meet

:

(299)

Oh, come and choose the better part,

Low at the Saviour's feet.

2 Hear, and your soul shall live
;

His peace shall be your stay

—

Peace, which the world can never give,

Can never take away.

1 Q*^ " Where shail t>w. ungodly appear T'
It? / • 1 Pet: iv: 18. (300)

1 And will the Judge descend ?

And must the dead arise ?

And not a single soul escape

His all-discerning eyes ?

2 How will my heart endure
The terrors of that day.

When earth and heaven before his face.

Astonished, shrink away ?

3 But ere the trumpet shakes

The mansions of the dead
;

Hark ! from the Gospel's cheering sound
What joyful tidings spread.

4 Ye sinners ! seek his grace,

Whose wrath ye can not bear

;

Flee to the shelter of his cross,

And find salvation there.

5 Come ! take his offers now,

From every sin depart.

Perform thy oft-repeated vow,

And render him thy heart.

6 Repent! return! receive

The grace through Jesus given
j

Sure, if with God on earth we live,

We live with God in heaven.
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NETTLETON. 8s & 7b. double.
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He is a - ble, He is a - ble, He is will - ing, doubt no more

;

I rjQ " Look unto me and be saved."

IJ7O, Isaiah xlv: 22. (312)

1 Come, you sinners, poor and needy,

Weak and wounded, sick and sore;

Jesus ready stands to save you.

Full of pity, love, and power;
He is able,

He is willing—doubt no more.

2 Let not conscience make you linger,

Nor of fitness fondly dream;

All tbe fitness he requireth.

Is to feel your need of him
;

This he gives you,

'Tis the Saviour's rising beam.

'6 Come, you weary, heavy laden,

Bruis'd and mangled by the fall
;

If you tarry till you're better,

You will never come at all.

Not the righteous

—

Sinners Jesus came to call.

4 Agonizing in the garden,

Lo ! your Saviour prostrate lies !

On the bloody tree behold him !

Hear him cry before he dies,

" It is finish'd !"

Sinners, will not this suffice ?

5 Lol the rising Lord, ascending,

Pleads the virtue of his blood :

Venture on him, venture freely,

Let no other trust intrude :

None but Jesus

Can do helpless sinners good.

6 Saints and angels, joined in concert,

Sing the praises of the Lamb,
While the blissful seats of heaven

Sweetly echo to his name :

Hallelujah !

Sinners now his love proclaim.

" Se that hath ears Ut him hear."
Matt, xiii : 9.It7t7, Matt, xiii: 9. (314)

1 Sinners, will you scorn the message
Sent in mercy from above ?

Every sentence. Oh how tender !

Every line is full of love
;

Listen to it;

Every line is full of love.

2 Hear the heralds of the gospel

News from Zion's King proclaim :

" Pardon to each rebel sinner;

Free forgiveness in his name :

Oh how gracious !

" Free forgiveness in his qame."

3 Will you not receive the message

—

Listen to the joyful word
;

And embrace the news of pardon

Offer'd to you by the Lord ?

Can you slight it

—

Offer'd to you by the Lord ?

4 ye angels, hov'ring round us,

Waiting spirits, speed your wayj
Haste ye to the court of heav'n

;

Tidings bear without delay :

Rebel sinners

Glad the message will obey.
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IVES. 78. Double.xvjus. 78. uouoie. j-j
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From the cross, uplifted high, Where the Saviour deigns to die,

Whatme-lo-dious sounds we hear.Burstina: on the ravished ear !
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Come and wel-come, sin-ner, come
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C\C\C\ Come, and welcome.
^UU, (303)

From the cross, uplifted high.

Where the Saviour deigns to die,

What melodious sounds we hear,

Bursting on the ravished ear

!

" Love's redeeming work is done;

Come and welcome, sinner, come.

1
" Sprinkled now with blood the throne,

Why beneath thy burdens groan ?

On thy pierced body laid.

Justice owns the ransom paid
;

Bow the knee, embrace the Son

;

Come and welcome, sinner, come.

I
" Spread for thee the festal board,

See with richest dainties stored

;

To thy Father's bosom pressed,

Yet again a child confessed.

Never from his house to roam
—

'

Come and welcome, sinner, come.

I:

" Soon the days of life shall end
;

Lo ! I come, your Saviour, Friend,

Safe your spirits to convey

To the realms of endless day,

Up to my eternal home

;

Come and welcome, sinner, come."

" My peace I give unto ycu."
John 14: 27./2i)l. ""
John"14: 27.

'

(309)

1 Ye who in his courts are found

Listening to the joyful sound,

Lost and hopeless as ye are.

Sons of sorrow, sin and care,

Glorify the King of kings

;

Take the peace the gospel brings.

Turn to Christ your longing eyes
j

View his bleeding sacrifice
;

See in him your sins forgiven.

Pardon, holiness, and heaven;
Glorify the Kings of kings;

Take the peace the gospel brings.

"Lord, save me."
Mat. 14. 30.^y)^. Mat. 14. 30. (390)

Jesus, Lamb of God, for me
Thou, the Lord of life, didst die

;

Whither—whither, but to thee,

Can a trembling sinner fly ?

Death's dark waters o'er me roll,

Save, save, my sinking soul

!

1 Never bowed a martyred head.

Weighed with equal sorrow down

;

Never blood so rich was shed,

Never king wore such a crown !

To thy cross and sacrifice,

Faith now lifts her tearful eyes.

\ All my soul, by love subdued.

Melts in deep contrition there;

By thy mighty grace renewed.

New-born hope forbids despair

;

Lord, thou canst my guilt forgive,

Thou hast bid me look and live.

: While with broken heart I kneel.

Sinks the inward storm to rest;

Life—immortal life—I feel

Kindled in my throbbing breast;

Thine—forever thine—I am,

Glory to the bleeding Lamb !
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COOKHAM. 78.
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whii iirill ye die f"

EzEKJ£i, xviii: 31. (304)

1 Sinners turn—why will you die?

God, your Maker, asks you why :

God, who did your being give,

Made you with himself to live.

2 Sinners, turn—why will you die ?

Christ, your Saviour, asks you why :

He, who did your souls retrieve.

He, who died that you might live.

3 Will you let him die in vain ?

Crucify your Lord again ?

Why—you ransoui'd sinners—why
Will you slight his grace and die ?

4 Will you not his grace receive ?

Will you still refuse to live ?

Oh ! you dying sinners, why

—

Why will you for ever die ?

C%f\ A " Fullness of Clirist."

xiU4. (307)

1 Bleeding hearts, defiled by sin,

Jesus Christ can make you clean
;

Contrite souls, with guilt oppress'd,

Jesus Christ can give you rest.

2 You that mourn o'er follies past.

Precious hours and years laid waste :

Turn to God, Oh turn and live,

Jesus Christ can still forgive.

3 You that oft have wander'd far

From the light of Bethlehem's star,

Trembling, now your steps retrace,

Jesus Christ is full of grace.

4 Souls benightedand forlorn.

Grieved, afflicted, tempest-worn,

Now in Israel's Rock confide,

Jesus Christ for man has died.

Fainting souls, in peril's hour,

Yield not to the tempter's power

;

On the risen Lord rely,

Jesus Christ now reigns on hiii;h.

" Tlie night is past."

1 John ii : 8.-oUO, 1 John ii : 8. (310)

1 Weeping sinners, dry your tears;

Jesus on the throne appears;

Mercy comes with balmy wing,

Bids you his salvation sing.

2 Peace he brings you by his death,

Peace he speaks with ev'ry breath
;

Can you slight such heavn'ly charms?
Flee, Oh flee to Jesus' arms.

ana Earnest tnireati/.

Z>UD, (306)

1 Haste, Oh sinner ! to be wise,

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Wisdom warns thee from the skies.

All the paths of death to shun.

2 Haste, and mercy now implore
;

Stay not for the morrow's sun

;

Thy probation may bo o'er

Ere this evening's work is done.

'6 Haste, Oh sinner ! now return
;

Stay not for the morrow's sun,

Lest thy lamp should cease to burn

Ere salvation's work is done.

4 Haste, while yet thou canst be blest;

Stay not for the morrow's sun.

Death may thy poor soul arrest

Ere the morrow is begun.
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JUST AS I AM. 8, 8, 8, 6.
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Jzt±:.^j.-^~M-_
-^-&- :=l^qn

Just aa I am—with - out one plea, But that thy blood was shed for me,

-^—^- ,:fi:i^:r---r-^
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—

itz^
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::^: i^=1=q=q:

And that thou bid'st me come to thee, Lamb of God, I come
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SeehE^ -X:--- I
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C^CV^ J^st as 1 am.
Z\} I , (343)

1 Just as I am—without one plea,

But that thy blood was shed for me.

And that thou bid'st me come to thee,

O Lamb of God, I come.

2 Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot

—

To thee, whose blood can cleanse each

Lamb of God, I come. [spot,

3 Just as I am. though tossed about

With miny a conflict, many a doubt.

With fears within, and foes without

—

Lamb of God, I come.

4 Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind

;

Sight, riches, healing of the mind,

Yea, all I need, in thee to find,

Lamb of God, I come.

5 Just as I am, thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve.

Because thy promise I believe

—

Lamb of God, I come.

6 Just as I am—thy love unknown,
Has broken every barrier down

;

Now to be thine, yea, thine alone,

O Lamb of God, I come.

OOQ " V o^y "wn thirst let him come unto me."
^\J<J, JouN vii: 37. (318)

1 Burdened with guilt, wouldst thou be
blest ?

Trust not the world ; it gives no rest

:

I bring relief to hearts oppressed;

weary sinner, come

!

2 Come, leave thy burden at the cross

;

Count all thy gains but empty dross
j

My grace repays all earthly loss :

needy sinner, come !

3 Come hither bring thy boding fears.

Thine aching heart, thy bursting tears;

'Tis mercy's voice salutes thine ears

:

trembling sinner, come !

" The Spirit and the Bride say. Come :"

Rejoicing saints re-echo, Come ! [come;
Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may
Thy Saviour bids thee come.

Oil)
QAQ The imseeyi Friend.

1 Holy Saviour ! Friend unseen,

Since on thine arm thoubidd'st me lean,

Help me, throughout life's changing

By faith to cling to thee ! [scene,

2 Blest with this fellowship divine,

Take what thou wilt, I'll not repine
;

For, as the branches to the vine,

My soul would cling to thee.

What though the world deceitful prove.

And earthly friends and hopes remove

;

With patient, uncomplaining love,

Still would I cling to thee.

Though oft I seem to tread alone [grown,

Life's dreary waste, with thorns o'er-

Thy voice of love, in gentlest tone.

Still whispers, " Cling to me !"

Though faith and hope are often tried,

I ask not, need not aught beside

;

So safe, so calm, so siftisfied.

The soul that clings to thee !
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THE SINNER'S FKIEND. 8s & Gs.

Tenderly.

?iESi?^i?^
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J ^

Ji^iEi:
—I—« k->.

:=^^
igi^Eig

thou, the contrite sinner's friend ! Who, loving, lov'st them to the end,
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On this a - lone my hopes de - pend. That thou wilt plead for me.

iHi
Q 1 A 1^^ sinner's Friend.

Thou, the contrite sinner's friend

!

Who, loving, lov'st them to the end,

On this aloue my hopes depend,

That thou wilt plead for me.

1 When weary in the Christian race,

Far oflF appears my resting place,

And, fainting, I mistrust thy grace,

Then, Saviour, plead for me.

\ When I have err'd and gone astray,

Afar from thine and wisdom's way,

And see no glimmering, guiding ray,

Still, Saviour, plead for me.

4 When Satan, by my sins made bold.

Strives from thy cross to loose my hold,

Then with thy pitying arms enfold,

And plead, Oh, plead for me.

5. And when my dying hour draws near,

Darkened with anguish, guilt, and fear.

Then to my fainting sight appear,

Pleading in heaven for me.

6 When the full light of heav'nly day,

Reveals my sins in dread array.

Say thou hast wash'd them all away;
Oh, say thou plead'st for me !

TO-DAY THE SAVIOUR CALLS

-4

6s & 4s.

glSigii^lliiffl^iipi
To-day the Saviour calls ! Ye wand'rers come ; ye benighted souls, Why longer roam?

ggggiiiipigi^feg##?pfg^^
211.

To-day the Saviour callt.

(323)

To-DAY the Saviour calls:

Ye wand'rers, come

:

0, ye benighted souls

Why longer roam ?

To-day the Saviour calls,

Oh, hear him now
;

Within these sacred walls

To Jesus bow

To-day the Saviour calls;

For refuge fly

;

The storm of vengeance falls,

And death is nigh.

The Spirit calls to-day

;

Yield to his power

;

Oh, grieve him not away

:

'Tis mercy's hour.
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FOUNTAIN OF LIFE. Peculiar.

^-J^=^^-33SEHz=ivt^
=nii=c=]s=i:^=:^=^

jMz-MrizJ^-at

1 All you that are wea-ry and sad—come! And you tliat are cheerful and glad—come!

r^

:i^J:

In robes of hu - mil - i - ty clad—come 1 The Saviour invites you to - day, to -

:p—»=:p: :=^f-g-P-l—]=^-^—^-

:ff=^z:r-ffzi*E^p5t:i§:fiE

ri 1 r> " 27ee Sptrt< and the Bride sai/ come."

ZiZ, Rev. xxii:17. (321)

2 Let youth in its freshness and bloom

—

come

!

Let man in the pride of his noon—come !

Let age on the vei-ge of the tomb—come !

Let none in his pride stay away.

3 Let the halt, and the maimed, and the

blind—come !

Let all who are freely inclined—come !

With an humble and peaceable mind

—

Away from the waters of strife, [come

!

i The Spirit and Bride freely say—come !

And let him that heareth it, say—come

!

And let him thatthirsteth to-day—come!
And drink of the fountain of life.

CHILD OF SIN AND SORROW. 6s & 4s.

FINE.

:^

( Child of sin and sor-row, Fill'dwith dismay, )

I
Wait not for to-mor-row, Yield thee to-day

; j

:22;

—i—-m ^-

1

D. c. Child of sin and sor-row, Hear, and o - bey
Heav'n bids thee corae,'While yet there's

[room :

-f=2_f=2 1
1

,li:=tzzf:g-f-^zP
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01 Q " The garment of praise."
jC\0, Isaiah Ixi; 3. (322)

2 Child of sin and sorrow, why wilt thou

die?

Come while thou canst borrow help from

Grieve not that love, [on high :

Which from above

—

Child of sin and sorrow

—

Would bring thee nigh.

3 Child of sin and sorrow, where wilt thou

flee!

Through that long to-morrow, eternity

!

Exiled from home,
Darkly to roam

—

Child of sin and sorrow,

Where wilt thou flee ?

Child of sin an sorrow, lift up thine eye !

Heirship thou canst borrow in worlds on
In that high home, [highl
Graven thy name :

Child of sin and sorrow,

Swift homeward fly !
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THE SINNER'S INVITATION. 6s & 7s.

go, will you go To
Where the storms nev - er blow, And

D. c. And the leaves of the bowers In

1^
vcn?the high - land.s of hea

the long Sinn - mer's giv - en

;

the breez - es are flit - ting

Where the" bright bloom - ing flowers

r-t=^-l—iJ:g=g=;=g:
:t=

Are their o - dors e - mit - ting,

:r—r=-

/^ 14, T/i« Za«d ofpromise.

Sinner, go ; will you go

To the highlands of heaven
;

Where the storms never blow,

And the long summer's given
;

Where the bright, blooming flowers

Are their odors emitting
;

And the leaves of the bowers

In the breezes are flitting.

! Where the rich golden fruit

Is in bright clusters pending,

And the deep laden boughs

Of life's fair tree are bending.

And where life's crystal stream

Is unceasingly flowing.

And the verdure is green,

And eternally growing.

EVEN ME. 8s & 7s.

(327)

3 Where the saints robed in white

—

Cleansed in life's flowing fountain
,^

Shining beauteous and bright.

They inhabit the mountain.

Where no sin nor dismay,

Neither trouble nor sorrow,

Will be felt for a day,

Nor be feared for the morrow
4 He's prepared thee a home

—

Sinner, canst thou believe it?

And invites thee to come.

Sinner, wilt thou receive it ?

Oh come, sinner, come,

For the tide is receeding,

And the Saviour will soon.

And for ever cease pleading.

/^ 1U • " Eyen me."

1 Lord, I hear of show'rs of blessings,

Thou art scatt'ring full and free
;

Show'rs the thirsty land refreshing,

Let some droppings fall on me:
Even me, etc.

2 Pass me not, God, my Father,

Sinful though my heart may be
;

Thou might'st leave me, but the rather

Let thy mercy light on me :

Even me, etc.

Pass me not, gracious Saviour,

Let me live and cling to thee

;

I am longing for thy favor

;

Whilst thou'rt calling, call for me :

Even me, etc.

Pass me not, thy lost one bringing,

Bind my heart, Lord, to thee
;

Whilst the streams of life are springing.

Blessing others. Oh, bless me :

Even me, etc.
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REDEMPTION. lis.

-^ iiEl^si 3=i

1 De - lay not, de - lay not, O sin - ner, draw near. The wa - ters of

D. C. Re-demp-tion is pur - chased, sal - va - tion is free.
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life are now flowing for thee; No price is de-mand-ed, the Sav -iour is here,

I \ ^ ^- ^- ^. .p. .^i
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Q 1 ^ jDeJay no*.

'C'lt), (330)

2 Delay not, delay not ! why longer abuse

The love and compassion of Jesus our Lord?
A fountain is open'd ; how canst thou refuse

To wash and be cleans'd in his pardoning blood ?

3 Delay not, delay not ! sinner, to come
;

For mercy still lingers, and calls thee to-day

;

Her voice is not heard in the vale of the tomb

;

Her message, unheeded, will soon pass away.

4 Delay not, delay not ! the Spirit of grace,

Long griev'd and resisted, entreats thee to come

;

Beware, lest in darkness thou finish thy rac^,

And sink to the vale of eternity's gloom.

5 Delay not, delay not ! the hour is at hand,

The earth shall dissolve and the heavens shall fade

:

The dead, small and great, in the judgment shall stand
;

What pow'r, then, sinner, shall lend thee its aid ?

1 H' " -^^P*"' ^'"'^ twrn."

.Ol/a EZEKIEL xviii : aO. C329)

1 TURN you ! turn you, for why will you die

When God in his mercy is coming so nigh ?

Now Jesus invites you, the Spirit says Come,
The brethren are waiting to welcome you home.

2 How vain the delusion, that while you delay,

Your hearts may grow better by staying away :

Come wretched, come starving, come just as you be,

The streams of salvation are flowing most free.

3 Here Jesus is ready your souls to receive

;

Oh, how can you question, since you now believe ?

Since sin is your burden, why will you not come ?

He now bids you welcome—he now says there's room.
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THE EDEN ABOVE. P. M.

^^^ 4—^—

^

Wim^E^M ĴEE^^EĴ ^
3 We're bound for the land of the pure and the holy, The home of the happy, the kingdom of love

j

( Ye wand'rers from God, in the broad road of folly. Oh ! say, will you go to the E - den a - bovei

-m- -m- -0- ^

^ 1 Q Tht Eden above.

ZiO, (331)

1 We're bound for the land of the pure and the holy,

The home of the happy, the kingdom of love,

Ye wanderers from God, in the broad road of folly,

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above ?

Will you go, will you go,

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above ?

2 In that blessed land neither sighing nor anguish,

Can breathe in the fields where the glorified move.

Ye heart-burdened ones, who in misery languish,

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above ?

Will you go, will you go.

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above ?

3 Nor fraud, nor deceit, nor the hand of oppression.

Can injure the dwellers in that holy grove;

No wickedness there, not a shade of transgression;

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above ?

Will you go, will you go.

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above?

4 Each saint has a mansion prepared and all furnished.

Ere from this clay house he is summoned to move;
Its gates and its towers with glory are burnished;

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above?
Will you go, will you go,

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above ?

5 March on, happy pilgrims, that land is before you,

And soon its ten thousand delights we shall prove
;

Yes, soon we shall walk o'er the hills of bright glory.

And drink the pure joys of the Eden above.

We will go, we will go

;

Oh yes, we will go to the Eden above.

6 And yet, guilty sinner, we would not forsake thee,

We halt yet a moment as onward we move
;

Oh come to thy Lord, in his arms he will take thee,

And bear thee along to the Eden above.

Will you go, will you go,

Oh say, will you go to the Eden above ?
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•WELLS. L. M.
,
Slow. ill

Let thoughtless thousands choose the road That leads the soul away from God

;

(=2_ „_^_^_^_.,

This hap - pi-ness, blest Lord, be mine— To live and die en

^

tire - ly thine

"-
^E'l^izipzzt

1 O 0irt8< the souVs portion.

ZlV, (338)

1 Let thoughtless thousands choose the

road

That leads the soul away from God

;

This happiness, blest Lord, be mine,

To live and die entirely thine.

2 On Christ, by faith, my soul would live,

From him my life, my all receive

;

To him devote my fleeting hours,

Serve him alone with all my pow'rs.

3 Christ is my everlasting all

;

To him I look, on him I call

;

He will my every want supply

In time and through eternity.

4 Soon will the Lord, my Life, appear

;

Soon shall I end my trials here

;

Leave sin and sorrow, death and pain

;

To live is Christ, to die is gain.

CtC%f\ Ood calling yet.

ZZ\). (339)

1 God calHng yet!—shall I not hear ?

Earth's pleasures shall I still hold dear?

Shall life's swift passing years all fly,

And still my soul in slumbers lie ?

2 God calling yet !—shall I not rise ?

Can I his loving voice despise,

And basely his kind care repay ?

He calls me still : can I delay ?

3 God calling yet ! and shall he knock,

And I my heart the closer lock ?

He still is waiting to receive,

And shall I dare his Spirit grieve ?

God calling yet !—and shall I give

No heed, but still in bondage live ?

I wait, but he does not forsake

;

He calls me still !—my heart, awake

!

God calling yet ! I can not stay
;

My heart I yield without delay :

Vain world, farewell ! from thee I part;

The voice oit' God hath reached my heart

!

^)O 1 Christ the Rtieemer and Judge.
ZZV, (340)

1 Now to the Lord, who makes us know
The wonders of his dying love.

Be humble honors paid below,

And strains of nobler praise above.

2 'Twas he who cleansed us from our sins,

And washed us in his precious blood
;

'Tis he who makes us priests and kings,

And brings us, rebels, near to God.

3 To Jesus, our atoning Priest,

To Jesus, our eternal King,

Be everlasting power confessed

;

Let every tongue his glory sing.

4 Behold, on flying clouds he comes,

And every eye shall see him move;

Though with our sins we pierced him once,

Now he displays his pardoning love.

5 The unbelieving world shall wail,

While we rejoice to see the day :

Come, Lord, nor let thy promise fail,

Nor let thy chariot long delay.
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MELMORE. L.M.

Stay, thou in-sult-ed Spir- it, stay, Tho' I have doue thee such de-spite
;

.^ .0. . .m- -m- -m- .#--<•-.
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Cast
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not a sinner quite a - way,
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Nor take thine ev-er-last-iug flight.

. -m- -m.

"Grieve not the l^irH."222.
1 Stay, thou insulted Spirit, stay,

Tho' I have done thee such despite

;

Cast not a sinner quite away,

Nor take thine everlasting flight.

2 Tho' T have most unfliithful been
Of all who e'er thy grace received,

Ten thousand times thy goodness seen,

Ten thousand times thy goodness grieved,

S Yet. 0, the chief of sinners spare.

In honor of my great High Priest;

Nor, in thy righteous anger, swear
I shall not see thy people's rest.

4 My weary soul, God, release

;

Uphold me with thy gracious hand

;

0, guide me into perfect peace.

And bring me to the promised land.

i)i)0 "The contrite heart."
'^^O, (346)

1 Snow pity. Lord ; Lord, forgive;

Let a repenting rebel live
;

Are not thy mercies large and free ?

May not a sinner trust in thee ?

2 My crimes, though great, can not surpass
The power and glory of thy grace

;

Great God, thy nature hath no bound

;

So let thy pardoning love be found.

3 0, wash my soul from every sin.

And make my guilty conscience clean;
Here, on my heart, the burden lies,

AQ,d past offenses pain my eyes.

6

4 My lips, with shame, my sins confess,

Against thy law, against thy grace

;

Lord, should thy judgment grow severe,

I am condemned, but thou art clear.

5 Should sudden vengeance seize my breath,

I must pronounce thee just in death
;

And if my soul were sent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

6 Yet save a trembling sinner. Lord,
Whose hope, still hovering round thy word
Would light on some sweet promise there,

Some sure support against despair.

" 7%e Vwe of Christ eonstraineth."
11 Cor. 5 : 14. (345)224.

1 liORD, when my thoughts delighted rove
Amid the wonders of thy love.

Sweet hope revives my drooping heart,

And bids intruding fears depart.

2 For mortal crimes a sacrifice,

The Lord of Life, the Saviour dies

;

What love ! what mercy ! how divine !

Jesus, and can I call thee mine ?

3 Repentant sorrows fill my heart,

But mingling joy allays the smart;
O, may my future life declare

This sorrow and the joy sincere.

4 Be all my heart and all my days
Devoted to my Saviour's praise;

And let my glad obedience prove

How much I owe, how much I love.
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BACA. Xj. M. 6 lines.

The Lord my pasture shall prepare, And feed me with a shepherd's care
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His presence shall my wants supply,

And guard me with a watchful eye; | My noon-day walks he shall at-tenu,
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And all my midnight hours defend.
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(70)
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.C'/^t). Psalm xxiii.

1 The Lord my pasture shall prepare,

And feed me with a shepherd's care

;

His presence shall my wants supply,

And guard me with a watchful eye :

My noonday walks he shall attend.

And all my midnight hours defend.

2 When in the sultry glebe I faint.

Or on the thirsty mountains pant,

To fertile vales and dewy meads

My weary, wandering steps he leads,

Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow,

Amid the verdant landscape flow.

3 Though in a bare and rugged way,

Through devious, lonely wilds I stray,

His bounty shall my pains beguile;

The barren wilderness shall smile.

With lively greens and herbage crowned,

And streams shall murmur all around.

4 Though in the paths of death I tread.

With gloomy horrors overspread.

My steadfast heart shall fear no ill.

For thou, Lord ! art with me still

;

Thy friendly crook shall give me aid.

And "luide me throuo-h the dismal shade

C)C) C\ " ^ very present help in trouble."
ZiZ/\J» ' Psalm xl: 1. (224)

1 Still nigh me, my Saviour, stand,

And guard in fierce-temptation's hour

;

Support by thy almighty hand,

Show forth in me thy saving power

;

Still be thine arm my sure defense.

Nor earth nor hell shall pluck me thence.

2 In suffering be thy love my peace,

In weakness be thy love my power;

And when the storms of life shall cease,

0, Saviour, in that trying hour.

In death, as life, be thou my guide,

And save me, who for me hast died.

QQ »7 " CoTnc unto me all ye that labor."

Zi4> I , Matt, xi: 2.S. (350)

1 Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive

moan [woe

;

Hath taught each scene the notes of

Cease thy complaint, suppress thy groan,

And let thy tears forget to flow :

Behold, the precious balm is found,

To lull thy pain, to heal thy wound.

2 Come, freely come, by sin oppressed
;

On Jesus cast thy weighty load
;

In him thy refuge find, thy rest,

Safe in the mercy of thy God :

Thy God's thy Saviour—glorious word 1

Oh, hear, believe, and bless the Lord

!
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ARLINGTON. C. M

"^-& \-^ '—» — €?—g -
t-gil

Faith adds new charms to earthly bliss, And saves us from its snares;
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It j-ields support in all our toils, And soft-ens all our cares.
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(352)
QOQ Jbiue;- nffaitli.

1 Faith adds new charms to earthly bliss-

And saves us from its snares
;

It yields support in all our toils

And sdftens all our cares.

2 The wounded conscience knows its power,

The healing balm to give
;

That balm the saddest heart can cheer.

And make the dying live.

3 Unveiling wide the heavenly world.

Where endless pleasures reign,

It bids us seek our portinn there,

Nor bids us seek in vain.

4 There, still unshaken, would we rest.

Till this frail body dies,

And then, on faith's triumphant wing.

To endless glory rise.

OOO " Increase ourfaith."
/iiZtO, Luke 17: 5. (353)

1 On for a faith that will not shrink,

Though pressed by every foe.

That will not tremble on the brink

Of any earthly woe !

—

2 That will not murmur nor complain

Beneath the chastening rod.

But in the hour of grief or pain,

Will lean upon its God :

—

3 A faith that shines more bright and clear

When tempests rage without;

That when in danger knows no fear,

In darkness feels uo doubt;

—

4 That bears, unmoved, the world's dread

Nor heeds its scornful smile; [frown,

That seas of trouble can not drown,

Nor Satan's arts beguile ;

—

5 A faith that keeps the narrow way
Till life's last hour is fled.

And with a pure and heavenly ray

Lights up a dying bed.

Q Or^ -A. living faith.
'COU, (354;

1 Mistaken souls, that dream of heaven,

And make their empty boast

Of inward joys, and sins forgiven,

While they are slaves to lust

!

2 How vain are fancy's airy flights,

If faith be cold and dead !

None but a living power unites

To Christ, the living Head.

8 'Tis faith that purifies the heart

;

'Tis faith that works by love;

That bids all sinful joys depart,

And lifts the thoughts above.

Faith must obey our Father's will.

As well as trust his grace;

A pard'ning (iod requires us still

To walk in all his ways.

5 This faith shall every fear control

By its celestial power,

With holy triumph fill the soul

In death's approaching hour.
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DUNLAP'S CKEEK. C. M.

Oh, how di - vine, how sweet the joy, When but one sin - ner turns.
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O Q 1 " Tlitrt is joy over one sinnKr that rtpenteth."

Z>Ol, Luke xv: 7. (358)

1 Oh how diviue, how sweet the joy,

When but one sinner turns,

And with a humble, broken heart,

His sins and errors mourns !

2 Pleased with the news, the saints beloW)

In songs their tougues employ
;

Beyond the skies the tidings go,

And heav'n is fill'd with joy.

Well pleas'd the Father sees, and hears

The conscious sinner's moan :

Jesus receives him in his arms,

And claims him for his own.

4 Nor angels can their joy contain,

But kindle with new fire
;

" The sinner lost is found," they sing,

And strike the sounding lyre.

OQO ^^ heart's surrender.

ZOZ, (359)

1 Welcome, O Saviour ! to my heart

;

Possess thy humble throne
;

Bid every rival hence depart.

And claim me for thine own.

2 The world and Satan I forsake

—

To thee, I all resign
;

My longing heart, Jesus ! take,

And fill with love divine.

3 Oh may I never turn aside,

Nor from thy bosom flee
;

Let nothing here my heart divide

I give it all to thee.

OQQ " Whiiso forsaketh not all that he hath"
yCOO, Luce xiv : 33. (360)

1 And must I part with all I have,

Jesus, my Lord ! for thee ?

This is my joy, since thou hast done
Much more than this for me.

2 Yes, let it go ; one look from thee

Will more than make amends
For all the losses I sustain

Of credit, riches, friends.

B Ten thousand worlds, ten thousand lives,

How worthless they appear,

Compared with thee, supremely good,

Divinely bright and fair !

4 Saviour of souls ! while I from thee

A single smile obtain,

Though destitute of all things else,

I'll glory in my gain.

C%fy A A pleafor merqj.
Zo4, (361)

1 Mercy alone can meet my case,

For mercy, Lord, I cry
j

Jesus, Redeemer, show thy face

In mercy, or I die.

2 I perish, and ray doom were just;

But wilt thou leave me ?—No !

I hold thee fast, my hope, my trust-;

I will not let thee go.

3 To thee, thee only will I cleave

;

Thy word is all my plea
;

That word is truth, and I believe

—

Have mercy, Lord, on me.
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OZBEM
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O Q /^ " Boast not thyselfof to-morrow!''
/COO, Prov. xxvii ; 1. (302)

1 To-morrow, Lord ! is thine,

Lodged in thy sov'reign hand
j

And if its sun arise and shine

It shines by thy command.

2 The present moment flies,

And bears our life away

;

Oh, make thy servants truly wise,

That they may live to-day.

3 Since on this fleeting hour
Eternity is hung,

Awake, by thine almighty power,

The aged and the young.

4 One thing demands our care.

Oh, be it still pursued !

Lest, slighted once, the season fair

Should never be renewed.

5 To Jesus may we fly,

Swift as the morning light,

Lest life's young, golden beams should die

In sudden, endless night.

236.
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1 And can I yet delay

My little all to give ?

To tear my soul from earth away
For Jesus to receive ?

2 Nay, but I yield, I yield;

I can hold out no more

;

1 sink, by dying love compelled,

And own thee conqueror.

(365)

Though late, I all forsake

;

My friends, my all resign
;

Gracious Redeemer ! take, Oh take,

And seal me ever thine.

Come, and possess me whole.

Nor hence again remove
;

Settle and fix my wavering soul

With all thy weight of love.

My one desire be this,

Thy only love to know

;

To seek and taste no other bliss,

No other sood below

OQT God's mercy to the penitent.

ZO I , (366)

1 Sweet is the friendly voice

Which speaks of life and peace;

Which bids the penitent rejoice,

And sin and sorrow cease.

2 No balm on earth like this

Can cheer the contrite heart;

No flattering dreams of earthly bliss

Such pure delight impart.

3 Still merciful and kind.

Thy mercy, Lord, reveal

;

The broken heart thy love can bind,

The wounded spirit heal.

4 Thy presence shall restore

Peace to my anxious breast

:

Lord, let my steps be drawn no more

From paths which thou hast blessed.
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PLEYEL'S HYMN", 78
Flowinq.
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I who strayed so li^n<
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OQO "FaUur, 1 have sinned."

^O.J, Luke, xt, 18, (367)

1 Love for all ! and can it be ?

Can I hope it. is for me.''

I, who strayed so long ago,

Strayed so far, and fell so low!

2 I, the disobedient child,

Wayward, passionate and wild

;

I, who left my Father's home
In forbidden ways to roam !

3 I, who spurned his loving hold,

I, who would not be controlled,

I, who would not hear his call,

I, the wilful prodigal

!

4 I, who wasted and mis-spent

Every talent he had lent

;

I, who sinned again, again,

Giving every passion rein !

5 To my Father can T go ?

At his feet myself I'll throw.

In his hou-se there yet may be

Place, a servant's place, for me.

6 See, my Father waiting stands
;

See, he reaches out his hands

;

God is love ! I know, I see.

Love for me —yes, even me.

r
- - go. Strayed so far, and fell so

I
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(368)
OQQ Sighing for honif.

1 People of the living God !

I have §ought the world around.

Paths of sin and sorrow trod.

Peace and comfort nowhere found.

2 Now to you my spirit turns,

Turns, a fugitive unblessed :

Brethren ! where your altar burns,

receive me into rest.

3 Lonely I no longer roam.

Like the cloud, the wind, the wave

;

Where you dwell shall be my home.

Where you die shall be my grave

4 Mine the God whom you adore.

Your Redeemer shall be mine
;

Earth can fill my heart no more,

Every idol I resign.

' We walk by faith?'

2 Cor., y. 7.240.

Feeble, helpless, how shall I

Learn to live, and learn to die ?

Who, God ! my guide shall be ?

Who shall lead thy child to thee ?

1 Blessed Father, gracious One !

Thou hast sent thy only Son :

He will give the light I need.

He my trembling steps will lead.

3 Thus in deed, and thought, and word,

Led by Jesus Christ the Lord,

In my weakness, thus shall I

Learn to live, and learn to die.

4 Learn to live in peace and love,

Like the perfect ones above

;

Learn to die without a fear.

Feeling thee, my Father, near.
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HEBRON". L. M.
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Ashaiued of thee, whom angels praise Whose glory shines thro' endless days.

Ashamed of JiS'U.

Jesus, and shall it ever be,

A mortal man ashamed of thee:

Ashamed of thee,whom angels praise,

Whose glory shines through endless days

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far

Let evening blush to own a Star

!

He sheds the beams of light divine

O'er this benighted soul of mine.

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! just as soon

Let morning be ashamed of noon
;

'Tis midnight with my soul, till he,

Bright Morning Star, bid darkness flee.

4 Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear friend,

On whom my hopes of heaven depend !

No ! when I blush, be this my shame,
That [ no more revere his name.

5 Ashamed of Jesus ! yes, I may.
When I've no guilt to wash away;
No tear to wipe, no good to crave,

No i'ears to quell, no soul to save.

6 Till then—nor is my boasting vain

—

Till then I'll boast a Saviour slain !

And Oh ! may this my glory be,

That Christ is not ashamed of me I

rt J o "tollow tlwu Me.'"

L±Z, (375)

1 Jesus my all to heaven has gone.
He whom I fix my hopes upon

;

His path I see, and I'll pursue
The narrow way, till him I view.

_.^_
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2 The way the holy prophets went.
The road that leads from banishment,
The King's highway of holiness

—

I'll go, for all his paths are peace.

3 This is the way I long have sought,

And mourned because I found it not;
My grief and burden long had been,
That I had not been saved from sin.

4 The more I strove against its power,
I felt its weight and guilt the more

;

Till late I heard my Saviour say,
" Come hither, soul—I am the way.

5 Then glad I came to him, blest Lamb !

x\nd made confession of his name;
Myself alone had I to give :

Nothing but love did I receive.

6 Now will I tell to sinners round
What a dear Saviour I have found

;

I'll point to thy redeeming blood,

And say—Behold the way to God.

(106)243.
My God,how excellent thy grace !

Whence all our hope and comfort
springs;

The sons of Adam in distress,

Fly to the shadow of thy wings.

2 Life, like a fountain, rich and free.

Springs from the presence of my Lord,
And in thy ligtit our souls shall see

The glories promised in thy word.
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MAITLAND. C. M.
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Did'st thou, Lord Je - sus, suf-fer shame, And bear the cross for mo?
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be?

(\ A A GU/rying in the cross.

L^^, (355)

1 Didst thou, Lord Jesus, suffer shame,

And bear the cross for me ?

And shall I fear to own thy name,

Or thy disciple be ?

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should dread

To suffer shame or loss
;

Oh let me in thy footsteps tread,

And glory in thy cross.

3 Inspire my soul with love divine.

And holy courage bold
;

Let knowledge, faith, and meekness sbine.

Nor love nor zeal grow cold.

4 Say to my soul, Why dost thou fear

The face of feeble clay ?

Behold thy Saviour, ever near,

Will guide thee in the way.

5 Oh how my soul would rise and run

At this transporting word
;

Nor any painful suff'rings shun
To follow thee, my Lord.

6 Let sinful men reproach, defame,

And call me what they will,

If I may glorify thy name.

And be thy servant still.

' Hinder me not."

Gen. xxiv : 66.Z^O, Gen. xxiv: 66. (380)

1 In all my Lord's appointed ways.

My journey I'll pursue
;

Hinder me not, you much lov'd saints,

For I must go with you.

2 Through floods and flames, if Jesus lead

I'll follow where he goes
j

Hinder me not, shall be my cry,

Though earth and hell oppose.

3 Through trials and through suff'rings too,

I'll go at his command :

Hinder me not, for I am bound
To my Immanuel's land.

4 And when my Saviour calls me home,
Still this my cry shall be,

—

Hinder me not—come, welcome death

—

I'll gladly go with thee.

C) A Ci "Be that is ashamed ofiM, and ofmy word."
yC^yj, Mark viii : 38. (381)

1 Asham'd of Christ ! our souls disdain

The mean, ungen'rous thought

;

Shall we disown that friend whose blood

To man salvation brought ?

2 With the glad news of love and peace

From heav'n to earth he came;
For us endur'd the painful cross,

For us despis'd the shame.

3 To his command let us submit

Ourselves without delay

;

Our lives—yea, thousand lives of ours.

His love can ne'er repay.

4 Each faithful foll'wer Jesus views

With infinite delight

;

Their lives to him are dear—their death

Is precious in his sight.

5 To bear his name—his cross to bear

—

Our highest honor this I

Who nobly suffers for him now
Shall reign with him in bliss.
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CHELMSFORD. C. M.
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" For there is no difference."

Rom. x: 12. (287)

1 How free and boundle^^s is the grace

Of our redeeming God !

Extending to the Greek and Jew,
And men of every blood.

2 Come, all you wretched sinners, come,

He'll form your souls anew;
His gospel and his heart have room

For rebels such as you.

8 His doctrine is almighty love;

There's virtue in his name
To turn a raven to a dove,

A lion to a lamb.

' Lord, if thou wilt."

Matt, viii: 2. (383)248.

1 Lord, and will thy pard'ning love

Embrace a wretch so vile ?

Wilt thou ray load of guilt remove,

And bless me with thy smile ?

2 Hast thou the cross for me endur'd,

And all its shame despis'd ?

And shall I be asham'd, Lord,

With thee to be baptiz'd ?

3 Didst thou the great example lead.

In Jordan's swelling flood !

And shall my pride disdain the deed,

That's worthy of my God !

4 Lord, the ardor of thy love

Reproves my cold delays
;

And now my willing footsteps move
In thy delightful ways.

O ACi " ^''^ ^"'y Spirit des-XHded."

Z^V, Luke iii: 22. (384)

1 Meekly in Jordan's flowing stream

The great Redeemer bowed
;

Bright was the glory's sacred beam
That hushed the wondering crowd.

2 Thus God descended to approve

The deed that Chiist had done;

Thus came the emblematic Dove,

And hovered o'er the Son.

3 So may the Spirit come to-day

To our baptismal scene :

Let thoughts of earth be far away,

And every mind serene.

4 This day we give to holy joy
;

This day to heaven belongs :

Raised to new life, we will employ
In melody our tongues.

" 1 come to do thy will."

Ueb. X : 7. (385250.
1 " I COME," the great Redeemer cries,

" To do thy will, Lord I"

At Jordan's flood, behold ! he seals,

The sure prophetic word.

2 Hark ! a glad voice—the Father speaks,

From heaven's exalted hight

;

" This is my Son, my well belov'd,

In whom I do delight."

No more we'll count ourselves our own,

But his in bonds of love
;

Oh I may such bonds for ever draw
Our souls to thiniis above.
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BOyijSTON. s. M.
Gently.
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Ah ! whith - er should I go, Blir - dened, and weak, and faint ?
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1 Ah ! whither should I go,

]5urdened, and weak, and faint ?

To whom should I my trouble show
And pour out my complaint?

2 My Saviour bids me come

;

Ah ' why should I delay ?

He calls the sinner home,—

•

I come to him to-day.

3 Searcher of hearts, in mine
Thy saving power display

;

Into its darkest chambers shine

And take the veil away.

4 I now believe ; in thee

Compassion reigns alone
;

According to my faith to me
Oh let it. Lord, be done !

5 In me is all the bar

Which thou wouldst fain remove :

—

Remove, remove it hence afar,

God, thou God of love

!

Q K f) " Tou shall find rest for your souls."

LOL, Matt, xi : 29. (364)

1 Ah ! what avails my strife,

My wandering to and fro ?

Thou hast the words of endless life;

Ah ! whither should I go ?

2 Thy condescending grace

To me did freely move
;

It calls me still to seek thy face.

And stoops to ask my love.

i^rrtz:
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3 Lord ! at thy feet I fall

;

I long to be set free
;

I fain would now obey the call,

And give up all for thee.

yCiOo, Matt, iii : 16.

Come and behold the place,

Where once your Saviour lay
;

Confess that he is Lord of all.

And humble homage pay.

2 Laid in the watery grave.

He quickly rose again;

Buried with him, we too shall rise

And endless life obtain.

3 Now may the Spirit crown.

With tokens of his grace.

The solemn service of this day,

And bid us go in peace.

(386)

Thus it hecnmeth us."
Matt, iii : 15.254.

1 With willing hearts we tread

The path the Saviour trod,

We love th'exaniple of our Head,

The glorious Lamb of God.

2 On thee, on thee alone,

Our hope and faith rely
;

thou who didst for sin atone,

Who didst for sinners die.

3 We trust thy saerifi<?e;

To thy dear cross we flee
;

Oh, may we die to sin, and rise

To life and bliss in thee.

(389)
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WATCHMAN. S. M.
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sound, And all the earth shall hear.

O ft re
" -By j?rac« are ye saved."

^iDD, Eph. ii:8. (405)

1 Grace ! 'tis a charming sound,

Harmonious to the ear
j

Heav'n with the echo shall resound

And all the earth shall hear.

2 Grace first contriv'd the way
To save rebellious man

;

And all the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace led our wand'ring feet

To tread the heav'nly road;

And new supplies each hour we meet,

While pressing on to God.

4 Grace all the work shall crown
Through everlasting days

;

It lays in heav'n the topmost stone.

And well deserves our praise.

O F\ft " ^ '"'" ^vrite my law in their hearts."

ZO\J, Heb. viii:10. (418)

1 Great source of life and light

!

Thy heavenly grace impart.

Thy Holy Spirit grant, and write

Thy law upon my heart.

2 My soul would cleave to thee

;

Let naught my purpose move

;

Oh, let my faith more steadfast be.

And more intense my love

!

3 Long as my trials last,

Long as the cross I bear.

Oh, let my soul on thee be cast

la coutideace and prayer !

r-

Conduct me to the shore

Of everlasting peace,

Where storm and tempest rise no more.

Where sin and sorrow cease.

" Blessed are they that hunger."
Matt, v : 6. (703)267.

1 Hungry, and fxint and poor.

Behold us. Lord, again

Assembled at thy mercy's door,

Thy bounty to obtain.

2 Thy word invites us nigh.

Or we would starve indeed;

For we no money have to buy,

Nor righteousness to plead.

3 The food our spirits want,

Thy hand alone can give

;

Oh ! hear the pray'r of faith, and grant

That we may eat and live I

258.
1 While my Redeemer's near.

My Shepherd and my guide,

I bid farewell to anxious fear;

My wants are all supplied.

2 To ever fragrant meads.

Where rich abundance grow.=i.

His gracious hand indulgent leads,

And guards my sweet repose.

3 Dear Shepherd, if I stray,

My wandering feet restore
;

To thy fair pastures guide my way
And let me rove no more.
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FOREST. L. M.
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ZOiy, (395)

1 Forgiveness ! 'tis a joyful sound

To malefactors doomed to die
;

Publish the bliss the world around
;

You seraphs, shout it from the sky

!

2 'Tis the rich gift of love divine
;

'Tis full, outmeasuring every crime
;

Unclouded shall its glories shine,

And feel no change by changing time

3 For this stupendous love of heav'n,

What grateful honors shall we show !

Where much transgression is forgiv'n

Let love in equal ardors glow.

4 By this inspir'd, let all our days

With gospel holiness be crown'd
;

Let truth and goodness, prayer and praise

In all abide, in all abound.

aan " Slessed is the man whose sin is covered."

ZDU. Rom. iv.7. (396)

1 Earth has a joy unknown in heav'n

—

The new-born joy of sins forgiv'n!

Tears of such pure and deep delight,

angels ! never dimm'd your sight.

2 You saw of old on chaos rise

The beauteous pillars of the skies
;

You know where morn exulting springs,

And ev'ning folds her drooping wings.

3 Bright heralds of th' Eternal Will,

Abroad his errands you fulfill

;

Or, thron'd in floods of beamy day,

Symphonious in his presence play.

4 Loud is the song—the heavn'ly plain

Is shaken with the choral strain

;

And dying echoes, floating far,

Draw music from each chiming star.

5 But I amid your choirs shall shine.

And all your knowledge shall be mine:

You on your harps must lean to hear

A secret chord that mine shall bear.

op-( Self-dedication.

ZVL, (397)

1 Lord, I am thine, entirely thine.

Purchased alone by blood divine;

With full consent I yield to thee,

And own thy sovereign right to me.

2 Grant me, in mercy, now a place

Among the children of thy grace
;

A wretched sinner, lost to God,

But ransomed by Immanuel's blood.

Thee, my new Master, now I call,

And consecrate to thee my all :

Lord, let me live and die to thee

—

Be thine through all eternity.

ni^c% Organization of a Church.

ZOZ. (483)

1 Lord, bless thy saints assembled here,

In solemn cov'nant now to join
;

Unite them in thy holy fear.

And in thy love their hearts combine

2 give this church a large increase

Of such as thou wilt own and bless;

Lord, fill their heartswith joy and peace.

And clothe them with thy righteous-

ness.

3 Make her a garden wall'd with grace,

A temple built for God below.

Where thy blest saints may see thy face

;

And fruits of thy bless'd Spirit grow
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ORIEL. L. M,
S!'nv and gentle,.

1 love di-vine, that stoop'd lo share Our sharpest pang, our bitterest tear.
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On thee is cast each earth-born care, We smile at pain while thou art n-ear.

God ever near.

(66)263,
2 Though long the weary way we tread,

And sorrow crown each lingering year,

No path we shun, no darkness dread.

Our hearts still whispering, thou art

near

!

3 When drooping pleasure turns to grief.

And trembling fliith is changed to fear.

The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf,

Shall softly tell us, thou art near !

4 On thee we fling our burdening woe,

Oh love divine, forever dear,

Content to suiFer while we know,

Living and dying, thou art near

!

CiCi 4 T/ie Beatitudes.

ZD4. (411)

1 Bless' D are the humble souls that see

Their emptiness and poverty;

Treasures of grace to them are giv'n,

And crowns of joy laid up in heav'n.

2 Bless'd are the men of broken heart.

Who mourn for sin with inward smart;

The blood of Christ divinely flows,

A healing balm for all their woes.

3 Bless'd are the souls who thirst for grace,

Hunger and thirst for righteousness
;

They shall be well supplied, and fed

With living streams and living bread.

4 Bless'd are the men of peaceful life,

Who quench the glowing coals of strife
;

They shall be call'd the heirs of bliss,

The sons of God, the God of peace.

• Bless'd are the suff'rers who partake

Of pain and shame for Jesus' 8ake
;

Their souls shall triumph in the Lord :

Glory and joy are their reward.

O^ Pi in Clirist.

^\)0, (412)

. God of my life ! thy boundless grace,

Chose, pardoned, and adopted me
;

My rest, my home, my dwelling-place

Father ! I come, I come to thee.

I Jesus, my hope, my rock, my shield !

Whose precious blood was shed for me.

Into thy hands my soul I yield

;

Saviour ! I come, I come to thee.

OCii\ " Our life is a vapor."
/OOO. James iv: 14. (426)

How vain is all beneath the skies !

How transient every earthly bliss !

How slender all the fondest ties

That bind us to a world like this

!

5 The evening cloud, the morning dew
The withering grass, the fading flower,

Of earthly hopes are emblems true,

The glory of a passing hour.

! But though earth's fairest blossoms die,

And all beneath the skies is vain,

There is a brighter world on high.

Beyond the reach of care and pain.

: Then let the hope of joys to come

Dispel our cares, and chase our fears

;

If God be ours we're traveling home.

Though passing through a vale of tears.
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LOVE. c. M.
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How hap - py is the Chris-tian's state ! His sins are all for - given
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" Not as the world giveth."

JoHNxiv :27. (402)267.
1 How happy is the Christian's state !

His sins are all forgiv'n
;

A cheering ray confirms the grace,

And lifts his hopes to heav'n.

2 Though in the rugged path of life

He heaves the pensive sigh
;

Yet, trusting in his God, he finds

Deliv'ring grace is nigh.

3 If to prevent his v?and'ring steps

He feels the chastn'ning rod,

The gentle stroke shall bring him back

To his forgiving God.

4 And when the welcome message comes

To call his soul away,

His soul in raptures shall ascend

To everlasting day.

$
::t;
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4 Yes, when this heart and flesh shall fail,

And mortal life shall cease,

I shall possess within the veil

A life of joy and peace.

" I was blind, hut now 1 see."

John ix : 25. (403)268.
1 Amazing grace ! (how sweet the sound !)

That sav'd a wretch like me !

I once was lost, but now am found
;

Was blind, but now I see.

2 Through many dangers, toils, and snares,

I have already come
;

'Tis grace has brought me safe thus far.

And grace will lead me home.

3 The Lord has promis'd good to me,
His word my hope secures

;

He will my shield and portion be

As lony; as life endures.

' Newness of life."

Rom. vi ; 4. (404)269.

How happy every child of grace.

Who knows his sins forgiven !

This earth, he cries, is not my place,

I seek my home in heaven.

2 A country far from mortal sight.

Yet Oh, by ftiith I see

The land of rest, the saints' delight,

The heaven prepared for me.

3 Oh, what a blessed hope is ours

!

While here on earth we stay.

We more than taste the heav'nly powers,

And ante-date that day

4 We feel the resurrection near.

Our life in Christ concealed.

And with his glorious presence here

Our earthen vessels filled.

5 Oh, would he all of heaven bestow

!

Then like our Lord we'll rise;

Our bodies, fully ransomed, go

To take the glorious prize.

6 On him with rapture then I'll gaze,

Who bought the bliss for me,

And shout and wonder at his grace,

Through all eternity.
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ZiV, (237)

1 Infinite excellence is thine,

Thou lovely Prince of Grace !

Thy uncreated beauties shine

With never-fading rays.

2 Sinners from earth's remotest end
Come bending at thy feet

;

To thee their prayers and praise ascend

In thee their wishes meet.

3 Thy name, as precious ointment shed,

Delights the church around

;

Sweetly the saored odors spread.

And purest joys abound.

4 Millions of happy spirits live

On thy exhaustless store
;

From thee they all their bliss receive,

And still thou givest more.

5 Thou art their triumph and their joy

;

They find their all in thee;

Thy glories will their tongues employ
Through all eternity.

i^^yi Peace in the storm.
Z) l V, (414)

1 Lord, in whose might the Saviour trod

The dark and stormy wave.

And trusted in his Father's arm,
Omnipotent to save ;

—

2 When thickly round our footsteps rise

The floods and storms of life,

Grant us thy Spirit. Lord, to still

The dark and fearful strife.

3 Strong in our trust, on thee reposed,

The ocean path w.e'll dare.

Though waves around us rage and foam
Since thou art nresent there.

272.
" We have left all."

Matt, xix : 27. (416)

1 There is a name I love to hear,

I love to speak its worth

;

It sounds like music in mine ear,

The sweetest name on earth.

2 It tells me of a Saviour's love,

Who died to set me free

;

It tells me of his precious blood,

The sinner's perfect plea.

3 It tells me of a Father's smile

Beaming upon his child
;

It cheers me through this '• little while,'

Through desert, waste, and wild.

4 It bids my trembling heart rejoice,

It dries each rising tear,

It tells me in a " still small voice,"

To trust and never fear.

5 Jesus ! the name I love so well.

The name I love to hear

!

No saint on eartli its worth can tell,

No heart conceive how dear.

6 This name shall shed its fragrance still

Along this thorny road.

Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill

That leads me up to God.
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CORONATION. C. H. M.
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cence must glow, Great God, about thy throne ! So brilliant here these drops of light-

There the full ocean rolls, how bright

!

-I \

C%nfO ^< ineffable glnry of God.
ZiO, (55)

1 Since o'er thy footstool here below

Such radiant gems are strewn,

Oh, what magnificence must glow,

Great God, about thy throne !

So brilliant here these drops of light

—

Tliei'e the full ocean rolls, how bright!

2 If night's blue curtain of the sky

—

With thousand stars inwrought,

Hung like a royal canopy

With glittering diamonds fraught

—

Be, Lord, thy temple's outer veil,

W^hat splendor at the shrine must dwell

!

3 The dazzling sun at noonday hour

—

Forth from his flaming vase

Flini^ing o'er earth the golden shower

Till vale and mountain blaze

—

But shows, Lord, one beam of thine
;

What, then, the day where thou dost shine

4 Oh, how shall these dim eyes endure

That noon of living rays !

Or how our spirits, so impure,

Upon thy glory gaze !

Anoint, Lord, anoint our sight,

And fit us for that world of light

tS^E^^^E^^^^B^E^

274.
" The world knoweth us not."

1 John iii: 1. (425)

1 Let others boast their ancient line,

In long succession great

;

In the proud list let heroes shine,

And rnonarchs swell the state
;

Descended from the King of kings,

Each saint a nobler title sings.

2 Pronounce me, gracious God, thy son.

Own me an heir divine

;

I'll pity princes on the throne,

When I can call thee mine :

Scepters and crowns unenvied rise.

And lose their luster in my eyes.

3 Content, obscure, I pass my days,

To all I meet unknown.
And wait till thou thy child shalt raise,

And seat me near thy throne :

No name, no honors here I crave.

Well pleas'd with those beyond the grave.

\ Jesus, my elder brother, lives
;

With him I, t-oo, shall reign
;

Nor sin, nor death, while he survives,

Shall make the promise vain
;

In him my title stands secure,

And shall while endless years endure.

5 When he, in robes divinely bright,

Shall once again appear,

Thou, too, my soul, shalt shine in light,

And his full image bear :

Enough !—I wait th' appointed day

—

Bless'd Saviour, haste, and come away !
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1 Earth's shadowy years will soon be o'er,

Heav'n's blissful morn arise,

And sorrow's night will then no more
O'ercloud our weeping eyes.

2 Then will the Lord of life and love

Unveil his beaming face
;

And never from our sight remove
The bright celestial rays.

H The precious jewels Jesus sent

To be our solace here.

Were only for a season lent,

They're shining brighter there.

4 And we shall soon their lovely forms

In glorious robes behold :

Shall sing with them in angel's songs,

With harps of shining gold.

5 Tn that blest place no loved ones part

:

No mourning there, no sighs;

For God himself will gontly wipe

All sorrow from their eyes.

6 There everlasting peace and joy,

And transport shall be thine
;

Praise shall our utmost powers employ.

In melody divine.

2'7£* The land of promise.
iD. (428)

There is a land of pure delight,

Where saints immortal reign,

Infinite day excludes the night.

And pleasures banish pain.

7

Un-veil his beam-ing face,

-t^-

2 There everlasting spring abides,

And never withering flowers
;

Death, like a narrow sea, divides

This heavenly land from ours.

3 Sweet fields, beyond the swelling flood,

Stand dressed in living green
;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood.

While Jordan rolled between.

4 But timorous mortals start and shrink

To cross this narrow sea.

And linger, shivering on the brink,

And fear to launch away.

5 Oh ! could we make our doubts remove,

Those gloomy doubts that rise,

And see the Canaan that we love.

With unbeclouded eyes

;

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood,

And view the landscape o'er
j

Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold

Should fright us from the shore, [flood

'• Crying Abha, Father."
Oal. iv : 6.Ztl, OAt. iv: 6. (415)

1 Father ! I wait before thy throne
;

Call me a child of thine
;

And let the Spirit of thy Son,

Fill this poor heart of mine.

2 There shed thy promised love abroad,

And make my comfort strong
;

Then shall I say, my Father, God

!

With an unwavering tongue.
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BLISSFUL HOPE. (MALONE.) C. M. double.
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-6 / O. (430)

1 Hail, sweetest, clearest tie, that binds

Our glowing hearts in one
;

Hail, sacred hope, that tunes our minds

To harmony divine.

It is the hope, the blissful hope,

Which Jesus' grace has given—
The hojie, when days and years are past,

We all shall meet in heaven.

2 What though the northern wintry blast

Shall howl around our cot

;

What though beneath an eastern sun

Be cast our distant lot;

Yet still we share the blissful hope,

Which Jesus' grace has given—
The hope, when days and years are past,

We all shall meet in heaven

3 From eastern shores, from northern lands.

From western hill and plain,

From southern climes, the brother-bands

May hope to meet again

;

From Burmah's shores, from Afric's

From India's burning plain, [strand,

From Europe, from Columbia's land,

We hope to meet again.

4 No lingering look, nor parting sigh,

Our future meeting knows;
There friendship beams from every eye.

And love immortal glows.

Oh sacred, hope ! Oh blissful hope !

Which Jesus' grace has given.

The hope, when days and years are past.

We all shall meet in heaven.

Tfie heavenly Canaan.
(431)279.

On Jordan's stormy banks I stand

And cast a wishful eye

To Canaan's fair and happy land,

Where my possession* lie.

2 Oh the transporting, rapt'rous scene,

That rises to my sight

!

Sweet fields array'd in living green,

And rivers of delight!

3 There gen'rous fruits that never fail

On trees immortal grow;

There rocks and hills, and brooks and

With milk and honey flow. [vales

4 All o'er these wide, extended plains,

Shines one eternal day
;

There God, the Sun, for ever reigns,

And scatters night away.

5 No chilling winds nor pois'nous breath

Can reach that healthful shore
;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death,

Are felt and feared no more.

6 When shall I reach that happy place,

And be for ever blest ?

When shall I see my Father's face,

And in his bosom rest ?

Fill'd with delight, my raptur'd soul

Would here no longer stay
;

Though Jordan's waves around me roll,

Fearless I'd launch away.
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MILLMER. C. M.
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'Tis sweet to think of peace at last, And feel that death is gain.
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HoY>t in trouble.

1 Whkn musing sorrow weeps the past,

And mimrns the present pain,

'Tis sweet to think of peace at last,

And feel that death is gain.

2 'Tis not that murmuring thoughts arise,

And dread a Father's will

;

'Tis ncjt that meek submission flies,

And would not sufi"er still.

3 It is that heaven-born faith surveys

The path that loads to light.

And longs her eagle plumes to raise,

And lose herself in sight.

4 It is that troubled conscience feels

The pangs of struggling sin,

And sees, tliou^h far. the hand that heals,

And ends the strife within.

5 Oh, let u)e wing ray hallowed flight

From earth-born woe and care,

And soar above these clouds of night.

My Saviour's bliss to share.

O 01 Light in darkness.

ZOI, (433)

1 Oh, there's abetter world on high;

Hope on, thou pious breast;

Faint not, thou traveler ; on the sky

Thy weary feet shall rest.

2 Anguish may rend each vital part

;

Poor man, thy strength how frail

!

Yet heaven's own strength shall shield

thy heart,

When flesh and heart shall fail.

^-
3 Through death's dark vale, of deepest

Thy feet must surely go
;

[shade.
Yet there, e'en there, walk undismayed;

'Tis thy last scene of woe.

4 Thy God—and with the tanderesthand

—

Shall guard the traveler through
;

" Hail !" shalt thou cry; " hail ! promis'd
And, wilderness, adieu !" [land !

5 Oh Father, make our souls thy care,

And bring us safe to thee
;

Where'er thou art—we ask not where

—

But there 'tis heaven to be.

(434)
OQiO Abounding tn hope.

1 Since I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

I bid farewell to ev'ry fear.

And wipe my weeping eyes.

2 Should earth against my soul engao-e,

And fiery darts be hurl'd.

Then I would smile at Satan's rage.

And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares, like a wild deluge, come,
And storms of sorrow fall,

May I but safely reach my home,
My God, my heav'n, my all.

4 There shall I bathe my weary soul
In seas of heav'nly rest

;

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.
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1 Thy kingdom. Lord, for ever stands.

While earthly thrones decay
;

And time submits to thy commands,

While ages roll away.

2 Thy sov'reign bounty freely gives

Its inexhausted store
;

And univer.sal nature lives

On thy sustaining pow'r.

3 Holy and just in all thy ways
Thy providence divine

;

In all thy works, immortal rays

Of power and mercy shine.

4 The praise of God—delightful tbeme !-

Shall fill my heart and tongue

;

Let all creation bless his name,

In one eternal song.

What though the gates of hell withstood.

Yet must this building rise:

'Tis thy own work, Almighty God,
And wondrous in our eyes.

285
" Iiet us go into the house of the Lord."

,
Psalm cxxii: 1. (445)

" A sure foundation,."
Isaiah xxviii : 16. (444)284.

Behold the sure foundation-stone.

Which God in Zion lays.

To build our heav'nly hopes upon.

And his eternal praise !

5 Chosen of God, .to sinners dear,

And saints adore the name
;

They trust their whole salvation here,

Nor shall they suffer shame.

> The foolish builders, scribe, and priest.

Reject it with disdain
;

Yet on this rock the church shall rest.

And envy rage in vain.

1 How did my heart rejoice to hear

My friends devoutly say,

" In Zion let us all appear

And keep the solemn day."

2 I love her gates, I love the road :

The church, adorned with grace,

Stands like a palace, built for God,
To show his milder face.

Up to her courts, with joys unknown,
The holy tribes repair

;

The Son of David holds his throne,

And sits in judgment there.

4 He hears our praises and complaints

;

And while his awful voice

Divides the sinners from the saints,

We tremble and rejoice.

5 Peace be within this sacred place,

And joy a constant guest

!

With holy gifts and heavenly grace

Be her attendants blest

!

6 My soul shall pray for Zion still,

While life or breath remains

;

There my best friends, my kindred, dwell,

There God, my Saviour reigns.
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BALERMA. C. M.

Far from these nar-row scenes of night, Un-bound-ed glo - ries rise;
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" Ttit land that is afar off."

Isaiah xxxiii": 17. (429)

1 Far from these narrow scenes of night

Unbounded glories rise
;

And realms of infinite delight,

Unknown to mortal eyes.

2 Celestial land ! could our weak eyes

But half thy charms explore,

How would our spirits long to rise,

And dwell on earth no more :

3 There pain and sickness never come,

And grief no place obtains;

Health triumphs in immortal bloom,

And endless pleasure reigns !

4 No cloud these blissful regions know.
For ever bright and fair I

For sin, the source of ev'ry woe,

Can never enter there.

5 There no alternate night is known.
Nor sun's faint sickly ray

;

But glory from the sacred throne

Spreads everlasting day.

' Tet will I not forget thee."

Isaiah xlix: 15. (446)287.

1 A MOTHER may forgetful be,

For human love is frail

;

But thy Creator's love to thee,

Zion ! can not fail.

2 No ! thy dear name engraven stands.

In characters of love.

On thy almighty Father's hands
j

And never shall remove.

3 Before his ever watchful eye

Thy mournful state appears
;

And every groan, and every sigh,

Divine compassion hears.

4 Zion ! learn to doubt no more,

Be every fear suppressed
;

Unchanging truth, and love, and- power,

Dwell in thy Saviour's breast.

OOQ " T!ie Lord is my light and my salvation."
>i'00. Psalm xxvii: 1. (447)

1 The Lord of glory is my light.

And my salvation too

;

God is my strength, nor will I fear

What all my foes can do.

2 One blessing. Lord, my heart desires;

Oh, grant me my abode

Among the churches of thy saints,

The temples of my God.

3 There shall I oflfer my requests.

And see thy glory still

;

Shall hear thy mes.'^ages of love,

And learn thy holy will.

4 When troubles rise, and storms appear,

There may his children hide

;

God has a strong pavilion where
He makes my soul abide,

5 Now shall my head be lifted high
Above my foes around.

And songs of joy and victory

Within thy temple sound.
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Fear not, Kltle flock.^'

Luke xii . 32.2o9. Luke xii. 32. (448)

1 There is a little lonely fold,

Whose flock one Shepherd keeps.

Through summer's heat and winter's

W^ith eye that never sleeps. [cold,

2 By evil beast or burning sky.

Or damp of midnight air,

Not one in all that flock shall die

Beneath that Shepherd's care.

3 For if, unheeding or beguiled.

In danger's path they roam.

His pity follows through the wild.

And guards them safely home.

4 0, gentle Shepherd, still behold

'Thy helpless charge in me
;

And take a wanderer to thy fold,

That trembling turns to thee.

i"> rkri " you are crme unto Mmnt Zion."

IIVKJ, Heb. xii:22. (449)

1 Not to the terrors of the Lord,

The tempest, fire, and smoke,

—

Not to the thunder of that word

Which God on Sinai spoke ;

—

2 But we are come to Zion hill,

The city of our God,

^yhere milder words declare his will

And spread his love abroad.

;j J'lchultl the irroat. the glorious host

Ol angoU clolh'd in light I

Bl'IiuM the -pirit> (tl the ju->t.

Wiiu.-e laiih i> turu'd to hight I

Behold the blest assembly there.

Whose names are writ in heav'n !

And God, the Judge, who doth declare

Their vilest sins forgiv'n !

5 Saints here, and those in Jesus dead,

But one communion make
;

All join in Christ their living head,

And of his grace partake.

6 In such society as this

My weary soul would rest :

The man that dwells where Jesus is

Must be for ever bless'd.

" His kingdnm is everlasting."

Danl. vii: 27. (451)•291,

1 Oh where are kings and empires now
Of old that went and came ?

But Holy Church is praying yet,

A thousand years the same.

2 Mark ye her holy battlements.

And her foundations strong
;

And hear within, the solemn voice,

And her unending song.

3 For not like kingdoms of the world

The Holy Church of God !

Though earthquake shocks are rocking

And tempests are abroad

;

[ht^r>

4 Unshaken as eternal hills,

Unmovable she stands

—

A mountain that shall fill the earth,

A fane unbuilt by hands.
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FRIEND. 8s & 7s.

One there is a - bove all otli - ers Well de - serves the Lame of friend ; »

His is love be - yond a broth-er's, Cost - ly, free, and kuows no end : )

D. c. But this Sav - iour died to have us, Rec - on - oiled, in him, to God

!
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"VVliich of a'll our friends, to save ns, Could or would have shed his blood?

-t:

0-

T=i:::̂
-IS-

Note.

—

This tune is adapted to Hymn 709.

OQQ -PVi<;ndofsinners.

1 One there is above all others,

Well deserves the name of Friend
;

His is love beyond a brother's,

Costly—free—and knows no end :

Which of all our friends to save us,

Could or would have shed his blood ?

But this Saviour died to have us,

Reconciled, in him, to God !

2 When he lived on earth abased.

Friend of sinners was his name,

Now above all glory raised.

He rejoices in the same.

Oh for grace our hearts to soften !

Teach us, Lord, at length to love

;

We, alas ! forget too often

What a friend we have above.

' Glorious things are spoken oftfifie."

Psalm Ixxxvii : 3.^t'O. Psalm Ixxxvii : 3. (460)

1 Glorious things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God !

He, whose word can not be broken,

Form'd thee for his own abode :

On the Rock of ages founded,

Wluit can shake thy sure repose ?

With salvation's wall surrounded.

Thou mayst smile at all thy foes.

2 See the streams of living waters,

Springing from Eternal Love,

Well supply thy sons and daughters,

And all fear of drouy;ht remove :

Who can faint while such a river

Ever flows their thirst t' assuage !

Grace, which like the Lord the giver,

Never fails from age to age.

3 Round each habitation hov'ring,

See the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a cov'ring.

Showing that the Lord is near:

Thus deriving from their banner
Light by night and shade by day,

Safe they feed upon the manna
Which he gives them when they pray.

4 Blest inhabitants of Zion,

Wash'd in the Redeemer's blood,

Jesus, whom their souls rely on.

Makes them kings and priests to God:
'Tis his love his people raises

With himself to reign as kings;

And, as priests, his solemn praises

Each for a thank-off'ring brings.

5 Saviour, since of Zion's city,

I through grace a member am,

Let the world deride or pity,

I will glory in thy name

;

Fading is the worldling's treasure,

All his boasted pomp and show !

Solid joys and lasting pleasure

None but Zion's children know.
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GEKAK. S. M.
Moderate.

Great is the Lord our God, And let his praise be great ; He makes his churches

^jF^-i-^E^fef^^g^^f-p[t^^i^^^^^^̂ m^

^his a - bode, He makes his churches his a - bode, His most de - light-ful seat.

f^̂ \t'-l F_*-LC-i^ ^Se ^^
(452)

QQ /j
" Tlic Lord is great in Zion."

/Ci\j^, Psalm xcix : 2.

1 Great is the Lord our God,
And let his praise be great

;

He makes his churches his abode,

His most delightful seat.

2 These temples of his grace,

How beautiful they stand !

The honors of our native place,

And bulwarks of our land.

3 In Zion God is known,

A refuge in distress
;

How bright has his salvation shone,

Through all her palaces !

4 When kings against her join'd,

And saw the Lord was there.

In wild confusion of the mind.

They fled with hasty fear.

5 Oft have our fathers told,

Our eyes have often seen,

How well our God secures the fold

Where his own sheep have been.

6 In ev'ry new distress

We'll to his house repair

;

We'll call to mind his wondrous grace.

And seek deliv'rance there.

O ft Pa " 1 ^ve thy kingdom, Lord."
ZVO, (453)

1 I Love thy kingdom, Lord

—

The house of thine abode.

The church our blest Redeemer saved

With his own precious blood.

2 I love thy Church, God

!

Her walls before thee stand,

Dear as the apple of thine eye,
*

And graven on thy hand.

3 For her my tears shall fall,

For her my prayers ascend
;

To her my toils and cares be given

Till toils and cares shall end.

4 Beyond my highest joy

I prize her heavenly ways,

Her sweet communion, solemn vows,

Her hymns of love and praise.

5 Jesus, thou Friend divine.

Our Saviour and our King,

Thy hand from every snare and foe

Shall great deliverance bring.

6 Sure as thy truth shall last.

To Zion shall be given

The brightest glories earth can yield.

And brighter bliss of heaven.

' That they may be one in us."
John xvii ; 21. (419)296,

1 Thy Spirit shall unite

Our souls to thee our Head
;

Shall form us to thine image bright.

That we thy paths may tread.

2 Death may our souls divide

From these abodes of clay;

But love shall keep us near thy side

Through all the gloomy way.

3 Since Christ and we are one,

Why should we doubt or fear !

If he in heaven hath fixed his throne,

He'll fix his members there.
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LIBRA. S. M.
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How charm - ing is the place Where iny
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deem - er, God,

' How amiable are thi/ tabernacles."
Psalm Ixxxiv: 1. (454)

0Q7 "

^»7 I , Psalm Ixxxiv: 1.

1 How charmintr is the place

Where my Redeemer God
Unveils the beauties of his face,

And sheds his love abroad !

2 Not the fair palaces

To which the great resort,

Are once to be compared with this,

Where Jesus holds his court.

3 Here on the uiercy-seat,

With radiant glory crowned,

Our joyful eyes behold him sit,

And smile on all around.

4 To him their prayers and cries

Each humble soul presents
;

He listens to their broken sighs.

And grants them all their wants.

5 Give me, Lord, a place

Within thy bless'd abode,

Among the children of thy grace,

The servants of my God.

Tlie ark of God.
298.

1 Like Noah's weary dove.

That soar'd the earth around,

But not a resting-place above

The cheerless waters found,

—

2 Oh cease, my wand'ring soul,

On restless wing to roam
;

All the wide world to either pole

Has not for thee a home.

3 Behold the ark of God,

Behold the open door;

(456)

Hasten to gain that dear abode,

And rove, my soul, no more.

There safe thou shalt abide.

There sweet shall be th}- rest,

And ev'ry longing satisfied,

With full salvation blest.

And when the waves of ire,

Again the earth shall fill,

The ark shall ride the sea of fire,

Then rest on Zion's hill.

The Lord loveth the gates of Zion."
Psalm Ixxxvii: 2. (457)299.

'

How honor'd is the place,

Where we adoring stand !

Zion, the glory of the earth,

And beauty of the land.

! Bulwarks of grace defend

The city where we dwell

;

While walls of strong salvation made,

Defy th' assaults of hell.

» Lift up th' eternal gates,

The doors wide open fling;

Enter, ye nations, that obey

The statutes of our King.

[ Here taste unmingled joys.

And live in perfect peace

;

You that have known Jehovah's name,

And ventur'd on his grace,

) Trust in the Lord, ye saints;

And banish all your fears,

Strength in the Lord Jehovah dwells,

Eternal as his years.
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BLOOMFIELD CHANT. L. M.

Ye Christian heralds, go, pro-claim Sal-va-tion in Immanuers name ; To distant climes

May end. pp Very distinct.

the tidings bear. And plant the rose of Sharon there, And plant the rose of Sharon there.

-r -r

tix.
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" Go ye into all the world."

Mark xvi : 15.«jUU, "Mark xvi: 15. (465)

1 Ye Christian heralds ! go, proclaim

Salvation through Imnianuel's name;
To distant (.'limes the tidings bear,

And plant the rose of Sharon there.

2 He'll shield you with a wall of fire,

With holy zeal your hearts inspire,

Bid raging winds their fury cease,

And hush the tempests into peace.

3 And when our labors all are o'er,

Then we shall meet to part no more,

—

Meet with the blood-bought throng, to fall.

And crown our Jesus—Lord of all 1

Q/^"l " Pray for me."

OUl, 2 Thebs. iii . 1. (467)

1 Father of mercies, bow thine ear,

Attentive to our earnest prayer :

We plead for those who plead for thee

;

Successful pleaders may they be.

2 How great their work ! how vast their

charge

!

Do thou their anxious souls enlarge :

Their best endowments are our gain
;

We share the blessings they obtain.

'6 Oh, clothe with energy divine

Their words; and let those words be thine;

To them thy sacred truth reveal
;

Suppress their fear, inflame their zeal.

4 Teach them to sow the precious seed

;

Teach them thy chosen flock to feed
;

Teach them immortal souls to gain,

—

And thus reward their toil and oain.

5 Let thronging multitudes around

Hear from their lips the joyful sound.

In humble strains thy grace implore,

And feel thy Spirit's living power.

Q/^Q Tfte great commission.

1 " Go preach my gospel"—saith the Lord :

"Bid the whole earth my grace receive;

He shall be saved who trusts my word,

And they condemned who disbelieve.

2 " I'll make your great commission known,
And ye shall prove my gospel true

By all the works that I have done,

By all the wonders ye shall do.

3 " Teach all the nations my commands
;

I'm with you till the world shall end;

All power is trusted to my hands,

I can destroy and I defend."

i He spake and,light shone round his head;

On a bright cloud to heav'n he rode
;

They to the farthest nations spread

The grace of their ascended God.

QAQ '' Pray for me."

With heavenly power, Lord, defend,

Him whom we now to thee commend

;

Thy faithful messenger secure,

And make him to the end endure.

J Gird him with all-suflicient grace
;

Direct his feet in paths of peace
;

Thy truth and faithfulness fulfil,

And arm him to obey thy will



The Church. Love, Unity and Fellow ship . 107

PUBLIC WORSHIP L. M.

Come in, tlum bless ed of
f f t t

our God,
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No more thy feet shall roam abroad,
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Henceforth a brother—welcome home
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QA J " Cbnie in Wiou blessed of the Lord."
OU-±. Gen. xxiv: 31. (478)

1 Come in, thou blessed of our God,

In Jesus name we bid thee come
;

No more thy feet shall roam abroad.

Henceforth a brother—welcome home.

2 Those joys which earth can not afford,

We'll seek in fellowship to prove.

Joined in one spirit to our Lord,

Together bound by mutual love.

3 And while we pass this vale of tears

We'll make our joys and sorrows

known
;

We'll share each other's hopes and fears.

And count a brother's cares our own.

4 Once more our welcome we repeat.

Receive assurance of our love
;

Oh may we all together meet
Around the throne of God above.

QO^ Christian affection.

OyJO, (479)

1 How blest the sacred tie that binds.

In sweet communion, kindred minds !

How swift the heavenly course they run,

Whose hearts, whose faith, whose hopes

are one !

2 To each the soul of each how dear!

What tender love, what holy fear!

How doth the generous flame within

Refine from earth and cleanse from sin

!

3 Their streaming eyes together flow

For human guilt and mnrtal woe;
Their ardent prayers together rise

Like mingling flames in sacrifice.

Nor shall the glowing flame expire.

When dimly burns frail nature's fire;

Then shall they meet in realms above,

A heaven of joy, a heaven of love.

" A more excellent viay."

1 Cor. xii; 31.dub, 1 Cor. xii; 31. (480)

1 Had I the tongues of Greeks and Jews,

And nobler speech than angels use,

If love be absent, I am found,

Like tinkling brass, an empty sound.

2 Were I inspired to preach and tell

All that is done in heaven and hell

—

Or could my faith the world remove

—

Still I am nothing without love.

3 Should I distribute all my store

To feed the hungry, clothe the poor

—

Or give my body to the flame.

To gain a martyr's glorious name

—

4 If love to God and love to men
Be absent, all my hopes are vain

;

Nor tongues, nor gifts, nor fiery zeal,

The work of love can e'er fulfill.

^CYy FbT a business meeting.

0\J I , (549)

1 Benignant God of love and power.

Be with us in this solemn hour;

Smile on our souls, our plans approve,

By which we seek to spread thy love.

2 Let each discordant thought bo gone.

And love unite our hearts in one;

Let all we have and are combine
To forward objects so divine.
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ST. THOMAS 8. M.

Go with thy ser - vant, Lord, His ever - y
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All need - ful help to him af - ford, And bless him to the end.
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(471)

1 Go with thy servant, Lord,

His every step attend
;

All needful help to him afford,

And bless him to the end.

2 Preserve him from all wrong;

Stand thou at his right hand :

And keep him from the sland'rous

And persecuting band. [tongue

3 May he proclaim aloud

The wonders of thy grace

;

And do thou, to the list'ning crowd,

His faithful labors bless.

4 Farewell, dear lab'rer, go
;

We part with thee in love

;

And if we meet no more below.

Oh may we meet above.

Watch ! 'tis the Lord's command
;

And while we speak, he's near;

Mark the first signal of his hand,

And ready all appear.

Oh happy servant he,

In such a posture found

!

He shall his Lord with rapture see,

And be with honor crown'd.

(470)

" Be ye therefore ready also."
' Luke xii: 40.309.

1 Ye servants of the Lord,

Each in his office wait

;

With joy obey his heavenly word.

And watch before his gate.

2 Let all your lamps be bright.

And trim the golden flame
;

Gird up your loins, as in his sight

;

For awful is his name.

(472)

Q"! A On the departure of a missionary.

L You messengers of Christ,

His sov'reign voice obey
;

Arise and follow where he leads

—

And peace attend your way.

2 The Master whom you serve

Will needful strength bestow;

Depending on his promis'd aid,

With sacred courage go.

B Mountains shall sink to plains,

And hell in vain oppose
;

The cause is God's, and must prevail

In spite of all his foes.

4 Go, spread a Saviour's fame.

And tell his matchless grace,

To the most guilty and depraved

Of Adam's num'rous race.

5 We wish you in his name,

The most divine success
;

Assur'd that he who sends you forth

Will your endeavors bless.
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BANKOKE
SImii and gentle

.

S. M.
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" iotie ai brethren."

1 Pet. iii : 8. (495)311.

1 Blest be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love

;

The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2 Before our Father's throne

We pour our ardent prayers

;

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,

Our comforts and our cares.

3 We share our mutual woes,

Our mutual burdens bear;

And often for each other flows

The sympathising tear.

4 Though often called to part.

Amid these scenes of pain
;

Yet, we shall still be joined in heart,

And hope to meet again.

5 This glorious hope revives

Our courage by the way
;

While each in expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain,

And sin, we shall be free

;

And perfect love and friendship reign

Through all eternity.

' standfast in the Lord."
Phii,. iv: 11. (496)312.

1 All you that have confess'd

That Jesus is the Lord,

And to his people join'd yourselves.

According to his word :

—

In Zion you must dwell,

Her altar ne'er forsake
;

Must come to all her solemn feasts,

Of all her joys partake.

She must employ your thoughts,

And your unceasing care;

Her welfare be your constant wish.

And her increase your pray'r.

With humbleness of mind,

Among her sons rejoice :

A meek and quiet spirit is

With Grod of highest price.

5 Never offend, nor grieve

Your brethren by the way

;

But shun the dark abodes of strife,

Like children of the day.

6 In all your Saviour's ways
With willing footsteps move

;

Be faithful unto death, and then

You'll reign with him above.

" Let there be no divisions among you."
1 Cor. i : 10.old. 1 Cor. i : 10. (497)

1 Let party names no more
The Christian world o'erspread

;

Gentile and Jew, and bond and free,

Are one in Christ their Head.

2 Among the saints on earth

Let mutual love be found
;

Heirs of the same inheritance.

With mutual blessings crowned.

3 Thus will the church below
Resemble that above.

Where streams of pleasure ever flow,

And every heart is love.
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LIFE'S HARVEST.
Spirited.

, w

7s & 6s. double.
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Ho, reapers of life's liar- vest, Why stand with nisted blade, Until the niglit draws round thee,

D. s. The golden morn is pass- ing,
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" ^'^ fields are white already to harvest."

Ol^» '

John It: 35. (476)

.. Ho, reapers of life's harvest,

Why stand with rusted blade,

Until the night draws round thee.

And day begins to fade ?

Why stand ye idle, waiting

For reapers more to come ?

The golden morn is passing,

Why sit ye idle, dumb ?

2 Thrust in your sharpened sickle.

And gather in the grain :

The night is fast approaching.

And soon will come again.

Thy Master calls for reapers
;

And shall he call in vain ?

Shall sheaves lie there ungathered

And waste upon the plain ?

3 Come down from hill and mountain,

In morning's ruddy glow,

Nor wait until the dial

Points to the noon below
;

And come with the strong sinew,

Nor faint in heat or cold :

And pause not till the evening

Draws round its wealth of gold.

4 Mount up the hights of wisdom.

And crush each error low

;

Keep back no words of knowledge
That human hearts should know.

Be faithful to thy mission,

In service of thy Lord
;

And then a golden chaplet

Shall be thy just reward.

(325)
^]F\ ^rly Piety.

Oh come in life's gay morning,
Ere in thy sunny way

The flowers of hope have wither'd.

And sorrow end thy day.

Come, while from joy's bright fountain

The streams of pleasure flow.

Come ere thy buoyant spirits

Have felt the blight of woe.

I

" Remember thy Creator"

Now in thy youthful days,

And he will guide thy footsteps

Through life's uncertain maze.
" Remember thy Creator,"

He calls in tones of love,

And offers deathless glories

In brighter worlds above.

1 Oh come in life's gay morning.

Nor heed the tempter's lure

;

His love, your souls adorning.

Will make salvation sure.

Oh leave your sin and sorrow

;

Come follow in his way

;

The crown is yours to-morrow,

Then take the cross to-day.

: And in the hour of sadness.

When earthly joys depart,

His love shall be thy solace.

And cheer thy drooping heart.

And when life's storm is over,

And thou from earth art free,

Thy God will be thy portion

Throughout eternity.
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DUANE, L. M. Double.
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Still one in life and one in death, One in our hope of rest above; One in our joy, our
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else has earth for us in store ? Our farewell pangs, how sharp and deep ! But soon ve"ll meet to part do more.

Q 1 £? "Ye are all one in Oirist Jesus."
OlU, Gai. 3: 28. (484)

1 Still one in life and one in death,

One in our hope of re-st above
;

One in our joy, our trust, our faith,

One in each other's faithful love.

2 Yet must we part, and, parting, weep;
What else has earth for us in store ?

Our farewell pangs, how sharp and deep !

But soon we'll meet to part no more.

Qi '^ Christian fellowship.
Oi / . (477)

1 Kindred in Christ, for his dear sake

A hearty welcome here receive

;

May we together now partake

The joys which only he can give.

2 May he, by whose kind care we meet,

Send his good spirit from above
j

Make our communications sweet.

And cause our hearts to burn with love.

3 Forgotten be each worldly theme.
When Christians meet together thus

;

We only wish to speulc of him,
Who lived, and died, and reigns for us.

4 We'll talk of all he did. and said,

And suffered for us here below;
The path he marked for us to tread,

And what he's doing for us now.

5 Thus—as the moments pass away

—

We'll Inve, and wonder, and adore;
And hasten on the glorious day
When we shall meet to part no more.

Q 1 Q Parting hymn.
OLO, (485)

1 My Christian friends in bonds of love,

Whose hearts the sweetest union prove
;

Your friendship's like the strongest band,
Yet we must take the parting hand.

2 Your presence sweet, our union dear,

What joys we feel together here !

And when I see that we must part,

You draw like chords around my heart.

3 How sweet the hours have passed away.
Since we have met to sing and pray;
How loath are we to leave the place

Where Jesus shows his smiling face !

4 could I stay with friends so kind.

How would it cheer my fainting mind!
But pilgrims in a foreign land.

We oft must take the parting hand.

5 My Christian friends, both old and young,
I trust you will in Christ go on

;

Press on, and soon you'll win the prize—

-

A crown of glory in the skies.

6 A few more days, or years at most,

And we shall reach fair Canaan's coast:

When, in that holy, happy land,

We'll take no more the parting hand.

blessed day ! glorious hope !

My soul rejoices at the thou<rht,

Wiien, in that holy, happy land.

We'll take no more the parting hand.
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OKIOLA. C. M. double.

How 6weet,how heavenly is the sifrht,'When those that love the Lord, In one another's peaee delight,
D. 8. When sorrow flows from eye to eye,
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And so ful-fill the word. When each ean feel his brother's sigh, And with him bear a part
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And joy from heart to heart.
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(493)
Q 1 n " ^'^ bond ofperfectness."

•jiy. Col. iii: 14.

1 How sweet, how heav'nly is the sight,

When those that love the Lord

In one another's peace delight,

And so fulfill the word.

2 When each can feel his brother's sigh,

And with him bear a part;

When sorrow flows from eye to eye,

And joy from heart to heart

:

3 When free from envy, scorn and pride.

Our wishes all above.

Each can his brother's failings hide,

And show a brother's love :

4 When love in one delightful stream

Through ev'ry bosom flows,

When union sweet and dear esteem

In ev'ry action glows.

5 Love is the golden chain that binds,

The happy souls above,

And he's an heir of heav'n that finds

His bosom glow with love.

The unity of the Spirit."

Eph. iv: 3.S'Zy), EPH.'iv: 3." (488)

1 Blkss'd be the dear uniting love,

That will not let us part

;

Our bodies may far off" remove

—

We still are one in heart.

2 Joined in one Spirit to our Head,
Where he appoints, we go;

And still in Jesus' footsteps tread,

And show his praise below.

! Oh may we ever walk in him.

And nothing know beside

;

Nothing desire, nothing esteem,

But Jesus crucified

!

: Partakers of the Saviour's grace.

The same in mind and heart

;

Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place,

Nor life, nor death, can part.

QO 1 " ^^ whole family in heaven and earth.''

O/Ol, Eph. iii: 15. (494)

1 Come, let us join our friends above,

Who have obtained the prize,

And, on the eagle wings of love.

To joy celestial rise.

Let saints below in concert sing

With those to glory gone,

For all the servants of our King
In heaven and earth are one :

—

3 One family,—we dwell in him:

One church,—above, beneath;

Though now divided by the stream

—

The narrow stream of death.

4 One army of the living God,

To his command we bow ;

Part of the host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now.

5 Ev'u now to their eternal home
Some happy spirits fly

;

And we are to the margin come,

Expecting soon to die !

6 Dear Saviour ! be our constant guide
;

Then, when the word is given.

Bid Jordan's narrow stream divide,

And land U8 safe in heaven.
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UNITY. 6s & 5s.

When sliall we meet again? Meet iieVi to eev-er? When will Peace wreathe her chiiin Round us torever ?

^^mm^ *1 m jJ— J=f=
^=^^^^-

U'lr hearts will ne'er repose, Safe from each blast that blows lu this daik vale of woes, Never—no, nev- er !

OOO When shall we meet again.

OZZ, (504)

1 When shall we meet again?

Meet ne'er to sever?

When will Peace wreathe her chain

Round us for ever ?

Our hearts will ne'er repose

Safe from each blast that blows

In this dark vale of woes,

Never—no, never !

2 When shall love freely flow.

Pure as life's river ?

When shall sweet friendship glow,

, Changeless forever ?

Where joys celestial thrill,

Where bliss each heart shall fill.

And fears of parting chill,

Never— no, never!

MARLO"W. C. M.

Up to that world of light

Take us, dear Saviour
j

May wc all there unite,

Happy for ever :

Where kindred spirits dwell,

There may our music swell,

And time our joys dispel,

Never—no, never !

Soon shall we meet again,

Meet ne'er to sever :

Soon shall Peace wreathe her chain

Round us for ever :

Our hearts will then repose

Secure from worldly woes

;

Our songs of praise shall close,

Never—no, never !

i^^^i^tti^^
I Baw one hanging on a tree, In agonies and blood ; He fixed his languid eyes on me. As near the cross I stood.

OOO Tlie. Croat.

I saw one hanging on a tree,

In agonies and blood
;

He fixed his languid eyes on me,

As near his cross I stood.

\ Oh ! never, till my latest breath.

Shall I forget that look
;

It seemed to charge me with his death.

Though not a word be spoke,

8

My conscience felt and owned the guilt,

It plunged me in despair

;

I saw my sins his blood had spilt,

And helped to nail him there !

A second look he gave that said,

" I freely all forgive
;

My blood is for thy ransom paid,—
I die that thou may'st live."



114 The Church. Unity and Fellow ship

.

ARIEL. c. p. M.
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In notes al - most di- vine.

(152)
QO A " ^is unsearchable riches."

On could I speak the matchless worth.

Oh could I sound the glories forth.

Which in my Saviour shine;

I'd soar, and touch the heavenly strings.

And vie with Gabriel, while he sings

In notes almost divine.

I I'd sing the precious blood he spilt.

My ransom from the dreadful guilt

Of sin, and wrath divine;

I'd sing his glorious righteousness,

In which all-perfect, heavenly dress.

My soul shall ever shine.

! I'd sing the characters he bears,

And all the forms of love he wears,

Exalted on his throne

;

In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,

I would to everlasting days

Make all his glories known.

1: Well, the delightful day will come.

When my dear Lord will bring me home.
And I shall see his face

;

Then, with my Saviour, Brother, Friend,

A blest, eternity I'll spend.

Triumphant in his grace

Q»> r'
" He that dweUeth in Love."

ijZiO, 1 John iv : 16. (505)

1 Oh Love divine, how sweet thou art!

When shall I find my wand'ring heart*

All taken up in thee !

Oh may I daily live to prove

The sweetness of redeeming love,

The love of Christ to me.

2 God only knows the love of God
;

Oh may it now be shed abroad

To cheer my fainting heart !

I want to feel that love divine
;

This heavenly portion, Lord, be mine

—

Be mine this better part.

3 Oh that I could for ever sit

With Mary at the Master's feet!

Be this my happy choice

;

My only care, delight, and bliss,

My joy, my heav'n on earth be this,

To hear the bridegroom's voice.

4 Oh that I might with happy John
Recline my weary head upon

The bless'd Iledeemer's breast I

From care, and fear, and sorrow free,

Give me, Lord, to find in thee

My everlasting rest.
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HOME. lis.
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Note— 77i!'s iun« may 6e sung to the loords following, and others, without the chorus,

O^U. Phil iii : 20.

1 '^IlD scenes of confusion and creature complaints,

How sweet to my sou) is couimuuion with saints;

Tu find at the banquet of mercy there's room,

And feel in the presence of Jesus at home.

2 Sweet bonds, that unite all the children of peace
;

And thrice blessed Jesus, whose love can not cease;

Thoutih oft from thy presence in sadness I roam,

I long to behold thee in glory at home.

3 While here in the valley of conflict I stray.

Oh give me submission and strength as my day;
In all my afflictions to thee would I come.

Rejoicing in hope of my glorious home.

4 I long, dearest Lord, in thy beauty to shine

;

No more as an exile in sorrow to pine
;

And in thy dear image arise from the tomb,

With glorified millions to praise thee at home.

827.
1 The pleasures of earth I have seen fade away.
They bloom for a season, but soon they decay;
But pleasures more lasting in Jesus are giv'u,

Salvation on earth, and a mansion in heaven.

2 Allure me no longer, ye false, glowing charms,

The Saviour invites me, I'll go to his arms;
At the ban(juet of mercy I know there is room.

Oh there may I feast with his children at home.

3 The days of my exile are passing away,

The time is approaching when Jesus will say,

" Well done, taitliful servant, sit down on my throne,

And dwell in my presence foiever at home."
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OLIVET. L. M.
With gentleness.

iiPiPi;ii=^giii
When I sur - vey the wondrous cross Oa which the Prince of glo - ry died,
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]My richest gain I count but loss, And pour con - tempt on all my pride.
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Glorying only in the crnss.

Gal. vi : 14. (512)328.
1 When I survey the wondrous cross,

On which the Prince of glory died,

My richest gain I count but loss.

And pour contempt on all my pride !

2 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast,

Save in the death of Christ, my Lord :

All the vain things that charm me most,

I sacrifice them to his blood.

i See from his head, his hands, his feet,

Sorrow and love flow mingled down
;

Did e'er such love and sorrow meet

—

Or thorns compose so rich a crown ?

4 Were the whole realm of nature mine,

That were a present far too small

;

Love so amazing, so divine.

Demands my soul, my life, my all

!

OOA 'S!o/'/ be the nently breathing notes.

6Z\), ' (514)

1 Soft be the gently breathing notes

That sing the Saviour's dying love;

Soft as the evening zephyr floats.

Soft as the tuneful lyres above :

2 Soft as the morning dews descend,

While warbling birds exulting soar
;

So soft to our almighty Friend

Be every sigh our bosoms pour.

3 Pure as the sun's enlivening ray.

That scatters life and joy abroad
;

Pure as the lucid orb of day,

That wide proclaims its Maker, Godj

:^zit

4 Pure as the breath of vernal skies,

So pure let our contrition be
;

And purely let our sorrows rise

To him who bled upon the tree.

" Herein is love t"

1 John iv: 10.OOyJ, 1 John iv: 10. (170)

1 Have we no tears to shed for him.

While soldiers scoff", and Jews dei-ide ?

Ah ! look, how patiently he hangs

—

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

2 What was thy crime, my dearest Lord ?

By earth, by heaven, thou hast been

tried

And guilty found of too much love
;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified

!

3 Found guilty of excess of love,

It was thine own sweet will that tied

Thee tighter far than helpless nails
;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

4 Oh break. Oh break, hard heart of mine

Thy weak self-love and guilty pride

His Pilate and his Judas were;

Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

• > Q-J "A good conscience."

1 Sweet peace ofconscience,heav'nly guest

Come, fix thy mansion in my breast

;

Dispel my doubts, my fears control,

And heal the anguish of my soul.

2 Come, smiling hope, and joy sincere,

Come, make your constant dwelling here

Still let your presence cheer my heart,

Nor sin compel you to depart.
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EKNAN. li. M.

Lord, when faith with fix - ed eyes Be-holds thy wondrous sac - ri - fice,
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Love ris - es to an ar - dent flam

I"

e, And we all oth - er hope dis - claim.

I I

OQO Looking to the cross.

OOZ, (169)

1 Lord ! when faith with fixed eyes

Beholds thy wond'rous sacrifice,

Love rises to an ardent flame,

And we all other hope disclaim.

2 With cold affections who can see [tree.

The thorns, the scourge, the nails, the

The flowing tears and crimson sweat.

The bleeding hands, and head, and feet 1

3 Jesus, what millions of our race

Have been the triumphs of thy grace !

And millions more to thee shall fly.

And on thy sacrifice rely.

4 The sorrow, shame, and death were thine.

And all the stores of wrath divine !

Ours are the pai-don, life, and bliss

;

What love can be compar'd to this ',

OOO Cwnmunion in Christ.

ODD, (515)

1 How pleasing to behold and see

The friends of Jesus all agree

—

To sit around the sacred board

As members of one common Lord.

2 Here we behold the dawn of bliss

—

Here we behold the Saviour's grace

—

Here we behold his precious blood.

Which sweetly pleads for us with God.

3 While here we sit, we would implore

That love may spread from shore to shore.

Till all the saints, like us, combine

To praise the Lord in songs divine.

4 To all we freely give our hand.

Who love the Lord in ev'ry land
;

For all are one in Christ our head,

To whom be endless honors paid.

QQ /( The last s<kines.

004:, (517)

1 'TwAS on that night when doomed to

The eager rage of every foe, [know.
That night in which he was betray'd.

The Saviour of the world took bread

;

2 And, after thanks and glory giv'n

To him that rules in earth and heav'n

That symbol of his flesh he broke.

And thus to all his foU'wers spoke
;

3 My broken body thus I give

I'o you, my friends ; take, eat, and live

;

And oft the sacred feast renew.

That brings my wondrous love to view.

4 Then in his hands the cup he rais'd,

And God anew he thank'd and prais'd;

While kindness in his bosom glow'd

And from his lips salvation flow'd.

My blood I thus pour forth, he cries,

To cleanse the soul in sin that lies;

In this the covenant is seal'd.

And heav'q's eternal grace reveal'd.

6 This cup is fraught with love to men
Let all partake who love my name

j

Thriiugh latest ages let it pour

In mem'ry of my dying hour.
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CHURCH. C. M.
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Lord, may the spir - it of this feast, The ear - nest of thy love,
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Maintain a dwelling in our breast Un
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»3Q C " JVjei/ came tngether to break bread."

OOO, Acts xx: 7. (519)

1 IjORD, may the spirit of this feast

—

The earnest of thy love

—

Maintain a dwelling in our breast

Until we meet above.

2 The healing sense of pardoned sin,

The hope that never tires.

The strength a pilgrim's race to win,

The joy that heaven inspires :

3 Still may the light our duties trace

In lines of hallowed flame,

Like that upon the prophet's face.

When from the mount he came.

4 But if no more with kindred drear

The broken bread we share,

Nor at the banquet-board appear

To breathe the grateful prayer
;

5 Forget us not—when on the bed

Of dire disease we waste.

Or to the chambers of the dead,

And bar of judgment haste.

6 Forget not—thou who bore the woe

Of Calvary's fatal tree

—

Those who within these courts below

Have thus remembered thee.

OOf? Jiemembering Christ
OOO. (520)

1 If human kindness meets return,

And owns the grateful tie

—

If tender thoughts within us burn

To feel a friend is nigh
;

2 Oh, shall not warmer accents tell

The o-ratitude we owe

til we meet a

To him who died our fears to quell,

And save from endless woe ?

3 While yet his anguished soul surveyed
Those pangs he would not flee,

What love his latest words displayed

—

" Meet and remember me."

4 Remember thee ! thy death, thy shame,

The griefs which thou didst bear !

Oh memory, leave no other name
But his recorded there.

" Blessed are the poor in spirit."

Matt, v : 3. (523)337.
. Lord, at thy table we behold

The wonders of thy grace
;

But most of all admire that we
Should find a welcome place.

1 What strange, surprising grace is this,

That we, so lost, have room !

Jesus our weary souls invites.

And freely bids us come !

'< Ye saints below and hosts of heaven,

Join all your sacred powers :

No theme is like redeeming love
j

No Saviour is like ours.

' In rememherance of me."
1 Cor. xi : 24.doO, 1 Cor. xi : 24. (524)

1 In memory of the Saviour's love.

We keep the sacred feast.

Where every humble, contrite heart

Is made a welcome guest.

2 Under his banner thus we sing

The wonders of his love.

And thus anticipate by faith,

The heavenly feast above.
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SHA-WMUT. S. M.
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Now let each happy guest

The sacred concert raise.

To close the honors of the feast,

And sing the Master's praise.

2 His condescending love

First calls our wonder forth
;

He left the blessed realms above,

To dwell with men on earth.

8 His precepts, how divine!

How suited to our state !

How bright his acts of mercy shine !

His promises how great

!

4 Redemption's glorious plan,

How wondrous in our view!

The salutary source to man
Of peace and pardon too.

" Talct this."

Luke xxii: 17.340.
1 Jesus invites his saints

To meet around his board
;

Here pardoned rebels sit and hold

Communion with their Lord.

2 This holy bread and wine

Maintain our fainting breath,

By union with our living Lord,

And int'rest in his death.

3 Let all our powers be join'd

His glorious name to raise
j

Let holy love fill every mind,

And every voice be praise.

(529)

" Behold the Lamb of God."
JouN i : 36. (531)

I Not all the blood of beasts.

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,

Or wash away its stain.

i But Christ, the heav'nly Lamb,
Bears all our sins away

;

A sacrifice of nobler name
And richer blood than they.

3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of thine,

While like a penitent I stand,
,

And there confess my sin.

4 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove
;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,

And sing his dying love.

Q /j i^ Se is our. Ransom.

1 Our sins on Christ were laid;

He bore the mighty load
;

Our ransom-price he fully paid

In groans, and tears, and blood.

2 To save a world he dies

;

Sinners, beiiold the Lamb!
To him lift up your longing eyes

;

Seek mercy in his name.

3 Jesus, we look to thee ;

—

Where else can sinners go?
Thy boundless love hath set us free

From wretchedness and woe.
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FENEIiON. 8s & 7s. Peculiar.
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O^O, (536)

1 Near the cioss our station taking,

Earthly cares and joys forsaking,

Meet it is for us to mourn :

'Twas for us he came from heaven,

'Twa^ for us his heart was riven
;

All his griefs for us were borne.

2 When no eye its pity gave us,

When there was no arm to save us,

He his love and power displayed :

By his stripes, our help and healing.

By his death our life reavealing,

He for us the ransom paid.

U Jesus, may thy love constrain us,

That from sin we may refrain us,

In thy griefs may deeply grieve

;

Thee our best affections giving.

To thy praise and honor living.

May we in thy glory live !

O /I /I
" 1 ^iil draw all men unto me."

044. (533)

1 It is finished ! Man of Sorrows

!

From thy cross our frailty borrows

Strength to bear and conquer thus.

While extended there we view thee,

Mighty Sufferer 1 draw us to thee;

Sufi'erer victorious !

t^ ^
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All his griefs for us were borne.
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2 Not in vain for us uplifted,

Man of Sorrows, wonder-gifted !

May that sacred emblem be

;

Lifted high amid the ages.

Guide of heroes, saints, and sages
;

May it guide us still to thee !

Q 4 ^ " Se 'uiill swallow up death in victory."

ij'-±0, Isaiah xxt : 8. (1112)

1 Lo ! the seal of death is breaking
;

Those who slept its sleep are waking
;

Heaven opes its portals fair !

Hark ! the harps of God are ringing
;

Hark ! the seraph's hymn is flinging

Music on immortal air.

2 There, no more at eve declining,

Suns without a cloud are shining

O'er the land of life and love;

There the founts of life are flowing,

Flowers unknown to time, are blowing

In that radiant scene above.

3 There no sigh of memory swelleth

;

There no tear of misery welleth
;

Hearts will bleed or break no more

;

Past is all the cold world's scorning,

Gone the night, and broke the morning

Over all the golden shore.
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PENITENCE. 73, 68 & Ss.
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1 Jfci - sus, let thy pity - ing eye Call back a wand-'ring sheep;
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False to thee, like Pe - ter, I Would fain like Pe - ter weep!

s. Turn, aud look up - on me, Lord, And break my heart of stone.
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Let me be by grace re-stored, On me

mrtZlB^—ZP=-

O40, Matt, xxvi: 76.

2 Saviour, Prince, enthroned above,

Repentance to impart,

Give me through thy dying love,

The humble, cuntrite heart

:

Give what I have long implored,

A portion of thy grief unknown
;

Turn, and look upon me. Lord !

And break my heart of stone.

all long-sufF'ring shown

m «-r-^
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.347.
' My peace Igive unto you."

1 Lamb of God! whose bleedin^

We now recall to mind,

Send thy blessing from above.

And let us mercy find ;

Think on us, who think on thee;

P^very burdened soul release;

Oh, remember Calvary,

And bid us go in peace

!

2 By thine agonizing pain,

And bloody sweat, we pray

—

By thy dying love to man.
Take all our sins away ;

(537)

love

By thy passion on the tree.

Let our griefs and troubles cease;

Oh, remember Calvary,

And bid us go in peace !

O i Q Time is winging us away.
04:0. (1081)

1 Time is winging us away
To our eternal home

;

Life is but a winter's day

—

A journey to the tomb
;

Youth and vigor soon will flee

:

Blooming beauty lose its charms;
All that's mortal soon shall be

Inclosed in death's cold arms.

2 Time is winging us away
To <^ur eternal home

;

Life is but a winter's day

—

A journey to the tomb !

But the Christian shall enjoy

Health and beauty soon above,

Far beyond the world's alloy,

Secure in Jesus' love.
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CONSOLATION. 8s & 7s.
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Sweet the mo-ments, rich in bless -ing,
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Q i rv " Looking tn Jesus."

04:«7. H£B. xii: 2.

1 Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,

Which before the cross I spend
;

Life, and health, and peace possessing,

From the sinner's dying friend.

2 Here I'll sit, for ever viewing

Mercy streaming in his blood
;

Precious drops ! my soul bedewing.

Plead they now my peace with God.

3 Truly blessed is this station,

Ileie unfolds his wondrous grace;

While I see divine compassion

Beaming in his lovely face.

< Here it is I find my heaven.

While upon the cross I gaze;

Here the joy of sins forgiven

Shall inspire my songs of praise.

5 Love and grief my heart dividing,

While his feet I bathe with tears
;

Constant still in faith abiding

—

Hope triumphant o'er my fears.

6 Lord ! in ceaseless contemplation.

Fix my trusting heart on thee,

Till I know thy full salvation,

And thy face in glory see.

O/^ri "Giw me thy heart."

1 Take my heart, O Father, take it,

Make and keep it all thine own
;

Let thy Spirit melt and break it

—

This proud heart of sin and stone.

2 Father, make me pure and lowly,

Fond of peace and far from strife;

Turning from the paths unholy

Of this vain and sinful life.

3 Ever let thy grace surround me
;

Strengthen me with power divine

;

Till thy cords of love have bound me :

Make me to be wholly thine.

4 May the blood of Jesus heal me.

And my sins be all forgiven
;

Holy Spirit, take and seal me.

Guide me in the path to heaven.

«) ?: I " Wash, cmd^ be clean."

1 Jesus, who on Calvary's mountain

Poured thy precious blood for me,

Wash me in its flowing fountain,

That my soul may spotless be.

2 I have sinned, but oh, restore me !

For unless thou smile on me.

Dark is all the world before me,

Darker yet eternity.

3 In thy word I hear the saying.

Come and 1 will give you rest

;

And the gracious call obeying

See, I hasten to thy breast.

4 Grant, Oh, grant thy Spirit's teaching.

That I may not go astray,

Till the gate of heaven reaching,

Earth and sin are passed away.
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NE-W HAVEN. 6s & 4s.

::^z^-=l -^—I—
I hJ=^-- '^

1 My faitli looks up to thee, Thou Lamb of Calvary : Saviour divine, Now hear me

pp-"gE???Ki?=g::gTpz{:^.^^zpz:nq==:p=^=rr-r-T-=p=p=g=r=p^:

-^-Jti^*^C --•1-;^— f -Si—«-•>- -*—-fl
• -^-^

—

\\-^>—^-0i-\—*

while I pray, Take all my guilt away; let me, from this day. Be wholly thine.

:^t:=t=^::=ff?2=:p-pipiti:p: ^~'l—rrppl-T--^-^: :tzc:

O PiO Christ our coniidence.

601, (542)

2 May thy rich grace impart

Strength to my fainting heart;

My zeal inspire

;

As thou hast died for me,

Oh, may my love to thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be

—

A living fire.

3 While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,

Be thou my guide
;

Bid darkness turn to day,

Wipe sorrow's tears away,

Nor let me ever stray

From thee aside.

4 When ends life's transient dream,

When death's cold, sullen stream

Shall o'er me roll

;

Blest Saviour, then, in love,

Fear and distress remove;

Oh bear me safe above

—

A ransomed soul.

353.
1

Calvary.
(1318)

Whene'er T think of thee.

Oh ! sacred Calvary,

Love fills my breast.

Flow then the joyous tears
;

Flee, all my guilty fears
;

Saviour ! thy cross appears.

And I find rest.

-I
1-

2 When from thy bleeding side,

I see the crimson tide

Streaming for me

;

Faith in thy flowing blood.

Oh ! spotless Lamb of (jod,

Points me from earth's dark clod,

Upward to thee.

3 When death's unsparing dart

Pierces my fainting heart.

Sweetly I'll sing :

Grave ! thou no terror hast

;

All fearful gloom is past

;

Victor through Christ at last

Death has no sting !

OOx, 1 John iv : 19.

1 Jesus, thy name I love.

All other names above,

Jesus, my Lord !

Oh ! thou art all to me

!

Nothing to please I see.

Nothing apart from thee,

Jesus, my Lord

!

2 Thou blessed Son of God,

Hast bought me with thy blood,

Jesus, my Lord !

Oh ! how great is thy love,

All other loves above,

Love that I daily prove
;

Jesus, my Lord

!

m
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.

RETREAT. L. M
Slow.

-A-A- —

I

=:»i^rd:

From ev' - ry stormy wind that blows, From ev' - ry swelling tide of woes,

=t: ---=t=--=^-

qzzz:^:

There is a calm, a sure re - treat, 'Tis found be - neath the mer-cy - seat.

:t=4=:^=?2=::t=
:^i=tK~^:

lz=M-~]=2.
-^.

O Pi f^ Tilt mercy seat.

ODD, (547)

1 From ev'ry stormy wind that blows,

From ev'ry swelling tide of woes,

There is a calm, a sure retreat

—

'Tis found beneath the Mercy Seat.

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds

The oil of gladness on our heads,

A place than all besides more sweet

—

It is the blood-bought Mercy Seat.

3 There is a scene where spirits blend,

Where friend holds fellowship with friend;

Though sunder'd far, by faith they meet

Around one common Mercy Seat.

4 Ah ! whither could we flee for aid.

When tempted, desolate, dismay'd

;

Or how the host of hell defeat.

Had suff'ring souls no Mercy Seat ?

5 There ! there on eagle wings we soar,

And sin and sense seem all no more.

And heav'n comes down our souls to greet,

And glory crowns the Mercy Seat

!

3 Oh let my hand forget her skill,

My tongue be silent, cold, and still,

This bounding heart forget to beat,

Ere I forget the Mercy Seat

!

" Tliere am I."

Matt, xviii : 20.OOb. Matt, xviii: 20. (552)

, WiiERK two or three with sweet accord

Obedient to their sovereign Lord,

Meet to recount his acts of grace,

And offer solemn prayer and praise
;

2 " There," says the Saviour, " will I be,

Amid the little company
;

To them unveil my smiling face.

And shed my glories round the place."

3 We meet at thy command, Lord,

Relying on thy faithful word
;

Be present in each waiting heart.

And strength and heavenly peace impart.

Qf^n' Tlie tranquil hour.
OO i . (555)

1 Thou, Saviour, from thy throne on high,

Enrobed with light and girt with

power.

Dost note the thought^ the pray'r, the sigh

Of hearts that love the tranquil hour.

2 Oft thou thyself didst steal away,

At eventide, from labor done,

In some still peaceful shade to pray.

Till morning watches were begun.

3 Thou hast not, dearest Lord, forgot

Thy wrestlings on Judea's hills
;

And still thou lov'st the quiet spot

Where praise the lowly spirit fills.

4 Now to our souls, withdrawn awhile

From earth's rude noise, thy face re-

And, as we worship, kindly smile, [veal,

And for thine own our spirits seal

5 To thee we bring each grief and care,

To thee we fly while tempests lower;

Thou wilt the weary burdens bear

Of hearts that love the tranquil hour
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WESIiEV. S. M. double.

»

l:2:^*J

1 Je - BUS, my strcnijtb, my hope, On thee I cast my care, With hnra-ble con -fi-

On tliee, al-might-y

::=!:

-^—g^-D c f=::—^-L.^^^,,.,—u-^—J Q—

1

dence look up, And know thou hear'st my prayer ; Give me on thee to wait,
to ere -ate, Al - might -y to re - new.

SEE
:P-='Ft: ^p^: mi
mm

|-^
I

Dal Segno.

EESEHzT
can all things do

;

-I— h -t-^l

—

W—YIt:

" ^sA; and it shall 6e jriuen you."
Luke xi : 9. (567)

2 I want a godly fear,

A quick-discerning eye,

That looks to thee when sin is near,

And sees the tempter fly
;

A spirit still prepared,

And armed with jealous care,

For ever standing on its guard,

And watching unto prayer.

O ^A ft Opening prayer meeting.

ZOiJ, (568)

1 It is the hour of prayer :

Draw near and bend the knee,

And fill the calm and holy air

With voice of melody !

O'erwearied with the heat

And burden of the day.

Now let us rest our wandering feet

And gather here to pray.

2 Oh, blessed is the hour
That lifts our hearts on high !

Like sunlight when the tempests lower

Prayer to the soul is nigh;

Though dark may be our lot,

Our eyes be dim with care.

These saddening thoughts shall trouble

This holy hour of prayer. [not

^C*(\ Invitation to prayer.
ODU. (570)

1 Come to the house of pray'r,

thou afflicted, come
;

The God of peace shall meet thee there

;

He makes that house his home.

2 Come to the house of praise,

Ye who are happy now,

;

In sweet accord your voices raise,

In kindred homage bow.

3 Ye aged, hither come,

For you have felt his love
;

Soon shall your trembling tongues be

Your lips forget to move. [dumb,

4 Ye young, before his throne

Come, bow
;
your voices raise

;

Let not your hearts his praise disown

Who gives the pow'r to praise.

5 Thou, whose benignant eye

In mercy looks on all,

—

Who see'st the tear of misery.

And hear'st the mourner's call

—

6 Up to thy dwelling-place

Bear our frail spirits on,

Till they outstrip time's tardy pace.

And heav'n on earth be won.
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HARON. c. M.

I love to steal a - while a - way From ever - y cum-b'ring; care, And spend the

hours of set - tin

-ft -^ -^ :»:.

day In hura-ble, grate -ful prayer, In hum-ble, grate-ful prayer.

Rfiiremivi and meditcetion

1 I LOVE to steal awhile away
From every cumbering care,

And spend the hours of setting day

In humble, grateful prayer.

2 I love in solitude to shed

The penitential tear
;

And all his promises to plead,

Where none but God can hear.

3 I love to think on mercies past,

And future good implore,

And all my cares and sorrows cast

On him whom I adore.

4 I love, by faith, to take a view

Of brighter scenes in heaven;

The prospect doth my strength renew,

While here by tempests driven.

5 Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er,

May its departing ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,

And lead to endless day,

Of!0 Prayer for cmiientment.

D\)-6. (558)

1 Father, whate'er of earthly bliss

Thy sov'reign will denies,

Accepted at thy throne of grace,

Let this petition rise :

2 Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

From ev'ry murmur free
;

The blessings of thy grace impart,

iVnd make me live to thee.

3 Let the sweet hope that thou art mine,

My life and death attend
;

Thy presence through my journey shine,

And crown my journey's end.

Thy will be done.'

(500)

How sweet to be allowed to pray
To God, the Holy One

;

W^ith filial love and trust to say,

Oh God,"thy will be done."

2 We in these sacred words can find

A cure for every ill
;

They calm and soothe the troubled mind
And bid all care be still.

let that will which gave me breath
And an immortal soul,

In joy or grief, in life or death.

My every wish control.

4 Oh, could my heart thus ever pray.

Thus imitate thy Son !

Teach me, God, with truth to say,

Thy will, not mine, be done.

QfJ/l Prayer.
OlJ^, (565)

1 Prayer is the soul's sincere desire,

Unuttered or expressed
;

The motion of a hidden fire

That trembles in the breast.

2 Prayer is the simplest form of speech

That infant lips can try
;

Prayer, the sublimest strains that reach

The Majesty on high.

3 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice

Returning from his ways,

While angels in their songs rejoice,

And say—" Behold, he prays."

4 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath,

The Christian's native air,

His watchword at the gate of death
;

He enters heaven with prayer.
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GROTON. C. M. double.

1 While thee I Bcek, pro - tcct - ing Power, Be my viiin wish - as stilled ;

And in;iy this coa - se - era - ted hour Willi bet - ter hopes be tilled.

D. c. Thy mer - cy o'er my life lias flowed ; That mer - cy I a - dore.

#»A^ rJ—J^

Thy love the power of thought be-stowed, To thee my thoughts would soar

;

=i2:
mm- *- ^-

IF^i i-t—1=

Q^ Pi " Sanctify the Lord God in your hearts."

00«J. 1 PtT iii: 15. (561)

3 In each event of life how clear

Thy ruling hand I see !

Each blessing to my soul more dear

Because conferred by thee.

4 In every joy that crowns my days,

In every pain I bear,

My heart shall find delight in praise,

Or seek relief in prayer.

5 When gladness wings my favored hour,

Thy luve my thoughts shall fill
;

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower,

My soul shall meet thy will.

6 My lifted eye, without a tear.

The gathering storm shall see
;

My steadfast heart shall banish fearj

That heart shall rest on thee.

Qfjrj My Saviour died for me.
ODO, (563)

1 Thou art my hiding-place, Lord,
• In thee I fix my trust,

Encouraged by thy h ily word,

A feeble child of dust.

2 I have no argument beside,

I urge no other plea,

And 'tis enough—the Saviour died,

'J'he Saviour died for me.

3 When storms of fierce temptation beat,

And furious foes assail,

My refuge is the mercy-seat.

My hope within the veil.

From strife of tongues and bitter words,

My spirit flies to thee
;

Joy to my heart the thought aflFords

—

My Saviour died for me.

And when thy awful voice commands
This body to decay,

And life, iu its last lingering sands,

Is ebbing fast away

—

Then, though it be in accents weak.

My voice shall call on thee,

And ask for strength in death to speak

—

" My Saviour died for me."

" Let us draw near."
Ueb. X : 22.obl, Ueb. x: 22. (564)

. Approach, my soul, the mercy-seat,

Where Jesus answers prayer;

There humbly fall before his feet,

For none can perish there.

I Thy promise is my only plea,

With this I venture nigh
;

Thou callest burdened souls to thee,

And such,0 Lord, am I.

Bowed down beneath a load of sin,

By Satan sorely pressed.

By war without, and fear within,

I come to thee for rest.

Oh, wondrous love, \o bleed and die,

To bear the cross and shame,

That guilty sinners, such as I,

Might plead thy gracious name '
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COMPTOW. 7s. 6 lines.

=^ :=h-: :^ r1=P^^I
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Safe-ly, through an - oth - er week, God has brought us on our w
Let us now a bless - ing; seek, Wait-ing in his courts to - d
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Emblem of e

Iff: :ff:

nal rest.

" Springs in the. desert."

Isaiah xlix : 10. (629)

1 Safely through another week
God has brought us on our way

;

Let us each a blessing seek,

Waitiog in his courts to-day :

Day of all the week the best,

Emblem of eternal rest.

2 While we seek supplies of grace

Through the bleat lledeemer's name,
Show thy reconciling face,

Take away our sin and shame
;

From our worldly care set free,

May we rest this day in thee.

3 Here we come thy name to praise.

Let us feel thy presence near
;

May thy glory meet our eyes,

While we in thy house appear

;

Here aiford us, Lord, a taste

Of our everlasting rest.

4 iMay the gospel's joyful sound

Conquer sinners—comfort saints.

Make the fruits of grace abound,

Bring relief to all complaints :

Thus let all our worship prove.

Till we join thy courts above.

5 Glory be to God on high

—

God, whose glory fills the sky;
Glory to the Lamb be giv'n

—

Glory in the highest heav'n :

Wisdom, riches, praise, and pow'r,

Be to God for evermore.

" Heaveidy places.'''

:p: -ts-

(571)

(947)

369.
If 'tis sweet to mingle where
Christians meet for social prayer

;

If 'tis sweet with them to raise

Songs of holy joy and praise

—

Passing sweet that state must be,

Where they meet eternally.

Saviour, may these meetings prove

Antepasts to that above

While we worship in this place,

May we go from grace to grace.

Till we each, in his degree.

Fit for endless glory be.

Q'Vr^ ''Jesus, Saviour, pity me."

Pity, Lord ! this child of clay,

Who can only weep and pray,

Only on thy love depend :

Thou who art the sinner's Friend
;

Thou the sinner's only plea

—

Jesus, Saviour, pity me !

From thy flock, a straying lamb,

Tender Shepherd, though I am
j

Now, upon the mountain cold,

Lost, I long to gain the fold.

And within thine arms to be :

Jesus, Saviour, pity me !

Oh, where stillest streams are poured,

In green pastures lead me, Lord !

Bring me back, where angels sound*

Joy to the poor wanderer found :

Evermore my Shepherd be

:

Jesus, Saviour, pity me !
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ALETTA. 78.

1 They who seek the throne of grace, Find that throne in ever - y place*

li=Is|=zp;^:=ilE^ii=i£^^=i|;
If we live a life of prayer, God is pres - ent ever - y - where.

God is present tverywhere.

(573)371.

2 In our sickness and our health,

In our want, or in our wealth,

If we look to God in prayer
;

God is present everywhere.

3 When our earthly comforts fail.

When the woes of life prevail,

'Tis the time for earnest prayer;

God is present everywhere.

4 Then, my soul, in every strait.

To thy Father come, and wait;

He will answer every prayer
;

God is present everywhere.

Q'TO Lift the. heart and bend the knee.

OlZ. (574)

Child, amid the flowers at play,

While the red light fades away

;

Mother, with thine earnest eye

Ever following silently

;

5 Father, by the breeze of eve.

Called thy daily toil to leave;

Pray ! ere yet the dark hours be,

Lift the heart, and bend the knee !

5 Traveler in the stranger's land,

Far from thine own household band

;

Mourner; haunted by the tone

Of a voice from this world gone

;

l Captive, in whose narrow cell

Sunshine hath not leave to dwell

;

Sailor, on the darkening sea.

Lift the heart, and bend the knee !

5 Ye that triumph, ye that sigh,

Kindred by one holy tie,

Heaven's first star alike ye see;

Lift the heart, and bend the knee

!

' Fdivtnot, Christian I"

373.
1 Faint not, Christian! tho' the road,

Leading to thy blest abode.

Darksome be, and dangerous too

:

Christ, thy Guide, will bring thee thro'.

2 Faint not Christian ! though in rage
Satan would thy soul engage

;

Gird on faith's anointed shield,

—

Bear it to the battle-field.

3 Faint not, Christian ! though the world
Hath its hostile flag unfurled :

Hold the cross of Jesus fast;

Thou shalt overcome at last.

4 Faint not, Christian ! though within

There's a heart so prone to sin
;

Christ, the Lord, is over all

;

He'll not sufler thee to fall.

5 Faint not, Christian ! Jesus near

Soon in glory will appear;

And his love will then bestow

Power to conquer every foe.

6 Faint not, Christian ! look on high
;

See the harpers in the sky :

Patient wait, and thou wilt join

—

Chant with them of love diviDe.
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8

IjAKNED. 7s & 6s.

P?
Go when the morn - ing shin - eth,
Go when the eve de - clin - eth,
And, in God'.s pres - ence kneel - ing,

^* •—1—1

3^ :6?;

Go when the noon is

Go in the liush of
Do thou in se - eret

I ^. ^ I J

bright.

night
pray.

is>--

Go with pure mind and feel - ing, Put earth - ly thoughts a - way,

:a|:
--f^—i^-

jBZ H:

:dL ^-^^—J-

t:

(579)
Q*^ .-j

" Eoening and morning."
«J I ^4:. Psalm Iv : 17.

. Go, when the morning shineth,

Go when the noon is bright.

Go, when the eve declineth,

Go, in the hush of night;

Go with pure mind and feeling,

Put earthly thouiihts away,

And in God's presence kneeling,

Do thou in secret pray.

[ Remember all who love thee.

All who are loved by thee;

Pray, too, for those who hate thee,

If any such there be
;

Then for thyself in meekness,

A blessing humbly claim;

And blend with each petition

Thy great Redeemer's name.

• Or, if 'tis e'er denied thee

In solitude to pray,

Should holy thoughts come o'er thee.

When friends are round thy way,

E'en then, the silent breathing

Thy spirit lifts above,

Will reach his throne of glory.

Where dwells eternal love.

375.
" All the rivers run into the sea,

'

EccLEs. i. 7. (1088)

1 As flows the rapid river.

With channel broad and free,

Its waters rippling ever,

And hast'ning to the sea ;

So life is onward flowing,

And days of off"ered peace.

And man is swiftly going

Where calls of mercy cease.

As moons are ever waning,

As hastes the sun away,

As stormy winds, complaining,

Bring on the wiut'ry day
;

So fast the night comes o'er us

—

The darkness of the grave;

The death is just before us;

God takes the life he gave.

Say, hath thy heart its treasure

Laid up in worlds above ?

And is it all thy pleasure

Thy God to praise and love ?

Beware ! lest death's dark river

Its billows o'er thee roll,

And thou lament for ever

The ruin of thy soul.

Q'y^ Praise for salvation.

To thee be praise for ever,

Thou glorious King of kings !

Thy wondrous love and favor

Each ransomed spirit singa.

We'll celebrate thy glory.

With all thy saiuts above.

And shout the joyful story

Of thy redeeming love.

(757)
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CORWIN. lis.

iiS§i^^^ggi
1 How lionorcd, how dear is that ga-cred a- bodp, Wl;ere Christhins druw near to their Father and God;

'Mid wiirhlly com- mo -tion my wearii^d soul faints For the lioiise of de - vo- timi. th« home of thy saints.

Tlie house ofprayer.
oil, (585)

2 Thou hearer of prayer, Oh still grant me a place*

Where Christians repair to the courts of thy grace,

More blest bevotid measure one day so employed,

Than j'ears of vain pleasure by worldings enjoyed.

3 Me more would it please keeping post at thy gate,

Than lying at ease in the chambers of state
;

The meanest condition outshines with thy smiles,

The pomp of ambition, the world with its wiles.

4 The Lord is a Sun, and the Lord is a Shield;

What grace has begun will with glory be sealed;

He hears the distressed, he succors the just,

And they shall be blessed who make him their trust.

10s & 4s.

O'TO "Lead thou me on.''

DiiJ. • (590)

2 I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou
Shouldst lead nie on !

I loved to choose and see my path, but now
Lead thou me on !

I loved day's dazzling light, and spite of fears

Pride ruled my will ; remember not past years !

3 So long thy power hath blessed me, surely still

'Twill lead me on !

Through dreary doubt, through pain and sorrow till

The night is gone !

And with the morn those angel faces smile

Which 1 have bved Ion"; since and lost awhile.
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ZION. 8s, 78 & 4a.

^^^^^mi^ktM^W"^^^-^s
1 On the mountaiu's top ap

-

Wel-conie news to Zi - on
pear-inc
bear-inu

Lo ! the sa - cred her - aid stands,
Zi - on Ion": iu hos-tile lands

:

Mourning:

:t=:
^:z|«ij.-_>-^ -!. -« - H^—1«
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' f " K ^ k ^ , , ,

captive ! God himself shall loose thy bands,Mourning captive ! God liimself shall loose thy bands.

*4==t=^:^=gft^^i:
opyrv <• Hmv beautiful on the mountains."

OiV, IsAiAu lii: 7. (604)

2 Has thy night been long and mournful?

Have thy friends unfaithful prov'd ?

Have thy foes been proud and scornful,

By thy sighs and tears unmov'd?
Cease thy mourning

;

Zion still is v?ell-beliiv'd.

3 God, thy God. will now restore thee :

He himself appears thy Friend
j

All thy foes shall flee before thee;

Here their boasts and triumphs end :

Great deliv'rance

Zion's King will surely send.

4 Peace and joy shall now attend thee
)

All thy warfare now be past

;

God thy Saviour will defend thee

;

Victory is thine at last

;

All thy conflicts

End in everlasting rest.

')0/^ Encouraqinn prospects.

OOU. (603)

1 Yes, we trust the day is breaking

;

Joyful times are near at hand

;

God, the mighty God, is speaking,

l>y his word, in every laud :

When he chooses,

Darkness flies at his command.

2 While the foe becomes more daring,

W^hile he enters like a flood,

God, the Saviour, is preparing

Means to spread his truth abroad :

Every language

Soon shall tell the love of God.

3 Oh, 'tis pleasant, 'tis reviving

To our hearts to hear each day,
Joyful news, from far arriving,

How the gospel wins its way,
Those enlight'ning

Who in death and darkness lay.

4 God of Jacob, high and glorious,

Let thy people see thy hand

;

Let the gospel be victorious.

Through the world, in every land

;

Then shall idols

Perish, Lord, at thy command.

" Rejoice with tremhlivg."
Psalm ii : 11. (713)381.

1 In thy name, Lord, assembling.

We thy people, now draw near
;

Teach us to rejoice with trembling

;

Oh that we this day may hear

—

Hear with meekness

—

Hear thy word with godly fear.

2 While our days on earth are lengthen'd

May we give them. Lord, to thee !

Cheer'd by hope, and daily strengthen'd,

We would run, nor weary be,

Till thy glory

Without clouds, in heav'n we see.

3 There, in worship, purer, sweeter.

All thy people shall adore
;

Tasting of enjoyment greater

Than they could conceive before

;

Full enjoyment

—

Holy bliss for evermore.
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HAIL TO THE BRIGHTNESS. lis & 10s.
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382.
Hail to the brightness.

1 Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning !

Joy to the lands that in darkness have lain
;

Hushed be the accents of sorrow and mourning,
Zion in triumph begins her mild reign.

2 Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad morning,

Long by the prophets of Israel foretold
;

Hail to the millions from bondage returning.

Gentiles and Jews the blest vision behold.

3 Lo ! in the desert rich flowers are springing.

Streams ever copious are gliding along;

Loud from the mountain-tops echoes are ringing,

Wastes rise in verdure and mingle in song.

4 See, from all lands—from the isles of the ocean,

Praise to Jehovah ascending on high

;

Fallen are the engines of war and commotion,
Shouts of salvation are rending the sky.

(608)

383.
Heavenly prospect.

(1097)

Christian, the vision before thee is glorious,

The earth shall allure thy tried spirit no more :

Thou wast in the day of thy trial victorious,

Secure now at last thy temptations are o'er.

Hard was the strife, but the strong one in battle,

Has been thy defender, and vanquished thy foes
;

And heaven stood by thee to help thee in trouble,

And joyed when the sound of thy triumph arose.

High was the anthem those raptures revealing.

Ten thousand celestials the chorus prolong
;

But louder the strains of the ransom'd are pealing.

And glory is swelling the conqueror's song.
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ORIEL. L- M,
Slniv and gentle.
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My God ! is an - y hour so sweet, From blush of morn to evening star,
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As that which calls me to thy feet— The hour of prayer, The hour of prayer.

30 A The hour offrayer.
04, (581)

1 My Grod ! is any hour so sweet,

From blush of morn to evening star.

As tliat which calls me to thy feet

—

The hour of prayer ?

2 Blest is the tranquil hour of morn,

And blest that hour of solemn eve.

When, on the wings of prayer up-borne.

The world I leave.

3 Then is my strength by thee renewed

;

Then are my sins by thee forgiven

;

Then dost thou cheer my solitude

With hopes of heaven.

4 No words can tell what sweet relief

There for my every want I find ;

What strength for warfare, balmfor grief,

What peace of mind !

5 Hushed is each doubt, gone every fear

;

My spirit seems in heaven to stay
;

And e'en the penitential tear

Is wiped away.

6 Lord 1 till I reach that blissful shore.

No privilege so dear shall be

As thus my inmost soul to pour

In prayer to thee.

QO /X " 2Vi 1/ will be cUme."

00J, (900)

1 My God, my Father, while I stray.

Far from my home on life's rough way.

Oh, teach me from the heart to say,

" Thy will be done !"

2 What though in lonely grief I sigh

For friends beloved no lonj^rer niijh

Submissive still would I reply,

" Thy will be done !"

3 If thou shouldst call uie to resign

What most I prize,—it ne'er was mine
I only yield thee what was thine :

" Thy will be done !"

If but my fainting heart be blest

With thy sweet spirit for its guest,

My God, to thee I leave the rest

:

" Thy will be done !"

" God is love."

1 John iv : 8. (86)386.

1 I CAN not always trace the way
Where thou, almightyOne, dost move

But I can always, always say.

That God is love.

2 When fear her chilling mantle flings

O'er earth, my soul to heaven above,

As to her native home, upsprings

;

For God is love.

3 When myst'ry clouds my darkened path,

I'll check my dread, my doubts reprove;

In this my soul sweet comlbrt hath.

That God is love.

4 Oh may this truth my heart employ,

And every gloomy thought remove

;

It fills my soul with boundless joy,

That God is love !
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ALAH. L. M.

I I

Sweet is tile work, my God ! my King I To praise thy name, give thanks and sing

;

-—It-—I ^-A-A.r^-X

ipiiSiliilSiliiiii
To show thy love by morn-ing light, And talk of all thy truth at night.

QQ'y " His a good thing to give thanks."OO / , Psalm xcii; 1. (611)

1 Sweet is the work, my God I my King!
To praise thy name, give thanks and sing;

To show thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy truth at night.

2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest,

No mortal care shall seize my breast;

Oh I may my heart in tune be found,

Like David's harp of solemn sound.

3 My heart shall triumph in the Lord,

And bless his works, and bless his word;
Thy works ofgrace, how bright they shinel

How deep thy counsels! how divine !

4 Lord I I shall share a glorious part,

When grace hath well refined my heart,

And fresh supplies of joy are shed,

Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

5 Then shall I see, and hear, and know
All I desired or wished below

;

And every power find sweet employ,
In that eternal world of joy.

Scarce morning twilight had begun
To chase the shades of night away,

When Christ aro.se—unsetting Sun

—

The dawn of joy's eternal day !

Mercy look'd down with smiling eye

when our Immanuel left the dead;

Faith mark'd his bright ascent on high

And Hope with gladness rais'd her

head.

God's goodness let us bear in mind,

Who to his saints this day has giv'n,

For rest and serious joy design'd.

To fit us for the bliss of heav'n.

"T^rt remaineth a rest."

Heb. iv: 9. (617)

388.
" Christ is risen.^

(614)

.n'31 Hail . morning known among the blest!

Meaning of hope, and joy, and love.

Of heav'uly peace and holy rest;

Pledge of the endless rest above.

2 Biess'd be the Father of our Lord,
Who from the dead has brought his

Hope to the lost was then rostor'd, [Son !

And everlasting glory won.

389.

. Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love,

But there's a nobler rest above

;

To that our laboring souls aspire.

With ardent pangs of strong desire.

I No more fatigue, no more distress,

Nor sin nor death shall reach the place

No groans to mingle with the songs

Which warble from immortal tongues.

No rude alarms of raging-foes
;

No cares to break the long repose;

No midnight shade, no clouded sun,

But sacred, high, eternal noon.

Oh long-expected day, begin,

Dawn on these realms of woe and sin

;

Fain would we leave this weary road.

And sleep in death to rest with God.
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LISBON. s. M
Flowing.

Wei - come, sweet day of rest, That saw the Lord a - rise
;
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Wei - come to this re - viv - ing breast. And these re - joic - ing eyes.

l2=^
-(=2-

-Jn

*_)f\f\ Welcome sweet day of rest.

DU\J, (626)

1 Welcome, sweet day of rest,

That saw the Lord arise.

Welcome to this reviving breast,

And these rejoicing eyes.

2 The King himself comes near,

And feasts his saints to-day
;

Here may we sit, and see him here,

And love, and praise, and pray.

3 One day, amid the place

Where Christ, my Lord, hath been,

Is sweeter than ten thousand days

Within the tents of sin.

4 My willing soul would stay

In such a frame as this.

And sit and sing herself away
To everlasting bliss.

QAi " Tliis is the Lord's doing."

OoL, Psalm cxviii : 23. (624)

1 This is the glorious day,

That our Redeemer made
;

Let us rejoice and sing and pray.

Let all the church be glad.

2 The work, Lord, is thine.

And wondrous in our eyes
;

This day declares it all divine

;

This day did Jesus rise.

3 Hosanna to the King,

Of David's royal blood
;

Bless him, you saints, he comes to bring

Salvation from your God.

4 We bless thy Holy Word,
Which all this grace displays,

And offer on thine altar. Lord,

Our sacrifice of praise.

392.
1 Behold, what wond'rous fj.wce

The Father has bestowed

On sinners of a mortal race,

To call them sons of God.

2 'Tis no surprizing thing

That we should be unknown
;

The Jewish world knew not their KiAff,

God's everlasting Son.

3 Nor doth it yet appear

How great we must be made

;

But, when we see our Saviour here, .

We shall be like our Head.

4 A hope so much divine

May trials well endure,

May purge our souls from sense and sin,

As Christ the Lord is pure.



Public Worship. The Lord's Day. 137

DALSTON. S. P. M.
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1. How pleased and blest w;i8 I, To hear the peo - pie
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Yes, with a cheerful zeal,
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"Come, let us seek our God to - day!"
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We hast to Zi-on's hill

itzzitz;

And there our vows and hon - ors pay.

QQQ "livasqlad."
OyO, Psalm i22:l. (627)

2 Zion ! thrice happy place,

Adorned with wondrous grace, [round
;

And walls of strength embrace thee

In thee our tribes appear,

To pray, and praise, and hear

The sacred gospel's joyful sound.

3 May peace attend thy gate,

And joy within thee wait.

To bless the soul of every guest

:

The man who seeks thy peace,

And wishes thine increase

—

A thousand blessings on him rest

!

OCi A Jehovah reigns.

0^4. (57)

"1 The Lord Jehovah reigns,

And royal state maintains.

His head with awful glories crowned
j

Arrayed in robes of light,

Begirt with sovereign might.

And rays of majesty around.

2 Upheld by thy commands.
The world securely stands.

And skies and stars obey thy word :

Thy throne was fixed on high

Before the starry sky :

Eternal is thy kingdom, Lord !

3 Thy promises are true

;

Thy grace is ever new

;

There fixed, thy church shall ne'er remove
Thy saints, with holy fear.

Shall in thy courts appear,

And sing thine everlasting love.

395.
"^^^""''-

1 How pleasant 'tis to see

Kindred and friends agree,

Each in his proper station move,

And each fulfill his part,

With sympathizing heart.

In all the cares of life and love.

2 Like fruitful showers of rain.

That water all the plain.

Descending from the neighboring hills,

Such streams of pleasure roll

Through every friendly soul,

Where love, like heavenly dew distills.

3 How pleasant 'tis to see

Kindred and friends agree,

Each in his proper station move;
And each fulfill his part.

With sympathizing heart.

In all the cares of life and love !
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1. Come, let us join with one ac - cord In hymns a - round the throne
;

iigil

EiiiPi
This is the day our ris - en Lord Hath made and called his own.

m=B^
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" Tliis is the liar/ which the Lord hath."
Pbai-m'IIS: 2i. (618)396.

2 This is the day which God has blessed,

The brightest of the seven,

Type of the everlasting rest

The saints enjoy in heaven.

3 Then let us in his name sing on,

And hasten on that day,

When our Redeemer shall come down,
And shadows pass away.

4 Not one, but all our days below,

Our hearts his praise employ
j

And in our Lord rejoicing go

To his eternal joy.

QO'T' Lev. 23 : 11, & 1 Cor. 15 : 20.

Do I . (621)

1 This is the day the first ripe sheaf

Before the Lord was waved,

And Christ, first-fruits of them that slept.

Was from the dead received.

2 He rose for them for whom he died,

That, like to him, they may
Rise when he comes, in glory great,

That ne'er shall fade away.

3 This is the day the Spirit came
With us on earth to stay

—

A Comforter, to fill our hearts

With joys that ne'er decay.

4 His comforts are the earnest sure

Of that same heavenly rest

Which Jesus entered on, when he
Was made forever blest.

5 This day the Christian Church began.

Formed by his wondrous grace

;

This day the saints in concord meet,

To join in prayer and praise.

" He hath abolished death."
2 Tim. 1 : 10.dyO. 2TiM.l:10. (622)

1 The Saviour, risen to-day we praise,

In concert with the blest;

For now we see his work complete,

And enter into rest.

2 On this first day a brighter scene

Of glory was displayed

By the Creating Word, than when
The universe was made.

3 He rises who mankind has bought
With grief and pain extreme :

'Twas great to speak the world from
'Twas greater to redeem. [naught;

4 How vain the stone, the watch, the Seal

!

Naught can f )rbid his rise :

'Tis he who shuts the gates of hell,

And opens Paradise.

QQO " ^ ""^'' praise thee with my whole heart "

OOO, Psalm 9:1. (620)

1 Father ! though the anxious fear

May cloud to-morrow's way.

No fear nor doubt shall enter here;

All shall be thine to-day.

We will not bring divided hearts

To worship at thy shrine;

But each unworthy thought departs

And leaves this temple thine.

3 Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares,

Of earth and folly born
;

Ye shall not dim the light that streams

From this celestial morn.
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Af\f\ " The Saviour died for me."
4UU. (643)

1 To our Redeemer's glorious name
Awake the sacred son<j

;

Oh may his love (immortal flame !)

Tune every heart and tongue.

2 His love, what mortal thought can re<ach !

What mortal tongue display !

Imagination's utmost stretch

In wonder dies away.

3 He left his radiant throne on high,

Left the bright realms of bliss,

And came to earth to bleed and die

!

Was ever love like this ?

4 Blest Lord, while we adoring pay

Our humble thanks to thee,

May every heart with rapture say,

" The Saviour died for me !"

5 Oh may the sweet, the blissful theme
Fill every heart and tongue,

Till strangers love thy charming name.

And join the sacred song.

Unto him that tor>cd us."

Rev. 1: 5.4(J1, Rev. 1: 5. (646)

1 To him that loved the sons of men
And washed us in his blood,

To royal honors raised our heads

And made us priests to God

:

2 To him let every tongue be praise,

And every heart be love

;

All grateful honors paid on earth,

And nobler songs above.

3 .Behold, on flying clouds he comes !

His saints shall bless the day
;

While they that pierced him sadly mourn
In anguish and dismay.

4 Thou art the First, and thou the Last

;

Time centers all in thee
;

Almighty Lord, who wast, and art,

And evermore shalt be.

402
Tune, SmNiNO SnoRE. Page 177.

" That blessed hope."

TiTCa ii : 13. (1105)

1 We wait for thee, all-glorious One !

AVe look for thine appearing;
We bear thy name, and on the throne
We see thy presence cheering.

Faith even now uplifts its brow.
And sees the Lord descending,

And in his train a place we'll gain,
And with him bliss unending.

2 We wait for thee, through days forlorn,

In patient self-denial

;

We know that thou our grief hast borne
Upon thy cross of trial.

And well may we submit with thee

To bear the cross and love it.

And we will prove by this our love,

Until thy hand remove it.

3 We wait for thee ; already thou
Hast all our heart's submission;

And though the spirit see.s thee now.
We long for open vision

;

Then ours shall be sweet rest with thee,

And pure unfading pleasure;

That bliss we crave beyond the grave,

And life in endless measure.

4 We wait for thee in certain hope,

—

The time will soon be over
;

With child-like longing we look up,

The glory to discover.

Oh, bliss ! to share thy triumph there,

When home with joy and singing,

With every one bright as the sun
The Lord his saints is bringing !

Tune. Harwell. Page 145.

A r^Q " Every ei/e shall see him."
HcKJO, Rev. i:7. (1117

1 Day of judgment, day of wonders !

Hark ! the trumpet's awful sound.

Louder than a thousand thunders,

Shakes the vast creation round

;

How the summons
Will the sinner's heart confound !

2 See the Judge our nature wearing,

Cloth'd in majesty divine !

You who long for his appearing,

Then shall say, " This Lord is mine V*

Gracious Saviour,

Own me in that day for thine !

3 At his call the dead awaken.
Rise to life from earth and see;

All the powers of nature, shaken
By his looks, prepare to flee :

Careless sinner,

What will then become of thee ?

4 But to those who have confessed,

Lov'd and serv'd the Lord below.

He will say, " Come near, you blessed,

See the kingdom I bestow :

You for ever

Shall my love and glory know."
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LOVING KINDNESS

A-vvake,my soul, to joyful lays, And sing thy great Kedeeiiier's praise; He justly claims a song from me, His

^iSilBiii^^l^^a^^iig^
ness, how free ! His Io>'ing kindness. Loving kindness. His loving kind - ness, how free!
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Af\ A Loving kindness.

4U4. (6;i4)

. Awake, my soul, to joyful lays,

Aud sing the great Redeemer's praise

;

He justly claims a song from me,

His loving kindness, how free

!

I He saw me ruined in the fall,

Yet loved me, notwithstanding all

;

He saved me from my lost estate,

His loving kindness, how great.

1 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes.

Through earth and hell my way oppose,

He safely leads my soul along,

His loving kindness, how strong

!

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,

Has gathered thick and thundered loud,

He near my soul has always stood,

His loving kindness, how good

!

5 Soon shall I pass the gloomy vale.

Soon all my mortal powers must fail,

may my last expiring breath

His loving kindness sing in death

!

6 Then let me mount and soar away
To the bright world of endless day,

And sing with rapture and surprise,

His lovin<j; kindness in the skies !

SWEET HOUH OP PRAVER. L. M. D.
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1. Sweet hour of pray'r ! sweet hour of pray'r ! That calls me from a world of care,
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seasons of distress and grief My soul has often found relief.and wishes known

Sweet hour of prayer.

i A p' Sour ofprayer.
(650)

Sweet hour ofprayer ! sweet hour of pray-

The joy I feel, the bliss I share, [er,

Of those whose anxious spirits burn

With strong desires for thy return.

With such I hasten to the place

Where God my Saviour shows his face,

And gladly take my station there,

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer.

Sweet hour ofprayer ! sweet hour of pray-

Thy wings shall my petition bear [er

To him whose truth and faithfulness

Engage the waiting soul to bless

;

And since he bids me seek his face,

Believe his word and trust his grace,

I'll cast on him my every caic.

And wait for thee, sweet hour of prayer
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FA-ITH. L. M.

r-
'Tis by the faith of joys to come, We walk thro' deserts dark as night;
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Till we ar - rive at heaven,our home,Faith is our guide,and faith our light.
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406.
1 'T is by the faith of joys to come,

We walk thro' deserts dark as night

;

Till we arrive at heaven our home,
Faith is our guide, and faith our light.

2 The want of sight she well supplies;

She makes the pearly gates appear
;

Far into distant worlds she pries,

And brings eternal glories near.

3 Cheerful we walk the desert through,

While faith inspires a heavenly ray.

Though lions roar, and tempests blow,

And rocks and dangers fill the way.

Omnipresence.
Psalm cxxxvili. (630)407.

1 Lord of all being ; throned afar,

Thy glory flames from sun and star

;

Center and soul of every sphere,

Yet to each loving heart how near !

2 Sun of our life, thy quickening ray

Sheds on our path the glow of day
;

Star of our hope, thy softened light

Cheers the long watches of the night.

3 Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn

;

Our noontide is thy gracious dawn
;

Our rainbow arch thy mercy's sign
;

All, save the clouds of sin, are thine.

4 Lord of all life, below, above, [love,

Whose light is truth, whose warmth is

Before thy ever-blazing throne

We ask no luster of our own.

5 Grant us thy truth to make us free,

And kindling hearts that burn for thee,

Till all thy living altars claim

One holy light, one heavenly flame.

Af\Q Condescension of Christ.

^VJO, (638)

1 How sweet the praise,how high the theme,
To sing of him who rules supreme.
Who dwells at God's right hand on high,

Yet looks on us with tender eye.

2 The angelic host, in countless throngs,

Recount his glories in their songs,

And golden harps salute his ear

;

Yet our weak praise he deigns to hear.

3 The planets roll their orbits round

;

Unnumbered worlds, in space profound,

Are ruled by him, by him controlled

;

Yet he's the Shepherd of our fold.

4 Exalted high upon his throne,

The universe is all his own :

Untold the honors he doth wear

;

Yet we are objects of his care.

''His mercy endureih for ever.

'

Psalm cTi,'l, (637)409,
. RENDER thanks to God above.

The fountain of eternal love

;

Whose mercy firm through ages past

Has stood, and shall for ever last.

2 Who can his mighty deeds express,

Not only vast, but numberless !

What mortal eloquence can raise

His tribute of immortal praise

!
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CAKMARTHEN. H. M.
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How beau - ti - ful the sight Of breth-ren who a - gree,

In friendship to u - nitc, And bands of char - i - ty ! 'Tis
1*1

the

pre - cious oint-ment shed O'er
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his robes, from Aa - ron's head, O'er
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all his robes, from Aa - ron's head.

1 How beautiful the sight

Of brethren who agree,

In friendship to unite,

And ba-jds of charity !

'Tis like the precious,ointment shed

O'er all his robes, from Aaron's head.

2 'Tis like the dews that filled

The cups of Hermon's flowers :

Or Zion's fruitful hill.

Bright with the drops of showers:

When mingling odors breathe around.

And glory rests on all the ground.

3 For there the Lord commands
Blessings, a boundless store,

From his unsparing hands—
E'en life forever more

;

Thrice happy they who meet above,

To spend eternity in love.

411.
Welcome, delightful mom.

(632)

Welcome, delightful morn,

Thou day of sacred rest

;

I bail thy kind return

—

Lord, make these moments blest

:

ig^i^
t-

From the low train of mortal toys,

1 soar to reach immortal joys.

2 Now may the King descend

And fill his throne with grace
;

The scepter, Lord, extend,

While saints address thy face:"

Let sinners feel thy quickening word.

And learn to know and fear the Lord.

i -j fj "j1 day in thy courts," etc.

4:1Z, PsAiM Ixxxiv, 10. (631)

1 To spend one sacred day

Where Grod and saints abide,

Afi"ords diviner joy

Than thousand days beside :

Where God resorts,

I love it more

To keep the door,

Than shine in courts.

2 God is our sun and shield,

Our light and our defense :

With gifts his hands are filled
j

We draw our blessings thence :

He will bestow

On Israel's race

Peculiar grace

And glory too.

3 The Lord his people loves
;

His hand no good withholds

From those his heart approves

—

TTrom pure and upright souls

:

Thrice happy he,

God of Hosts,

Whose spirit trusts

Alone in thee.
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MT. TABOB. S. M.

^—^_|__.N-^ml'?—T-h* -H—l-h»

1 Awake, and sing the song Of Mas - es and the Lamb ! Wake,every
It -*..*. It le 3?: It ti It

^--.t?:^=(zi±i: i^- lii

iliiiiS^^lill^iiiii
heart and ev-'ry tongue,To bless the Saviour's name,To bless the Saviour's name

-^- . .^. -^-40- ^^ t^ tl It t- -^ -i— -t"

-pj.
:^=t?=^ i^iii^P=t

/< 1 Q 2^ song of Moses and the Lamb.
^lO, "Rev. XV. 3. (648)

2 Sing of his dying love,

Sing of his rising power !

Sing how he intercedes above

For those whose sins he bore !

3 Sing on your heavenly way,

You ransomed sinners, sing;

Sing on, rejoicing every day
In Christ, the glorious King.

4 Soon shall you hear him say,

"You blessed children, come,"
Soon will he call you hence away,

And take his pilgrims home. ••

414.
Break forth intojoy.

Isaiah, lii, 9. (649)

1 Raise your triumphant songs

To an immortal tune;

Let the whole earth resound the deeds
Celestial grace has done.

2 Sing how Eternal Love
His Chief BelovM chose,

And bade him raise our wretched race

From their abybs of woes.

3 His hand no thunder bears, ••

No terror clothes his brow;
No bolts to drive our guilty souls

To fiercer flames below.

t He shows his Father's love,

To raise our souls on high
;

He came with pardon from above
To rebels doomed to die.

5 Now, sinners, dry your tears

;

Let hopeless sorrow cease
;

Bow to the scepter of his love,

And take the offered peace.

6 Lord, we obey thy call

;

We lay an humble claim

To the salvation thou hast brought.

And love and praise thy name.

Bis compassions fail not.

L.4M. iii, 22. (652)415.
1 How various and how new

Are thy compassions, Lord !

Each mornin;-: shall thy mercies show,
Each night thy truth record.

2 Thy goodness, like the sun.

Dawned on our early days.

Ere infant reason had begun
To form our lips to praise.

3 ^ach object we beheld

Gave pleasure to our eyes
;

And nature all our senses held

In bands of sweet surprise.

4 But pleasures more refined

Awaited that blest day.

When light arose upon our mind
And chased our sins away.

5 How new thy mercies, then

!

How sovereign and how free !

Our souls, that had been dead in sin,

Were made alive to thee.
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BOYKAH
Spirited.

1 Now be - gin the heaven-ly theme; Sing a - loud in Je - sus' name;

:t=Eit:=ti:

i^f^SiHiiil -.<si-

AlCi Redeeming love.

410. (653)

2 Ye who see the Father's grace

Beaming in the Saviour's face,

As to Canaan on ye move,

Praise and bless redeeming love.

3 Mourning souls, dry up your tears

;

Banish all your guilty fears
;

See your guilt and curse remove,

Canceled by redeeming love.

4 Welcome, all by sin oppressed,

Welcome to his sacred rest

;

Nothing brought him from above,

Nothing but redeeming love.

5 Hither, then, your music bring;

Strike aloud each cheerful string

;

Mortals, join the host above

—

Join to praise redeeming love.

They shall come to Zion with songs."

Isaiah xxxv : 10. (654)417.

1 Songs of praise awoke the morn,

When the Prince of Peace was born
;

Songs of praise arose, when he

Captive led captivity.

2 Heav'n and earth must pass away.

Songs of praise shall crown the day
;

God will make new heav'ns and earth,

Songs of praise shall hail their birth.

3 And will man alone be dumb,
Till that glorious kingdom come ?

No ; the church delights to raise

Psalms and hymns, and songs of praise.

re - deem-ing love.

Saints below, with heart and voice,

Still in songs of praise rejoice;

Learning here, by faith and love,

Songs of praise to sing above.

Borne upon the latest breath,

Songs of praise shall conquer death
;

Then, amidst eternal joy.

Songs of praise their pow'rs employ.

' Wait <m Vie Lord."
Psalm xxvii : 14.4l0, Psalm xxvii : 14. (708)

. Lord, we come before thee now

;

At thy feet we humbly bow :

Oh do not our suit disdain

—

Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain ?

1 Lord, on thee our souls depend,

In compassion now descend
;

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace

;

Tune our lips to sing thy praise.

! In thine own appointed way,

Now we seek thee ; here we stay
;

Lord, from hence we would not go,

Till a blessing thou bestow.

1: Comfort those who weep and mourn
;

Let the time of joy return
;

Those that are cast down, lift up

;

Make them strong in faith and hope.

) Grant that all may seek and find

Thee a God supremely kind
;

Heal the sick ; the captive free

;

Let us all rejoice in thee.
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HARWELL. 8s & 78. double.

-A—I^T—I-

Hark! ten thousand harps and voic - es Sound the note of praise a - bove: )

Je-sus reigns, and heav'n re- joic • cs; Je - sus reigns, the God of love:
\

D. c. See, he sits on yon - der tlirone; Je-sus rules the world a - lone.

See, he sits on yon-der throne; Je-sus rules the world a - lone
;

Htf- ^*- .0. ^^-m-

419.
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V

Hark! ten thousand harps.

)^--^—'^-iilifi
h h N

(663)

Jesus hail ! whose glory brightens

All above, and gives it worth
;

Lord of life, thy smile enlightens,

Cheers, and charms thy saints on earth

When we think of love like thine,

Lord, we own it love divine.

'< King of glory, reign for ever
;

Thine an everlasting crown :

Nothing from thy love shall sever

Those whom thou hast made thine o»n;

Happy objects of thy grace,

Destined to behold thy face.

: Saviour, hasten thine appearing

;

Bring, Oh bring the glorious day.

When, the awful summons hearing,

Heav'n and earth shall pa.ss away :

Then, with golden harps we'll sing,

" Glory, glory to our King."

420 .

'""""'^-
(1323)

L Let us sing the King Messiah,

King of Righteousness and Peace ',

Hail him, all his happy subjects,

Never let his praises cease !

Ever hail him.

Let his honors still increase !

I How transcendent are thy glories !

Fairer than the sous of men,
While thy blessed mediation

Brings us back to God again !

10

Bless'd Redeemer,
How we triumph in thy reign !

3 Gird thy sword on. Mighty Hero,
Make thy word of truth thy car.

Prosper in thy course triumphant,

All success attend thy war !

Gracious Victor,

Let mankind before thee bow !

4 Blessed are all that touch thy scepter,

Blessed are all that own thy reign I

Freed from sin, that worst of tyrants,

Rescued from his galling chain !

Saints and angels,

All who know thee bless thy name I

i fj-| Our Mediator.

4Z1. (1322)

1 Jesus, hail ! enthron'd in glory,

There for ever to abide
;

All the heavenly host adore thee,

Seated at thy Father's side.

2 There for sinners thou art pleading;

There thou dost our place prepare
;

Ever for us interceding,

Till in glory we appear.

3 Worship, honor, pow'r and blessing,

Thou art worthy to receive
;

Loudest praises, without ceasing,

Meet it is for us to give.

4 Help, ye bright, angelic spirits
;

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays
;

Help to sing our Saviour's merits,

Help to chant Immanucl's praise.
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While na-ture was siiik-iug in Bi-ienc(

In deep med - i - ta - tion, where'er ray path lay.

FINE.
I

/TV ^ D.C.

I
-»- -m--m- I I I -w- i

est, /And th'last beams of day-light were dim in the west,
\ I strayed in the twi-light, uu-consciou3. a - way.

Ai\Q) Christ in the Garden.

1 While nature was sinking in silence to rest,

And th' last beams of daylight were dim in the west,

I stray'd in the twilight, unconscious away,

In deep meditation, where'er my path lay.

2 I pass'd near a garden : there fell on my ear

A voice of deep anguish from one that was there

;

t» The tones of his agony melted my heart,

]iVhile earnestly pleading the lost sinner's part.

3 In offering to heaven his strong, matchless prayer,

He spake of the torments the sinner must bear;

His life, as a ransom, he offer'd to give.

That sinners, redeemed, in glory might live.

4 So deep was his sorrow, so fervent his prayers,

That down o'er his bosom roll'd sweat, blood, and tears

!

I wept to behold him, and ask^d his name.

He answer'd—" 'Tis Jesus : from heav'n I came.

5 " I am thy Redeemer,—for thee I must die :

The cup is most painful, but cannot pass by;
Thy sins, like a mountain, aip laid upon me,

And all this deep anguish I suffer for thee !"

^ OQ " -He hath put a new song in my mouth."
^Ziijm Pbalm xl. 3. (665)

1 Jesus, the giver of all we enjoy !

Our lives to thy honor we wish to employ;

With praises unceasing we'll sing of thy name !

Thy goodness increasing, thy love we'll proclaim.

2 The wonderful name of our Jesus we'll sing,

And publish the fome of our Captain and King,

With sweet exultation his goodness we prove;

His name is Salvation—his nature is Love.

3 And when to the regions of glory we ri.se.

And join the bright legions that shout through the skies,

We'll tell the glad story of Jesus' kind grace.

And give him the glory, and honor, and praise.

4 In this blest employment our spirits shall rest,

In sweetest enjoyment on Jesus' own breast

;

We'll drink of the streams of Immanuel's love,

And bask in the beams of his glory above.
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BREMEN", C. P. M.
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ILid I ten thousand gifts beside, I'd cleave to Je - sus cru-ci-fied, And build on
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him a - lone ; \ For no foundation is there given

( On which to place my hopes of heaven, ( But Christ,the corner-stone.

(257)

::fe2^»n:^

Aiyi The only foundation.

1 Had I ten thousand gifts beside,

I'd cleave to Jesus crucified,

And build on him alone
;

For no foundation is there given

On which to place my hopes of heav'n

But Christ, the corner stone.

2 Possessing Christ I all po&sess,

Wisdom, and strength, and righteousness,

And holiness complete
;

Bnld in his name, I dare draw nigh

Before the Ruler of the sky,

And all his justice meet.

4 There is no path to heav'nly bliss,

To solid joy or lasting peace,

But Christ, th' appointed road
;

Oh may we tread the sacred way.

By faith rejoice, and praise, and pray.

Till we sit down with God !

WM^mM-

425. The great sah-ation.

llEB. ii: 3. (672)

To him who did salvation bring,

Wake every tuneful power, and sing

A song of sweetest praise :

His grace diffuses, as the rains

Crown nature's flow'ry hills and plains,

And spread a thousand ways,

Salvation is the noblest song.

Oh may it dwell on every tongue,

And all repeat, Amen !

The Lord will come from heav'n to earth

To give his people second birth.

And make them one again.

3 We feel redemption drawing near

;

We soon in glory shall appear,

And be for ever blcss'd :

His promise never can delay.

Our Jesus, on th' appointed day,

Will give his people rest.

4 By faith we view him coming down,

With angels hov'ring all around
;

He smiles upon his saints
;

He cries aloud in melting strains,

I come to save you from your pains,

And end your sore complaints.

5 The smiling millions rise and sing

All glory ! glory to our King
;

The Grand Assize is come !

You everlasting doors, fly wide.

The Church is glorious as a bride,

And Jesus takes her home.

6 In all the heav'ns there's not a tear,

Nor in the realms of bliss a fear,

But pleasure yet unknown :

From heav'n to heav'n we sound the bliss

Oh what a blest abode is this.

For ever round the throne !

7 The joys of heav'n will never end;

All Lilory to the sinner's Friend !

Roll on, you happy scenes !

You winged seraphs, help us praise

The Author of eternal joys !

Our Jesus ever reiirns.
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GKINNELIi.
, 1-

I love the Lord who died for me ; I love his grace, di-vine and free

;

y£^iEH
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I love his word, for there I read

^,11!?:

—

^—C2.—,^ J—_|-

_
|—

u

-r=-E±=i=tz:

That he loved rue, aud
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for me bled.

::P-T:pB

'^He first loved us."426.
1 I LOVE the Lord who died for me

;

I love his grace divine and free;

I love his word, for there I read

That he loved me and for me bled.

2 I love to hear tha.t he was slain
;

I love his every grief and pain
;

I love to think on him by faith,

And muse upon his cruel death.

I love his people and their ways
;

I love with them to pray and praise :

I love the Father and the Son

;

I love the Spirit he sent down.

4 I love to think that time will come

When I shall be with him at home,

—

When T shall love as he loves me,

And praise him through eternity.

427. Psalm c. (*674)

1 Before Jehovah's awful throne,

Ye nations, bow with sacred joy;

Know that the Lord is God alone,

He can creafe and he destroy.

2 His sov'reign pow'r, without our aid,

Made us of clay, and form'd us men
;

And when like wand'ring sheep we stray'd,

He brought us to his fold again

What lasting honors shall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to thy name?

4 We'll crowd thy gates with thankful
songs.

High as the heavens our voices raise
;

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues,
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise

!

5 Wide as the world is thy command !

Vast as eternity thy love !

Firm as a rock thy truth shall stand.

When rolling years shall cease to move !

77ie hour of Worship.

(679)

8 We are his people—we his care

—

Our souls, and all our mortal frame :

* Well adapted to "

428.

Blest hour, when mort»l man retires

To hold communion with his God,
To send to he.'iven his warm desires,

And listen to the sacred word.

Blest hour, when earthly cares resign

Their empire o'er his anxious breast,

While, all around, the calm divine

Proclaims the holy day of rest.
I

Blest hour,when God himself draws nigh,

Well pleased his people's voice to hear,

To hush the penetential sigh,

And wipe away the mournor'!:i tear.

Blest hour ! for, where the Lord resorta,

Foretastes of future bliss are given,

And mortals find his earthly courts

The house of God, the gaKv of heaven.

Old Uuudred."
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USBECKS. li. M
Not t'lo slow.

AJ_4

1. Be thou ex - alt - ed, O my God ! Above the heavens where angels dwell;

tegi^

Thy pow- er on earth be known a-broad. And land to lai^d thy wonders tell.

. j=2. If?:

God exalted.

Psalm 5" : o.4^}7, Psalm 57: 5. (678)

2 My heart is fixed ; my song shall raise

Immortal honors to thy name :

Awake, my tongue, to sound his praise,

My tongue, the glory of my frame.

3 High o'er the earth his mercy reigns,

And reaches to the utmost sky;
His ti-uth to endless years remains.

When lower worlds dissolve and die.

/J QO " Blesxed are thei/ that dwelt in thy hnuse."
^*J^t Psalm 8-1: 4. (686)

1 How pleasant, how divinely fair,

Lord of hosts, thy dwellings are !

With long desire my spirit faints

To meet the assemblies of thy saints.

2 My soul would rest in thine abode,
My panting heart cries out for God

;

My God ! my King 1 why should I be
So far from all my joys and thee !

3 Blest are the souls who find a place
Within the temple of thy grace;
There they behold thy gentler rays,

And seek thy face, and learn thy praise.

4 Blest are the men whose hearts are set
To find the way to Zion's gate; [road 9
God is their strength, and through the

""

They lean upon their Helper, God.

AQ] " Speak, Lord, thy sen^ant heareth."
^•-^

' . 1 Sam. 3 : 10. (683)

1 While now thy throne of q-race we seek.
God

--''

2 Speak in thy gentlest tones of love,

Till all our best affections move

;

We long to hear thy gentle call,

And feel that thou art all in all.

3 To conscience speak thy quickeningword,
Till all its sense of sin is stirred

;

For we would leave no .stain of guile,

To cloud the radiance of thy smile.

4 Speak, Father, to the anxious heart,

Till every fear and doubt depart:

For we can find no home or rest.

Till with thy Spirit's whispers blest.

5 Speak to convince, forgive, console

:

Childlike we yield to thy control

:

These hearts, too often closed before,

Would grieve thy patient love no more.

" My soul lonyet/ifor the courts of the Ixrrd."

Psalm W- 2. (688)

within our spirits speak;
For we will hear thy voice to-day,

Nor turn our hardened hearts away.

432.
I Look from on high, great God, and see

Thy saints lamenting after thee :

We sigh, we languish, and complain

;

Revive thy gracious work again.

To-day thy cheering grace impart.

Bind up and heal the broken heart

;

Our sins subdue, our souls restore.

And let our foes prevail no more.

Thy presence in thy house afford,

And bless the preaching of thy word

;

That sinners may their dangers see.

And now begin to mourn for thee.
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ST. MARTIN'S. C. M.
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With sa - cred joy we lift our eyes To those bright reahiis a - hove,

tlie skies, Where dwells e - ter - nal love.

Homage and devotion.

(689)433.
1 With sacred joy we lift our eyes

To those brii^ht realnjs above,

That glorious temple iu the skies,

Where dwells eternal Love.

Before the gracious throne we bow
Of heaven's almighty King;

Here we present the solemn vow,

And hymns of praise we sing.

Lord, while in thy house we kneel

With trust and holy fear,

Thy mercy and thy truth reveal,

And lend a gracious ear.

With fervor teach our hearts to pray,

And tune our lips to sing
;

Nor from thy presence cast away
The sacrifice we bring.

What shall I remler."
Psalm cxvi: 12. (692)434.

1 What snail I render to my God
For all his kindness shown ?

My feet shall visit thine abode,

My songs address thy throne.

2 Among the saints that fill thy house

My offerings shall be paid
;

There shall my zeal perform the vows

My soul in anguish made.

3 How happy all thy servants are,

How great thy grace to nie !

My life, which thou hast made thy care.

Lord, I devote to thee.

Now I am thine, for ever thine,

Nor shall my purpose move
;

Thy hand hath loosed my bonds of pain

And bound me with thy love.

Here in thy courts I leave my vow,
And thy rich 'grace record

;

Witness, ye saints, who hear me now,
If I forsake the Lord.

/J Q r^ " Let us go up to the house of the Lord."
^0«J» Psalm cxxii : 1. (696)

1 AaAiN our earthly cares we leave.

And to thy courts repair
;

Again, with joyful feet, we come
To meet our Saviour here.

2 Within these walls let holy peace,

And love, and concord dwell

;

Here give the troubled conscience ease.

The wounded spirit heal.

3 The feeling heart, the melting eye,

The humble mind bestow
;

And shine upon us from on high,

To make our graces grow.

May we in faith receive thy word,
In faith present our pray'rs,

And in the presence of our Lord
Unbosom all our c£U'es.

Show us some token of thy love.

Our fainting hope to raise,

And pour thy blessings from above,

That we may render praise.
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CHOPIN. C. M.
Prompt and animated.
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1 Wilhiii thy house, O Lord our God, In glory now ap - pear ; Make this a

.^.
I .^ 1 .^^-J> ,
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place of thine a-bode. And shed thy blessings here, And shed thv blessings here.

y| Q<? " Lifl th-m the light of thy countenance.

4oO. Psalm iv: 6. (690)

2 When we thy mercy-seat surround,

Thy Spirit. Lord, impart;

And let thy gospel's joyful sound

With power reach every heart.

3 Here let the blind their sight obtain

;

Here give the mourners rest

;

Let Jesus here triumphant reign,

Enthron'd in ev'ry breast.

4 Here let the voice of sacred joy

And humble prayer arise,

Till higher strains our tongues employ

In realms beyond the skies.

i •>

T

l^i house of God.
4:0 I . (691)

1 M"? soul! how lovely is the place,

To which my God resorts I

'Tis heaven to see his smiling face,

Though in his earthly courts.

2 There the great Monarch of the skies

His saving power displays,

And light breaks in upon our eyes.

With kind and quickening rays.

8 There, mighty God ! thy words declare

The secrets of thy will
;

And still we seek thy mercy there,

And sing thy praises still.

i OO Again tlie Lord ofligld and life.

40O. (694)

1 AtiAiN the Lord of light and life

Awakes tlie kindling ray.

Unseals the eyelids of the morn.

And pours increasing day.

2 Oh what a night was that which wrapt
The heathen world in gloom

!

Oh what a 8un which rose this day.

Triumphant from the tomb !

3 This day be grateful homage paid

And loud hosannas sung
;

Let gladness dwell in every heart,

And praise on every tongue.

4 Ten thousand diffrent lips shall join

To hail this welcome morn.

Which scatters blessings from its wings
To nations yet unborn.

439.
• Early will 1 seek thee."

Pbalm Ixiii: 1. (698)

1 Early, my God, without delay

I haste to seek thy face

;

My thirsty spirit faints away
Without thy cheering grace.

2 So pilgrims on the scorching sand,

Beneath a burning sky,

Long for a cooling stream at hand.

And they must drink or die.

3 Not life itself, with all its joys,

Can my best passions move,

Or raise so high my cheerful voice

As thy forgiving love.

4 Thus, till my last expiring day,

I'll bless my God and King;
Thus will I lift my hands to pray,

And tune my lips to sing.
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SILVEB STREET. S. M.
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Come, sound his praise a - broad, And hymns of glo - ry sing
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Je - ho - vah is the sove- reign God,
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Tlie u - ni - ver-sal king.
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(702)
y| /[ i~i Come, sound hih praise abroad.

1 Come, sound his praise abroad,

And hymns of glory sing
;

Jehovah is the sovereign God,

The universal King.

2 He formed the deeps unknown
;

He gave the seas their bound;
The watery worlds are all his own,

And all the solid ground.

3 Come, worship at his throne
;

Come, bow before the Lord
;

We are his work, and not our own
;

He formed us by his word.

4 To-day attend his voice,

Nor dare provoke his rod

;

Come, like the people of his choice,

And own your gracious God.

" stand up and bless the Lord."
Neh. ix : 6. (700)441.

L Stand up and bless the Lord,

Ye people of his choice
;

Stand up and bless the Lord your God
With heart, and soul, and voice,

I Oh for the living flame,

From his own altar brought.

To touch our lips, our minds inspire,

And raise to heaven our thought !

I God is our strength and song.

And his salvation ours
;

Then be his love in Christ proclaim'd

With all our ransom'd powers.

—p-

4 Stand up and bless the Lord,

The Lord your God adore,

Stand up, and bless his glorious name,
Henceforth for evermore.

(701>
A AC) Come, we that love the Lord.

1 Come, we that love the Lord,

And let our joys be known
;

Join in a song with sweet accord,

And thus surround the throne.

The sorrows of the mind
Be banish'd from this place

!

Religion never was desigu'd

To make our pleasures less.

3 Let those refuse to sing

Who never knew our God

;

But children of the heav'niy King
May speak their joys abroad.

4 The men of grace have found

Glory begun below

;

Celestial fruits on earthly ground
From hope and faith may grow.

5 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the heav'niy fields,

Or walk the golden streets.

6 Then let our songs abound,

And every tear be dry,

We're marching o'er this hallow'd ground

To fairer worlds on high.
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AUTUMN. 83 & 78. double.

Love di-viue. all love excelling I Joy of heav'n, to earth couie down ! Fix in

-h-^-w—-—i*—P3 . d m ^^ ^8EFF=g"

^^=E=^-^-^ Ed- S
D. 8. Vis - it

us thy humble dwelling, All thy faithful mercies crown; Jesus, thou art all com-

-tg ^~n

—

_ . » ^^ • a m—r—'S>—n—•j-^—*l
i ^^

witli tliy Sill - va - Uou; iSu - ter ev - 'ry treuibliug Leart.

passion : Pure, unbounded love thou art

-^-—«»- giir^:

443.
i<n'e divine, all love excelling.

(710)

1 Love divine, all love excelling,

Joy of heav'n to earth come down !

Fix in us thy humble dwelling:

All thy faithful mercies crown

;

Jesus, thou art all compassion.

Pure, unbounded love thou art,

Visit us with thy salvation.

Enter every trembling heart.

2 Breathe. Oh. breathe thy loving Spirit

Into every troubled breast

:

Let us all in thee inherit,

Let us find thy promis'd rest.

Take away the love of sinning,

Take our load of guilt away;
End the work of thy beginning,

Bring us to eternal day.

3 Carry on thy new creation,

Pure and holy may we be

;

Let us see our whole salvation,

Periectly secur'd by thee
;

Change from glory into glory,

1'ill in heav'n we take our place;

Till we cast our crowns before thee

Lost in wonder, love and praise.

" Receive ye one another."

Rom. XV : 7.444. Rom. XV : 7. (501)

1 Come, dear friends, we all are brethren,

Bound for Canaan's happy land

;

Come, unite and walk together,

Chri.st, our leader, gives command.
Cease to boast of party merit,

Wound the cause of God no more,

Be united by his Spirit :

Zion's peace again restore.

2 Now our hand, our heart and spirit

Here in fellowship we give;

Let us love and peace inherit.

Show the world how Christians live.

We'll be one in Christ, our Saviour,

Male and female, bond and free 1

Christ is all in all forever,

In him we shall blessed be.

A A Pi Fleeting moments.
440. (1205)

1 Faintly flow thou falling river.

Like a dream that dies away;
Down to ocean gliding ever,

Keep thy calm unruffled way :

Time with such a silent motion,

Floats along on wings of air,

To eternity's dark ocean.

Burying all its treasure there.

2 Roses bloom, and then they wither.

Cheeks are bright, then fade and die

;

Shapes of light are wafted hither,

Then like visions hurry by;

Quick as clouds at evening driven

O'er the many-colored west.

Years are bearing us to heaven,

Home of happiness and rest.
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"WARD. li. M.

Now may the Lord our Shepherd lead To liv - iug streams his lit - tie flock
;

-i=2_i«_ -^—(=>—^(^^- -f2- -«»-. P-1

May he in flow- 'ry pastures lead ; Shade us at noon beneath the rock !

—I—f—

r

^_f^_ r-f^-

— HS-—H^- :t=fe=r'--pfe=z=HZ i^:
lifziE^bzrzEt r-Fr-:

-(=2-

i A f* He shall go in and out andJind pasture.

^HtD, John 10: 9. (715)

1 Now may the Lord our Shepherd lead

To livinir streams his little flock;

May he in flowery pastures feed

;

Shade us at noon beneath the rock

!

2 Now may we hear our Shepherd's voice,

And gladly answer to his call

;

Now may our hearts for him rejoice,

Who knows, and names,and loves us all.

3 When the Chief Shepherd shall appear.

And small and great before him stand,

0, be the flock assembling here

Found with the sheep on his right hand.

71ie Lord bUss thee, and Iceep thee.

Num. 6: 24. (717)447.

1 Ere to the world again we go.

Its pleasures, cares, and idle show,

Thy grace, once more. God, we crave,

From folly and from sin to save.

2 May the great truths we here have heard-

The lessons of thy holy Word

—

Dwell in our inmost bosoms deep,

And all our souls from error keep.

3 0, may the influence of this day

Long as our memory with us stay,

And as an angel guardian prove,

To guide us to our home above.

A AO ^^ "'' ^^^ pmiple praise thee.

^^O, PS.U.M 67 ; 5. (718)

1 From all that dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator's praise arise :

Let the Redeemer's name be sung

Through every land, by every tongue.

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord
;

Eternal truth attends thy word :

Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,

Till suns shall rise and set no more.

A A f\ Bid us all depart in peace.

44y. (721)

1 Dismiss us with thy blessing. Lord;
Help us to feed upon thy word

j

All that has been amiss, forgive,

And let thy truth within us live.

2 Though we are guilty, thou art good;

Cleanse all our sins in Jesus' blood;

Give every burdened soul release,

And bid us all depart in peace.

A Fxf\ J will not forg't thi/ word.
4DU, Psalm 119; 16. (722)

1 Lord, how delightful 'tis to see

A whole assembly worship thee.

At once they sing, at once they pray !

They hear of heaven, and learn the way.

2 O write upon my pjemory, Lord,

The text and doctrine of thy word

;

That I may break thy laws no more,

But love thee better than before.
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WARWICK

Thou art our Shepherd, glorious God ! Thy lit - tie

't±'fr^—^—

r

—

r

^

.J!i_[=_±-4=—r—P—•-

"^^1

-^-
-^"

And guide us by thy staff and rod,

X

The chil-drenof thy fold.

,ti=t: n
/l ^ 1 T}iou Itamtt thy people like a flock.
'^^l, P8alm'77;20. (729)

1 Thou art our Shepherd, Glorious God !

Thy little flock behold,

And guide us by thy staff and rod,

The children of thy fold.

2 We praise thy name that we were brought

To this delightful place, [taught

Where we are watched, and warned, and
The children of thy grace.

3 May all our friends, thy servants here,

Meet with us all above.

And we and they in heaven appear

The children of thy love.

AP\i^ The seed of the word.^^^. (731)

1 God, by whom the seed is given,

By whom the harvest blest;

Whose word, like manna showered from

Is planted in our breast; [heaven,

2 Preserve it from the passing feet,

And plunderers of the air;

The sultry sun's intenser heat,

And weeds of worldly care.

3 Though buried deep, or thinly strewn,

Do thou thy grace supply;

The hope, in earthly furrows sown,

Shall ripen in the sky.

/I ^Q Parting in hope.
"±00, (732)

1 Lord, when together here we meet,

And taste thy heavenly grace.

Thy smiles are so divinely sweet.

We're loth to leave the place.

2 Yet, Father, since it is thy will

That we must part again,

let thy gracious presence still

With every one remain !

3 Then let us all in Christ be one,

Bound with the cords of love.

Till we, around thy glorious throne,

Shall joyous meet above :

4 Where sin and sorrow from each heart

Shall then forever fly.

And not one thought that we shall part

Once interrupt our joy.

A pi A The good seed.

404. (733)

1 Almighty God, thy word is cast

Like seed into the ground
;

Now let the dew of heaven descend,

And righteous fruits abound.

2 Let not the foe of Christ and man
This holy seed remove :

But give it root in every heart,

To bring forth fruits of love.

/I Pi Pi Glory to God.^OU, (734)

1 Glory to God ! who deigns to bless

This consecrated day,

Unfolds his wondrous promises,

And makes it sweet to pray.

2 Glory to God ! who deigns to hear

The humblest sigh we raise.

And answers every heartfelt prayer,

And hears our hymn of oraise.
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.

SHEPHERD LEAD us. 8s, 7s & 4s.

m 1— ^—

I

1

—

id—S—•—

^

Sa-viour, like a sliepherd lead

thy pleasant pastures feed

f Sa

I In

us,

us,

Much we need thy tend'rest care ; )

For our use thy folds prepare,
j

x:--

-0-
ltd

r—

r

^ ^ ^ ^

-h-

:d: z=zlt=1S:

-iS"- ri^ii^'iiigli*
Blessed Je - sus, Blessed Je - sus. Thou hast bought us, thine we are,

-^-^-- i; :^:=^1l
:^ 1^=^:

:k=t2:
t=: :t=t: i=: z^:

Ltt2i:g-2zE:Si=
icz^zz:^:

t=:

Blessed Je
• -m- |»-

sus,

iEEz*=:S=p=§:

Blessed Je

i)z:*^£5=!^zz:iz±irtzE3zz=IU

sus,Thou hast bought us, thine we

:l2zt2iit2:
i^zit^z

-C2.

:^z=^zz=?zi^;
:t:

/< ^£* " Saviour, like a Shepfierd lead us."

1 Saviour, like a shepherd lead us.

Much we need thy tend'rest care;

In thy pleasant pastures feed us,

For our use thy folds prepare.

Blessed Jesus,

Thou hast bought us, thine we are.

2 We are thine, do thou befriend us,

Be the Guardian of our way

;

Keep thy flock, from sin defend us,

Seek us when we go astray.

Blessed Jesus,

Hear, hear us, when we pray.

3 Thou hast promised to receive us,

Poor and sinful though we b6;
Thou hast mercy to relieve us,

Grace to cleanse, and power to free.

Blessed Jesus,

We will early turn to thee.

i pi'y Dismission.
t'J i , (754)

1 Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing.

Fill our hearts with joy and peace;
Let us each thy love possessing.

Triumph in redeeming grace;
O refresh us !

Traveling through this wilderness.

:t2=t2: i=t:

2 Thanks we give and adoration

For the gospel's joyful sound;
May the fruits of thy salvation

In our hearts and lives abound
May thy presence

With us evermore be found.

3 So, whene'er the signal's given

Us from earth to call away

;

Borne on angel's wings to heaven
Glad the summons to obey,

May we ready,

Rise and reign in endless day.

AP^Q God of our salvation, hear us.
40O. (756)

1 God of our salvation, hear us

;

Bless, bless us, ere we go

;

When we join the world, be near us

:

Lest we cold and careless grow

;

Saviour, keep us

—

Keep us safe from every foe.

2 As our steps are drawing nearer

To the place we call our home,
May our view of heaven grow clearer,

Hope more bright of joys to come;
And when dying,

May thy presence cheer the gloom.
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KINDGE. C. M.
-1-U4-

Father,! know that all my life Is portioned out for me; Tlip ehantres that will surely come

-—-^^m-m-

-i^-l 1 1

-4-f—

h

r-v-

z^z '^-m-m^

I do not fear to see : I ask thee for a present min.d, In - lent
r ^'

on pleasing thee.

/l ^Q The spirit of a little child.
^'J^. (776)

1 Father, I know that all my life

Is portioned out for me

;

The changes that will surely come
I do not fear to see :

I ask thee for a present mind,

Intent on pleasing thee.

2 I ask thee for a thoughtful love,

Through constant watching wise,

To meet the glad with joyful smiles,

And wipe the weeping eyes;

A heart at leisure from itself,

To soothe and sympathize.

3 I would not have the restless will

That hurries to and fro, •

That seeks for some great thing to do,

Or secret thing to know :

I would be treated as a child,

And guided where I go.

4 Wherever in the world I am,

In whatsoe'r estate,

I have a fellowship with hearts,

To keep and cultivate
;

A work of lowly love to do

For him on whom I wait.

Af\f\ God is the straigth ofmv heart
^>UU, Psalm 73: 26." (1007)

I Happy are they who learn in thee,

Through patient suflFering teach,

The secret of enduring strength,

And praise too deep for speech
;

Peace that no pleasure from without,

Nor strife within can reach.

2 Safe in thy sanctifying grace,

Almightyto restore.

Borne onward—sin and death behind.

And love and life before

—

let my soul abound in hope,

And praise thee evermore !

J.R1 Vispen.^^A» (1313)

1 SHADOW in a sultry land

We gather to thy breast,

Whose love unfolding like the night,

Brings quietude -and rest,

Glimpse of the fairer life to be.

In foretaste here possessed
;

2 From aimless wanderings we come.

From drifting to and fro;

The wave of being mingles deep,

Amid its ebb and flow;

The grander sweep of tides serene

Our spirits yearn to know.

3 That which the garish day had lost

The twilight vigil brings,

While softlier the vesper bell

Its silver cadence rings.

—

The sense of an immortal trust.

The brush of angel wings !

Drop down behind the solemn hills

Day ! with golden skies !

Serene above its fading glow,

Night, starry-crowned, arise

!

So beautiful may heaven be,

When life's last sunbeam dies 1
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LAKE ENON. S. M.
Slow and gentle.

^13=2=^=11
Lord, at this clos - ing hour, Es - tab - lish ev - 'ry heart

I
I I !

II.-*- -m-

-^
f-

^^gisii=B;^lili

:p=:

truth aud power, To

—m—^—f-m— I

1 n-i—r^^ ^—»

—

" Peace 1 U'lve xvilh you."
John xiv : 27.4b.^, JoHNxiv:27. (735)

1 Lord, at this closing hour,

Establish every heart

Upon thy word of truth and power,

To keep us when we part.

2 Peace to our brethren give
;

Fill all our hearts with love
;

In faith aud patience may we live,

And. seek our rest above

3 Through changes, bright or drear,

We would thy will pursue
;

And toil to spread thy kingdom here

Till we its glory view.

4 To God, the Oily Wise,

In every age adored,

Let glory from the church arise

Throuy-h Jesus Christ our Lord.

4 0*) "To the only wise Ond, cur Saviour."

400. JUDB, 25. (736)

1 To God, the Only Wise,

Our Saviour and our King

;

Let all the saints below the skies

Their humble praises bring.

2 'Tis his almighty love.

His counsel and his care,

Preserve us safe from sin and death,

And every hurtful snare.

3 He will present our souls,

Unblemished and complete.

Before the glory of his face,

With joys divinely great.

Then all the chosen seed

Shall meet around the throne,

Shall bless the conduct of his grace,

And make his wonders known.

To our Redeemer, God,
Wisdom and power belong.

Immortal crowns of majesty,

And everlasting sons.

(738)
AfiA Waiting in hope.

1 Soon we shall meet again

When all our toils are o'er,

Where sin, and death, and grief, and pain,

And parting are no more.

2 Oh, happy, happy day
That calls thy exiles home

;

The flaming heavens shall pass away,

The earth receive her doom.

8 Saviour, we wait the sound
That shall our souls release,

And labor that we may be found

Of thee in perfect peace.

/I ^^ Blessedness of the pure in heart.

1 Blest are the pure in heart

For they shall see our God
;

The secret of the Lord is theirs;

Their soul is his abode.

2 Still to the lowly soul

He doth himself impart,

And for his temple aud his throne

Selects the pure in heart.

(741)
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FKANKLIN SQUARE. S. M.

m^^^^^iE*i^
jz=zi=1=|:=zq—

Is - rael the des - ert trod, Sustain'd by power di - vine,

^t^#-:^:
rtL^^t^l

I I
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liiliB
While wondrous mar- cy mark'd the road With many a mys - tic sign.

(778)
ACKR ^«"' ^"C^ """s Christ.
4.00, 1 Cor. 10: 4.

jl Israel the desert trod,

Sustained by power divine,

While wondrous mercy mark'd the road

With many a mystic sign.

2 When Moses gave the stroke,

From Horeb's flinty side

Issued a river, and the rock

The Hebrew's thirst supplied.

3 But ! what nobler themes

Does gospel grace afford !

From Calv'ry spring superior streams-

There hung the smitten Lord !

4 Of ev'ry hope bereft,

Sinners, to Jesus go;
Behold tlie Rock of Ages cleft.

And living currents flow.

6 Here may our spirits bathe,

Here may our joys abound !

Till (pass'd the wilderness and death)

We tread celestial ground.

A^V^ A brighter day.
^v) / , (822)

1 Lord, we expect a day
Still brighter far than this.

When death shall bear our souls away,
To realms of light and bliss.

2 There rapturous scenes of joy

Shall burst upon our sight;

And every pain, and tear, and sigh.

Be drowned ia endless night.

3 Beneath thy balmy wing,

Sun of Righteousness !

Our happy souls shall sit and sing

The wonders of thy grace.

4 Nor shall that radiant day.

So joyfully begun,

In evening shadows die away
Beneath the sotting sun.

5 How various and how new
Are thy compassions, Lord

!

Eternity thy love shall show,

And all thy truth record.

A aO Having all in Chritt.

4DO. (779)

1 My spirit on thy care.

Blest Saviour, I recline

;

Thou wilt not leave me to despair,

For thou art love divine.

2 In thee T place my trust;

On thee I calmly rest

:

I know thee good, I know thee just,

And count the choice the best.

Whate'er events betide,

Thy will they all perform
;

Safe in thy breast my head I hide,

Nor fear the coming storm.

Let good or ill befall.

It must be good for me

—

Secure of having thee in all,

Of having all in thee.
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ALETTA. 7s.

Depth of mer - cy !—can there be

-h-

Mer - cy still re - served for me ?

:p2:
1-- i=§=l:i^E^P^:|?z:-f~^i^

Can my God his wrath for - bear?

-(^' H*- -/^- -m- -^-
t]«_ -^-_1_
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ip:

Me, the chief

I

sin

d=l=3^j=!£^:=i

ner's, spare?

II

^^liii
i /^Q Mercy for the Odef of Sinners.

Depth of mercy !—can there be

Mercy still reserved for me ?

Can my God his wrath forbear ?

Me, the chief of sinners, spare ?

I I have scorned the Son of God,
Trampled on his precious blood,

Would not harken to his calls

Grieved him by a thousand falls

; Lord, incline me to repent;

Let me now my f;\ll lament

—

Deeply my revolt deplore.

Weep, believe, and sin no more.

: Still for me the Saviour stands.

Shows his wounds, and spreads his hands

God is love ! I know, I feel

;

Jesus weeps, and loves me still.

Make me like a little child.

470.
1 Jesus, cast a look on me

!

Give me true simplicity :

Make me poor, and keep me low,

Seeking only thee to know.

2 All that feeds my busy pride,

Cast it evermore aside
;

Bid my will to thine submit
j

Lay me humbly at thy feet.

3 Make me like a little child,

Simple, teachable, and mild
;

Seeing only in thy light

;

Walking only in thy might

!

4 Leaning on thy loving breast,

Where a weary soul may rest
j

(780)

Feeling well the peace of God
Flowing from thy precious blood !

/ft^l 1 John iv : 19.^ / 1. (784\

Saviour ! teach me, day by day,

Love's sweet lessons to obey
;

Sweeter lessons can not be,

Loving him who first loved me.

With a child-like heart of love,

At thy bidding may I move
;

Prompt to serve and follow thee,

Loving him who first loved me.

Teach me all thy steps to trace.

Strong to follow in thy grace

;

Learning h(jw to love from thee,

Loving him who first loved me.

Love in loving finds employ

—

In obedience all her joy
;

Ever new that joy will be,

Loving him who first loved me.

Thus may I rejoice to show
That I feel the love I owe

;

Singing, till thy face I see,

Of his love who first loved me.

/Vyi) ^'« pearl of great price.

1 'Tis religion that can give

Sweetest pleasure while we live
;

'Tis religion must supply

Solid comfort when we die.

2 After death, its joys will be

Lasting as eternity !

Be the living God my friend.

Then my bliss shall never end

(7«92)
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ALL WILL BE "WELL. 8s & 4s,

161

Thro' the love of God our Sav- iour, All will be well; Free and changeless

^=^^=1^:

is his fii - vor, All, all is well. Precious is the blood that healed lis, Perfect

:p=^
V-—t^-

iiii
h h :=^=f^=^

is the grace that sealed us, Strong the hand stretch'd out to shield us.All must be well

^ r-
. zzisdzfcizgzr*—,gfe--:::-1^--V-F:l—t?-

•' 7< is well.''

2 Kings iv; 26.47o, 2 Ki.NQS iv ; 26. (787)

Through the love of God our Saviour,

All will be well

:

Free and changeless is his favor
;

All, all is well

:

Precious is the blood that healed us
;

Perfect is the grace that sealed us
;

Strong the hand stretched out to shield

All must be well. fus

.

I Though we pass through tribulation;

All will be well

;

Ours is such a full salvation
;

All, all is well :

Happy, still in God confiding,

Fruitful, if in Christ abiding.

Holy, through the Spirit's guiding,

All must be well.

' We expect a bright to-morrow;

All will be well :

Fai*.h can sing through days of sorrow,

All, all is well

:

Op our Father's love relying,

Jefus every need supplying,

Or in living, or in dying,

All must be well.

11

::t?=iizitc2.gl
i'J A Weep not for me.
^i^* (1091)

1 When the spark of life is waning,

Weep not for me ;

When the languid eye is streaming,

Weep not for me
;

When the feeble pulse is ceasing,

Start not at its swift decreasing
;

'Tis the fettered soul's releasing.

Weep not for me.

2 When the pangs of death assail me
;

Weep not for me
;

Chri.st is mine, he cannot fail me,

Weep not for me
;

Yes, though sin and doubt endeavor,

From his love my soul to sever,

Jesus is my strength for ever
;

Weep not for me.

A'yp\ Evening aspiration.
'^iO, (1201)

1 God that madest earth and heaven.

Darkness and light I

Who the day for toil has given,

For rest the night !

May thine &nge] guards defend us.

Slumbers sweet thy mercy send us.

Holy dreams and hopes attend us,

This livelong night

!
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PORTUGUESE HYMN". lis.

JIow firm a foun-dation, vou saints of the Lord, Is laid for your faith in liis

r ^-

------ T- r
cx-cel-lent word : What more can he say than to you he has said, You who un - to

sus for ref - nge have fled, You who un - to Je - sus for ref -uffc laave fled.

Precious promises.
476.

2 In every condition, in sickness, in health,

In poverty's vale, or abounding in wealth
;

At home and abroad, on the land, on the sea,

As your days may demand, so your succor shall be.

3 E'en down to old age all my people shall prove

My sov'reign, eternal, unchangeable love
;

And when hoary hairs shall their temples adorn,

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom be borne.

4 The soul that on Jesus has lean'd for repose,

I will not, I can not desert to his foes

;

That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake,

I'll never—no, never—no, never forsake !

(792)

477.
1

Psalm xxiii. (103)

The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I know;
I feed in green pastures, safe folded I rest

;

He leadeth my soul where the still waters flow.

Restores me when wandering, redeems when oppressed

2 Through the valley and shadow of death though I stray,

Since thou art my guardian, no evil I fear
;

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staflf be my stay

;

No harm can befall, with my comforter near.

3 In the midst of affliction my table is spread
;

With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er;

With perfume and oil thou anointest my head
;

Oh what shall I ask of thy providence more ?

4 Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God !

Still follow my steps till I meet thee above
;

I seek, by the path which my forefathers trod.

Through the land of their sojourn, thy kingdom of love.
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JOYFULLY. lOs.
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478 "Rejoicing in hope."
R'j.M xii : 12. (793)

1 Joyfully, joyfully o'lward I move,

Bound to the land of bright spirit8 above

;

Angelic choristers, sing as I come

—

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home !

Soon with my pilgrimage ended below,

Home to the land of bright spirits I go;

Pilgrim and stranger, no more shall I roam :

Joyfully, joyfully resting at horfte-

2 Friends fondly cherished have passed on before
;

Waiting, they watch me approaching the shore
;

Singing to cheer me through death's chilling gloom
Joyfully, joyfully, haste to thy home.
Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear

;

Harps of the blessed your voices I hear !

Rings with the harmony heaven's high dome

—

Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home.

3 Death, with thy weapons of war lay me low,

Strike king of terrors I I fear not the blowj

Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb !

Joyfully, joyfully will I go home.

Bright will the morn of eternity dawn
;

Death shall be banished, his scepter be gone;
Joyfully, then, shall I witness his doom.

Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home.
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My Grod, the spring of

--1-

BROWN. C. M.

all my joys, The life of my de - lights,

^A- -M

The com- fort ofglo - ry of my brightest days. The
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my nights

a|=^:
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/J "^Q Thou art my soul's bright morning star.^IV, (869)

1 My God, the spring of all my joys,

The life of my delights,

The glory of my brightest days,

The comfort of my nights !

2 In darkest shades, if thou appear,

My dawning is begun
;

Thovi art my soul's bright morning star

And thou my rising sun.

H The op'ning heavens around me shine

With beams of sacred bliss,

While Jesus shows his mercy mine,

And whispers I am his.

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay

At that transporting word,
And run with joy the shining way
To meet mv dearest Lord.

:J=i:
-r-

Rejoice in the Lord always.
Phil. 4 ; 4.4:OU, Phil. 4; 4. (770)

1 Rejoice, believers in the Lord,

Who makes your cause his own

;

The hope that's built upon his word
Can ne'er be overthrown.

2 Though many foes beset your road.

And feeble is your arm.
Your life is hid in Christ your God,

Beyond the reach of harm.

8 Weak as yoa are, you shall not faint.

Or fainting shall not die
;

Jesus, the strength of ev'ry saint,

Will aid you from on high.

4 As surely as he overcame,

And triumph'd once for you

;

So surely you that love his name
Shall triumph in him too.

/< 1 The true riches.
40l. (813)

1 You glitt'ring toys of earth, adieu,

A nobler choice be mine;
A real prize attracts my view

—

A treasure all divine.

2 Away, unworthy of my cares,

You specious baits of sense
;

Inestimable worth appears,

The pearl of price immense !

3 Jesus, to multitudes unknown

—

name divinely sweet

!

Jesus, in thee, in thee alone.

Wealth, honor, pleasure meef.

4 Should both the Indies, at my call,

Their boasted stores resign,

With joy I would renounce them all,

For leave to call thee mine.

5 Should earth's vain treasures all depart,

Of this dear gift possess'd,

I'd clasp it to my joyful heart.

And be forever blest.

6 Blest Sov'reign of my soul's desires,

Thy love is bliss divine;

Accept the praise that love inspires,

Since I can call thee mine

!
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GIVE ME THE WINGS. C. M,

w
^--a

Give me the wings of" faith, to rise With- in the vail. and see

^^E^^g;^!
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The saints above.how great their joyS; How bright their
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rlo be.

i QO So great a clottd of witnesse*.

4oZ. Heb. 12;1. (817)

1 Give me the wings of faith, to rise

Within the vail, and see

The saints above, how great their joys

How bright their glories be.

2 Once the}' were mourning here below,

And bathed their couch with tears;

They wrestled hard, as we do now,

With sins, and doubts, and fears.

3 I ask them whence their victory came

;

They, with united breath,

Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb,
Their triumph to his death.

4 They marked the footsteps that he trod;

His zeal inspired their breast;

And, following their incarnate God,
Possessed the promised rest.

5 Our glorious Leader claims our praise.

For his own pattern given
;

While the long cloud of witnesses

Shows the same path to heaven.

A new heart.

(8U)483.
1 O FOR a heart to praise my God,

A heart from sin set free,

A heart that always feels the blood

So freely shed for me.

2 A heart resign'd, submissive, meek,
My great Redeemer's throne,

Where only Christ is heard to speak,

Where Jesus reigns alone.

O for a lowly, contrite heart,

Confiding, true, and clean.

Which neither life nor death can part

From him that dwells within.

4 A heart in ev'ry thought renew'd.

And full of love divine,

Perfect and right, and pure and good,

A copy, Lord, of thine.

5 Thy Spirit, gracious Lord, impart;

Direct me from above
;

May thy dear name be near my heart,

That dear, best name is Love.

484.
1 My God, my portion, and my love.

My everlasting all

;

I've none but thee in heav'n above.

Or on this earthly ball.

2 How vain a toy is glitt'ring wealth,

If once compar'd to thee !

Or what's my safety or my health.

Or all my friends to me ?

3 Were I possessor of the earth,

And call'd the stars my own,

Without thy graces and thyself,

I were a wretch undone.
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GRATITUDE. L. M.

e broods onO peace of God,sweet peace of God,Where broods on earth this gentle dove,
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Where spread those pure and downy wings To shelter him whom God doth love
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The peace of God.
Phil. 4': 7.4o0. Phil. 4: 7. (760)

1 PEACE of God, sweet peace of God,
Where broods on earth this gentle dove.

Where spread those pure and downy
wings

To shelter him whom God doth love ?

2 Whence comes this blessing of the soul.

This silent joy which cannot fade ?

This glory, tranquil, holy, bright.

Pervading sorrow's deepest shade ?

3 The peace of God, the peace of God !

It shines as clear 'mid cloud and storm
As in the calmest summer day,

'Mid chill as in the sunlight warm.

4 peace of God ! earth hath no power
To shed thine unction o'er the heart;

Its smile can never bring it here

—

Its frown ne'er bid its light depart.

5 Calm peace of God, in holy trust,

In love and faith th;y presence dwells

—

In patient suffering and toil

Where mercy's gentle tear-drop swells

ITiat 1 may win Christ.

Phil. 3 ; 4.4oD. Phil. 3; 4. (807)

1 Jksus, my love, my chief delight,

For thee I long, for thee I pray,
Amid the shadows of the night.

Amid the bus'ness of the day.

2 When shall I see thy smiling face,

That face which I have often seen ?

Arise, thou Sun of Righteousness !

Scatter the clouds that intervene.

3 Thou art the glorious gift of God,
To sinners weary and distress'd;

The first of all his gifts bestow'd.

And certain pledge of all the rest.

4 Since I can say this gift is mine,

I'll tread the world beneath my feet,

No more at poverty repine.

Nor envy the rich sinner's state.

/4 QO" Search me, O God, and know my heart.^O / . Psalm 129 ; 23. (809)

1 THOU, to whose all-searching sight

The darkness shiaeth as the light.

Search, prove my heai-t, it pants for thee,

0, burst these bonds and set it free.

2 Wash out its stains, refine its dross;

Nail my affections to the cross

;

Hallow each thought; let all within

Be clean, as thou, my Lord, art clean.

3 If in this darksome world I stray.

Be thou my light, be thou my way;
No foes, no violence I fear.

No fraud, when thou, my God, art near.

4 When rising floods my soul o'erflow,

When sinks my heart in waves of woe

—

Jesus, thy timely aid impart.

And raise my head and cheer my heart.

5 Saviour, where'er thy steps I see,

Dauntless, untired, I follow thee;

O, let thy hand support me still,

And lead me to thy holy hill.
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WAYNE. C M. Double.

sa- lem, my hap- py home, O how 1 long for thee !

When will my sor-rows have an end ? Thy joys when shall I see?

Thy gates are rich- ly set with pearl, Thy streets are paved with gold.
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Thy walls are all

^

of

4
precious stones, Most glo - rious to be - hold I

A QQ Tlie iVew Jerusalem.
400, (820)

1 Jerusalem, my happy home,
how I long for thee !

When will my sorrows have an end ?

Thy joys when shall I see ?

2 Thy walls are all of precious stones,

Most glorious to behold !

Thy gates are richly set with pearl,

Thy streets are pav'd with gold.

3 Thy gardens and thy pleasant greens

My study long have been
;

Such sparkling gems by human sight

Have never yet been seen.

4 If heaven be thus glorious, Lord,

Why should I stay from thence?
What folly 'tis that I should dread
To die and go from hence

!

5 Reach down, reach down thine arms of

And cause me to ascend, [grace

Where congregations ne'er break up,

And Sabbaths never end.

6 Jesus, my love, to glory's gone

;

Him will I go and see;

And all my brethren here below
W^ill soon come after me.

A QO -^ "'2/ which hath foundations.
^OO, Heb. 11 ; 10. (821)

1 Jerusalem ! my glorious home,
Name ever dear to me !

When shall my labors have an end,

In Joy, and peace, and thee

!

2 When shall these eyes thy heaven-built

And pearly gates behold ? [walls

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong,

And streets of shining gold ?

3 There happier bowers than Eden's bloom.

Nor sin nor sorrow know : [scenes

Blessed seats ! through rude and stormy

I onward press to you.

4 Why should I shrink at pain and woe ?

Or feel, at death, dismay ?

I've Canaan's goodly land in view,

And realms of endless day.

5 Apostles, martyrs, prophets there.

Around thy Saviour stand
;

And soon my friends in Christ below

Will join the glorious band.

6 Jerusalem ; my glorious home !

My soul still pants for thee;

Then shall my labors have an end,

When I thy joys shall sec.
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LET ME GO. ^83 & 7s
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Let me go ; my soul is wear - y Of the chain which binds me here
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Let my spir - it bend its pin - ion To a brighter, holier sphere,
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490 Prisoners of tmpe.

Zkch. ix, 12. (825)

Let me go; my soul is weary
Of the chain which binds me here;

Let my spirit bend its pinion

To a brighter holier sphere.

Earth, 'tis true, hath friends that bless me
With their fond and faithful love

;

But the hands of angels beckon
Onward to the climes above.

Let me go ; for earth hath sorrow,

Sin, and pain, and bitter tears

;

All its paths are dark and dreary.

All its hopes are fraught with fears

;

Short-lived are its brightest flowers,

Soon its cherished joys decay :

—

Let me go ; I fain would leave it

For the realms of endless day.

Let me go ; my heart hath tasted

Of my Saviour's wondrous grace

;

Let me go. where I shall ever

See and know him face to face.

Let me go ; the trees of heaven
Rise before me, waving bright,

And the distant, crystal waters
Flash UDon my failing sight.

:ff"-^p:'—(•-
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Let me go ; for songs seraphic

Now seem calling from the sky

—

'Tis the welcome of the angels,

Which e'en now are hov'ringnigh
Let me go ; they wait to bear me
To the mansions of the blest;

Where the spirit, worn and weary.
Finds at last its long sou";ht rest.

"Blessed are the dead," etc.

Rev. xiv, 13.4yi, Rev. xiv, 13. ' (1077)

1 Happy soul ! thy days are ended
All thy mourning days below;

Go, by angel guards attended,

To the sight of Jesus go !

Waiting tc receive thy spirit,

Lo! the Saviour stands above;
Shows the purchase of his merit,

Reaches out the crown of love.

Struggling through thy latest passion

To thy dear Redeemer's breast,

To his uttermost salvation.

To his everlasting rest

;

For the joy he sets before thee,

Bear thy transitory pain
;

Die, to live a life of glory

;

Suffer, with thy Lord to reign.
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BONAE. S. M. double.
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A few more years shall roll, A few more seu-sons come ; ^Vnd we shall

D. 8. wash me
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My soul for that great day ; Oh
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(828)
^Qi) A pilffriTtCs song.

1 A FEW more years shall roll,

A tew more seasons come
;

And we shall be with those that rest,

Asleep within the tomb.

Then, mtj Lord., prepare

My soul for that great daij ;

Oh wash me in thy precious blood

And take my sins away.

2 A few more suns shall set

O'er these darli hills of time
;

And we shall be where suns are not,

A far serener clime.

3 A few more storms shall beat

On this wild rocky shore
;

And we shall be where tempests cease,

And surges swell no more.

4 A few more struirgles here,

A few more partings o'er,

A few more toils, a few more tears,

And we shall weep no more.

5 A few more meetings here

Shall cheer us on our wayj
And we shall reach the endless rest,

Th' eternal Sabbath day.

493.
Spiritual wants.

(915)

1 My God, my Strength, my Hope,
On thee I cast my care,

With humble confidence look up,

And know thou hear'st my prayer.

Give me on thee to wait,

Till I can all things do

—

On thee, almighty to create,

Almighty to renew.

2 I want a Godly fear,

A quick-discerning eye.

That looks to thee when sin is near,

And bids the tempter flyj

A spirit still prepared.

And armed with jealous care.

For ever standing on its guard,

And watching unto prayer.

3 I rest upon thy word
;

Thy promise is for me

;

My succor and salvation. Lord,
Shall surely come from thee

:

But let me still abide,

Nor from my hope remove,

Till thou my patient spirit guide
Into thy perfect love.
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HERE AND yONDER, 83. & 7s.

1?EE^: :?=::*.
^==1Hz:z1=^=p:q=:^==J=i|

Here we are but stray-ing pil-grims, Here our path is of - ten dim
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But to cheer us on our jour-ney, Still we sing this way-side hymn.
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home for- ev- er. And the smile of the blessed G iver Gladdens all our longing eyes.
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/I Q /( Here and yonder.
^^^. (829)

1 Here we are but straying pilgrims,

Here, our path is often dim :

But to cheer us on our journey,

Still we sing tnis way-sidef hymn.

CHORUS.
Yonder, over the rolling river,

Where the shining mansions rise,

Soon ivill he our home forever,

And the smile of the blessed Giver

Gladdens all our longing eyes.

2 Here our feet are often weary,

On the hills that throng our way;
Here, the tempest darkly gathers,

But our hearts within us say

—

Yonder, over the rolling river, etc.

3 Here, our souls are often fearful

Of the pilgrim's lurking foe
;

But the Lord is our defender.
And he tells us we may know.

Yonder, over the rolling river, etc.

4 Here, our shadowed homes are transient

And we meet the stranger's frown

;

So we'll sing with joy while going,

v-r-
li^i

E'en to death's dark billow down

—

Yonder, over the rolli)ig river, etc.

AC\^ Happy home.
^CfO, (1152)

1 In that world of ancient story.

Where no storms can ever come.

Where the Saviour dwells in glory.

There remains for us home.

Yonder, over the rolling river, etc.

2 There within the heavenly mansions,

Where life's river flows so clear.

We shall see our bless6d Saviour,

If we love and serve him here.

Yonder, over the rolling river, etc.

3 There with holy angels dwelling,

Where the ransomed wander free,

Jesus' praises ever telling,

Sing we through eternity.

Yonder, over the rolling river, etc.

There amid the shining numbers.

All our toils and labors o'er,

Where the Guardian never sluml ers.

We shall dwell for evermore.

Yonder y over the rolling river, etc.
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"WEBB. 7s & 6s.

l^ll^ii^-ii^ij^^^^i^^l
1 Oh, when shall I see Jesus, And dwell with him above, To drink the flowing fountain Of everlasting love?

^^^^m^^
When shall I be delivered From this vain world of sin, And with my blessed Jesns Drink endless pleasures in?

496.
Song of our pilgrimage.

(830)

2 But now I am a soldier,

My Captain's gone before :

He's given me my orders,

And tells me not to fear.

And if I hold out faithful,

A crown of life he'll give,

And all his valliant soldiers

Eternal life shall have.

3 Through grace I am determin'd

To conquer though I die

;

And then away to Jesus

On wings of love I'll fly.

Farewell to sin and sorrow,

I bid them both adieu :

And you, my friends, prove faithful,

And on your way pursue.

4 And if you meet witL troubles

And trials on the way,

Then cast your care on Jesus,

And don't forget to pray.

Gird on the heav'nly armor

Of faith, and hope, and love.

And when your warfare's ended,

You'll reign with him above.

5 Oh ! do not be discouraged.

For Jesus is your Friend,

And if you long for knowledge,

On him you may depend
;

Neither will he upbraid you.

Though often you request

;

He'll give you grace to conquer,

And take you home to rest.

" How long, O Lord."

(831)497.

1 How long, O Lord, our Saviour,

Wilt thou remain away ?

Our hearts are growing weary
Of thy so long delay ;

•

Oh when shall come the moment,
When brighter far than morn,

The sunshine of thy glory.

Shall on thy people dawn.

How long, gracious Master,

Wilt thou thy household leave ?

So long hast thou now tarried.

Few thy return believe.

Immersed in sloth and folly,

Thy servants, Lord, we see.

And few of us stand ready

With joy to welcome thee.

How long, heavenly Bridegreom,

How long wilt thou delay ?

And yet how few are grieving

That thou dost absent stay
;

Thy very bride, her portion

And calling hath forgot.

And seeks for ease and glory

Where thou, her Lord, art not.

Oh wake thy slumbering virgins,

Send forth the solemn cry

—

Let all thy saints repeat it

—

The Bridegroom draweth nigh;

May all our lamps be burning,

Our loins well girded be,

Each longing heart preparing

With joy thy face to see._
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SEVERN. 68 & 5s.

liliiiSISiiaHil
Hoping still and trusting

498.
I have longed for thy salvation.

Psalm "cxix, 174. (835)

Purer yet and purer

I would be in mind,

Dearer yet and dearer

Every duty find

;

Hoping still, and trusting

God without a fear,

Patiently believing

He will make all clear:

3 Calmer yet and calmer

Trial bear and pain,

Surer yet and surer

Peace at last to gain.

4 Suffering still and doing.

To his will resigned,

And to God subduing

Heart, and will, and mind

5 Higher yet and higher,

Out of clouds and night,

Nearer yet and nearer

Rising to the light

—

6 Oft those earnest longings

Swell within my breast
j

Yet th^ir inner meaning
Ne'er can be expressed.

499. (897)

1 God of our salvation !

Unto thee we pray

;

Hear our supplication,

Be our strength and stay

2 Wretched and unworthy,

Poor, and sick and blind

Prostrate we adore thee,

Call thy grace to mind.

3 He that dwelleth near thee.

Safely shall abide

;

Ever love and fear thee,

In thy strength confide.

4 Sure is thy protection.

Safe is thy defense.

While in deep affliction

Woe, or pestilence.

6 God of our salvation !

Saviour, Prince of Peace,

Boundless thy compassion.

Infinite thy grace.

6 While with love unceasing,

•••Humbly we adore;

Grant us thy rich blessing.

And we ask no more.
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SAVANNAH.
^Moderate.

±==r-^-J^

lOs.

-^—^— -̂24

Restore.O Fatlier,to our times restore The peace which fill'd thine infant church of yore

m—~—•—

^

lis
I

^ ^-

TWien <^ Lord shall bring again Zion."
Isaiah lii : 8.500.

1 Restore Father ! to our times restore

The peace which filled thine infant Church of yore
Ere lust of power had sown the seeds of strife,

And quenched the new-born charities of life.

2 Oh, never more may different judgments part

From kindled sympathy a brother's heart

!

But, linked in one, believing thousands kneel,

And share with each the sacred joy they feel.

3 From soul to soul, quick as the sunbeam's ray.

Let concord spread one universal day;
And faith by love lead all mankind to thee,

Parent of peace, and Fount of harmony !

(461)

501.
CompUU in Christ.

(*791)

Long did I toil, and knew no earthly rest

;

Far did I rove, and found no certain home :

At last I sought them in his sheltering breast,

Who opes his arms, and bids the weary come :

With him I found a home, a rest divine
;

And I since then am his, and he is mine.

Yes ! he is mine I and nought of earthly things,

Not all the charms of pleasure, wealth, or power,
The fame of heroes, or the pomp of kings.

Could tempt me to forego his love an hour.

Go, worthless world, I cry. with all that's thine I

Gro ! I my Saviour's am, and he is mine.

The good I have is from his stores supplied

;

Tke ill is only what he deems the best;

He for my Friend, I'm rich with nought beside

;

And poor without him, though of all possest

:

Changes may come ; I take, or I resign
;

Content, while I am his, while he is mine.
* Repeat last half of the tune for Hymn 791.
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AMSTERDAM. 7s. & 6s.
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Rise,my soul.and stretch thy wings. Tliy better portion trace;
}

Rise from transitory things Toward heaven,thy native }>lace: [ Sun and moon and stars decay,
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Timesliallsoon this earth re-move; Rise, mj' soul land haste away To seats prepared above
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(832)
p^Ci*) Aspirations.

1 Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings;

Thy better portion trace
;

Rise, from transitory things.

Toward heaven, thy native place.

SuD, and moon, and stars decay;

Time shall soon this earth remove;
Rise, my soul, and haste away

To seats prepared above !

2 Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor stay in all their course

;

Fire ascending seeks the sun
;

Both speed them to their source

:

T-
;:N:

-t: m
So a soul that's born of God

Pants to view his glorious face,

Upward tends to his abode,

To rest in his embrace.

3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn

;

Press onward to the prize
;

Soon your Saviour will return

Triumphant in the skies :

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

—

All 3'our sorrows left below.

And earth exchanged for heaven.

^QO " Uie house of the Lord." (463) [Tune on next page.]

1 You may sing of the beauty of mountain and dale,

Of the silvery streamlets and flowers of the vale
;

But the place most delightful this earth can afl'ord.

Is the place of devotion, the house of the Lord,

2 You may boast of the sweetness of day's early dawn,
Of the sky's softening graces when day is just gone;
But there's no other season or time can compare
With the hour of devotion, the season of prayer.

3 You may value the friendships of youth and of age,

And select for your comrades the noble and sage

;

But the friends that most cheer me on life's rugged road

Are the friends of my Master, the children of God.

4 You may talk of your prospects, of fame, or of wealth,

And the hopes that oft flatter the favorites of health;

But the hope of bright glory, of heavenly bliss—
Take away every other, and give me but this.

5 Ever hail, blessed temple, abode of my Lord

!

I will turn to thee often, to hear from his word;
I will walk to thine altar with those that I love.

And rejoice in the prospects revealed from above.
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THE HOUSE OP THE LORD. 12s.

You may sing of the beauty of mountain and dale, )

Of the sil- ver-y streamlets and flow'rs of the vale; \ But the place most de-

-r-e=*=js :p: Sl3iplitzzilz- hl tz-p-j

iilr^-^- iiiii
light- ful this earth can af-ford, Is the place of de - votion, the house of the Lord.

504.
" strangers and Pilgrims."

1 Pet. ii : 11. (838)

1 My rest is in heaven—my home is not here
;

Then why should I murmur when trials appear ?

Be hushed, my sad spirit, the worst that may come
But shortens thy journey and hastens thee home.

2 A pilgrim and stranger, I seek not my bliss,

Nor lay up my treasures in regions like this
;

I look for a city which hands have not piled

;

I pant for a country by sin undefiled.

3 Afflictions may try me, but can not destroy,

One vision of home turns them all into joy
;

And the bitterest tear that flows from my eyes,

But sweetens my hope of that home in the skies.

4 Though foes and temptations my progress oppose

They only make heaven more sweet at the close

;

Come joy or come sorrow—the worst may befall,

One moment in heaven will make up for all.

5 The thorn and the thistle around me may grow,

I would not repose upon roses below
;

I ask not my portion, I seek not my rest,

Till, seated with Jesus, I lean on his breast.

6 A scrip for the way and a staff in my hand,

I march on in haste through the enemy's land
;

The road may be rough, but it can not be long;

So I'll smooth it with hope, and I'll cheer it with song.
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HOMEWARD, lis.

:zpp==qz=4=pHi==1=-j=r:-rrnz=q=:q=- iq::

1 1 would not live al - way, I ask not to stay Where storm at' - ter
D. 6. Are e - uough for life's

ip^ris^i|lpiiiill§iiii^iiiii
storm ris- es dark o'er tlie way; The few cloudy mornings that dawn on us here
woes, full e-nough for its cheer.

-^ p. J»l I^.

i^iiiii^
" / would not live alway."

Job vii : lb. (836)505.
2 I WOULD not live alway : no, welcome the tomb

;

Since Jesus has lain there, I dread not its gloom

;

There sweet be my rest till he bid me arise

To hail him in triumph descending the skies.

3 Who, who would live alway, away from his God,
Away from yon heaven, that blissful abode,

Where the rivers of pleasure flow o'er the bright plainSj

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns
;

4 Where the saints of all ages in harmony meet,

Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet,

While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll,

And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soul

!

Kf\a "I am weary."
OUD, (837)

r I AM weary of straying : Oh fain would I rest,

In that far distant land of the pure and the blest
j

Where sin can no longer her blandishment spread,

And tears and temptations for ever are fled.

2 I am weary of hoping, where hope is untrue,

As fair but as fleeting as morning's bright dew

;

I long for the land whose blest promise alone

Is as changeless and sure as eternity's throne.

3 I am weary of sighing o'er sorrows of earth,

O'er joy's glowing visions, that fade at their birth,

O'er pangs of the lov'd which we can not assuage.

O'er the blightiugs of youth, and the weakness of age.

4 I am weary of loving what passes away

—

The sweetest and dearest, alas, may not stay !

I long for that land where these partings are o'er.

And death and the tomb can divide hearts no more.

5 I am weary, my Saviour, of grieving thy love :

Oh ! when shall I rest in thy presence above :

I am weary—but Oh ! let me never repine.

Since thy word, and thy love, and thy promise are miae.
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AllVAN. 8s, 7s & 4s.

Lead us, hcaven-ly Fa - ther, lead us

Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us,

-!^'M^»-m

O'er the world's tempestuous sea:
\

For we have no help but thee.
\

^fe^zEi^Ig^ESdll
Yet pos - sess - ing ev - 'ry bless - ing, If our God our

— I—I—I—I—I—I—

:52«!:

Fa - ther be!

Lead us, heavenly Father! lead us.

(842)507.

1 Lead us, heavenly Father ! lead us

O'er the world's tempestuous sea;

Guard us, guide us,- keep us. feed us,

For we have no help but thee.

Yet possessing

Every blessing.

If our God our Father be.

2 Saviour ! breathe forgiveness o'er us
;

All our weakness thou dost know

;

SHINING SHORE. P. M.

Thou didst tread the earth before us,

Thou didst feel its keenest woe.

Lone and dreary,

Faint and weary

Through the desert thou didst go.

Spirit of our God descending !

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy;

Love with every passion blending,

Pleasure that can never cloy.

Thus provided.

Pardoned, guided,

Nothing can our peace destroy.

1 My days are gliding swiftly by, And I, a pilgrim stranger, Would not detain them as they fly,

D. s. just be-Jore, the Shining Shore

-^—Jj-
r rJ J
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Those hours of toil and danger. For Oh,we stand onJordan'' s strand, Ourfriends are passing over;And
We may al-most dis-cov-er I

m- -^- .0- -m- - -m- - I - K

CL/^Q The shinivg shore.

oyj'j, (800)

2 We'll gird our loins, my brethren dear,

Our distant home discerning;

Our absent Lord has left us word,
Let every lamp be burning.

3 Should coming days be cold and dark,

We need not cease our singing
;

12

That perfect rest nought can molest,

Where golden harps are ringing.

4 Let sorrow's rudest tempest blow.

Each cord ou earth to sever

;

Our King saya, •' Come," and there's our

Forever, Oh ! forever. [home,
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LUTON. L. M.
< ' I

Si - lent, like men in solemn haste, Gird - ed way - far - ers of the waste,
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We i)ress a - long the nar - row road That leads to life.

eE:iiSlfiililiiiii

to bliss, to God.

—m-
::t: i

" Let us go forth without the, camp."
Heb. xiii: 13. (848)509.

1 Silent, like men in solemn haste,

Girded wayfarers of the waste,

We press along the narrow road

That leads to life, to bliss, to God.

2 We flinc: aside the weight and sin,

Resolved the victory to win
;

We know the peril, but our eyes

Rest on the splendor of the prize.

3 No idling now, no wasteful sleep

;

We trim our lamps, our vigils keep

;

No shrinking from the desperate fight,

No thought of yielding or of flight

;

4 No love of present gain nor ease.

No seeking man nor self to please,

—

With the brave heart and steady eye,

We onward march to victory.

5 Night is far spent, and morn is near,

—

Morn of the cloudless and the clear
;

'Tis but a little, and we come
To our reward, our crown, our home,

6 Another year—it may be less

—

And we have crossed the wilderness,

Finished the toil, the rest begun,

The battle fought, the triumph won.

We walk by Faith."
2 Cor. V : 7. (855)510.

1 By faith in Christ I walk with God,
With heaven, my journey's end, in

Supported by his staff and rod, [view
;

My road is safe and pleasant too.

-t-

I travel through a desert wide,

Where many round me blindly stray

;

But he vouchsafes to be my Guide,

And keeps me in the narrow way.

The wilderness affords no food.

But God for njy support prepares,

Provides me every needful good,

And frees my soul from wants and care.

With him sweet converse I maintain
;

Great as he is, I dare be free
;

I tell him all my grief and pain,

And he reveals his love to me.

I pity all that worldlings talk

Of pleasures that will quickl}' end ',

Be this my choice, Lord ! to walk

With thee, my Guide, my Guard, my
Friend.

511.
" The Lord is nigh to all that call on him."

Psalm cxlv : 18. (.852)

When, in the hour of lonely woe,

I give my sorrows leave to flow.

And anxious fear and dark distrust

Weigh down my spirit to the dust

;

When not e'en friendship's gentle aid

Can heal the wounds the world has made,

Oh this shall check each rising sigh,

—

My Saviour is forever nigh.

His counsels and upholding care

My safety and my comfort are
;

And he shall guide me all my days,

Till glory crown the work of grace.
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NEVER GROW WEARY.

1. We must never grow weary doina: well, doing well. Thoiigli in time we may reap no re-ward;

For K -ter-ni-tv will tell—yes, E - ter - ni - ty will tell, "What a blessing rests on

(hose who serve tiie Lord. ye stars ! shine on, shine on! Far up in heaven's own W'w,

Some iime, some time, 1 Tuay shine as bright- ly

m. jk, &: jt- -•-

^ 1 O " Se not weary in well doing."

2 We must bear the yoke daily : Jesus says,

" It is easy, my burden is light

;

For he knows how frail we are, yes, he knows how frail we are,

And he helps us through the day and through the night.

j/e stars, &c.

3 All the stars o'er us shining in the sky

And the sun and the moon do his will

;

And we know that by and by, if to serve him well we try,

With a brighter glow our spirits he will fill.

ye stars, &c.

4 We must ever be watchful !—for to-day

May. for you. and for me, be the last;

So the work we'll not delay, but we'll labor, and we'll pray,

Till the sunset hour of life is safely passed.

ye stars, &c.

(399)
^1 O Joy of consecration to Christ.

1 SWEETLY breathe the lyres above.

When angels touch the quivering string.

And wake to chant Immanuel's love,

Such strains as angel-lips can sing

!

2 And sweet, on earth, the choral swell.

From mortal tongues, of gladsome lays

;

When pardoned souls their raptures tell.

And,grateful, hymn Immanuel's praise.

3 Jesus, thy name our souls adore
;

We own the bond that makes us thine
;

And carnal joys, that charmed before,

For thy dear sake we now resign.

4 Our hearts, by dying love subdued.

Accept thine offered grace to-day;

Beneath the cross, with blood bedewed^

We bow. and pive ourselves away.
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HENRY. c. M.
With energy. ^

^|-^j=:^=r-_t=rEfi^:pi*- zip::

sol - dier of the cross, A fol-lower of

I -i

And shall

iliii ri^z:±=z

Or blush to speak his name?

f\'\ j
" Endure hardness as a good soldier.'

»J 1 -r 2 Tim. ii : 3. (863)

1 A M I a soldier of the cross,

A follower of the Lamb ?

And shall I fear to own his cause,

Or blush to speak his name ?

2 Blust I be carried to the skies

On flowery beds of ease,

While others fought to win the prize,

And sailed through bloody seas ?

3 Are there no foes for me to face ?

Must I not stem the flood ?

Is this vile world a friend to grace.

To help me on to God ?

4 Sure I must fight, if I would reign,

Increase my courage, Lord!

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by thy word.

*) Thy saints, in all this glorious war,

Shall conquer, though they diej

They see the triumph from afar.

With Hope's exulting eye.

6 When that illustrious day shall rise,

And all thy armies shine

In robes of vict'ry through the skies,

The glory shall be thine.

With all boldnest."
Phil, i: 20.515, Phil, i: 20. (865)

1 I'm not asham'd to own my Lord,

Nor to defend his cause,

Maintain the honors of his word,

The glory of his cross.

2 Jesus, my Lord, I know his name,
His name is all my trust •

Nor will he put my soul to shame,

Nor let my hope be lost.

Firm as his throne his promise stand9,

And he can well secure

What I've committed to his hands

Till the decisive hour.

4 Then will he own uiy worthless name
Before his Father's face,

And in the new Jerusalem

Appoint for me a place.

f^-i f* " Run with patience."

OlD. Ueb. xii: 1. (866'

1 Awake, my soul, stretch ev'ry nerve,

And press with vigor on
;

A heav'nly race demands your zeal.

And an immortal crown.

2 'Tis God's all-animating voice

That calls thee from on high

:

'Tis his own hand presents the prize

To thy aspiring eye.

3 A cloud of witnesses around

Holds thee in full survey :

Forget the steps already trod,

And onward urge thy way.

4 Blest Saviour, introduced by thee,

Have we our race begun !

And crown'd with vict'ry at thy feet

We'll lay our honors down.
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TAMPICO.
Tenderly and io/t.

C. M.

Still pre - pared to

^.

t:--

:^i:

t:

f-j FT " When shall Icnme and appear before God."

Ol i . Pbalm xlii: 2. (871)

2 The world and worldly things beloved

My anxious thoughts employed
;

And time, unhallowed, unimproved,-

Presents a fearful void.

3 Yet. Holy Father, wild despair

Chase from my laboring breast

:

Thy grace it is which prompts the pray'r,

That grace can do the rest.

4 My life's brief remnant all be thine
;

And when thy sure decree

Bids me this fleeting breath resign,

Oh, speed my soul to thee.

K-j Q '^ Watch and pray."
01O» Mark xili : 33. (870)

1 The Saviour bids us watch and pray.

Through life's brief, fleeting hour.

And gives the Spirit's quickening ray

To those who seek his power.

2 The Saviour bids us watch and pray.

Maintain a warrior's strife
;

Help, Lord, to hear thy voice to-day
;

Obedience is our life.

3 The Saviour bids us watch and pray.

For soon the hour will come
That calls us from the earth away.

To our eternal home.

4 Saviour, we would watch and pray,

And hear thy sacred voice,

And walk, as thou hast marked the way,

To heaven's eternal joys.

C 1 r\ "So run that ye may obtain."

tJiO, ICoR. ix:24. (860)

1 Rise, my soul ! pursue the path

By ancient heroes trod
;

Ambitious view those holy men,

Who liv'd and walk'd with God.

2 Though dead, they speak in reason's ear

And in example live
;

Their faith, and hope, and mighty deeds,

Still fresh instruction give.

3 'Twas through the Lamb's most precious

They conquered ev'ry foe : [blood

And to his pow'r and matchless grace

Their crowns and honor owe.

4 Lord, may we ever keep in view

The patterns thou hast giv'n.

And ne'er forsake the blessed road

Which led them safe to heaven.

FiOA " ^^ wretched man that 1 am."

1 With tears of anguish I lament,

Here, at thy feet, my God,

My passion, pride, and discontent.

And vile ingratitude.

2 How long, dear Saviour, shall I feel

These struggles in my breast?

When wilt thou bow my stubborn will,

And give my conscience rest.

3 Break, sovereign Grace, Oh, break the

And .«et the captive free I [charm,

Reveal, almighty God, thine arm.

And haste to rescue me.
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FOREVER WITH THE LORD. S. M. Double.

''Forever with the Lord,"Auien,soletit be; Life froDi the dead is in that word, 'Tis

^±^A\M \m^m&gSlil3ii3;
iiuniortality. Here in the body pent,Absent from him T roam,Yet nightly pitch my

moving tent A day's march nearer home, nearer home, nearer home,A day's march nearer home.

W^EE^^k:
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* Sing tbe small note, if this cannot be given clear and flute-like.

521.
^Ever with the Lord."

i Thess. iv: 17. (873)

1 '-For ever with the Lord,"

Amen, so let it be
;

Life from the dead is in that word,

'Tis immortality.

2 Here in the body pent,

Absent from him I roam,

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent

A day's march nearer home, ||: nearer

home. :1|

3 My Father's house on high.

Home of my soul, how near.

At times, to faith's aspiring eye,

Thy golden gates appear !

4 Ah, then my spirit faints

To reach the land I love.

The bright inheritance of saints,

Jerusalem above, ||: home above.
:||

5 Yet doubts still intervene,

And all my comfort flies
;

Like Noah's dove, I flit between

Rough seas and stormy skies.

6 Anon the clouds depart.

The winds and waters cease
;

While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart

Expands the bow of peace, \\: bow of

peace.
:||

0^^« Num. xxiii : 10.

1 0, FOR the death of those

Who slumber in the Lord !

0, be like theirs my last repose,

Like theirs my last reward !

2 Their bodies in the ground,

In silent hope may lie,

Till the last trumpet's joyful sound

Shall call them to the sky, Ijitothe

sky.:|l

3 Their ransomed spirits soar

On wings of faith and love,

To meet the Saviour they adore,

And reign with him above.

4 With us their names shall live

Through long succeeding years.

Embalmed with all our hearts can give.

Our praises and our tears: ||:
praise

and tears
:||
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KENTUCKY. S. M

-•-*

My soul, be on thy guard; Ten thou - sand foes a

2^-

rise

;

Sin are press-in hard To draw thee from th^e skies.

coo Waichl
UZO. (876)

1 My soul, be on thy guard

;

Ton thousand foes arise

;

The hosts of sin are pressing hard

To draw thee from the skies.

2 0, watch, and fight, and pray

;

The battle ne'er give o'er;

Renew it boldly every day,

And help divine implore.

3 Ne'er think the victory won,

Nor lay thine armor down :

Thy arduous work will not be done
Till thou obtain thy crown.

4 Fight on, my soul, till death

Shall bring thee to thy God

;

He'll take thee at thy parting breath,

To his divine abode.

Occupy I ill. I comt.
Luke 19: 13.524.

1 A CHARGE to keep I have,

A God to glorify,

A never-dying soul to save,

And fit it for the sky.

2 To serve the present age,

My calling to fulfill

;

0, may it all my powers engage

To do my Master's will.

3 Arm me with jealous care,

As in thy sight to live

;

And O, thy servant, Jjord, prepare

A strict account to give.

4 Help me to watch and pray,

And ou thyself rely,

(876)

Assured, if I my trust betray,

I shall forever die.

Reaching forth.
Phil. 3 . 13. (881)525.

1 My soul, it is thy God
Who calls thee by his grace

;

Now loose thee from each cumbering load,

And bend thee to the race.

2 Make thy salvation sure

;

All sloth and slumber shun

;

Nor dare a moments rest secure,

Till thou the goal hast won.

3 Thy crown of life hold fast

;

Thy heart with courage stay;

Nor let one trembling glance be cast

Along the backward way.

4 Thy path ascends the skies.

With conquering footsteps bright;

And thou shalt win and wear the prize

In everlasting licrht.

(879)
p^aCi Bt ttrong in the Lord.
tj4i\J% Eph. 6; 10.

1 Soldiers of Christ, arise !

And put your armor on.

Strong in the strength which God supplies

Through his beloved Son.

2 Strong in the Lord of hosts,

And in his mighty power;

Who in the strength of Jesus trusts,

Is more than conqueror.

Stand, then, in his great might,

With all his strength endued

;

But take, to arm you for the fight,

The panoply of God.
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HORTON. 7s.

r:z1=- :^E^=G^E

God of mer - cy ! God of love! Hear our sad. re - pent- ant songs;

p.^^=tE|^gE£=£5;F^d^?diEEEE^

-l^-i 1 n-«i 1 H

?iii^^liii=^1li5ii
Lis - ten to thy suppliant ones, Thou, to -whom all grace belongs !
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(882)
p' 017 If we confess our sins.

QL 4 • 1 JoBN 1: 9.

1 God of mercy ! God of love !

Hear our sad, repentant songs;

Listen to thy suppliant ones,

Thou, to whom all grace belongs !

2 Deep regret for follies past.

Talents wasted, time misspent;

Hearts debased by worldly cares,

Thankless for the blessings lent;

9 Foolish fears and fond desires.

Vain regrets for things as vain

;

Lips too seldom taught to praise

;

Oft to murmur and complain :

4 These, and every secret fault.

Filled with grief and shame we own

;

Humbled at thy feet we bow.

Seeking strength from thee alone.

5 God of mercy ! God of love !

Hear our sad repentant songs;

), restore thy suppliant ones.

Thou to whom all grace belongs

!

" That they go forward."
Ex. 14;' 16. (883)528.

1 Oft in sorrow, oft in woe,

Onward, Christian, onward go;
Fight the fight, maintain the strife,

Strengthened with the bread of life.

2 Onward, Christian, onward go;

Join the war, and face the foe

;

Will you flee in danger's hour?
Know you not your Captain's power ?

Let your drooping heart be glad

;

March, in heavenly armor clad;

Fight, nor think the battle long;

Soon shall victory tune your song.

Let not sorrow dim your eye

;

Soon shall every tear be dry

:

Let not fears your course impede

;

Great your strength, if great your need.

Onward, then, to battle move;
More than conqueror you shall prove;

Though opposed by many a foe.

Christian soldier, onward go.

" Let us not sleep, as do others."

1 Thess. 5 ; 6. (884)529.
1 Sleep not, soldier of the cross !

Foes are lurking all around;

Look not here to find repose

;

This is but the battle-ground.

2 Up ! and take thy shield and sword
;

Up ! it is the call of heaven :

Shrink not faithless from the Lord

:

Nobly strive as he hath striven.

3 Break through all the force of ill

;

Tread the might of passion down

—

Struggling onward, onward still.

To the conquering Saviour's crown !

4 Through the midst of toil and pain.

Let this thought ne'er leave thy breast

;

Every triumph thou dost gain,

Makes more sweet thy coming rest.
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WATCHMAN. 8s & 7s. double.

1 Diirk iind thorn-y is the des - ert Through which pilgrims make their way, )

But bc-yond this vale of sor-row Lie the reahns of end - less day.

D. c. Meet the tempest—fight with courage— Nev-er faint, but oft - en pray.
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Dear young sol - diers, do not mur - mur At the troubles

Iff:

of the way

;

rQr\ Beyond this vale of sorrow.

2 He whose thunder shakes creation
;

He that bids the planets roll

;

He that rides upon the tempest,

And whose scepter sways the whole

—

Jesus. Jesus, will defend you
;

Trust in him and him alone

;

He has shed his blood to save you.

And will bring you to his throne.

3 There on flowery fields of pleasure,

And the hills- of endless rest,

Joy, and peace, and love, shall ever

Reign and triumph in your breast.

There ten thousand flaming seraphs

Fly across the heavenly plain
;

There they sing immortal praises !

Glory, glory is their theme !

4 But. methiuks, a sweeter concert

Makes the crystal arches ring,

And a song is heard in Zion

Which the angels can not sing :

Who can paint those sons of glory.

Ransomed souls that dwell on high,

Who with golden harps for ever

Sound redemption through the sky.

5 See the heavenly host in rapture

Gaziiig on these shining bands
;

Wondering at their costly garments,

And the laurels in their hands;

There upon the golden pavement,

See the ransomed march along !

While the splendid courts of glory

Sweetly echo with their song !

CQ1 Jesus, I my cross have taken.

OOl. (923)

1 Jesus,—I my cross have taken,

All to leave and follow thee

;

I am poor, despised, forsaken,

—

Thou henceforth my all shalt be :

Perish'd every fond ambition,

—

All I've sought, or hoped, or known;
Yet how rich is my condition,

—

God and heaven are still my own !

2 Go then,—earthly fame and treasure,

Come, disaster, scorn, and pain
;

In thy service, pain is pleasure,

—

With thy favor, loss is gain.

I have called thee, Abba Father

!

I have set my heart on thee :

Storms may howl, and clouds may gather,

All will work for good to me.

3 Soul,—then know thy full salvation.

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care,

Joy to find in every station.

Something still to do or bear

;

Think what Spirit dwells within thee,

Think what Father's smiles are thine
;

Think that Jesus died to save thee :

Child of heaven, can'st thou repine ?

4 Haste thee on from grace to glory.

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer,

Heaven's eternal da^-'s before thee,

God's own hand shall guide thee there.

Soon shall close thy earthly mission
;

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim's days;

Hope shall chasge to glad fruition,

Faith t-o sight, and prayer to praise !
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MAIN.
Flnwinij stjilf

C. M.
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ev - 'ry trouble flee. My best, my on -ly Friend,
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My best, my on - ly Friend.
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532.
1 Oh Lord, I would delight in thee,

And on thy care depend
;

To thee in every trouble flee,

My best, my only Friend.

2 When all created streams are dried,

Thy fullness is the same
;

May I with this be satisfied.

And glory in thy name.

3 No good in creatures can be found.

But may be found in thee
;

I must have all things and abound.

While God is God to me.

4 Lord, I cast my care on thee
j

I triumph and adore;

My great concern shall ever be

To love and please thee more.

^^ 1 wailed patiently for the Lord."
Psalm xl : 1. (905)533.

1 We wait in faith, in prayer we wait.

Until the happy hour

When God shall ope the morning gate.

By his almighty power.

2 We wait in faith, and turn our face

To where the day-light springs
;

Till he shall come, earth's gloom to chase,

With healing on his wings.

3 And even now, amid the gray.

The east is brightening fast,

And kindling to that perfect day

Which never shall be pa=t.

4 We wait in faith, we wait in prayer,

Till that blest day shall shine.

When earth shall fruits of Eden bear,

And all, God, be thine !

5 Oh guide us till our night is done

!

Until from shore to shore,

Thou, Lord, our everlasting sun.

Art shining evermore !

R O /l Our souls are in the Saviour's hand.

06^, (907)

1 Our souls are in the Saviour's hand.

And he will keep them still.

And you and I shall surely stand

With him on Zion's hill.

2 Him eye to eye we there shall see.

Our face like his shall shine
;

Oh ! what a glorious company.

When saints and angels join !

3 Oh ! what a joyful meeting there,

In robes of white array I

Palms in our hands we all shall bear.

And crowns that ne'er decay !

4 When we've been* there ten thousand

Bright,shining as the sun, [y«ars,

We've no less days to sing God's praise.

Than when we first begun !

5 Then let us hasten to the day

When all shall be brought home :

Come, Redeemer ! come away !

O Jesus ! quickly come !
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GROTON. C. M. Double.
wall full ejrpression.
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f How bright these glorious spirits shine ! Whence all their bright ar - ray ? ]

I How came they to the blissful seats? Of ev - er - last - ing day? |
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Lo ! these are they from sufferings great Who come to realms of light,
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535.
H.v.7=is-n.

1 How bright these glorious spirits shine !

Whence all their bright array ?

How came they to the blissful seats

Of everlasting day ?

2 Lo ! these are they from sufferings great

Who came to realms of light,

And in the blood of Christ have washed
Those robes which shine so bright.

3 Now with triumphant palms they stand

Before the throne on high,

And serve the God they love, amidst

The glories of the sky.

4 His presence fills each heart with joy,

Tunes every mouth to sing;

By day, by night, the sacred courts

With glad hosannas ring.

5 Hunger and thirst are felt no more,

Nor sun with scorching ray
;

God is their sun. whose cheering beams
Diffuse eternal day.

6 The Lamb that sits upon the throne,

Shall o'er them still preside.

Feed them with nourishment divine.

And all their footsteps guide.

7 'Mong pastures green he'll lead his flock,

Where living streams appear;

r =»=

And God the Lord from every eye
Shall wipe off every tear.

p\^fi " Go on, you pilgrims."
tJOU. (486)

1 Go on, you pilgrims, while below.

In the sure path of peace.

Determined nothing else to know
But Jesus and his grace.

2 Observe your leader, follow him

;

He through this world has been
Often reviled ; but like a Lamb,

Did ne'er revile again.

3 ! take the pattern he has given,

And love your enemies;

And learn the only way to heaven
Through self-denial lies.

4 Remember, you must watch and pray
While journeying on the road.

Lest you should fall out by the way,

And wound the cause of God.

5 Go on rejoicing night and day;
Your crown is yet before,

Defy the trials of the way,

The storm will soon be o'er.

6 Soon we shall reach the promised land.

With all the ransomed race,

And join with all the glorious band,

To sing redeeming grace.
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THE SUN ABOVE US GLEAMING.

The sun a-bove us gleaming Is not the sun for me, I

Tho' joy-ful be hib beaming, And beautiful to see
; J

There is a Sun of Righteousness Who

cheers and saves me by his grace, All copious on me streaming. Oh that's the Sun for me.

Note.—For Hyain 638, omit first slur, and use the email uotes.

C Q>^ " Tou are not of the world."

OO / , John xV: 19. (892)

The kings and lords of nations,

Are not the kings for me
;

Too low their highest stations,

Too mean their dignity :

The King of kings and Lord of lords,

Almighty in his ways and words,

The word of his salvation,

Oh that's the King for me.

This house of death and mourning

Is not the house for me,

Where all to dust are turning,

In tears and agony
;

But there's a house not made with hands.

It ever stood and ever stands,

Beyond the world's last burning
;

Oh that's the house for me.

The wars the hero fights in,

Are not the wars for me

;

The war my heart delights in,

Shall end in victory
;

'Tis not a war of flesh and blood
;

I fight for heaven, I fight for God,

A kingdom with my rights in

—

Oh that's the war for me.

I This land of sin and sorrow,

Is not the land for me.

Where anguish oft I borrow

From dying company;

The immortal land is far away,

I'll enter it on some bright day,

That day may be to-morrow

—

Oh that's the land for me.

(889)0OO» Luke xlv : 27.

. Must Jesus bear the cross alone.

And all the world go free ?

No, there's a cross for every one.

And there's a cross for me.

Yes, there's a cross on Calvary,

Through which by faith the crown I see

,

To me 'tis pardon bringing
;

Oh that's the cross for me !

1 How happy are the saints above,

Who once went mourning here !

But now they taste uumingled love,

And joy without a tear.

For perfect love will dry the tear.

And cast out all tormenting fear,

Which round my heart is clinging;

Oh that's the love for me !

I We'll bear the consecrated cross.

Till from the cross we're free;

And then go home to wear the crown,
For there's a crown for me.

Yes, there's a crown in heaven above
The purchase of my Saviour's love.

For me at his appearing

;

Oh that's the crown for me

!

4 The saints shall hear the midnight cry.

The Lord will then appear,

And virgins rise with burning lamps.

To meet him in the air :

For there's a home in heaven prepared,

A house by saints and angels shared,

Where Christ is interceding
;

Oh that's the home for me !
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HEMANS. 6s & 4s.
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Low-ly and so-lemn be Thy children's cry to thee j Father di - vine
;
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A hymn of suppliant breath,Owning that life and death A - like are thine
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DOV. Psalm 71; 9. (1087)

1 Lowly and solemn be

Thy children's cry to thee,

Father divine
;

A hymn of suppliant breath,

Owning that life and death

Alike are thine.

2 Father, in that hour,

When earthly help and power

Are all in vain,

When spears, and shield, and crown,

In faintness are cast down,

Do thou sustain.

3 By him who bowed to take

The death cup for our sake,

The thorn, the rod

—

From whom the last dismay

Was not to pass away

—

Aid us, God.

4 Trembling beside the grave,

We call on thee to save,

Father divine

:

Hear, b'jar our suppliant breath;

Keep us, in life and death,

Thine, only thine.

Bt thou my strong Rock.
Psalm 31 ; 2.540.

I STRONG to save and bless,

My Rock and Righteousness,

Draw near to me.

Blessing, and joy, and might,

Wisdom, and love, and light

Are all with thee.

(786)

2 My Refuge and my Rest,

As child on mother's breast

I lean on thee.

From fiiintness and from fear.

When foes and ill are near.

Deliver me.

5 0, answer me, my God
;

Thy love is deep and broad,

Thy grace is true.

Thousands this grace have shared

O, let me now be heard,

0, love me too.

541.
L THOU best gift of heaven !

Thou who thyself hast given,

For t>ou hast died !

This th u hast done for me :

What have I done for thee,

Thou ci ucified ?

2 I long to serve thee more

;

Reveal an open door.

Saviour, to me :

Then, counting all but loss,

I'll glory in thy cross,

And follow thee.

Do thou but point the way,

And give me strength t' obey

;

Thy will be mine :

Then can I think it joy

To suffer or to die,

Since I am thine.



190 The New Life. Suhmis sion and Deliverance

BETHANY, 6s & 48.

Nearer,my God, to thee. Nearer to thee; E'en tho' it be a cross Th;vt raiseth me;
I I

I
/^O ^s

:t=: y^-L.-

Still all ray song sliall be,Nearer,my God,to tliee,Nearer,my God, to thee, Nearer to thee.

542.

1

Nearer to thee.

(928)

Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee

!

E'en though it be a cross

That raiseth me
;

Still all my song shall be,

Nearer, my God, to thee,

Nearer to thee

!

2 Though like the wanderer,

Daylight all gone,

Darkness be over me.

My rest a stone,

Yet in my dreams I'd be

Nearer, my God, to thee

—

Nearer to thee.

3 There let the way appear,

Steps unto heaven;

All that thou sendest me,

In mercy given;

Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee !

Nearer to thee.

4 Then, with my waking thoughts

Bright with thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs.

Bethel I'll raise.

So by my woes to be

Nearer, my God, to thee—
Nearer to thee

!

5 Or. if on joyful wing,

Cleaving the sky;

Sun, moon, and stars forgot,

Upward I fly;

Still all my song shall be

—

Nearer, my God, to thee, ,

Nearer to thee.

543. 1 Peter i : 8. (656)

1 Saviour ! thy gentle voice

Gladly we hear

;

Author of all our joys,

Be ever near:

Our souls would cling to thee,

Let us thy fulness see,

Our life to cheer.

.2 Fountain of life divine !

Thee we adore

;

We would be wholly thine

For evermore

;

Freely forgive our sin.

Grant heavenly peace within,

Thy light restore.

3 Though to our faith unseen,

W hile darkness reigns,

On thee alone we lean

While life remains;

By thy free grace restored.

Our souls shall bless the. Lor'

In joyful strains!
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OAK. 6s & 48.

I'm but a stran-ger here; Heav'n is my home;
Earth is a des - ert drear ; Heav'n is my home

; \ Dan-ger and sor-row stand

ei3ze=i!
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Round me on eve-ry hand,

:p:

Heaven is my home.
544.

1 I'm but a stranger here
;

Heaven is my home;
Earth is a desert drear

j

Heaven is my home.

Danger and sorrow stand

Round me on every hand,

Heaven is my fatherland-

Heaven is my home.

2 "What though the tempests rage,

Heaven is my home.

Short is my pilgrimage
;

Heaven is my home.

And time's wild wintry blast

Soon will be overpast,

I shall reach home at lastj

Heaven is my home.

3 There at my Saviour's side,

Heaven is my home

;

I shall be glorified
;

Heaven is my home.

There, with the good and blest.

Those I loved most and best,

I shall for ever rest

;

Heaven is my home.

4 Therefore I'll murmur not;

Heaven is my home
;

Whate'er my earthly lot,

Heaven is my home.
For I shall surely stand,

There at my Lord's right hand,

Heaven is my fatherland

—

Heaven is my home.

Heaven is my fatherland- Heaven is my home.

(1146)

~^- :t-t (^
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mm
(1136)545 . Heb. li : 16.

1 Know ye that better land,

Where care's unknown ?

Know ye that blessed band
Around the throne ?

There, there is happiness.

There streams of purest bliss
;

There, there are rest and peace
There, there alone.

2 Yes, yes, we know that place,

We know it well

;

Eye hath not seen his face.

Tongue can not tell;

There are the angels bright.

There saints enrob'd in white.

All, all are cloth'd in light

—

There, there they dwell.

3 Oh ! we are weary here,

A little band,

Yet soon in glory there

We hope to stand
;

Then let us haste away,

Speed o'er this world's dark way,
Unto that land of day

—

That better land,
,

4 Come ! hasten that sweet day,

Let time begone,

Come ! Lord, make no delay,

On thy white throne
;

Thy face we wish to see,

To dwell and reign with thee,

And, thine for ever be

—

Thine, thine alone.
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PRAYER. CM.

iPJiiilili^l^iiil
A calm and heavenly frame !

(943)
K i /? Ofor a closer walk with God

!

1 for a closer walk with Grod !

A calm and heavenly frame !

A light to shine upon the road

That leads me to the Lamb !

2 Where is the blessedness I knew
When first I saw the Lord ?

Where is the soul-refreshing view
Of Jesus and his word?

8 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed

!

How sweet their memory still !

But they have left an aching void

The world can never fill.

4 Keturn, holy Dove, return,

Sweet messenger of rest

;

I hate the sins that made thee mourn,
And drove thee from my breast.

5 The dearest idol I have known,
Whate'er that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne,

And worship only thee.

6 So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame

;

So purer light shall mark the road

That le<^ds me to the Lamb.

^/IT 0, that I ivern as in months past.^^ I , Job. 29; 2. (944)

1 Sweet was the time when first I felt

The Saviour's pardoning blood

Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt,

And bring me home to God.

2 Soon as the morn the light revealed,

His praises tuned my tongue;

And, when the evening shade prevailed

His love was all my song.

3 In prayer, my soul drew near the Lord,
And saw his glory shine

;

And when I read his holy word,

I called each promise mine.

4 But now, when evening shade prevails.

My soul in darkness mourns

;

And when the morn the light reveals,

No light to me returns.

5 Rise, Saviour ! help me to prevail,

And make my soul thy care

;

I know thy uiercy cannot fail

;

Let me that mercy share.

Scorn not the slightest word or deed.

(957)548.
1 Scorn not the slightest word or deed.

Nor deem it void of power

;

There's fruit in each wind-wafted seed,

That waits its natal hour.

2 A whispered word may touch the heart.

And call it back to life;

A look of love bid sin depart.

And still unholy stiife.

3 No act falls fruitless, none can tell

How vast its powers may be.

Nor what results infolded dwell

Within it silently.

4 Work on, despair not, bring thy mite,

Nor care how small it be,

God is with all that serve the right,

The holy, true, and free.
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AGAWAM. C. M.
Firm and Strong.

gra-ciods Lord, whose mer-cies rise A - bove our ut - most need,

iHii

.In - cline thine ear

2=fe2:

or - phan plead.

Iff: « -f^

fifet

e: /I rx "In thee the fatherless findeth mercy."
O^iJ, Psalm IxTiii: 6. (962)

1 O GRACIOUS Lord, whose mercies rise

Above our utmost need,

Incline thine ear unto our cry,

And hear the orphan plead.

2 Bereft of all a mother's love,

And all a mother's care,

Lord, whither shall we flee for help ?

To whom direct our prayer ?

3 To thee we flee, to thee we pray

;

Thou shalt our Father be :

More than the fondest parent's care

We find, Lord, in thee.

4 Already hast thou heard our cry.

And wiped away our tears

:

Thy mercy has a refuge found

To guard our helpless years.

5 0. let thy love descend on those

Who pity to us show

;

Nor let their children ever taste

The orphan's cup of woe.

1 Peter fi: 21—33. (961)550.
1 What grace, Lord, and beauty shone

Around thy steps below
;

What patient love was seen in all

Thy life and death of woe

!

2 For, ever on thy burdened heart

A weight of sorrow hung;
Yet no ungentle, murmuring word

Escaped thy silent tongue.

13

3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile,

Thy friends unfaithful prove
;

Unwearied in forgiveness still.

Thy heart could only love.

4 give us hearts to love like thee !

Like thee, Lord, to grieve

Far more for others' sins than all

The wrongs that we receive.

5 One with thyself, may every eye,

In us, thy brethren, see

The gentleness and grace that spring

From union. Lord, with thee.

"A father of the fatherless."
Psalm Ixviii: .^.OUl, Psalm Ixviii: .^. (903)

1 Where shall the child of sorrow find

A place for calm repose?

Thou ! Father of the fatherless,

Pity the orphan's woes !

2 What friend have I in heaven or earth,

What friend to trust, but thee ?

My father's dead, my mother's dead,

My Grod ! "remember me."

3 Thy gracious promise now fulfil,

And bid my troubles cease

;

In thee the fatherless shall find

Pure mercy, grace, and peace.

4 I've not a secret care or pain

But he that secret knows
;

Thou, Father of the fatherless.

Pity the orphan's woes.
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GOLDEN SKY. 9s & 8s.*
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Christian the morn breaks sweetly o'er thee, And all the midnight shadows flee,
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Tinged are the distant skies with glory,

D. s. Thy home is in the world of glory,

, I h > ^ h r*

^ :=^=^^=
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A bea-con light hung out for thee
Where thy Redeemer reigns a - lone.
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A - rise,

pi::t:p=qi=:=Si:=^:^=^=^F=5=|
:::^:
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- rise! the light breaks o'er thee. Thy name is graven on the throne;

_*. .^. .^. ^ _^

* Or, L. M., by slurring last syllable of each alternate line.

r- rr /-| " The, day is at hand."

00Z, KoM. xiii: 12. (934=)

1 Christian, the morn breaks sweetly o'er thee,

And all the midnight shadows flee
j

Tinged are the distant skies with glory,

A beacon-light hung out for thee
;

Arise, arise I the light breaks o'er thee

;

Thy name is graven on the throne
;

Thy home is in the world of glory,

Where thy Redeemer reigns alone.

2 Toss'd on time's rude, relentless surges,

Calmly, composed, and dauntless, stand :

For lo ! beyond those scenes emerges

The hights that bound the promised land.

Behold ! behold ! the land is nearing,

Where the wild sea-storm's rage is o'er

;

Hark ! how the heavenly hosts are cheering

;

See in what throngs they range the shore !

3 Cheer up ! cheer up ! the day breaks o'er thee,

Bright as the summer's noontide ray.

The star-gemm'd crowns and realms of glory

Invite thy happy soul away

;

Away ! away ! leave all for glory,

Thy name is graven on the throne;

Thy home is in that world of glory.

Where thy Redeemer reigns alone.
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"WARD. li. M
Grntle. fitiflanied.

Awake, our souls, a-way our fears; Let ev - 'ry trembling thoui^ht be 2;one

;

piP^Sli^^lpimisiiiiiii
Awake,and run the heavenly race, And put a cheer-ful cour-age on.

1g^g=g.-r^-EE:=E=Et=^=^£g-^.:giEb=:r^r '
E^zp±:t=z=tz:zEzgz=

"1 press tiiward the. mark."
Phil, iii ; U. (856)553.

1 Awake, our souls ; away our fears
;

Let every trembling thought be gone,

Awake, and run the heavenly race,

And put a cheerful courage on.

2 True, 'tis a straight and thorny road,

And mortal spirits tire and faint;

But they forget the mighty God,

Who feeds the strength of every saint;

3 The mighty God,whose matchless power
Is ever new and ever young,

And firm endures, while endless years

Their everlasting circles run.

4 Swift as an eagle cuts the air.

We'll mount aloft to thine abode;

On wings of love our souls shall fly,

Nor tire amid the heavenly road.

(951)
ff p' /j Prayer for general peace.

1 Thy footsteps, Lord, with joy we trace,

And mark the conquests of thy grace;

Complete the work thou hast begun.

And let thy will on earth be done.

2 O, show thyself the Prince of Peace

;

Command the din of war to cease;

O, bid contending nations rest,

And let thy love rule every breast.

3 Then peace returns with balmy wing;
Glad plenty laughs the valleys sing;

Reviving commerce lifts hor head.

And want, and woe, and hate have fled.

Thou good.and wise, and righteous Lord,

All move subservient to thy word
;

O, soon let every nation prove

The perfect joy of Christian love !

(952)
^p\P\ ''Ipray—that than, shnuldst keep" etc.

1 While others pray for grace to die,

Lord, I pray for grace to live
;

For every hour a fresh supply
;

see my need and freely give.

2 I do not dread the hour of death;

If I am thine, no fears remain
;

I know that with my parting breath

1 yield for ever mortal pain.

3 E'en if the darkness should appear

Too deep I'or faith as well as sight,

If I am thine, thou wilt be near,

And take me to thy heavenly light.

I But 0, my Lord, in life's highway •

I crave the sunshine of thy face;

And every moment of the day

I need thy strong supporting grace.

5 I dare not—will not— iiord, deny
That heart and fret both go astrayj

Theref ire, the nmre to thee I cry

T'j keep me in the chusen way.

6 The more my sin and unbelief.

Keep me from walking near to thee;

The more, Jjord Jesus, is my grief

—

The more I long thy face to see.
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REDEEMER. 8s. & 7s.

I would love thee, God and Fa - ther ! My Re - deem- er and my King !

-4-
:^=1=F=:l::-ir:^=^=a^'=:F2^'zz- ._

:=2=

I would love thee ; for -with-out thee, Life is but a bit - ter thinj

±==t:
m.'-

556.
1 I WOULD love thee, God and Father!

My Redeemer and my King

!

I would love thee ; for without thee

Life is but a bitter thing.

2 T would love thee ; every blessing

Flows to me from out thy throne

;

I would love thee, he who loves thee,

Never feels himself alone.

I would love thee ; look upon me.

Ever guide me with thine eye

;

I would love thee ; if not nourish'd

By thy love, my soul would die.

4 T would love thee ; may thy brightness

Dazzle my rejoicing eyes
;

I would love thee ; may thy goodness

Watch from heav'n o'er all I prize.

5 I would love thee, I have vow'd it;

On thy love my heart is set

;

While I love thee, I will never

My Redeetner's blood forget.

P\f\'^ Father, take me.OO l . (949)

1 Take me, my Father! take me

—

Take me, save me, through thy Son
;

That which thou \t^ouldst have me, make
Let thy will in me be done. [me

;

2 ]jong from thee my footsteps straying,

Thorny proved the way I trod

;

Weary come I now, and praying

—

Take me to thy love, my God !

3 Fruitless years with grief recalling,

Humbly I confess my sin !

-i——I——IS IS*—H—•—•- h-l*-^l"—P-= F

At thy feet, Father, falling,

To thy household take me in.

4 Freely now to thee I proffer

This relenting heart of mine
;

Freely, life and soul I offer.

Gift unworthy love like thine.

5 Once the world's Redeemer, dying,

Rore our sins upon the tree;

On that sacrifice relying,

Now I look in hope to thee.

6 Father, take me ! all forgiving.

Fold me to thy loving breast

;

In thy love for ever living,

I must be forever blest.

F.KQ Psalm 126; 6.

OOO, (969)

1 He that goeth forth with weeping,

Bearing precious seed in love,

Never tiring, never sleeping,

Findeth mercy from above.

Soft descend the dews of heaven
;

Bright the rays celestial shine
;

Precious fruits will thus be given.

Through the influence all divine.

3 Sow the seed ; be never weary

;

Let no fears thy soul annoy

;

Be the prospect ne'er so dreary,

Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy.

Lo ! the scene of verdure brightening,

In the rising grain appear
;

Look again ; the fields are whitening,

For the harvest time is near.
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"WILIjOW creek. 8s, 78 & 5s.

tTt^t=t=î ^^^^^^^
Hast thou,'midst life's empty noiseR.Heard the tsulenin Bteps of time?ALd the low DijBleiiouB voices Ofanother rlime '!

559.
1 Hast thou, 'midst life's empty noises,

Heard the solemn steps of time ?

And the low mysterious voices

Of another clime ?

2 Early hath life's mighty question

Thrilled within the heart of youth,

With a deep and strong beseeching

—

What, and where is truth ?

3 Not to ease and aimless quiet.

Doth the inward answer tend

;

But to works of love and duty,

As our being's end.

4 Earnest toil, and strong endeavor

Of a spirit which within

Wrestles with familiar evil,

And besetting sin

;

5 And without, with tireless vigor,

Steady heart and purpose strong,

In the power of truth assaileth

Every form of wrong.

t^lif\ Work i/rt, hope on.

OOU. '_ (976)

1 Every day hath toil and trouble,

Every heart hath care :

Meekly bear thine own full measure,

And thy brother's share.

Fear not, shrink not, though the burden
Heavy to thee prove

;

God shall fill thy mouth with gladness,

And thy heart with love.

2 Patiently enduring, ever

Let thy spirit be

Bound, by links that can not sever,

To humanity.

Labor, wait ! thy master labored

Till his task was done
;

Count not lost thy fleeting moments

—

Life hath but begun.

3 Labor, wait ! though midnight shadows
Gather round thee here.

And the storm above thee lowering

Fill thy heart with fear

—

Wait in hope ! the morning dawneth
When the night is gone,

And a peaceful rest awaits thee

When thy work is done.

DOOM.
Reverentially.

8s, 78 & 4.

^ ^
— -^ • -0- - ~^

menting.Stand and hear thine awful doom ; Trumpets call thee ! Stand and hear thine awful doom.

^£=c: i
561.

1
" Yonder sits the slighted Saviour,

With the marks of dying love;

Oh, that I had sought his favor,

When I felt his Spirit move

!

Golden moments.
When 1 felt his Spirit move,"

3 Now, despisers, look and wonder;
Hope and sinners here must part:

Louder than a peal of thunder,

Hear the dreadful sound, ''Depart!"

Lost forever,

Hear the dreadful sound, "Depart I"
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HOPPIN.
Stnio avd siiffniyird.

S. M.

M:
^3=n

1 Sow

J

in the

I
^

morn tliy seed; At eve

:$=:

2^

hold not thy hand;

ztz=E^ci=^^-
^S]

ia:^i|^N^i«ill?|§ =t

To doubt and fear give thou no heed ; Broadcast

— -—b?
— P THt-F—— =E^=&=z:=j±:

o'er the land

* This duet, first time, Soprano and Alto; 2d time, Tenor and Base.

" In the mnrning sow thy seed."

EccL. xl : 6. (967)562.

2 Thou know'st not which shall thrive

—

The late or early sown
;

Grace keeps the precious germ alive,

When and wherever strown.

3 The good, the fruitful ground
Expect not here nor there

;

On hillside and in dale 'tis found;

Go forth, then, everywhere I

4 And duly shall appear,

In verdure, beauty, strength.

The lender blade, the stalk, the ear.

And the full corn at length.

5 Thou canst not toil in vain
;

Cold, heat, the moist and dry.

Shall foster and mature the grain

For garners in the sky.

6 Thence, when the glorious end,

The day of God, is come,

The angel-reapers shall descend.

And heaven cry, Harvest-home.

" 7 am still with thee."

Psalm i xxxix : 18.563.
1 Still with thee. Oh my God,

I would desire to be
;

By day, by night, at home, abroad
I would be still with thee ;

—

2 With thee, when dawn comes in.

And calls me back to care
;

(988)

Each day returning to begin

With thee, my God, in prayer ;

—

3 With thee, amid the crowd
That throngs the busy mart.

To hear thy voice, 'mid clamor loud

Speak softly to my heart ;

—

4 With thee, when day is done.

And evening calms the mind :

The setting as the rising sun

With thee my heart would find.

5 With thee when darkness brings

The signal of repose,

Calm in the shadow of thy wings,

Mine eyelids I would close.

6 With thee, in thee, by faith

Abiding I would be :

By day, by night, in life, in death,

I would be still with thee.

K^ /I
" Establish thou the work of our hands."

004 i'sALM xc: 17. (966)

1 Oh praise our God to-day,

His constant mercy bless.

Whose love hath helped us on our way,

And granted us success.

2 Oh happiest work below.

Earnest of joy above.

To sweeten many a cup of woe
By deeds of holy love !

3 Lord ! may it be our choice

This blessed rule to keep

:

Rejoice with them that do rejoice,

And weep with them that weep.
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MABIiBOBO'.
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S. M.

-^-^-»*'——r3— :z^z=r=::^

1 How ten - der is thy hand, O thou most gra - cious Lord

!
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-i-^.

It:
:z±

ei £*R " Whom the Lord Inveih he chasteneth."
tJXJfJ* IlEB. xii : 6. (1015)

J How gentle was the rod

That chasten'd us for sin !

How soon we found a smiling God
Where deep distress had been !

J A Father's hand we felt,

A Father's heart we knew

;

'Mid tears of penitence we knelt,

And found his word was true.

i Now we will bless the Lord,

And in his strength confide

;

For ever be his name ador'd,

For there is none beside.

' Lead me to the Rock."
Psalm Ixi : 2.566.

L When overwhelm'd with grief,

My heart within me dies,

Helpless, and far from all relief,

To heav'n I lift mine eyes.

2 Oh, lead me to the Rock
That's high above my head,

And make the covert of thy wings
My shelter and my shade.

B Within thy presence, Lord,

For ever I'll abide
;

Thou art the tow'r of my defense,

The refuge where I hide.

(1016)

P^ii'y " God dealeth luith you as mth sons."

0\J I . llEB. xii: 7.

1 How gracious, and how wise.

Is our chastising God
;

(1018)

And, Oh ! how rich the blessings are

Which blossom from his rod !

2 He lifts it up on high

With pity in his heart,

That every stroke his children feel

May grace and peace impart.

3 Instructed thus they bow,

And own his sovereign sway
;

They turn their erring footsteps back
To his forsaken way.

4 His covenant love they seek.

And seek the happy bands

That closer still engage their hearts

To honor his commands.

5 Our Father, we consent

To discipline divine
;

And bless the pain that makes our souls

Still more completely thine.

6 Supported by thy love.

We tend to realms of peace,

Where every pain shall far remove,

And every frailty cease.

" Perfect peace in Christ.'

Isaiah xxvi 3. (1020)568.

1 Thou very present aid

In suffering and distress,

The soul which still on thee is stayed,

Is kept in perfect peace.

2 Jesus, to whom I fly,

Doth all my wishes fill
;

What though created streams are dry,

I have the fountain still.
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AUSTIN. 7s.

flowing, and dtvntional feeling.

r-J-

Sweet the time—ex - ceed - ing sweet ! When the saints to - geth - er meet

;
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When the Sav - iour
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is the theme, When they join to sing of him.

569.

1 Sweet the time—exceeding sweet

!

When the saints together meet,

When the Saviour is the theme,

When they join to sing of him.

2 Sing we then eternal love.

Such as did the Father move

;

He beheld the world undone,

Loved the world—and gave his Son.

3 Sing the Son's amazing love
;

How he left the realms above.

Took our nature and our place,

Lived and died to save our race.

4 Sweet the place—exceeding sweet,

Where the saints in glory meet

;

Where the Saviour's still the theme,

Where they see and sing of him !

^'V/~l " Tour life is hid with Christ in God."
*J 4\J, Coll iii : 3. (989)

1 Let my life be hid in thee,

Life of life, and Light of light

!

Love's illimitable Sea !

Depth of peace, of power the Hight

!

2 Let my life be hid in thee,

When my foes are gathering round

;

Covered with thy panoply,

Safe within thy holy ground.

3 Let my life be hid in thee.

From vexation and annoy;
Calm in thy tranquility,

All my mourning turned to joy.

4 Let my life be hid in thee

;

When my strength and health shall fail

Let thine immortality

In my dying hour prevail.

Thou God seest me."
Gen. xvi : 13. (991)571

1 God is in the loneliest spot

Present, though thou know it not;

Morning vows and evening prayer

Make a Bethel everywhere.

2 Go where duty guides thy feet

;

There good angels thou shalt meet

;

Hosts of God thou canst not see.

Watch thy steps and wait on thee.

f^'YO " -Affliction Cometh not forth of the dust."O I 'O, JoBv: 8. (1023)

1 'Tis my happiness below.

Not to live without the cross,

But the Saviour's power to know,
Sanctifying every loss

2 Trials must and will befall

;

But with humble faith to see

Love inscribed upon them all

—

This is happiness to me.

3 Did I meet no trials here.

No chastisement by the way
j

Might I not, with reason, fear

I should prove a cast-away ?

4 Trials make the promise sweet;

Trials give new life to prayer
;

Trials bring me to his feet

—

Lay me low, and keep me there.
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DALLIBA, L. M. 6 lines. [L. M. by omitting repeat.]
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When gath'ring clouds around I vitw. And days are dark, and friends are few, )

On him I lean, who not in vain Experienced ever-y hu - man pain ; \

^-=\-=\
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He sees my wants, al-lays my fears, And counts and treasures up my tears

-I—r-=t=:EE=zE: ili i
573

" Touched with the feeling"
Heb. iv : 15. (999)

1. When gathering clouds around I view,

And days are dark and friends are few
;

On him I lean, who not in vain.

Experienced every human pain.

He sees my wants, allays my fears.

And counts and treasures up my tears.

2 If aught should tempt my soul to stray

From heavenly wisdom's narrow way,

To fly the good I would pursue,

Or do the ill I would not do
;

Still he who felt temptation's power.

Will guard me in that dangerous hour.

3 When, sorrowing o'er some stone I bend.

Which covers all that was a friend
;

And from his hand, his voice, his smile,

Divides me for a little while

—

My Saviour marks the tears I shed.

For " Jesus wept" o'er Lazarus dead.

4 And, Oh ! when I have safely pass'd

Through every conflict but the last,

Still, Lord, unchanging, watch beside

My dying bed, for thou hast died
;

Then point to realms of cloudless day,

And wipe the latest tear away.

0< 4« Heb. iv: 15. (997)

1 As oft, with worn and weary feet.

We tread earth's rugged valley o'er.

The thought—how comforting and sweet

!

Christ took this ver^ path before !

Our wants and weaknesses he knows,

From life's first dawning to its close.

Do sickness, feebleness, or pain,

Or sorrow in our path appear ?

The recollection will remain.

More deeply did he suffer here !

His life, how truly sad and brief,

Filled up with suff'ring and with grief!

If Satan tempt our hearts to stray,

And whisper evil things within,

So did he, in the desert way.

Assail our Lord with thoughts of sin
;

When worn, and in a feeble hour,

The tempter came with all his power.

Just such as I, this earth he trod,

With every human ill but sin

;

And, though indeed the Son of God,
As I am now so he has been.

My God, my Saviour, look on me,

With pity, love, and sympathy.

t'Tt " T/iy footsteps are nnt hnown.
*J i Ot Psalm Ixxvii: 19. (902)

1 Oh let my trembling soul be still,

While darkness veils this mortal eye,

And wait thy wise, thy holy will.

Wrapped yet in fears and mystery
;

I can not. Lord, thy purpose see.

Yet all is well, since ruled by thee.

3 So, trusting in thy love, I tread

The narrow path of duty on
;

What though some cherish'd joys are fled?

What though some flattering dreams

Yetpurer, nobler joys remain, [are gone?

And peace is won through conquered

paia.
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NOTTIMG HILL. C. M.

My Shepherd will sup - pJy my need; Je - ho-vah is his name;
I
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pastures fresh he makes me feed, Be - side the liv
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f~\^C\ " JViOU i/iai ruUst the raging of the sea."O I \J» Pbalm 89; 9. (1002)

1 To thee, my God, whose presence fills

The earth, and seas, and skies,

To thee, whose name, whose heart is Love,

With all my powers I rise.

2 Troubles in long succession roll;

Wave rushes upon wave

;

Pity, pity my distress

!

Thy child, thy suppliant save !

3 bid the roaring tempest cease

;

Or give me strength to bear

Whate'er thy holy will appoints,

And save me from despair

!

4 To thee, my God, alone I look,

On thee alone confide;

Thou never hast deceived the soul

That on thy grace relied.

5 Though oft thy ways are wrapt in clouds

Mysterious and unknown.
Truth, righteousness, and mercy stand.

The pillars of thy throne.

K'T'T " When the rvaves arise, thou stillest them."Oil, Psalm 89 : 9. (1004)

1 Affliction is a stormy deep.

Where wave resounds to wave

;

Though o'er our heads the billows roll.

We know the Lord can save.

2 When darkness, and when sorrows rose,

And pressed on every side.

The Lord hath still sustained our steps.

And still hath been our guide.

Perhaps, before the morning dawn,
He will restore our peace

;

For he who bade the tempest roar

Can bid the tempest cease.

Here will we rest, here build our hopes.

Nor murmur at his rod
;

He's more to us than all the world

—

Our health, our life, our God.

" Sonffs in the night."
Job 35; 10./O, Job 35; 10: (1005)

THOU who driest the mourner's tear

How dark this world would be.

If, when deceived and wounded here.

We could not fly to thee.

But thou wilt heal the broken heart.

Which, like the plants that throw
Their fragrance from the wounded part.

Breathes sweetness out of woe.

When joy no longer soothes or cheers,

And e'en the hope that threw
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears

Is dimmed and vanished too;

4 0, who would bear life's stormy doom.
Did not thy wing of love

Come brightly wafting through the gloom,

Our peace branch from above ?

5 Then sorrow, touched by thee, grows
With more than rapture's ray

;
[bright

As darkness shows us worlds of light

We never saw by day.
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NAOMI. CM.
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When languor and dis - ease in- vade This trembling house of clay.
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'Tis sweet to look be - yond my pains, And long to fly a - way:

I

1 k
I I

K'VQ " 37ie inrd will strengthen him, etc."Ola, Psalm 41 : 3. (1008)

1 When languor and disease invade

This trembling house of clay,

'Tis sweet to look beyond my pains,

And long to fly away

:

2 Sweet to look inward, and attend

The whispers of his love
;

Sweet to look upward to the place

Where Jesus pleads above :

3 Sweet to look back and see my name
In life's fair book set down

;

Sweet to look forward, and behold

Eternal joys my own :

4 Sweet to rejoice in lively hope.

That when my change shall come,

Angels shall hover round my bed.

And waft my spirit home :

5 Sweet in his faithfulness to rest,

Whose love can never end;

Sweet on his covenant of grace

For all things to depend.

6 may the unction of these truths

Forever with me stay,

Till from her sin-worn cage dismissed,

My spirit flies away.

^Qr\ Entire sulmiission.
OOXJ, (1011)

1 And can my heart aspire so high,

To say— '• My Father God !"

Lord, at thy feet I long to lie,

And learn to kiss the rod.

2 T would submit to all thy will,

For thou art good and wise :

Let every anxious thought be still,

Nor one faint murmur rise.

3 Thy love can cheer the darksome gloom,
And bid we wait serene

;

Till hopes and joys immortal bloom
And brighten all the scene.

4 My Father ! permit ray heart

To plead her humble claim

;

And ask the bli.ss those words impart,

In my Redeemer's name.

" Out of the df.pths."

Ps.\LM 130: 1. (1012)581.
O Tiiou ! who, in the olive shade.

When the dark hour came on,

Didst, with a breath of heavenly aid,

Strengthen thy suffering Son;

I 0, by the anguish of that night,

Send us now blest relief;

Or to the chastened, let thy might
Hallow this whelming grief

; \nd thou, that, when the starry sky,

Saw the dread strife begun,

Didst teach adoring faith to cry,

" Father ! thy will be done ;"

By thy meek Spirit, thou, of all

That e'er have mourned the chief,

Blest Saviour ! if the stroke must fall.

Hallow this whelming grief.
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REMON. 8b. double.
Oently

To Je - sus, the crown of my hope, My soul

Oh bear me, ye pher - u - bim, up,

D. c. Whose name is ex - alt - ed a - bove

haste to be gone

;

And waft me

All glo - ry.

way to his throne. My Saviour, whom ab - sent, I love,

Whom not hav-ing seen, I a - dore;
do - min - ion and power

!

±:iEti:

H«_^2_ < rl -r

1^1=^:^
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" Having a desire to depart,"
Phil, i : 23.OO-O, "PHiL.i: 23. " (827)

! Dissolve thou those bands that detain

My soul from her portion in thee,

Ah ! strike off this adamant chain,

And make me eternally free.

When that happy era begins,

When clothed in thy glories I shine,

Nor grieve any more, by my sins,

The bosom on which I recline

;

i Oh then shall the veil be removed !

And round me thy brightness be pour'd,

I shall meet him, whom absent I loved
]

I shall see, whom unseen I adored.

And then, never more shall the fears,

The trials, temptations, and woes,

W^hich darken this valley of tears,

Intrude on my blissful repose.

C: O Q " The unsearchable riches of Clirist."

OKDOt Eph. iii: 8. (659)

1 How shall I my Saviour set forth ?

How shall I his beauties declare ?

Oh, how shall I speak of his worth,

Or what his chief dignities are ?

2 His angels can never express,

Nor saints who sit nearest his throne.

How rich are his treasures of grace

—

No—this i^a secret unknown.

S In him all the fullness of God
For ever transcendently shines !

Though once like a mortal he stood

To finish his gracious designs.

1 Though once he was nailed to the cross,

Vile rebels like me to set free

His glory sustained no loss,

Eternal his kingdom shall be.

Oh sinners ! believe and adore

This Saviour so rich to redeem

!

No creature can ever explore

The treasures of goodness in him.

6 Come, all you who see yourselves lost.

And feel yourselves burdened with sin.

Draw near,while with terror you're tossed,

Obey, and your peace shall begin.

7 He riches has ever in store.

And treasures that never can waste :

Here's pardon, here's grace—yea, and
Here's glory eternal at last. [more,

CLC) A " All things loss for Christ."

Oo4. (657)

1 My gracious Redeemer I love !

His praises aloud I'll proclaim,

And join with the armies above

To shout his adorable name.

To gaze on his glories divine

Shall be my eternal employ,

And feel them incessantly shine.

My boundless, ineffable joy.

2 You palaces, scepters and crowns,

Your pride with disdain I survey.

Your pomps are but shadows and sounds,

And pass in a moment away.

The crown that my Saviour bestows.

Yon permanent sun shall outshine
J

My joy everlastingly flows

—

My God, my Redeemer, is mine.
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L. M.
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Unveil thv bo - som, faith- ful tomb ; Take this new treasure to thy trust,
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And give these sa-cred rel - ics room
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To slum - ber in the si - lent dust.
f~^ /—^ I

I I

Unveil thy bos'nn, faithful tomb.

(1050)585
1 Unveil thy bosom, faithful tomb

;

Take this new treasure to thy trust,

And give these sacred relics room
To slumber in the silent dust.

2 Nor pain, nor grief, nor anxious fear.

Invade thy bounds ; no mortal woes
Can reach the peaceful sleeper here.

While angels watch the soft repose.

3 So Jesus slept ; God's dying Son [bed :

Passed thro' the grave and bless'd the

Rest here, blest saint, till from his throne

The morning break,, and pierce the

shade

4 Break from his throne, illustrious morn
;

Attend, earth, his sovereign word

;

Restore thy trust ; a glorious form
Shall then arise to meet the Lord.

^Oi* Be with thee wJiere thou art.

1 Be with thee, Jesus, where thou art,

And drink my fill of heavenly love,

Lean my poor head upon thy heart.

With that dear visage marred above ?

2 Wilt hide me in thy riven side.

Close to thy wounded, human heart

;

And there, where sin cannot divide,

Shall I be with thee where thou art ?

3. With thee, with thee, O Blessed One,
Have an unbroken, sweet repose;

As when through storms a bark has won
The haven where no tempest blows !

:. With thee at rest, with thee alone ?

How can my soul so tranquil be ?

The very word is bliss unknown
;

With thee, Lord, and thou with me !

P^Q'y Death ofparents.
*-"-5 / • (1036)

The God of mercy will indulge

The flowing tear, the heaving sigh.

When honored parents fall around.

When friends beloved and kindred die.

Yet not one anxious, murmuring thought
Should with our mourning passion

blend

;

Nor should our bleeding hearts forget

Their mighty, ever-living Friend.

Parent, Protector, Guardian, Guide,

Thou art each tender name in one
;

On thee we cast our every care,

And comfort seek from thee alone.

4 To thee, our Father, would we look,

Our Rock,our Portion, and our Friend,

And on thy covenant love and truth

With humble, steadfast hope depend.

piQQ The early dtad.
OOO, (1042)

1 How blest are they whose transient years

Pass like an evening meteor's flight

!

Not dark with guilt, nor dim with tears

;

Whose course is short,unclouded,bright.

2 Oh, cheerless were our lengthened way
;

But heaven's own light dispels the

gloom,

Streams downward from eternal day,

And casts a glory round the tomb.
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BEST. L. M.
Tenderly
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1 Dear is the spot where Christians sleep, And sweet the strains tlieir spirits pour
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Oh, why should we in anguish weep? They are not lost, but gone be - fore.

FxOn • Tliey are not lost, Imt gone before.

Ooy, (1037)

2 Secure from every mortal care,

By sin and sorrow vexed no more,

Eternal happiness they share

Who are not lost, but gone before.

3 To Zion's peaceful courts above

In faith triumphant may we soar,

Embracing, in the arms of love,

The friends not lost, but gone before.

4 To Jordan's bank whene'er we come,

And hear the swelling waters roar

;

Jesus ! convey us safely home,

To friends not lost, but gone before.

r\(\n Death is the gate of endlessjoy.

oyu, (1043)

1 Why should we start and fear to die ?

What tim'rous worms we mortals are !

Death is the gate of endless joy.

And yet we dread to enter there.

2 The pains, the groans, and dying strife

Fright our approaching souls away.

Still we shrink back again to life.

Fond of our prison and our clay.

3 Oh if my Lord would come and meet.

My soul would stretch her wings in

haste,

Fly fearless through death's iroa gate.

Nor feel the terrors as she pass'd

!

4 Jesus can make a dying bed

Feel soft as downy pillows are.

While on his breast I lean my head,

And breathe tuy life out sweetly there.

r.(\1 Death of an infant.

oyi. (1040)

1 As the sweet flower that scents the morn,

But withers in the rising day,

—

Thus lovely seemed the infant's dawn
;

Thus swiftly fled its life away !

2 Ere sin could blight, or sorrow fade.

Death timely came with friendly care
;

The opening bud to heaven conveyed.

And bade it bloom for ever there.

3 He died to sin and all its woes,

But for a moment felt the rod,

—

On love's triumphant wing he rose,

To rest for ever with his God !

Rno Soon will the storm of life be o\r.

Oy-6» (1034)

1 Gently, my Saviour, let me down,

To slumber in the arms of death
;

I rest my soul on thee alone.

E'en till my last, expiring breath.

2 Soon will the storm of life be o'er,

And I shall enter endless rest;

There I shall live to sin no more.

And bless thy name, for ever blest.

3 Bid me possess sweet peace within
;

Let childlike patience keep my heart,

Then shall I feel my heaven begin.

Before my spirit hence depart.

4 Oh, speed thy chariot, God of love,

And take me from this world of wo**

;

I long to reach those joys above,

And bid farewell to all below.
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PINAO. L. M.
With gentleness.
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A-slccjj in Je - sus! bless-ed sleep From which none ever wakes to weep;
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A calm and un - dis -turb'd re - pose, Un-bro-ken by the last of foes.

" Them which sleep in Jesus."
1 Thess. iv : 14. (1038)593.

1 Asleep in Jesus ! Blessed sleep

From which none ever wakes to weep

—

A calm and undisturbed repose,

Unbroken by the last of foes.

2 Asleep in Jesus ! Oh how sweet

To be for such a slumber meet

!

With holy confidence to sing.

That death has lost its venomed sting.

3 Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful rest,

Whose waking is supremely blest

:

No fear, no woe, shall dim the hour
That manifests the Saviour's power.

4 Asleep in Jesus ! Oh for me
May such a blissful refuge be :

Securely shall my ashes lie,

And wait the summons from on high.

C Q /< " Let nu die the death of the righteous."
Oo^, Num. xxiii : 10. (1039)

1 How blest the righteous when he dies !

When sinks a weary soul to rest !

How mildly beam the closing eyes !

How gently heaves th' expiring breast

!

2 So fades a summer cloud away
j

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er
;

So gently shuts the eye of day
;

So dies a wave along the shore.

3 A holy quiet reigns around,

A calm which life nor death destroys
;

And nought disturbs that peace profound
Which his unfetter'd soul enjoys.

I i^>

4 Life's labor done, as sinks the clay,

Light from its load the spirit flies,

While heav'n and earth combine to say,

"How blest the righteous when he dies!"

^Q P\ *'" *''* death of an infant.
OoO, (1048)

1 MOURNER ! who with tender love.

Hast wept beside some infant grave,

Hast thou not sought a Friend above,

Who died thy little one to save ?

2 Then lift thy weary, weeping eye

Above the waves that round thee dwell,
• Is not thy darling safe on high ?

Canst thou not whisper—It is well ?

3 Yes, it is well—though never more
His infant form to earth be given

;

He rests where sin and grief are o'er,

And thou shalt meet thy child in

heaven.

Cl Q £^ Death of an in fant.

oyo. (1041)

1 So fades the lovely, blooming flower,

Frail, smiling solace df an hour ;

So soon our transient comforts fly,

And pleasure only blooms to die.

2 Is there no kind, no healing art,

To soothe the anguish of the heart ?

Spirit of grace, be ever nigh
;

Thy comforts are not made to die.

3 Let gentle patience smile on pain.

Till dying hope revives again
;

Hope wipes the tear from sorrow's eye,

And faith points upward to the sky.
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CHINA. C. M,

Why do we mourn de - part - ing friends, Or shake at deatk's a - larms?
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p.Cyy Why do we mourn departed friends.
OiJ i (1057)

1 Why do we mourn departing friends,

Or shake at death's alarms ?

'Tis but the voice that Jesus sends

To call them to his arms.

2 Are we not tending upward, too,

As fast as time can move ?

Nor would we wish the time more slow

To keep us from our Love.

3 Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb ?

'Twas there the flesh of Jesus lay,

Amid its silent gloom.

4 The graves of all the saints lie blest.

And soften'd every bed
;

Where should the dying members rest,

But with their dying Head ?

5 Thence he arose, ascending high,

And show'd our feet the way;
Up to the Lord our souls shall fly,

At the great rising day.

6 Then let the last loud trumpet sound,

And bid our kindred rise;

Awake, ye nations under ground
;

Ye saints, ascend the skies.

(1060)OyO» John xiv.

L Let not your hearts with anxious
Be troubled or dismay'd : [thoughts

But trust in God your Father's care

And trust my gracious aid.

I to my Father's house return
;

There num'rous mansions stand,

And glory manifold abounds
Through all the happy land.

I go your entrance to secure,

And your abode prepare
;

Regions unknown are safe to you,

When I, your Friend, am there.

4 Thence shall I come when ages close,

To take you home with me
;

There shall we meet to part no more,
Where sorrows ne'er shall be.

5 T am the Way, the Truth, the Life
;

No son of human race.

But such as I conduct and guide.

Shall see my Father's face.

"Because 1 live you shall live also."

John 14: 19.Ot7«7« John" 14: 19. (1108)

1 When, downward, to the darksome tomb
I thoughtful turn my eyes,

Frail nature trembles at the gloom,

And anxious fears arise.

2 Why shrinks my soul—in death's embraco

Once Jeeus captive slept
;

And angels hovering o'er the place,

His lowly pillow kept.

Thus shall they guard my sleeping dust,

And, as the Saviour rose,

The grave again shall yield her trust,

And end my deep repose.
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CORFU.
Tenderly.

C. M.
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When blooming youtli is snutclied a - way By death's re - sist - less hand,
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/•/^/"k •' I v>iU cause the sun to go down at noon."
\J\fU, AM0sviiJ:9. (1058)

1 When blooming youth is snatch'd away
By death's resistless hand.

Our hearts the mournful tribute pay,

Which pity must demand.

2 While pity prompts the rising sigh,

Oh may this truth, impress'd

With awful pow'r, " I too must die,"

Sink deep in every breast.

'6 Let this vain world engage no more :

Behold the op'ning tomb :

It bids us seize the present hour

:

To-morrow death may come.

4 Oh let us fly—to Jesus fly,

Whose pow'rful arm can save
;

Then shall our hopes ascend on high.

And triumph o'er the grave.

5 Great God, thy sov'reigr grace impart,

With cleansing, healing pow'r
;

This only can prepare the heart

For death's approaching hour.

£ir\ 1 " -And Hoses went up tn the top of Pisgah."
yjyjl, Deut. xxxiv: 1. (1054)

1 Death can not make our souls afraid.

If God be with us there
;

We may walk through its darkest shade,

And never yield to fear.

2 I could renounce my all below,

If my Redeemer bid
;

And run, if I were call'd to go,

And die, as Moses did.

14

1 Might I but climb to Pisgah's top.

And view the promis'd land,

My flesh itself would long to drop.

And welcome the command.

: Clasp'd in my heav'nly Father's arms
I would forget my breath.

And lose my life among the charms

Of so divine a death.

£?AO " Weep not."

yjuz, (1056)

. Dear as thou wast, and justly dear.

We would not weep for thee

;

One thought shall check the starting tear,

It is—that thou art free.

I And thus shall faith's consoling power
The tears of love restrain

;

Oh, who that saw thy parting hour

Could wish thee here again !

} Gently the passing spirit fled.

Sustained by grace divine
;

Oh, may such grace on us be shed

And make our end like thine
'

" Sarroiv not."

1 TUES8. iv : 13.bOo, 1 THB88. iv : 13. (1059)

Not for the pious dead we weep

;

Their sorrows now are o'er ;

'

The sea is calm, the tempest past.

On that eternal shore.

I Their peace is sealed, their rest is sure,

Within that better home
;

Awhile we weep and linger here,

Then follow to the tomb.
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BAWKOKE.
Slnw and gnilh..

B. M.
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1 Go thy dream - less bed,to thy rest, fair child ! Go
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While yet so gen - tie, un - de - filed, With bless-ings on thy head.
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£?A /I Goio thy rest, fair child.

0U4, (1069)

2 Fresh roses in thy hand,

Buds on thy pillow laid,

Haste from this dark and fearful land,

Where flowers so quickly fade.

3 Before thy heart had learned

In waywardness to stray
;

Before thy feet had ever turned

The dark and downward way
;

4 Ere sin had seared the breast,

Or sorrow woke the tear
;

Rise to thy throne of changeless rest,

In yon celestial sphere !

5 Because thy smile was fair,

Thy lip and' eye so bright,

Because thy loving cradle care

Was such a dear delight

;

6 Shall love, with weak embrace,

Thy upward wing detain ?

No ! gentle angel, seek thy place

Amid the cherub train.

-^—-^^—m-

K;
" At midnight there was a cry made."

0. Matt. XXV : 6. (1070)60
. Servant of God, well done !

Rest from thy loved employ
;

The battle fought, the victory won.

Enter thy iMaster's joy.

! The voice at midnight came
;

He started up to hear
;

A mortal arrow pierced his frame,

He fell, b'vt, felt no fear.

3 Tranquil amid alarms.

It found him on the field,

A veteran slumbering on his arms,

Beneath his red-cross shield.

At midnight came the cry,

" To meet thy God, prepare !"

He woke—and caught his Captain's eye
j

Then, strong in faith and prayer,

His spirit with a bound,

Left its encumbering clay;

His tent, at sunrise, on the ground,

A darkened ruin lay.

6 The pains of death are past.

Labor and sorrow cease
;

And life's long warfare closed at last,

His soul is found in peace.

" Your fathers, where are theyf
Zech. i : 5. (1067)606.

1 Our fathers ! where are they,

With all they call'd their own ?

Their joys and griefs, their hopes and

Their wealth and honor, gone ! [cares,

2 But joy or grief succeeds

Beyond our mortal thought.

While still the remnant of their dust

Lies in the grave forgot.

3 God of our fathers, hear,

Thou everlasting Friend,

While we, as on life's utmost verge,

Our souls to thee commend.
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DOWNIEVIIiLE. S. M.
Slow and gentle.
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^OT Sighing fur rest.

yj^y f • (1065)

1 Oh where shall rest be found

—

Rest for the weary soul ?

'Twere vain the ocean-depths to sound,

Or pierce to either pole.

2 The world can never give

The bliss for which we sigh :

'Tis not the whole of life to live,

Nor all of death to die.

3 Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above,

Unmeasur'd by the flight of years
j

And all that life is love.

4 There is a death whose pang
Outlasts the fleeting breath :

Oh what eternal horrors hang
Around the second death !

5 Lord God of truth and grace,

Teach us that death to shun,

Lest we be banish'd from thy face,

And evermore undone.

fjA\^ " Whoso beUtveth in me shall never die."
UVJO. John xi: 26. (1066)

1 It is not death to die

—

To leave this weary road,

And, 'mid the brotherhood on high,

To be at home with God.

2 It is not death to close

The eye long dimmed by tears,

And wake, in glorious repose
To spend eternal years.

3 It is not death to bear

The wrench that sets us free

From dungeon chain—to breathe the air

Of boundless liberty.

4 It is not death to fling

Aside this sinful dust,

And rise, on strong exulting wing.

To live among the just.

5 Jesus, thou Prince of life !

Thy chosen can not die

;

Like thee, they conquer in the strife,

To reign with thee on high.

£*/~kQ Farfrom my heavenly home.
ouy, (1068)

1 Far from my heavenly home.
Far from my Father's breast,

Fainting I cry. Blest Saviour ! come,

And speed me to my rest.

2 My spirit homeward turns

And fain would thither flee

;

My heart, O Zion ! droops and yearns,

When I remember thee.

3 To thee, to thee, I press

A dark and toilsome road
;

When shall I pass the wilderness

And reach the saints' abode.

4 God of my life ! be near
;

On thee my hopes I cast;

Oh guide me through the desert here,

And bring me home at last

!



212 Life and Death. Funer al Service

MERTONT.
In the. dexlamaUirq style..
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er-chang - ing moon, Pale
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press of the night.

A desire tn tie/iart.

Phil, i : 23. (1053)

3

610.
And thou, refulgent orb of day,

In brighter flames arrayed
;

My soul,that springs beyond thy sphere,

No more demands thine aid.

Ye stars are but the shining dust

Of ray divine abode,

The pavement of those heavenly courts

A\'here I shall reign with God.

The Father of eternal light

Shall there his beams display,

MADISON. L. M.

Nor shall one moment's darkness mix
With that unvaried day.

5 No more the drops of piercing grief

Shall swell into mine eyes
;

Nor the meridian sun decline

Amid those brighter skies.

6 There all the millions of his saints

Shall in one song unite.

And each the bliss of all shall view
VV^ith infinite delight.
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1 Thei-e is a calm for those who weep, A rest for weary pil-grims found
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and sweet - ly sleep,Low in the ground,Low in the ground.
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'Thert re.maincth a rest.'"

Heb. iv: 9.Ull, Heb. iT:9. (1Q86)

2 'J'he storm that sweeps the wintry sky

No more disturbs their deep repose,

Than suuiuier evening's latest sigh.

That shuts the rose.

3 Thou traveler in this vale of tears;

To realms of everlasting light,

Thro' time's dark wilderness of years,

Pursue thy flight.

4 Whate'er thy lot—whate'er thou be

—

Confess thy folly kiss the rod

And in thy chastening sorrows see

The hand of God.

5 Tho' long of winds and waves the sport.

Condemned in wretchedness to roam,

Thou soon shalt reach a sheltering port,

A quiet home.

6 I long to lay this painful head

And aching heart beneath the soil;

To slumber in that dreamless sleep,

From all my toil.
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BALAR.
Earnestly

C. M.

Fall-eu—on Zi-on's bat-tie field, A sol-dier of re-nown. Armed in the•e-nown, Arm
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pan - -ply of Glod, In conflict clo - ven down ! In conflict clo-vendown!

/» -< O -^ soldier of renown.
DiZ. (1073)

1 Fallen—on Zion's battle-field,

A soldier of renown,

Armed in the panoply of God,
In conflict cloven down !

2 His helmet on, his armor bright,

His cheek unblanched with fear

—

While round his head there gleamed
His dying hour to cheer. [I'r^t,

3 Fallen—while cheering with his voice

The sacramental host,

With banners floating on the air

—

Death found him at his post;

4 In life's high prime the warfare closed.

But not ingloriously

;

He fell beyond the outer wall,

And shouted, victory

!

5 Fallen—as sets the sun at eve,

To rise in splendor where
His kindred luminaries shine,

Their heaven of bliss to share
;

6 Beyond the stormy battle-field

He reigns in triumph now.
Sweeping a harp of wondrous song,

With glory on his brow !

" Rememher them."
Heb. 13; 7.Ulo, Heb. 13; 7. (1064)

1 What though the arm of conquering
Does God's own house invade

;
[death

What though our teacher and our friend

Is numbered with the dead;

2 Though earthly shepherds dwell in dust,

The ag^d and the young;
The watchful eye in darkness closed,

And dumb the instinctive tongue?

3 The eternal Shepherd still survives.

His teachings to impart

:

Lord, be our Leader and our Guide,
And rule and keep our heart.

4 Yes, while the dear Redeemer lives.

We have a boundless store,

And shall be fed with what he gives,

Who lives for evermore

Victory over death.

1 Cor. 15; 65. (1063)614.
1 FOR an overcoming faith

To cheer my dying hours,

To triumph o'er the monster's death.

And all his frightful powers.

2 Joyful, with all the strength I have,

My quivering lips shall sing,

Where is thy boasted victory, grave ?

And where the monster's sting ?

If sin be pardoned, I'm secure

—

Death has no sting beside

;

The law gives sin its damning power,

But Christ my ransom died.

Now to the God of victory

Immortal thanks be paid.

Who makes us conquerors while we die,

Through Christ our living Head.
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! Though cast down, we're not forsaken;

Though afflicted, not alone :

Thou didst give, and thou hast taken;

ijlessed Lord,—Thy will be done.

> Though to-day we're fill'd with mourning
Mercy still is on the throne;

With thy smiles of love returning,

We can sing,—Thy will be done.

: By thy hands the boon was given

;

Thou hast taken but thine own :

Lord of earth, and God of heaven,

Evermore,—thy will be done.

MOUNT VERNON 8s & 7s.

Homeward.
bib., (1075)

1 Dropping down the troubled river

To the tranquil, tranquil shore,

Where the sweet light shineth ever,

And the sun goes down no more.

2 Dropping down the winding river

To the wide and welcome sea,

W^here no tempest wrecketh ever,

Where the sky is fair and free.

3 Dropping down the rapid river.

To the dear and deathless land,

W^here the living live forever

At the Father's own right hand.

Lil'^ Sister thou wast mild and lovely.

01 / . (1076)

1 SiSTKR, thou wast mild and lovely.

Gentle as the summer breeze.

Pleasant as the air of evening.

When it floats among the trees.

2 Peaceful be thy silent slumber

—

]-*eaceful in the grave so low :

Thou no mure wilt join our number;

Thou no more our sougs shalt know.

Dearest sister, thou hast left us

;

Here thy loss we deeply feel :

But 'tis God that hath bereft us

:

He can all our sorrows heal.

Yet again we hope to meet thee,

When the day of life is fled.

Then in heaven with joy to greet thee,

Where no farewell tear is shed.
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MILLINGTON". 8s, 7s & 7. (37,87,77.)
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Why not spread
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tliy wings and fly Straight to yonder world of joy?

/? 1 O " Wlvai is our life ? It is even a vapor."

Olo. jAiiEaiv:14. (1078) .

1 What is life ? 'tis but a vapor,

Soon it vanishes away.

Life is but a dying taper

—

0, my soul, why wish to stay !

Why not spread thy wings and fly

Straight to yonder world of joy.

2 See that glory, how re^pleadent !

Brighter far than fancy paints;

There, in majesty transcendent,

Jesus reigns the King of saints.

Why not spread thy wings and fly

Straight tc yonder world of joy.

3 Joyful crowds his throne surrounding,

Sing with rapture of his love

;

Through the heavens his praise resound-

Filling all the courts above. [ing,

Why not spread thy wings and fly

Straight to yonder world of joy.

4 Go, and share his people's glory,

'Midst the ransom'd crowd appear
;

Tliiiie a joyful, wondrous story,

One that angels love to hear.

Why not spread thy wings and fly

Straight to yonder world of joy.

(156)

1 Jesus wept ! those tears are over.

But his heart is still the same :

Kinsman, Friend, and Elder Brother,

Is his everlasting name.

Saviour, who can love like thee ?

Gracious one of Bethany !

2 When the pangs of trial seize us,

When the waves of sorrow roll,

I will lay my head on Jesus

—

Pillow of the troubled soul.

Truly, none can feel like thee,

Weeping one of Bethany !

3 Jesus wept ! and still in glory

He can mark eacli mourner's tear^
Living to retrace the story

Of the hearts he solaced here.

Lord, when I am called to die,

Let me think of Bethany !

4 Jesus wept ! that tear of sorrow
Is a legacy of love;

Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow,

He the same shall ever prove.

Thou art all in all to me,
Living one of Bethany !
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ENON. lOs.

L^s^riiiiiiii^iiiill
Go to the grave in all tliy glorious prime, In full ac - tiv - i - ty of zeal and power

;
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,
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A Chris-tian can-not die before his time ; The Lord's appointment is the servant's hour.

" Si's eye loas not dim."
Deut. xxxiv: 7.620.

1 Go to the grave in all thy glorious prime,

In full activity of zeal and power
;

A Christian can not die before his time :

The Lord's appointment is the servant's hour.

2 Go to the grave : at noon from labor cease

;

Rest on thy sheaves ; the harvest-task is done

;

Come from the heat of battle, and in peace,

Soldier, go home ; with thee the fight is won.

3 Go to the grave ; for thee thy Saviour lay

In death's embrace, ere he arose on high;

And all the ransomed, by that narrow way,

Pass to eternal life beyond the sky.

4 Go to the grave—no ; take thy seat above;

Be thy pure spirit present with the Lord,

Where thou for faith and hope hast perfect love,

And open vision for the written word.

(1082)

621
" Sufferings and glory."

Rom. Yiii : 18. (932)

1 Through cross to crown ! and though thy spirit's life

Trials untold assail with giant strength.

Good cheer ! good cheer ! Soon ends the bitter strife,

And thou shalt reign in peace with Christ at length.

2 Through woe to joy ! and though at morn thou weep,

And though the midnight finds thee weeping still.

Good cheer ! good cheer f The Shepherd loves his sheep
;

Resign thee to the watchful Father's will.

3 Through death to life ! and through this vale of tears,

And through this thistle-field of life, ascend.

To the great supper in that world whose years

Of bliss unfading, cloudless, know no end.
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GO TO THY BEST.
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Ci ») .^ Go to thy rest in peace.
y)^^, (1094)

2 Go to thy peaceful rest;

For thee we need not weep,
Since thou art now among the blest

—

No more by sin and sorrow pressed.

But hushed in quiet sleep.

3 G-o to thy rest ; and while

Thy absence we deplore,

One thought our sorrow shall beguile
3

For soon, with a celestial smile.

We meet to part no more.

" Restore iuch a one in the spirit." [Tuue Enon, page 216.1

(975)

1 Breathe thoughts of pity o'er a brother's fall,

But dwell not with stern anger on his fault;

The grace of God alone holds thee, holds all

;

Were that withdrawn, thou too wouldst swerve and halt.

2 Send back the wanderer to the Saviour's fold

—

That were an action worthy of a saint;

But not in malice let the crime be told,

Nor publish to the world the evil taint.

3 Rebuke the sin, and yet in love rebuke;
Feel as one member in another's pain

;

Win back the soul that his fair path forsook,

And mighty and eternal is thy gain.
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SCOTLAND.
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Hal-le - lu - j.'ih to the Lamb, who has purchased our pardon,We'll praise him a

gain when we pass o-ver Jordan,We'll praise him again,when we pass over Jordan.

0^4.
_ _

(332)

1 The voice of free grace cries,—Escape to the mountain;

For Adam's lost race Christ hath open'd a fountain;

For sin and uncleanness. and every transgression,

His blood flows most freely, in streams of salvation.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

2 Now glory to God in the highest is given;

Now glory to God is re-echoed in heaven

;

Around the whole earth let us tell the glad story,

And sing of his love, his salvation and glory.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

3 Jesus, ride on,—thy kingdom is glorious;

O'er sin, death, and hell, thou wilt make us victorious:

Thy name shall be praised in the great congregation,

And saints shall ascribe unto thee their salvation.

Hallelujah to the Lamb, &c.

aCi^ Farewell to a friend departed.

bio. "^

(1096)

1 Tiiou art gone to the grave ; but we will not deplore thee,

Though sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb;

The Saviour has passed through its portals before thee,

And the lamp of his love is thy guide through the gloom.

2 Thou art gone to the grave ; we no longer behold thee,

Nor tread the rough paths of the world by thy side

;

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold thee.

And sinners may hope, since the Saviour has died.

3 Thou art gone to the grave ; and its mansion forsaking,

Perchance thy weak spirit in doubt lingered long;

But the sunshine of heaven beamed bright on thy waking,

And the sound thou didst hear was the seraphim's song.

4 Thou art gone to the grave ; but we will not deplore thee

;

Since God was thy Ransom, thy Guardian, thy Guide:
He gave thee, he took thee, and he will restoi-e thee

;

And death has no sting, since the Saviour has died.
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MERIBAH. C. P. M.
Hoderate.
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TA«y desire a better country."
Ueb. xi : 16. (1061)626.

2 This happiness in part is mine,

Already saved from low design,

From every creature-love

;

Blest with the scorn of finite good,

My soul is lightened of its load,

And seeks the things above.

o There is my house and portion fair
;

My treasure and my heart are there.

And my abiding home;
For me my elder brethren stay,

And angels beckon me away.

And Jesus bids me come.

4 T come, thy servant, Lord, replies

;

I come to meet thee in the skies.

And claim my heavenly rest

!

Soon will the pilgrim's journey end
;

Then, O my Saviour, Brother, Friend.
Receive me to thy breast

!

"That he mayfind mercy'
2 Tim. i : 18. (1114)627.

1 When thou, my righteous Judge, shall

To take thy ran,somed people home,[come
Shall I among them stand ?

Shall such a worthless worm as I,

AVho sometimes am afraid to die,

Be found at thy right hand ?

2 I love to meet thy people now,
Before thy feet with them to bow,
Though vilest of them all

;

But—can I bear the piercing thought

—

What if my name should be left out
When thou for them shalt call ?

3 Lord, prevent it by thy grace :

Be thou my only hiding-place.

In this, the accepted day
;

Thy pardoning voice, 0, let me hear,

To still my unbelieving fear.

Nor let me fall, I pray.

4 And when the final trump shall sound,

Among the saints let me be found,

To bow before thy face
;

Then in triumphant strains I'll sing.

While heav'n's resounding mansions ring

With praise of sovereign grace.

"Thou art my trustfrom my youth."
Psalm Ixxi : 5. (1225)

1 Thy mercy heard my infant prayer,

Thy love, with all a mother's care,

Sustained my childish days
;

Thy goodness watched my rip'ning youth,

And formed my heart to love thy truth.

And filled my lips with praise.

2 Then, e'en in age and grief, thy name
Shall still my languid heart inflame,

And bow ray faltering knee :

O, yet this bosom feels the fire.

This trembling hand and drooping lyre

Have yet a strain for thee .

3 Yes ! broken, tuneless, still, Lord,

This voice, transported, shall record

Thy goodness, tried so long
;

Till, sinking slow, with calm decay,

Its feeble murmurs molt away
Into a seraph's song.
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THE PILGRIM'S SONG.
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" Come, Lord Jesue."

Rev. xxii : 20.629. Rev. xxii : 20. (1100)

2 Saint after saint on earth

Has lived, and loved and died;

And as they left us one by one,

We laid them side by side

;

We laid them down to sleep,

But not in hope forlorn
;

We laid them but to ripen there,

Till the last glorious morn.

3 The whole creation groans,

And waits to hear that voice

That shall restore her comeliness,

And make her wastes rejoice.

Come, Lord, and wipe away
The curse, the sin, the stain,

And make this blighted world of ours

Thine own fair world again.

aon " -^nd to wait for his Sonfmm heaven."

OOU. lfHESS.l:10. (1109)

1 In expectation sweet.

We wait, and sing, and pray.

Till Christ's triumphal car we meet,

And see an endless day.

2 He comes ! the Conqueror comes !

Death falls beneath his sword

;

The joyful pris'ners burst their tombs.

And rise to meet their Lord.

The trumpet sounds,—Awake !

Ye dead to judgment come !

The pillars of creation shake.

While hell receives her doom.

Thrice happy morn for those

Who love the ways of peace
;

No night of sorrow e'er shall close

Upon its perfect bliss.

631
" Awake and sing, you that dwell in dust."

, Isaiah xxvi: 19. (1110)

Rest for the toiling hand.

Rest for the anxious brow.

Rest for the weary, way-worn feet,

Rest from all labor now

;

Soon shall the trump of God
Give out the welcome sound

That shakes thy silent chamber-walls.

And breaks the turf-sealed ground.

Ye dwellers in the dust,

Awake! come forth and sing;

Sharp has your frost of winter been,

But bright shall be your spring.

'Twas sown in weakness here;

'Twill then be raised in power

:

That which was sown an earthly seed

Shall rise a heavenly flower.
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MOLUCCA.
Earnestly.

8s, 78 & 4s.
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Lo, he cora-eth! count-lcsi trumpets "Wake to life the slumb'ring dead; )

'Mid ten thousand sjiiuts and an - gels, See their great ex - alt - ed Head.
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• Tht Lord Cometh
JoDE xiv.632. (1103)

Lo ! he Cometh—countless trumpets

Wake to Hfe the slumbering dead

;

'Mid ten thousand saints and angels

See their ereat exhalted Head.
Hallelujah !—

Welcome, welcome Son of God !
,

Full of joyful expectation,

Saints behold the Judge appear
;

Truth and justice go before him

—

Now the joyful sentence hear;

Hallelujah !

—

Welcome, welcome. Judge divine !

" Come, ye blessed of my Father !

Enter into life and joy
;

Banish all your fears and sorrows;

Endless praise be your employ ;"

Hallelujah !—
Welcome, welcome to the skies.

^QQ " Behold he cometh with cloudi."
UOO, Kev. i:7. (1104)

Lo ! he comes, with clouds descending,

Once for favor'd sinners slain,

Thousand thousand saints attending.

Swell the triumph of his train
;

Hallelujah !

Jesus now shall ever reign !

Ev'ry eye shall now behold him,
Rob'd in dreadful majesty

Those who set at naught and sold him
Pierc'd and nail'd him to the tree,

Deeply wailing,

Shall the true Messiah see.

3 Ev'ry island, sea, and mountain,

Heav'n and earth shall flee away;
All who hate him must, confounded,

Hear the trump proclaim the day,

Come to judgment

!

Come to judgment ! come away !

4 Now redemption, long expected,

See in solemn pomp appear !

All his saints by man rejected.

Now shall meet him in the air.

Hallelujah

!

See the day of God appear

!

5 Lord, thy bride says by thy Spirit,

Hasten thou the gen'ral doom 1

Promis'd glory to inherit.

Take thy weary pilgrims home

!

All creation

Travails, groans, and bids thee come.

6 Yes—Amen ! Let all adore thee.

High on thy exalted throne
;

Saviour, take the power and glory.

Claim the kingdoms for thy own !

Oh ! come quickly !

Hallelujah, come, Lord, come !

" 27k voice of the archangel."
1 THE83. iT : 16.U34. 1 THE83. iT : 16.

"

(1116)

1 Hark, ye mortals, hear the trumpet

Sounding loud, the mighty roar !

Hark! the archangel's voice proclaiming,

Thou, old Time, shalt be no more.

Rolling ages.

Now your solemn close appears.
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THE BETTEB LAND.
Eurne.st.

L. M. Double.
ii Earnest.

There is a land mine eye hath seen

So bright that all which spreads be-tween
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6Q !\ "Tfie former things are passed away."
OO, Rev. xxi: 4. (1119)

1 There is a land mine eye hath seen,

In visions of enraptured thought,

Sebright that all which spreads between,

Is with its radiant glory fraught
;

2 A land upon whose blissful shore

There rests no shadow, falls no stain
;

There those who meet shall part no more,

And those long parted, meet again.

3 Its skies are not like earthly skies.

With varying hues of shade and lig

It hath no need of suns to rise

To dissipate the gloom of night.

4 There sweeps no desolating wind
Across that calm, serene abode

;

The wanderer there a home may find

Within the paradise of God.

ht;

"In my Father^s house," etc.

John xiv: 2. (1123)

thine own bright

636.

Thy Father's house

!

home

!

And hast thou there a place for me !

Though yet an exile here I roam,

That distant home by faith I see.

I see its domes resplendent glow,

Where beams of God's own glory fall;

And trees of life immortal grow,

Whose fruits o'erhang the sapphire

wall.

I know that thou, who on the tree

Didst deign our mortal guilt to bear,

Wilt bring thine own to dwell with thee,

And wuitest to receive me there.

4 Thy love will there array my soul

In thine own robe of spotless hue;
And I shall gaze while ages roll.

On thee, with raptures ever new

!

(iiao)\)0 i • Rev. xiv : 1-3.

1 On Zion's glorious summit stood

A numerous host redeemed by blood
;

They hymned their King in strains di-

I heard the song.and strove to join. [vinej

2 Here all who suffered sword or flame

For truth, or Jesus' lovely name,
Shout victory now, and hail the Lamb,
And bow before the great I AM.

3 While everlasting ages roll.

Eternal love shall feast their sou!,

And scenes of bliss forever new
Rise in succession to their view.

4 sweet employ, to sing and trace

Th'amazing bights and depths of grace ',

And spend, from sin and sorrow free,

A blissful, vast eternity !

5 O what a sweet, exalted song,

When every tribe and every tongue.

Redeemed by blood, with Christ appear,

And join in one full chorus there !

6 My soul anticipates the day

—

Would stretch her wings and soar away,

To aid the song, the palm to bear,

And praise my great Redeemer there.



Present and Future. He aven. 223

WOODLAND. 86.886. Or, C. M.
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souls distressed, A balm for every wounded breast-
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'Tis found above—in heaven.
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—

laid up for you in heaven."
OOO, Col. i : 5. (1130)

1 There is an hour of peaceful rest,

To mourning wand'rers given

There is a tear for souls distressed,

A balm for every wounded breast

—

'Tis fouud above—in heav'n.

2 There is a home for weary souls.

By sins and sorrows driven
;

When toss'd on life's tempestuous shoals.

Where storms arise and ocean rolls,

And all is drear—but heav'n.

3 There faith lifts up the tearless eye,

The heart with anguish riven
j

It views the tempest passing by.

Sees ev'niug shadows quickly fly,

And all serene—in lieav'n.

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,

And joys supreme are given
;

There rays divine disperse the gloom ',

Beyond the dark and narrow tomb
Appears the dawn—of heav'n.

" Grieve not the Spirit."

Eph. iv : 30.D.JJ. Eph. iv:30: (945)

1 O" Saviour, lend a listening ear,

And answer my request

!

Forgive, and wipe the falling tear,

Now with thy love my spirit cheer,

And set my heart at rest.

2 I mourn the hidings of thy face
;

The absence of that smile,

Which led me to a throne of grace,

And gave my soul a resting-place,

From earthly care and toil.

'Tis sin that separates from thee

This poor benighted soul
j

My folly and my guilt I see,

And now upon the bended knee,

I yield to thy control.

Up to the place of thine abode

I lift my waiting eye
;

To thee, holy Lamb of God !

Whose blood for me so freely flowed,

I raise my ardent cry.

' At the hour ofpraytr."
Acts iii: 1. (712)640.

1 Blest is the hour when cares depart,

And earthly scenes are fiir

—

When tears of woe forget to start,

And gently dawns upon the heart

Devotion's holy star.

2 Blest is the place where angels bend
To hear our worship rise,

Where kindred hearts their musings
And all the soul's affections tend [blend.

Beyond the veiling skies.

2 Blest are the hallowed vows that bind

Man to his work of love

—

Bind him to cheer the humble mind,

Console the weeping, lead the blind.

And guide to joys above.

4 Sweet shall the song of glory swell.

Saviour divine, to thee,

When they, whose work is finished well,

In thy own courts of rest shall dwell,

Blest through eternity.
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THE LAND OF BEULAH. C. M.

^^^^^i^^ Chorus, f
-g-—a±

My lat - est sun is sink-ing fast, My race is near-ly run ; )

My strongest tri als now are past, ISIy triumph is be - gun. \ come, angel band,

come, and a-round me stand, hear me away on your snowy winas. To my im-mor-tal

=^±=?=rjt i^N*im=^
t—U—b-

7io???^, bear me a - way on your snoicy icings, To my im-mor-tal home.

641.

1 My latest sun is sinking fast,

My race is nearly run
;

My strongest trials now are past,

My triumph is begun.

2 I know I'm nearing the holy ranks.

Of friends and kindred dear,

For I brush the dews on Jordan's banks.

The crossing must be near.

3 I've almost gained my heavenly home,

My spirit loudly sings;

The holy ones, behold, they come

!

I hear the noise of wings.

4 Oh, bear my longing heart to him

Who bled and died for me;

Whose blood now cleanses from all sin.

And gives me victory.

THE BURIAL. P. M.

r* /I O " ^'^y ^'"'^ *""' "* tears shall reap injny."
OttZ/, Pbalm cxxvi ; 6. (1126)

1 There is an hour of hallow'd peace

For those with care oppress'd.

When sighs and sorrowing tears shall

And all be hush'd to rest. [cease,

2 'Tis then the soul is freed from fears

And doubts which here annoy;
Then they that oft had sown in tears

Shall reap again in joy.

3 There is a home of sweet repose,

Where storms assail no more
;

The stream of endless pleasure flows

On that celestial shore.

4 Their purity with love appears.

And bliss without alloy
;

There they that oft had sown in tears

Shall reap again in joy.

^^^^m^^^^^^^^m
:^^:r5&^

r\

W^
r» /< O The burial of the dead.

b4o. (1093)

1 Thou God of lovel beneath thy sheltering

We leave our holy dead, [wings

To rest in hope ! From this world's suiFer-

Their souls have fled ! [ings

2 Oh! when our souls are burdened with

Of life and all its woes, [the weight

Let us remember them, and calmly wait

For our life's close !
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ENON'S ISLE. 8s & 9s. Or 83, double.

1 Weep not for
Weep not for

c. Oh, weep not

*;rthe saint that as - cends To par - take of the
the ser - aph tliat bends With the worsliip-ing
for him; he lias found His re -ward and his

joys of the
cho - riis on
ref - uge in

sky;
j

hisrh ; j

heaven.

2 Weep not for the spir - it now erown'd With the garland to mar - tyr - dom given ;

-P—-•- F±zz=t2=zEEtzir

-(•h*-

It-t- :t:
-m—•-

I

1=:

Death of a irutsionary.

(1083)644.

3 But weep for their sorrows, who stand

And lament o'er the dead by his grave

—

Who sigh when they muse on the land

Of their home far away o'er the wave.

4 And weep for the nations that dwell
Where the light of the truth never shone,

Where anthems of praise never swell,

And the love of the Lamb is unknown.

^ >• • r

5 Weep not for the saint that ascends
To partake of the joys of the sky

;

Weep not for the seraph that bends
With the worshiping chorus on high

;

6 But weep for the mourners who stand
By the grave of their brother, in tears,

And weep for the peojDle whose land
Still must wait till the day-spring

appears.

IOWA.
Animated.

8s.

1 We speak of the realms of the blest, 01 that coimtry so bright and so ftiir, And oft are its

^ J. -^-
!

I ,^ .hV.
anJSn ti^i 'm=m

> ^

m-w^m.

i^£=Sigiii

iteliiiiil
glories confessed, But what must it be to be there ! But what must it be to be there

!

:fe?Lr^

C* A ^ What viiLSt it ba to be thire f

D4D. (1150)

2 We speak of its pathways of gold,

Of its walls decked with jewels so rare,

Of its wonders and pleasures untold.

But what must it be to be there ?

3 We speak of its freedom from sin,

From sorrow, temptation and care,

From trials without and within.

But what must it be to be there ?

15

4 We speak of its service and love.

The robes which the gkjrified wear,

The Church of the first-born above,

But what must it be to be there ?

5 Lord, in this valley of woe.

Our spirits for heaven prepare,

Then shortly we also shall know
And feel what it is to be there.
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COVENTRY. C. M.

9 ^m c?
could our tho'ts and wish - es fly A-bove these gloom -y shades,

-m- -^- =f- — -
-^- -•- -d: -«- ^ -^- -•-

i=«=^S^j;
=prS2:

:t:id=z^
tiiic: ill
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those bright worlds be - yond the
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sky Which sorrow ne'er in-vades.

:^:
:ti

::s2:

::>2:

r» ^ /"» "Earnestly desiring.'"

040. 2CoR. v:2. (1128)

1 COULD our thoughts and wishes fly

Above these gloomy shades,

To those bright worlds beyond the sky

Which sorrow ne'er invades !

2 There joys, unseen by mortal eyes,

Or reason's feeble ray,

In ever-blooming prospect rise,

Unconscious of decay.

3 Lord, send a beam of light divine,

To guide our upward aim !

With one reviving touch of thine,

Our languid hearts inflame.

4 Then shall, on faith's sublimest wing,

Our ardent wishes rise

To those bright scenes where pleasures

Immortal to the skies. [spring

647.
Tliere is a land, a happy land.

(1129)

1 There is a land, a happy land,

Where tears are wiped away
From every eye, by God's own hand,

And night is turned to day.

2 Tliere is a home, a happy home,

Where way-worn travelers rest,

Where toil and languor never come,

And every mourner's blest.

3 There is a port, a peaceful port,

A safe and quiet shore,

Where weary mariners resort,

And fear the storms no more.

4 There is a crown, a dazzling crown,

Bedecked with jewels fair;

And priests and kings of high renown,
That crown of glory wear.

5 That land be mine, that calm retreat,

That crown of glory bright

;

Then I'll esteem each bitter sweet,

And every burden light.

£i i Q -''''" ^P ^^^ everlasting hills.

04:0

.

(1132)

1 There is a fold where none can stray.

And pastures ever green,

Where sultry sun, or stormy day.

Or night, is never seen.

2 Far up the everlasting hills.

In (jrod's own light it lies
;

His smile its vast dominion fills

With joy that never dies.

3 One narrow vale, one darksome wave,

Divides that land from this
;

1 have a Shepherd pledged to save.

And bear me home to bliss.

4 Soon at his feet my soul shall lie,

In life's last struggling breath
;

But I shall only seem to die,

I shall not taste of death.

5 Far from this guilty world to be

Exempt from toil and strife
;

To spend eternity with thee

—

My Saviour, this is life !
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MT. BLANC. 7s. & '

:zi=qzqz:zi-p=i --^^^

r-r-r-
«^'

I ;^ I

1. We are on our joiirnev home, Where Christ our Lord is gone;We shall meet around his throne,

:izqM^pq=qr=iziizc=J:
y—*T-S !-•'—• -* ^* r?5

r -—
When he makes his people one, In the new, new Je - rii - sa

t g-t^-nrt^i r^

In tlie new sa - lein

£J -1 Q " He hath prepared for them a citi/.''

\J-±i7, Heb. 11:16. "(1141)

2 We can see that distant home,
Thouirh clouds rise dark between

;

Faith views the radiant dome,
And a luster flushes keen

From the new Jerusalem.

3 glory shining far

From the never-setting Sun !

trembling morning star !

Our journey's almost done
To the new Jerusalem.

I'M

4 holy ! heavenly home !

0, rest eternal there !

When shall the exiles come,

Where they cease from earthly care,

In the new Jerusalem.

5 Our hearts are breaking now
Those mansions fiir to see :

Lord I thy heavens bow.
And raise us up with thee

To the new Jerusalem.

1. I'm a pil grim, and I'm a stranger; I can tar-ry, I can tar-ry but a night;

2. -m- -t

:=nitzt
-m- -m- -^- -m. ^. .m-tm- -m- ^

^z^Eez5=H_^=Si?z^=^^?=2:?=t..tsm
,-i^

Do not de- tain me for I am

:^zfzEp*?-Bi5z^z«zbS_rtz^*z^*zE*'=^d
rJ^F^-

r .

g-o-ing To where the fountains are ever flowing.

r-|=S-ffzJzr*z:*±ztzt:i

. ,_^='li^i:?z:Etz=t:--k-k^-|

()50.

2 There the glory is ever shining!
I am longing, I am hmging f )r the sight

;

Here in this country, so dark and dreary,

I long have wandered, forlorn and weary.
I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, &c

3 There's the city to which I jonrnev.

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light

!

There is no sorrow, nor any sighing.

Nor any tears there, nor any dying I

I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger, &c.
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THERE IS A LAND IMMORTAL. 73 & 6s.
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651.

1

37(6 beautiful of lands.

(1145)

There is a land immortal,

The beautiful of lands
;

Beside its ancient portal

A silent sentry stands;

He only can undo it,

And open wide the door

;

Atid mortals who pass through it,

Are mortals nevermore.

2 Though dark and drear the pas3age

That leadeth to the gate.

Yet grace comes with the message,

To souls that watch and wait

;

And at the time appointed

A messenger comes down.
And leads the Lord's anointed

From cross to glory's crown.

3 Their sighs are lost in singing.

They're blessed in their tears
;

Their journey heavenward winging.

They leave on earth their fears

:

Death like an angel seemeth
;

"We welcome thee," they cry
;

Their face with glory beameth

—

'Tis life for them to die.

652.

1

strangers and pilgrims.
Ueb. xi: 13. (1155)

We have no home but heaven
;

A pili^rim's garb we wear

;

Our path is marked by changes,

And strewed with many a care

;

Surrounded with temptation

;

By varied ills oppressed
;

Each day's experience warns us

That this is not our rest.

2 We have no home but heaven
;

Then, wherefore seek one here ?

Why murmur at privation,

Or grieve when trouble's near ?

It is but for a season

That we as strangers roam.

And strangers must not look for

The comforts of a home.

3 We have a home in heaven :

How cheering is the thought

!

How bright the expectations

Which God's own word has taught

!

With eager hearts we hasten

The promised bliss to share ,

We have no home but heaven

;

0, would that we were there !
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THE BEAPBRS.
^With feeling.

P. M.

iiisiiii^ :=^zU

Tlie time for toil is past,aud night has come,The last and saddest of the harvest eves; Worn out willi

t^=t-p:
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labor,long and wearisome,The reapers,happy now.are hast'niutr home.Each laden with his sheaves.

653.
Tht Reapers.

654.
1

2 Last of the reapers, yet thy feet I gain,

Lord of the harvest, and my spirit grieves,

Lest I am burdened, not so much with grain,

As with a heaviness of heart and brain

;

Master, behold my sheaves.

3 Few, light, and worthless, yet their trifling weight,

In all my frame a weary aching leaves

;

For though 1 struggled with my hapless fate.

And stayed and toiled till it was dark and late.

Yet these are all my sheaves !

4 Full well I know there are more tares than wheat,

Brambles and flowers, dry stalks and withered leaves,

Therefore I silent weep, as at thy feet

I kueel me down and rev'rently repeat

—

" Master, behold my sheaves \"

5 Thus do I gather strength and hope anew,

For well I know thy patient love perceives

Not what I did but what I strove to do.

And though the full ripe ears be sadly few,

Thou wilt accept my sheaves !

" At peace with all the world."

(1208)

The day is ended. Ere I sink to sleep.

My weary spirit seeks repose in thine
;

||: Father forgive my trespasses and keep:||

This little life of mine.

2 With loving kindness curtain thou my bed,

And cool in rest my burning pilgrim feetj

11
: Thy pardon be the pillow for my head—

:(|

So shall my sleep be sweet.

3 At peace with all the world, dear Lord, and thee,

No fears my soul's unwavering faith can shake;

II:
All's well, whichever side the grave for me :|1

The morning light may break !
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ONE DAY NEARER HOME, 6s & 4.

1 A crown of glo - ry bright, By faith's clear eyes I see In yonder realms of

\-^z
:C2=^:

iqi^NiqsiqiczlHzzj^z^i
Cfitrus.

light Prepared for me. I'mnearer 7nj/ home,nearermi/ homc,nearer7n;i/ home to-
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3'^'s/ nearer mi/ hom,e in heaven to-day., Than ever I've been he-fore.
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655.
2 0, may I faithful prove,

And keep the crown in view,

And through the storms of life

My way pursue.

Jesus, be thou my guide,

And all my steps attend,

keep me near thy side,

Be thou my friend.

4 Be thou my shield and sun.

My Saviour and my guard,

And when my work is done.

My great reward.

A SWEETLT SOLEMN THOUGHT. 6s & 7.

1 A sweetly solemn tho't Comes to me o'er and o'er ; I'm nearer my home to-day, Thau e'er I've been before.

^s ^' -•- -• -m-'^m- -m- -»- N

> V u« U"

OTLCi '''Now is our salvation nearer," ete.

DOO, Rom. xiii:ll. (1195)

2 Nearer my Father's house,

Where many mansions be,

I'm nearer the great white throne,

Nearer the crystal sea.

3 Nearer the bound of life.

Where falls my burden down;
Nearer to leave my cross,

And where 1 gam my crown.

4 Saviour, confirm my trust.

Complete my faith in thee.

Let me feel as if 1 stood

Close on eternity.

5 Feel as if now my feet

Were slipping o'er the brink
;

For I may be nearer home,

Much nearer than I think.
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THE HEAVENLY MANSION. L. M. Peculiacr.

r-=i-

Ist

1 :My licavcnly home is briirht and lair, We'll be gnthered home;
Noii.deatli uor siyhitiij vis - it tiiere, We'll be qath- (omit)
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cred home, f

Chnrns.
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1
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:d±^-^i^^id±t-d-t
Jesus comes, WeHl wait till Jesiis comes, We'll wait till Jesus comes.And we'll be gathered home.

-m-r^-m- ~0-m-m

r» r **r Tlie heavenly mansion.

DO/. (1124)

2 Its glittering towers the sun outshine,

That heavenly mansion shall be mine.

3 My Father's house is built on high,

Above the arched and starry sky.

4 When from this earthly prison free,

That heavenly mansion mine shall be.

5 While here, a stranger far from home.
Affliction's waves may round me foam.

UNITY. 8s, 6 & 4. or C. M.
In clianting style.

^-r-^ ^—

i

ry' f-^g'—^—pr^ ^ — ^'CT^ ^
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6 Let others seek a home below,

Which fla-mes devour or waves o'erthrow.

7 Be mine the happier lot to own,

A heavenly mansion near the throne.

8 Then, fail this earth, let stars decline.

And sun and moon refuse to shine.

9 All nature sink and cease to be.

That heavenly mansion stands for me.

1 Our blest Ke-deem-er, ere he breathed His tender,last farewell, A Guide, a

-^-H ^-^f^ f^—n^-r

-b-^- H-*=^P=*

TZi.- I'll!
fri

.^cgz

Comforter bequeathed,A Guide,a Comforter bequeathed With us,with us to dwell.

-m^nt-^t.

mX=rA

£? XO Tht Holy Spirit, the Comforter,

DOo, (422)

1 Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed

His tender, last farewell,

A Guide, a Comforter, bequeathed

With us to dwell.

2 He came in tongues of living flame,

To teach, convince, subdue.

All powerful as the wind he came,

As viewless too.

H P 1—- -£

3 He came, sweet influence to impart,

A gracious, willing guest.

While he can find one humble heart

Wherein to rest.

4 And his that gentle voice we hear,

Soft as the breeze of even, [fear,

That checks each fault, that calms each

And speaks of heaven.



232 The Future. Seaven.

SHALL WE KNOW EACH OTHER THERE. «s & 7s.

3:^v:

When we hear the music ringing In the bright celestial dome, When sweet angel voices, singing,

Gladly bid us welcome home To the land of ancient story. Where the spirit knows no care,

.^iprip: :^ ift iff:
-W—»—m—r! ! n-»-

In that land of light and glo-ry. Shall we know each other there ? Shall we know each oOi - er

SItall we know eadi oOi-er, Shall we know eadi oth- e?", Shall we know eadi oth-er there f

iS^
Eib:

^tq

dPiCi Shall we know each other there f

DJy. (1151)

When we hear the music ringing

In the bright celestial dome,

When sweet angel voices, singing,

Gladly bid us welcome home
To the land of ancient story,

Where the spirit knows no care,

In that land of light and glory,

Shall we know each other there ?

Shall we hnow^ &c.

! When the holy angels meet us,

As we go to join their band,

Shall we know the friends that greet us

In the glorious spirit land ?

Shall we see the same eyes shining

On us as in days of yore ?

Shall we feel their dear arms twining

i'ondly round us as before ?

Shall we know, &c.

3 Yes, my earth-worn soul rejoices,

And my weary heart grows light,

For the sweet and cheerful voices,

And the forms so pure and bright.

That shall welcome us in heaven,

Are the loved of long ago;

And to them 'tis kindly given.

Thus their mortal friends to know.
Shall we know, &c.

4 0, ye weary, sad and tossed ones,

Droop not, faint not by the way

;

Ye shall join the loved and just ones

In the land of perfect day.

Harp-strings, touched by angel fingers,

Murmured in my raptured ear

—

Evermore their sweet song lingers

—

We shall know each other there.

We shall know, &c.
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NO NIGHT IN HEAVEN. 10s.

\H'^i'^n^^='-

No nii^ht shall beln, Heav'n ! no gath'iing gloom Shall o'er that glorious landscape ever come
;

^9-4:«H *-^«—*— I

—

AiS'—^-A-m—«

—

\—H-*H-i ^— I 1

—

^—•—•H-l—

H

a:-p_| ^_j LZ]_| ^-21^ j D.^J^_t^_p: 3 WL_^ j_.J D

-4»5-

No tears shall fall in sadness o'er those tlow'rs That breathe their fragrance thro' celestial bow'rs.
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Lfl*r\ " And there shall be no night there."

UOU, Rev. xxii:4. (1169)

1 No night shall be in Heaven ! no gath'ring gloom

Shall o'er that glorious landscape ever come :

No tears shall fall in sadness o'er these flowers,

That breathe their fragrance through celestial bowers.

2 No night shall be in Heaven ! no dreadful hour

Of mental darkness or the tempter's power,

Across those skies no envious cloud shall roll,

To dim the sunlight of the raptured soul.

8 No night shall be in heaven. Forbid to sleep,

These eyes no more their mournful vigils keep

;

Their fountains dried, their tears all wiped away,

They gaze undazzled on eterBal day.

4 No night shall be in heaven—no sorrow's reign.

No secret anguish, no corporeal pain
;

No shivering limbs, no burning fever there

;

No soul's eclipse, no winter of despair.

5 No night shall be in heaven—but endless noon

;

No fast declining sun, nor waning moon

;

But there the Lamb shall yield perpetual light,

'Mid pastures green, and waters ever bright.

6 No night shall be in Heaven—no darkened room,

No bed of death, nor silence of the tomb
;

But breezes, ever fresh with love and truth,

Shall brace the frame with an immortal youth.

7 No night shall be in heaven ! Oh had I faith

To rest in what the faithful witness saith.

That faith should make these hideous phantoms flee,

And leave no night, henceforth, on earth to me.

:S??dz^



234 The Family. Morning and Evening.

'WOLFOKD. 8s & 7s. double.
'

-I-

i=^
^'=it^

-1 \-

•W=
3=^ -=:^^̂

^StE.4^^^^ ^g=g=i:b^
1

—

\—

r

?2=:2S=

Gently, Lord,O gently lead us Thro' this gloomy vale of tears, Thro' theehanges thou'st decreed ii8»
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Fit us for thy dwelling place.
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a n't " '^<"' ^^y name's sake lead me."
DOi, Psalm xxxi : 3. (1175)

1 Gently, Lord, Oh gently lead us

Through this gloomy vale of tears,

Through the changes thou'st decreed us,

Till our last great change appears.

Oh ! re/resh lis loith thy Messing^

Oh ! refresh us tvith thy grace.,

May thy mercies., never ceasing.

Fit us for thy dwelling place.

2 When temptation's darts assail us,

When in devious paths we stray,

Let thy goodness never fail us.

Lead us in thy perfect way.

3 In the hour of pain and anguish,

In the hour when death draws near,

Suffer not our hearts to languish,

Suffer not our souls to fear.

4 When this mortal life is ended,

Bid us in thine arms to rest,

Till by angel hands attended,

We awake among the blest.

5 Then, Oh ! crown us with thy blessing

Through the triumphs of thy grace,

Then shall praises never ceasing,

Echo through thy dwelling place.

CC*^ Oh thou Fount of every blessing.

boi (660)

1 THOU Fount of every blessing !

Tune my heart to sing thy grace

;

Streams of mercy, never ceasing.

Call for songs of loudest praise.

2 Teach me ever to adore thee,

May I still thy goodness prove,

While the hope of endless glory

Fills my heart with joy and love,

3 Here I'll raise my Ebenezer,

Hither by thy help I've come.

And I hope, by thy good pleasure,

Safely to arrive at home.

4 Jesus sought me when a stranger,

Wand'ring from thy fold, Grod !

He to rescue me from danger,

Interposed his precious blood.

5 Oh ! to grace how great a debtor

Daily I'm constrained to be I

Let thy goodness, like a fetter.

Bind me closer still to thee !

6 Never let me wander from thee
;

Never leave thee whom I love
;

By thy Word and Spirit guide me,

Till I reach thy courts above.

663.
''"''

(1321)

1 Hear my prayer, heavenly Father,

Ere I lay me down to sleep :

Bid thy angels, pure and holy,

Round my bed their vigil keep.

2 Great my sins are, but thy mercy

Far outweighs them every one
;

Down before thy cross I cast them,

Trusting in thy help alone.

3 Keep me through this night of peril,

Underneath its boundless shade :

Take me to thy rest, I pray thee.

When my pilgrimage is made.
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THE SUN-BHIGHT CLIME.

1 Have you heard,have you heard of that siiu-bright clin)e,Uiidimmed by .sorrow,unhurt by time; Where age hath no
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power o'er the fadeless frame, Where the eye is fire, and the heart is flame—Have you heard of that sun-bright clime?
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Tht sun-bright clime.

ai62)

2 A RIVER of water gushes there,

'Mid flowers of beauty strangely fair,

And a thousand wings are hovering o'er,

The dazzling wave and the golden shore,

That are seen in that sun-bright clime.

3 Millions of forms, all clothed in white.

In garments of beauty, clear and bright,

There dwell in their own immortal bowers.

'Mid fadeless hues of countless flowers.

That bloom in that sun-bright clime.

4 Ear hath not heard, and eye hath not seen,

Their swelling songs, and their changeless sheen
j

Their ensigns are waving, their banners unfurl.

O'er jasper walls and gates of pearl,

That are fixed in that sun-bright clime.

5 But far, far away is that sinless clime,

Undiumied by sorrow, unhurt by time
;

Where, amid all things bright and fair, is given,

The home of the just, and its name is heaven

—

The name of that sun-bright clime.

6 Friends I have there who have gone on before.

They are tuning their harps on that golden shore

They are standing around the great white throne,

They are looking out for me to come.

To dwell in that sun-bright clime.

7 Happy the time when we all shall meet.

To sing and kneel at the Saviour's feet,

To praise his name forever more.

And forever range that blissful shore

—

The shore of that sun-bright clime.
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BEAUTIFUL ZION.

I

Beautiful Zion,built a-bove—Beautiful cit-y, that I love ; Beautiful gates ofpearly
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white; Beautiful temple,(jrod is
He who was slain on Cal - va- ry )
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7A - on, Zi-on, love - ly Zi-on, Beau- ti-ful Zion, cit- y of our God.
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Beautiful Zion.

Psalm 50 : 2. (1157)665.
L Beautiful Zion, built above

—

Beautiful city, that I love

;

Beautiful gates of pearly white
;

Beautiful temple—God is light

!

He who was slain on Calvary

Opens those pearly gates to me.

Beautiful heaven, where all is light;

Beautiful angels, clothed in white;

Beautiful strains that never tire.

Beautiful harps through all the choir :

There shall I join the chorus sweet,

Worshiping at the Saviour's feet.

Beautiful crowns on every brow.

Beautiful palms the conquerors show,

Beautiful robes the ransomed wear,

Beautiful all who enter there !

Thither I press with eager feet

;

There shall my rest be long and sweet.

Beautiful throne for Christ our King,
Beautiful songs the angels sing.

Beautiful rest—all wanderings cease

—

Beautiful home of perfect peace
;

There shall my eyes the Saviour see :

Haste to this heavenly home with me.

666,

[Tune Clabksville, page 237.

J

Excellency of Christ,

(1324)

1 O YOU immortal throng

Of angels round the throne.

Join with our feeble song

To make our Saviour known :

On earth you knew his wondrous grace

;

In heaven you view his bounteous face.

2 You saw the heavenly child

In human flesh arrayed,

All innocent and mild.

While in a manger laid

;

And praise to God, and peace on earth,

Proclaimed aloud, for such a birth.

3 You in the wilderness

Beheld the tempter spoiled,

Well known in ev'ry dress,

In every combat foiled :

And joyed to crown the Victor's head,

Before his frown when Satan fled.

4 Around the bloody tree

You pressed with strong desire,

That wondrous sight to see

—

The Lord of Life expire !

And could your eyes have known a tear,

In sad surprise had dropped it there.
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5 Around his sacred tomb
A willing watch you keep,

Till the blest moment come

To rouse him from his sleep;

Then rolled the stone, and all adored

With joy unknown, our rising Lord.

6 When, all arrayed in light,

The shining Conqueror rode.

You hailed his rapturous flight

CLARKSVILLE. H. M.

Up to the throne of God
;

Your golden wings you waved around,
And struck your strings of sweetest sound.

The warbling notes pursue.

And louder anthems raise.

While mortals sing with you
Their own Redeemer's praise.

And you, my heart, with equal flame,

Perform your part with joy the same.
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Lord of the worlds a - bove.

The dwellings of thy love,
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(714)
fiftT Longing for the house of God.

. Lord of the worlds above,

How pleasant and how fair

The dwellings of thy love.

Thy earthly temples, are !

To thy abode my heart aspires.

With warm desires to see my God.

! 0, happy souls, who pray

Where God appoints to hear !

0, happy men, who pay

Their constant service there !

They praise thee still ; and happy they

Who love the way to Zion's hill.

I They go from strength to strength,

Through this dark vale of tears,

Till each arrives at length.

Till each in heaven appears

:

O glorious seat, when God, our King,

Shall thither brinsj our willincr feet.

A birthday hymn.

1 God of my life, to thee

My cheerful soul I raise,

Thy goodness bade me be,

(1174)

And still prolongs my days :

I see my natal hour return.

And bless the day that I was born.

Though but a child of earth,

I glorify thy name.

From whence alone my birth,

And all my blessing came

;

Creating and preserving grace

Let all that is within me praise.

My soul and all its powers.

Thine, wholly thine shall be;

All, all my happy hours

I consecrate to thee

;

Whate'er I have, whate'er I am,

Shall magnify my Maker's name.

Long as I live beneath,

To thee, O let me live,

To thee my every breath

In thanks and blessings give;

Me to thine image. Lord, restore,

And I shall praise thee evermore
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WOODWORTH. L, M.
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Shake off dull sloth, and joy-ful rise To pay thy morning sac - ri - fice.
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^^O -'^ Mominff invocation.
\J\JO, (1181)

1 Awake, my soul ! and with the sun
Thy daily course of duty run

;

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise

To pay thy morning sacrifice.

2 Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart

!

And with the angels bear thy part,

Who, all night long, unwearied sing

Glory to the eternal King.

3 Glory to thee, who safe hast kept.

And hast refreshed me, while I slept

:

Grant, Lord ' when I from death shall

I may of endless life partake. [wake,

4 Lora ! I my vows to thee renew

;

Scatter my sins as morning dew;
Guard my first springs ofthought and will,

And with thyself my spirit fill.

Hrrri " Jhave set the Lord always before me."

D<U. P8ALMXVi:8. (1178)

1 Forth in thy name, Lord ! I go,

My daily labors to pursue

;

Thee, only thee, resolved to know
In all I think, or speak, or do.

2 Thee will I set at my right hand,

Whose eyes mine inmost substance see,

And labor on at thy command.
And offer all my works to thee.

3 For thee delightfully employ [given,

Whate'er thy bounteous grace hath

And run my course with constant joy.

And closely walk with thee to heaven.

f* rr-j " Be thou in the fear of the Lord."
Oil. Prov. 23 : 17. (1179)

1 God of the morning, at whose voice

The cheerful sun makes haste to rise,

And, like a giant, doth rejoice

To run his journey through the skies !

2 0, like the sun, may I fulfill

The appointed duties of the day

;

With ready mind, and active will,

March on and keep my heavenly way.

" Burn thereon srveet incense."

Exodus 30: 7. (1180)672.
1 I PRAISE thy name, O God of Light,

For rest and safety through the night;

Beneath thy wing securely kept,

I closed my eyes and sweetly slept.

2 Redeemed from weariness, I ri.se

To greet the light with cheerful eyes,

And with the birds on joyful wing.

My soul would rise, and sweetly sing.

3 I thank thee. Lord, for all thy care.

For all the blessings that I share

—

Life, reason.health, and home,and friends,

And every gift thy goodness sends.

4 let me never, never cease

To cherish trust and thankfulness :

From thee, thou Maker of my frame.

Each undeserved blessing came.

5 As numberless as stars of heaven,

Are the rich bounties thou hast given

;

And fresh as dews, and sweet as flowers.

The love that smiles on all my hours.
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ROCKINGHAM. L, M.
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Thus far the Lord has led me on
;

Thus far his power prolongs my days;

And every evening shall make known,

Some fresh memorial of his grace.

Much of my time has run to waste,

And I, perhaps am near my home

;

But he forgives my follies past

;

He gives me strength for days to come.

I lay my body down to sleep

;

Peace is the pillow for my head

;

While well-appointed angels keep

Their watchful stations round my bed.

Thus, when the night of death shall come,

My flesh shall rest beneath the ground.

And wait thy voice to rouse my tomb.

With sweet salvation in the sound.

CV^ A " Hide me under the. shadow of thy wings."
U / ^t. Psalm xvii : 8. (1189)

1 Glory to thee, ir.y God, this night,

For all the blessings of the light

;

Keep me. Oh keep me, King of kings.

Beneath thine own almighty wings.

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,
The ill which I this day have done

;

^J'hat with the world, myself, and thee,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread
The grave as little as my bed

;

Teach me to die that so I may
Rise glorious at thy judgment-day.

4 Oh let my soul on thee repose.

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close

;

Sleep,which shall me more vigorous make,
To serve my God when I awake.

' The mereii's of God."
Rom. xii : 2.U / D. Rom. xii: 2. (1306)

1 My God, how endless is thy love !

Thy gifts are every evening new
;

And morning mercies, from above.

Gently distill like early dew.

2 Thou spreadst the curtains of the night,

Great Guardian of my sleeping hours
Thy sovereign word restores the light.

And quickens all my drowsy powers.

3 I yield my powers to thy command
;

To thee I consecrate my days

;

Perpetual blessings from thy hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.

CX^^Ci " They are new every mominq."
D/D, Lam. iii:23. (1176)

1 New every morning is the love

'

Our wakening and uprising prove :

Through sleep and darkness safely

brought.

Restored to life, and powei , and thought.

2 New mercies, each returning day.

Hover around us while we pray
;

New perils past, new sins forgiven, [ven.

New thoughts of God, new hopes of hea-

3 Old friends, old scenes will lovelier be
As more of heaven in each we see

;

Some softening gleam of love and prayer

Shall dawn on every cross and care.
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STOCKWELIi. 8s & 7s.
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While I was musing."
Psalm xxxix ; 3.

r-

(1204)

Oh ! the lost, the unforgotten,

Though the world be oft forgot

;

Oh ! the shrouded and the lonely

—

In our hearts they perish not.

Living in the silent hours,

Where our spirits only blend,

They, unlinked with earthly trouble,

We, still hoping for its end.

How such holy memories cluster,

Like the stars when storms are past

;

Pointing up to that far heaven

We may hope to gain at last.

" Abide with us."

(1203)678.

Tarry with me, Oh my Saviour

!

For the day is passing by
;

See, the shades of evening gather,

And the night is drawing nigh.

Many friends were gathered round me
In the bright days of the past

;

But the grave has closed above them,

And I linger here at last.

Deeper, deeper grow the shadows

;

Paler now the glowing west

;

Swift the night of death advances
;

Shall it be the night of rest ?

Feeble, trembling, fainting, dying.

Lord, I cast myself on thee;

Tarry with me through the darkness !

While I sleep, still watch bv me.

:rt^:
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5 Tarry with me, Oh my Saviour

!

Lay my head upon thy breast

Till the morning; then awake me

—

Morning of eternal rest

!

fi'yrx Saviour! breathe an evening blessing.

t) / y. (1202)

1 Saviour ! breathe an evening blessing.

Ere repose our eyelids seal
;

Sin and want we come confessing
;

'l^hou canst save, and thou canst heal.

2 Though destruction walks around us,

Though the arrows past us fly,

Angel-guards from thee surround us

—

We are safe if thou art nigh.

3 Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkaess can not hide from thee :

Thou art he who, never weary,

Watcheth where thy people be.

4 Should swift death this night o'ertake us,

And our couch become our tomb.

May the morn in heaven awake us,

Clad in bright and deathless bloom.

dGCi Apostolic benediction.

OOU.
"^

(752)

1 May the grace of Christ our Saviour,

And the Father's boundless love,

With the Holy Spirit's favor.

Rest upon us from above.

2 Thus may we abide in union

With each other and the Lord
;

And possess, in sweet communion,
Joys which earth can not afford.
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/?01 -A child's prayer.

OOI. (1207)

1 Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me
;

Bless thy little lamb to-nijzht

:

Through the darkness be thou near me

;

Keep me safe till morning light.

2 All this day thy hand has led me,

And I thank thee for thy care
;

Thou hast clothed nie. warmed me, fed me.

Listen to uiy evening prayer !

3 May my sins be all forgiven

;

Bless the friends I love so well

;

Take me. when I die, to Heaven,

Happy there with thee to dwell.

/?QO " •f''""* "'v youth up."

Oo-O. Matt. ; xix 20. (1218)

1 Lord, a little band, and lowly,

We are come to sing to thee

;

Thou art great, and high, and holy,

Oh how solemn should we be

!

2 Fill our hearts with thoughts of Jesus,

And of heaven, where he is gone
;

And let nothing ever please us

He would grieve to look upon.

3 For we know the Lord of glory

Always sees what children do,

And is writing now the story

Of our thoughts and actions too.

4 Let our sins be all forgiven
;

Make ns fear whate'er is wrong
j

Lead us on our way to heaven,

There to sing a nobler song.

r*OO " Give me thy heart."

DOO (1219)

1 Take my heart. Oh Father ! mold it

In obedience to thy will
;

And as ripening years unfold it,

Keep it true and childlike still.

2 Father, keep it pure and lowly,

Strong and brave, yet free from strife,

Turning from the paths unholy
Of a vain or sinful life.

3 Ever let thy might surround it

;

Strengthen it with power divine
;

Till thy cords of love have bound it,

Father, wholly unto thine.

/?O /j " nach me to number my dayi."

1 See the leaves around us falling,

Dry and withered to the ground

;

Thus t/1 thoughtless mortals calling,

In a sad and solemn sound :

—

16

2 " Sons of Adam, once in Eden,

"When like him, ye blighted fell,

Hear the lesson we are reading,

'Tis alas ! the truth we tell.

3 Youth, on length of days presuming.

Who the paths of pleasure tread.

View us, late in beauty blooming.

Numbered now among the dead.

4 Though as yet no losses grieve you.

Gay with health and many a grace,

Let no cloudless skies deceive you;
Summer gives to autumn place.

5 Yearly in our course appearing.

Messengers of shortest stay.

Thus we preach in mortal hearing

—

Ye, like us, shall pass away."

6 On the tree of life eternal.

Oh, let all our hopes be laid

!

This alone, forever vernal.

Bears a leaf that shall not fade.

HQ^ Qui< you like, men : be strnng. (1277)
UOt/, Tn.NK, WiLMOT. pg. 22. 1 Cor. xvi: 13.

1 We are living, we are dwelling

In a grand and awful time

In an age on ages telling

:

To be living is sublime.

2 Hark ! the onset ! will ye fold your

Faith-clad arms in lazy lock?

Up ! 0, up! thou drowsy soldier;

Worlds are charging to the shock.

3 Worlds are charging, heaven beholding;

Thou hast but an hour to fight;

Now, the blazoned cross unfolding,

On ! right onward for the right.

4 On ! let all the soul within you

For the truth's sake go abroad

:

Strike ! let every nerve and sinew

Tell on ages—tell for God.

£?O /;? The talutatum ofpeace.
OOO. (750)

1 Peace be to this congregation !

Peace to every heart therein !

Peace, the earnest of salvation.

Peace, the fruit of conquered sin
;

2 Peace, that speaks the heavenly Giver,

Peace to worldly minds unknown.
Peace, that floweth, as a river,

From the eternal Source alone.
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KENAN. 7s.
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Lord ! I
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would commune with thee.

II III
/JQ'7' " Soflly, 7U310, the light of day."Do / . (1199)

1 Softly, now, the light of day
Fades upon my sight away

;

Free from care, from labor free,

Lord, I would commune with thee

!

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye

Naught escapes without, within,

Pardon each infirmity

Open fault, and secret sin.

3 Thou who, sinless, yet hast known
All of man*s infirmity

;

Now from thine eternal throne,

Jesus, look with pitying eye.

4 Soon, for me, the light of day
Shall forever pass away

;

Thenf from sin and sorrow free.

Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee.

/^ Q Q Psalm 3 : 5.

DOO. (1187)
1 Tiiou that dost my life prolong.

Kindly aid my morning song;

Thankful let my offerings rise

To the God that rules the skies.

2 Gently, with the dawning ray,

On my soul thy beams display;

Sweeter than the smiling morn,
Let thy cheering light return.

/*QQ " My voice shall thou hear in the mnmizifi."
UOJ7. P;iAl,M5:3. (1186)

1 Now the shades of night are gone

;

Now the morning light is come;
Lord, may I be thine today—
Drive the shades of sin away.

2 Fill my soul with heavenly light.

Banish doubt, and cleanse my sight;

=t==.t:
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In thy service. Lord, to-day,

Help me labor, help me pray.

Keep my haughty passions bound-
Save me from my foes around;
Going out and coming in.

Keep me safe from every sin.

When my work of life is past,

! receive me then at last

!

When I reach the heavenly shore,

Night of sin will be no more.

£?QO " Hymn for thanksgiving."DaU (1244)
1 For thy mercy and thy grace.

Faithful through another year,

Hear our song of thankfulness.

Father, and Redeemer, hear !

2 In our weakness and distress.

Rock of strength ! be thou our stay !

In the pathless wilderness

Be our true and living way

!

3 Who of us death's awful road

In the coming year shall tread ?

With thy rod and staff, God

!

Comfort thou his dying head !

4 Keep us faithful, keep us pure,

Keep us evermore thine own !

Help ! help us to endure !

Fit us for the promised crown !

5 So, within thy palace gate,

We shall praise, on golden strings,

Thee, the only Potentate,

Lord of Lords, and King of kings
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HOMEWARD BOUND. 8s & 7s, with chorus.

1 i 1

^ >
leward-1 We art- on the o - cean sail - ing, Ilomeward-bound we swift- ly glide; We hpc out m tlie

m-t-.^^-^'^-^'

Chi/rus.

o ceau sail - ing, To a home be • yond the tide. All the. storms will sunn be o- ver, Then we'll

.^3:fl^-«
iiii

an-chor in the har - bar. H'e arf CfU< on /Ac o - cean sail - ing. To a home be-yoml Vie tide.

Eim^m
/ • / \ 1 ire are on <fte ocean sailing.

oyi. (313)

2 MlLLiON-s now are safely landed

Over on the golden shore
;

Millinns more are on their journey,

Yet there's room for millions more.

3 Come on board. Oh ship for glory,

Be in haste make up your mind,

For our vessel's weighing anchor

—

You will soon be left behind.

4 You have kindred over yonder.

On that bright and happy shore;

By and by we'll swell the number,

When the toils of life are o'er.

5 Spread your sails, while heavenly breezes

Gently waft our ve.ssel on
;

All on board are sweetly singing
;

Free salvation is the .song.

6 When we all are safely landed,

Over on the .^.hining shore,

We will walk about the city.

And we'll sing for evermore.

All the atonriH of Ufv are over.

Landed In the port of (jlurj/ :

Now no more on the ocean sailing—
Safe at home beyond the tide.

/?Q i ) Shall we metl beyond the river.

1 Shall we meet beyond the river,

Where the surges cease to roll.

Where in all the bright forever,

Sorrow ne'er shall press the soul.

2 Shall we meet in that blest harbor;

With our stormy voyage o'er?

Shall we meet and cast the anchor,

By the fair celestial shore ?

3 Shall we meet in yonder city,

^\"here the towers of crystal shine.

Where the walls are all of jasper,

Built by workmanship divine ?

4 Where the music of the ransomed
Rolls its harmony around.

And creation swells the choi-us.

With its sweet melodiou-s sound ?

5 Shall we meet with many a loved one.

That was torn from our embrace?
Shall we listen to their voices,

And behold them face to face ?

6 Shall we meet with Christ our Saviour,

When he comes to claim his own ?

Shall we know his blessed favor.

And sit down upon his throne ?
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SILOAM.
With jjentlrness

C. M.

C-
i

lo - am's sha - dy rill How fair the

?=a:i: -6^-

lil y grows

!

t=t:i::^==ii:

F:g=f

-^^j—*—!--^--3"*-Fg-::^=JF:zqz=:q--T-g:
*=E.^=izE:^=:zi:*.Eg: r Hiii^liiiili
How sweet the breath, be - neath the hill, Of Shar - on's dew - y rose

!

f*f\0 B'l c<">? Siloam^s shady rill.

y)VD, (1211)

1 By cool Siloam's shady rill

How fair the lily grows I

How sweet the breath, beneath the hill,

Of Sharon's dewy rose !

2 Lo ! such the child, whose early feet

The paths of peace have trod.

Whose secret heart with influence sweet

Is upward drawn to God.

3 By cool Siloaui's shady rill

The lily must decay
;

The rose that blooms beneath the hill,

Must shortly fade away.

4 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour

Of man's maturer age

Will shake the soul with sorrow's power,

And stormy passions rage.

5 Oh, thou, who givest life and breath,

We seek thy grace alone,

In childhood, manhood, age and death.

To keep us still thine own.

^M J /I Death of a child.
\}V^» (1062)

1 She was the music of our home,

A day that knew no night,

The fragrance of our garden bower,

A thing all smiles and light.

2 Above the couch we bent and prayed

In the half-lighted room.

As the bright hues of infant life

Sank slowly into gloom.

3 The form remained ; but there was now
No soul our love to share

;

Farewell, with weeping hearts we said,

Child of our love and care.

4 But years are moving quickly past,

And time will soon be o'er;

Death shall be swallowed up of life

On the immortal shore.

byO, PsAtMxc:12. (1240)

1 And now, my soul, another year

Of thy short life is past

;

I can not long continue here,

And this may be my last.

2 Much of my hasty life is gone,

Nor will return again :

And swift my passing moments run,

The few that yet remain.

3 Awake, my soul ; with utmost care

Thy true condition learn :

What are thy hopes ? how sure ? how
What is thy great concern ? [fair?

4 Behold, another year begins

;

Set out afresh for heaven
;

Seek pardon for thy former sins,

In Christ so freely given.

5 Devoutly yield thyself to God,

And on his grace depend
;

With zeal pursue the heavenly road,

Nor doubt a happy end.
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t^Cm A child's prayer.
byo. ^

(1212)

1 Dear Jesus ! ever at my side,

How loving must thou be,

To leave thy home in heaven, to guard
A little child like me.

2 Thy beautiful and shining face

I see not, though so near

;

The sweetness of thy soft low voice,

I am too deaf to hear.

3 I cannot feel thee touch my hand
With pressure light and mild,

To check me as my mother did

When I was but a child.

4 But I have felt thee in my thoughts,

Fighting with sin for me
;

And when my heart loves God, I know
The sweetness is from thee.

5 And when, dear Saviour ! I kneel down.

Morning and night to prayer,

Something there is within my heart

Which tells me thou art there.

6 Yes I when I pray, thou prayest too

—

Thy prayer is all for me
;

But when I sleep thou sleepest not,

But watchest patiently.

CCVy " Restore such a ont."

D«7 / . Gal. 6: 1. (490)

1 Think gently of the erring one !

0, let us not forget.

However darkly stained by sin,

He is our brother yet.

'Z Heir of the same inheritance.

Child of the self-same God,

He hath but stumbled in the path

We have in weakness trod.

3 Speak gently to the erring ones !

We yet may lead them back,

With holy words and tones of love,

From misery's thorny track.

4 Forget not, brother, thou hast sinned,

And sinful yet may be :

Deal gently with the erring hear*

As God hath dealt with thee.

/»QO Speak gently.

1 Speak gently ! it is better far,

To rule by love than fear
;

Speak gently I let not harsh words mar,

The good we might do here.

2 Speak gently ! love doth whisper low

The vows that true hearts bind
;

And gently friendship's accents flow

—

Aff'ection's voice is kind.

3 Speak gently to the little child.

Its love be sure to gain
;

Teach it in accents soft and mild

—

It may not long remain.

4 Speak gently to the young, for they

Will have enough to beur

;

Pass through this life as best they may,

'Tis full of anxious care.

5 Speak gently to the aged one,

Grieve not the care-worn heart
;

The sands of life are nearly run,

Let such in peace depart.

6 Speak gently, kindly to the poor,

Let no harsh tone be heard
;

They have enough they must endure,

Without one unkind word.

Speak gently to the erring—know
They may have toiled in vain

;

Perhaps unkindness made them soj

Oh win them back again.

8 Speak gently ! 'tis a little thing

Dropped in the heart's deep well

;

The good, the joy which it may bring,

Eternity may tell.

/1»QQ Hope in the promise.

1 My Father ! to thy mercy-seat,

My soul for shelter flies
;

'Tis here I find a safe retreat,

When storms and tempests rise.

2 My cheerful hope can never die.

If thou, my God, art near
;

Thy grace can raise my comforts high,

And banish every fear.

3 My great Proctector and my Lord,

Thy constant aid impart

;

And let thy kind, thy gracious word
Sustain my trembling heart.

Oh never let my soul remove

From this divine retreat

;

Still let me trust thy power and love,

Before thy mercy-seat.

[These bymas may be sung to Ohiola. Page 112. ""



246 Ho m e Youth and Age.

TEMPERANCE.
^Earnestly.

8s & 7s. double.

1 On - ly wait - ing till the shad - ows
On - ly wait - ing till the glim - mer

. c. Till the stars of heaven are breaking

m \ ^ . ' m -^- -^- -f^

-^z --^—mm
Are a lit - tie Ion - ger grown
Of the day's last beam is flow

Thro' the twi - light soft and gray
-^- -m. -^
:t:

i:=f;

-^^
:t:

—!• »-l-S—=--•] 1* •
-r=t=i±:f==*i=t:—r= 3^

-h- :t=*:

Till the niffht of earth is fad - ed From the heart once full of

-(•. .(?. ^, . jft. ^. .p.

day;

•^/^/^ 0«/y waiting.
I yJU, (1226)

2 Only waiting till the reapers

Have the last sheaf gathered home
;

For the summer time is faded,

And the autumn winds have come.

Quickly, reapers, gather quickly

The last ripe hours of my heart,

For the bloom of life is withered,

And I hasten to depart.

3 Only waiting till the shadows
Are a little longer grown •

Only waiting till the glimmer

Of the day's last beam is flown
;

Then, from out the gathered darkness.

Holy, deathless stars shall rise,

By whose light my soul shall gladly

Tread its pathway to the skies.

To 1 " Suffer little children to cnme unto me."
IVI, Matt. xix:14. (1074)

1 'J'hey are going—only going

—

Jesus called them long ago
;

All the wintry time they're passing

Softly as the falling snow.

When the violets in the spring-time

Catch the azure of the sky.

They are carried out to slumber

Sweetly where the violets lie.

2 They are going—only going

—

When with summer earth is dressed,

In their cold hands holding roses

Folded to each silent breast

;

When the autumn hangs red banners
Out above the harvest sheaves,

They are going—ever going

—

Thick and fast like falling leaves.

All along the mighty ages,

All adown the solemn time.

They have taken up their homeward
March to that serener clime.

Where the watching, waiting angels

Lead them from the shadow dim,

To the brightness of his presence

Who has called them unto him.

They are going—only going

—

Out of pain and into bliss

—

Out of sad and sinful weakness

Into perfect holiness.

Snowy brows—no care shall shade them
;

Bright eyes—tears shall never dim
j

Rosy lips—no time shall fade them :

Jesus called them unto him.

Little hearts for ever stainless

—

Little hands as pure as they

—

Little feet by angels guided

Never a forbidden way !

They are going—ever going

—

Leaving many a lonely spot;

But 'tis Jesus who has called them

—

Suffer and forbid them not.



Times and Seasons. Prayer. 247

GO, "WATCH AND PRAY. C. H. M.

Go watch and pray! thou can'Bt not tell How near thine hour may be; Thou can'st not know how goon the bell

^fe
» , fS -^ I* *

I

<= g • „ ^ *—*-

T-T

Slay toll its notes for thee. Death's countless snares beset thy way; Frail child of dust, go watch and pray.

l^-g-^ I
* * I

* ^ 0*0 ^^^^^w '^ w 1—

r

I I I

^C\C% " Watch and pray.''

/U2, (1224)

1 Go watch and pray ; thou canst not tell

How near thine hour may be
;

Thou canst not know how soon the bell

May toll its notes for thee :

Death's countless snares beset thy way;

Frail child of dust, go watch and pray.

2 Fond youth, while free from blighting

Does thy firm pulse beat high ? [care,

Do hope's glad visions, bright and fair,

Dilate before thine eye r*

Soon these must change, and pass away
;

Frail child of dust, go watch and pray.

3 Thou aged man, life's wintry storm

Hath seared thy vernal bloom
;

With trembling limbs, and wasting form,

Thou'rt bending o'er thy tomb :

And can vain hope lead thee astray?

Go, weary pilgrim, watch and pray.

4 Ambition, stop thy panting breath :

Pride, sink thy lifted eye !

Behold the caverns, dark with death,

Before you open lie :

The heavenly warning now obey;

Ye sons of pride, go watch and pray.

'^CiQ Omie, let us pray.
I yJO, (569)

1 Come, let us pray : 'tis sweet to feel

That God himself is near;

That, while we at his footstool kneel,

His mercy deigns to hear :

Though sorrows cloud life's dreary way.
This is our solace—let us pray.

2 Come, let us pray : the burning brow,

The heart oppressed with care,

And all the woes that throng us now,

Will be relieved by prayer,

Jesus will smile our griefs away
;

Oh, glorious thought, come, let us pray.

Come, let us pray : the mercy-seat

Invites the fervent prayer,

And Jesus ready stands to greet

The contrite spirit there :

Oh, loiter not, nor longer stay

From him who loves us ; let us pray.

[Tune, Temperance, 246.]

' 1 have led thee in right paths."
Pbov. iv : 11. (922)704,

. Oh how kindly thou hast led me,
Heavenly Father, day by day !

Found my dwelling, clothed and fed me,

Furnished friends to cheer my way !

Didst thou bless me, didst thou chasten,

With thy smile, or with thy rod,

'Twas that still my step might hasten

Homeward, heavenward, to my God.

2 Oh how slowly have I often

Followed where thy hand would draw !

How thy kindness failed to soften !

How thy chastening failed to awe!

Make me for thy rest more ready

As thy path is longer trod
;

Keep me in thy friendship steady,

Till thou call me home, my God 1
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EVENING HYMN.

"yCipk " Abide with me.
I yJU, (1227)

1 Abide with me ! fast falls the
|
even-

|
tide

;

The darkness thickens ; Lord ! with
|
me a-

|
bide

!

When other helpers fail, and
|
comforts

|
flee,

Help of the helpless ! O a-
|
bide with

|
me 1

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life's
|
little

|
day

;

Earth's joys grow dim, its glories
|

pass a-
|
way;

Change and decay in all a-
|
round I

|
see

;

thou who changest not ! a-
|
bide with

|
me.

3 I need thy presence every
|

passing
|
hour;

What but thy grace can foil the
|
tempter's

|

power ?

Who like thyself my guide and
|
stay can

|
be ?

Through cloud and sunshine, a-
|
bide with

|
me

!

4 Hold thou thy cross before my
|
closing

|
eyes ; ,

Shine through the gloom, and point me
|
to the

|
skies;

Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain
|
shadows

|
flee;

In life, in death, Lord ! a- I bide with I me.—Amen.

HASTE, TBAVELEB, HASTE.
FINE.

Haste, traveler, haste.

^~—|^=Em

706.
'"'°'

1 Haste, traveler, haste !
|
the night comes on,

And many a shining
|
hour is

|

gone;

The storm is gathering in the west,

And thou art
|
far from

|
home and

|
rest.

2 Haste, traveler, haste !
|
the rising tempest sweeps the sky,

The rains descend, the
|
winds are

|
high;

The waters swell, and death and fear

Beset thy
|

path—no
|
refuge

|
near.

3 Haste, traveler, haste !
|

yes, a shelter you may gain

—

A covert from the
|
wind ana

|
rain,

A hiding place, a rest, a home

—

A refuge
|
from the

|
wrath to

|
come.

4 Haste, traveler, haste !
[
then linger not in all the plain,

Flee for thy life, the
|
mountain

|

gain;

Look not behind, make no delay,

0, speed thee,
|
speed thee

|
on thy

|
way.
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HENLEY. lis & 10s.

Come unto nic when shadows darkly gather,When the sad heart is weary and distrest,

Seeking for comfort from your heavenly Father,Come unto me, and I will give you vest!

O/'k'/' " Cmne unto me."
tyj { , (1228)

1 Come unto me when shadows darkly gather,

When the sad heart is weary and distrest,

Seeking for comfort from your heavenly Father,

Come unto me, and I will give you rest

!

2 Ye who have mourned when the spring flowers were taken

;

When the ripe fruit fell richly to the ground.

When the loved slept, in brighter homes to waken.
Where their pale brows with spirit-wreaths are crowned.

3 Large are the mansions in thy Father's dwelling,

Glad are the homes that sorrows never dim;
Sweet are the harps in holy music swelling.

Soft are the tones which raise the heavenly hymn.

4 There, like an Eden, blossoming in gladness,

Bloom the fair flowers the earth too rudely pressed

;

Come unto me, all ye who droop in sadness,

Come unto me, and I will give you rest.

•^AQ " Sorrowful, yet always rejoicing."
iy''<^» (1031)

1 We will not weep, for God is standing by us.

And tears will blind us to the blessM sight;

We will not doubt, if darkness still doth try us;

Our souls have promise of serenest light.

2 We will not faint, if heavy burdens bend us;

They press no harder than our souls can bear;

The thorniest way is lying still behind us;

We shall be braver for the past despair.

3 not in doubt shall be our journey's ending;
Sin with its fears, ^hall leave us at the last;

All its best hopes in glad fulfilment blending.

Life shall be with us more when death is past.

4 Help us, Father ! when the world is pressing

On our frail hearts, that faint without their friend;

Help us, O Father! let thy constant blessing

Strengthen our weakness, till the joyful end.
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.

ELTHAM.

Je - sus, Sav - iour all di - vine, Hast thou made me tru - ly thine?

Hast thou bought me by thy blood? Kec-on - ciled my heart to God?
D. c. Let me love thee more and more, Till I reach heaven's blissful shore.

1^
_<C2_

^—---zi-

Let me thine

cit:

:f=r:

own image bear
I

:t:

t:=t
-<s'-

" 3Via< / maj/ win Citrist."

Phil, iii: 8.709.
1 Jesus, Saviour all divine,

Hast thou made me truly thine ?

Hast thou bought me by blood ?

Reconciled my heart to God ?

Hearken to my tender prayer,

Let me thine own image bear

;

Let me love thee more and more,

Till I reach heaven's blissful shore

2 Thou canst fit me by thy grace

For the heavenly dwelling-place
j

All thy promises are sure.

Ever shall thy love endure

;

Then what more could I desire,

How to greater bliss aspire ?

All I need, in thee I see.

Thou art all in all to me.

•^1 /^ " They restfrom tlieir labors."

I 1\J, Rev. xiv: 13.

1 High in yonder realms of light,

Dwell the raptured saints above;

Far beyond our feeble sight,

Happy in Immanuel's love :

Once they knew, like us below.

Pilgrims in this vale of tears.

Torturing pain and heavy woe.

Gloomy doubts, distressing fears.

2 'Mid the chorus of the skies,

'Mid the angelic lyres above.

Hark, their songs melodious rise.

Songs of praise to Jesus' love !

Happy spirits, ye are fled

Where no grief can entrance find

Lulled to rest the aching head.

Soothed the anguish of the mind.

(990)

(1138)

3 All is tranquil and serene,

Calm and undisturbed repose

;

There no cloud can intervene.

There no angry tempest blows
;

Every tear is wiped away,

Sighs no more shall heave the breast,

Night is lost in endless day.

Sorrow—in eternal rest.

*^ 1 1 All below is but a dream.
ill, (1243)

1 While with ceaseless course the sun

Hasted through the former year.

Many souls their race have run,

Never more to meet us here.

Fixed in an eternal state.

They have done with all below.

We a little longer wait.

But how little, none can know.

2 As the winged arrow flies

Speedily the mark to find.

As the lightning from the skies

Darts, and leaves no trace behind-

Swiftly thus our fleeting days

Bear us down life's rapid stream

;

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise,

All below is but a dream.

3 Thanks for mercies past receive,

Pardon of our sins renew
;

Teach us henceforth how to live.

With eternity in view
;

Bless thy word to old and young,

Fill us with a Saviour's love

;

When our life's short race is run.

May we dwell with thee above.
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AMERICA. 6s & 4s.

"m^^^s^mm"S "c?-

1 My country ! 'tis of thee, Sweet land of liberty, Of thee I sing ; Laud wliere my

i-H» --• •-H I

—
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fathers died,Land of the pilgrims' pride,From every mountain-side Let Freedom

:zj

- -t^:t:

I I

712.
2

National hymn.
(1251)

My native country ! thee,

Land of the noble free,

Thy name I love
;

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills,

My heart with rapture thrills,

Like that above.

Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song

;

Let mortal tongues awake.

Let all that breathe partake,

Let rocks their silence break,

The sound prolong.

Our fathers' God I to thee.

Author of liberty

!

To thee we sing
;

Long may our land be bright

With freedom's holy light

;

Protect us by thy might.

Great God, our King.

713
' He shall bless thee in the land."

1)EUT. xxviii ; 8.

God bless our native land !

Firm may she ever stand

Through storm and night

;

When the wild tempests rave,

Ruler of wind and wave.
Do thou our country save

By thy great nnght.

For her our prayer shall rise

To God, above the skies
;

On him we wait

:

(1250)

g^Ei=^Es=l:g=^^
Thou who art ever nigh.

Guarding with watchful eye,

To thee aloud we cry,

God save the State !

714. Rev. v: 12, 13.

1 Glory to God on high !

Let heaven and earth reply
;

Praise ye his name
;

His love and grace adore.

Who all our sorrows bore.

And sing for evermore,
" Worthy the Lamb."

2 Ye who surround the throne.

Join cheerfully in one,

Praising his name
;

Ye who have felt his blood

Sealing your peace with God,
Sound his dear name abroad :

" Worthy the Lamb."

3 Join all ye ransomed race.

Our Lord and God to bless

;

Praise ye his namej
In him we will rejoice.

And make a joyful noise.

Shouting with heart and voice,

" Worthy the Lamb."

4 Soon must we change our place
;

Yet will we never cease

Praising his name

;

To him our songs we'll bring.

Hail him our gracious King,

And through all ages sing,

" Wor'thy the Lamb."

(668)
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SIDNEY. c. M.

Come, let us join the hosts a - bove, Now in our young-est days,

-f=2- .(::^ -I*. H«. .C2. j^.

3:^:=

p^rzzzHq
isi: -s:^ iiP

Re-mem-ber our Cre - a - tor's love, And lisp our Fa - ther's praise.

" Out nfthf, mouth of babes."

Psalm viii : i. (1213)715.

1 Come, let us join the hosts above,

Now in our youngest days,

Remember our Creator's love,

And lisp our Father's praise.

2 His Majesty will not despise

The day of feeble things
;

Grateful the songs of children rise,

And please the King of kings.

8 He loves to be remember'd thus.

And honor'd for his grace

;

Out of the mouth of babes like us.

His wisdom perfects praise.

4 Glory to God, and praise, and pow'r,

Honor and thanks be giv'n !

Children and cherubim adore

The Lord of earth and heav'n.

"Vl f\ " ^* Lamb upon the throne shall lead them."

1 Oh spirit freed from earthly care

Rejoice, thy work is done !

The weary world is 'neath thy feet,

Thou brighter than the sun !

2 Awake and breathe the living air

Of our celestial clime !

Awake to love which knows no change,

Thou, who hast done with time

!

3 Awake ! ascend ! Thou art not now
With those of mortal birth :

The living God hath touched thy lips,

Thou who hast doi?3 with earth !

"Tl '7' " ^'^ "* again, God of hosts."

I X I t Psalm Ixxx : 7. (1263)

See, gracious God, before thy throne
Thy mourning people bend

;

'Tis on thy sovereign grace alone

Our humble hopes depend.

2 Dark, frowning judgments from thy hand
Thy dreadful powers display

;

Yet mercy spares this guilty land,

And still we live to pray.

3 Oh, turn us, turn us, mighty Lord,

By t'hy convincing grace;

Then shall our hearts obey thy word,
And humbly seek thy face.

ryi Q Our land.

/ lO. (1265)

1 Lord, while for all mankind we pray,

Of ev'ry clime and coast.

Oh hear us for our native land,

—

The land we love the most.

2 Oh guard our shores from ev'ry foe,

With peace our borders bless.

With prosp'rous times our cities crown.

Our fields with plenteousness.

Unite us in the sacred love

Of knowledge, truth, and thee
;

And let our hills and valleys shout

The songs of liberty.

Lord of the nations, thus to thee

Our country we commend
;

Be thou her refuge and her trust.

Her everlasting friend.
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•WOODSIDE. C. M.

Go, and the Sa - viour's grace proclaim, Ye messengers of God;
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Go, publish through Im- man-uel's name, Sal - vation bought with blood.
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' <?o unto all the world."
Mark 16 : 16.Tiy, Mark 16: 16. (1270)

1 Go. and the Saviour's grace proclaim,

Ye messengers of God
;

Go, publish through ImmanueFs name.
Salvation bought with blood.

2 What though your arduous task may lie

Through regions dark as death

;

What though your faith and zeal to try.

Perils beset your path !

S Yet, with determined courage, go

;

And armed with power divine,

Your God will needful aid bestow.

And on your labors shine.

4 He who has called you to the war
Will recompense your pains;

Before Messiah's conquering car

Mountains shall sink to plains.

5 Shrink not, though earth and hell oppose,

But plead your Master's cause

;

Nor doubt that e'en your migbty foes

Shall bow before his cross.

720.
' BUssed is the people that know."

Psalm 89; 16. (1279)

1 HoAV sweet the gospel trumpet sounds

!

Its notes are grace and love

;

Its echo through the world resounds.
From Jesus' throne above.

2 It tells the weary soul of rest,

The poor of heavenly wealth,

Of joy to heal the mourning breast;

It brings the sin-sick health.

r

3 Its words announce a heavenly feast,

Of water, milk, and wine,

And manna in the wilderness,

Provisions all divine.

4 It speaks of boundless grace, by which
The vilest are forgiven

;

To Christians it proclaims a rich

Inheritance in heaven.

5 To men of high and low degree.

Its message is addressed

;

The Jew and Gentile, bond and free,

Are with its blessings blessed.

" In his temph we speak of his glory "

Psalm 29 • 9. (1303)721.

1 THOU whose own vast temple stands

Built over earth and sea,

Accept the walls that human hands
Have raised to worship thee.

2 Lord, from thine inmost glory send,

Within these courts to bide.

The peace that dwelleth, without end,

Serenely by thy side.

3 May erring minds that worship here,

Be taught the better way;
And they who mourn, and they who fear,

Be strengthened as they pray.

4 May faith grow firm, and love grow warm,
And pure devotion rise.

While round these hallowed walls the

Of earth-born passion dies. [storm
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GRIGGSTOWN.
Bold uvd spirited.

8s. & 78. Double.

sky; I
way.
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Send it where the pilgrim stran-g&r

t^—^-
»700 Onward!
I -OZ, (1275)

L Onward, onward, men of heaven !

Bear the gospel banner high;

Rest not till its light is given

—

Star of every pagan sky

;

Send it where the pilgrim stranger

Faints beneath the torrid ray;

Bid the hearty forest ranger

Hail it ere he fades away.

J Where the Arctic ocean thunders,

Where the tropics fiercely glow,

Broadly spread its page of wonders,

Brightly bid its radiance flow

;

India marks its luster stealing
;

Shivering Greenland loves its rays,

Afric, 'mid her deserts kneeling.

Lifts the untaught strain of praise.

} Rude in speech, or wild in feature,

Dark in spirit, though they be.

Show that light to every creature

—

Prince or vassal, bond or free :

Lo ! they haste to every nation
;

Host on host the ranks supply

:

Onward ! Christ is your salvation,

And your death is victory.

rrOQ " Forgetting the things that are behind."

i Lo, Vhil. 3. 13. (885)

1 Onward, Christian, though the region

Where thou art be drear and lone,

God hath set a guardian legion

Very near thee—press thou on !

2 Listen, Christian, their hosanna
Rolleth o'er thee—" God is love,"

Write upon thy red-cross banner,
" Upward ever, heaven's above."

Faints be neath

-bli-

the tor-rid ray.

:tz=t*: :t=:

By the thorn-road, and none other,

Is the mount of vision won;
Tread it without shrinking, brother!

Jesus trod it—press thou on !

By thy trustful, calm endeavor.

Guiding, cheering, like the sun,

Earth-bound hearts thou shalt deliver;

O, for their sake, press thou on !

Be this world the wiser, stronger.

For thy life of pain and peace;

While it needs thee, no longer

Pray thou for thy quick release;

6 Pray thou. Christian, daily, rather

That thou be a faithful son

;

By the prayer of Jesus—" Father,

Not my will, but thifie, be done.

rrf) i Shout t/ie tidings of salvation.

iZ^, (1276)
Shout the tidings of salvation,

To the aged and the young;
Till the precious invitation

Waken every heart and tongue.

Shout the tidings of salvation.

O'er the prairies on the west

;

Till each gathering congregation.

With the gospel sound is blest.

Shout the tidings of salvation.

Mingling with the ocean's roar;

Till the ships of every nation.

Bear the news from shore to shore.

Shout the tidings of salvation

O'er the islands of the sea
;

Till, in humble adoration.

All to Christ shall bow the knee.
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GKEENVILLB. 8s & Ts. double-
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1 Hark ! the voice of Je - sus, cry - ing,

Fields are white, and harvests waiting,

B.C. Who will answer, glad-ly say- ing,
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Who will go and work to - day ? )

Who will bear the sheaves a - way?
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"Here am I, O Lord, send meV"
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Loud and long the Mas - ter call - eth. Rich re - ward he of - fers free

;
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725.
Tour mission.

2 If you cannot cross tlje ocean,

And the heathen lands explore,

You can find the heathen nearer,

You can help them at your door :

If you cannot give your thousands,

You can give the widow's mite
;

And the least you give for Jesus

Will be precious in his sight.

3 If you cannot speak like angels,

If you cannot preach like Paul,

You can tell the love of Jesus,

You can say he died for all;

If you cannot rouse the wicked
With the judgment's dread alarms,

You can lead the little children

To the Saviour's waiting arms.

4 Let none hear you idly saying,
" There is nothing I can do."

While the souls of men are dying.

And the Master calls for you :

Take the task he gives you gladly,

Let his work your pleasure be

;

Answer quickly when he calleth,

" Here am I, Lord, send me."

726.
" All thy waves and thy biUows."

Psalm, xlii: 7. (1024)

1 Full of trembling expectation,

Feeling much and fearing more,

Mighty God of my salvation !

I thy timely aid implore;

SuiFeringSon of Man be near me,

All my sufferings to sustain
;

By thy sorer griefs to cheer me,

By thy more than mortal pain.

2 Call to mind that unknown anguish,

In thy days of flesh below
;

When thy troubled soul did languish

Under a whole world of woe;
When thou didst our curse inherit,

Groan beneath our guilty load,

Burdened with a wounded ,>?pirit,

Bruised by all the wrath of God.

3 By thy most severe temptation.

In that dark. Satanic hour
;

By thy last, mysterious passion.

Screen me from the adverse power.

By thy fainting in the garden,

By thy bloody sweat I pray.

Write upon my heart the pardon,

Take my sins and fears away.

4 By the travail of thy spirit.

By thine outcry on the tree,

By thine agonizing merit,

In my pangs, remember me !

By thy pangs of crucifixion.

My weak, dying soul befriend
j

Make me patient in affliction,

Keep me faithful to the end.
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DURAND. C. M.
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These are the crowns that we shall wear, When all thy saints are crowned;
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These are the palms that we shall bear On yon - der ho - ly ground.
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r^Q ^y " Tftere is laid up for me a crown."

1 These are the crowns that we shall wear,

When all thy saints are crowned

;

These are the palms that we shall bear

On yonder holy ground.

2 These are the robes, urrioiled and white,

Which we shall then put on,

When, foremost 'mong the sons of light.

We sit around the throne.

3 That is the city of the saints,

Where we so soon shall stand,

When we shall strike these desert tents,

And quit this desert land.

4 Then welcome toil, and care, and pain

!

And welcome sorrow too !

All toil is rest, all grief is gain,

With such a prize in view.

5 Come, crown and throne, come robe and
palm

;

Burst forth glad stream of peace !

Come, holy city of the Lamb !

Rise, Sun of Righteousness

!

PsAlM cxxxii

:

728.
1 Arise ! King of grace, arise !

And enter to thy rest

;

Thy church here waits with longing eyes.

Thus to be owned and blest.

2 Enter with all thy glorious train,

Thy Spirit and thy word
;

All that the ark did once contaia

Could no such "race afford.

-P-

3 Here, mighty God, accept our vows
;

Here let thy praise be spread

;

Bless the provisions of thy house.

And fill thy poor with bread.

4 Here let the Son of David reign
;

Let God's Anointed shine
;

Justice and truth his court maintain.

With love and power divine.

5 Here let him hold a lasting throne.

And, as his kingdom grows,

Fresh honors shall adorn his crown.

And shame confound his foes.

t^QO " Sanctify the Lnrd God in your hearts"
I ZiiJ, 1 Pet. iii: 15. (987)

1 Oh ! could I find, from day to day,

A nearness to my God,

Then would my hours glide sweet away
W hile leaning on his word.

2 Lord, I desire with thee to live

Anew from day to day,

In joys the world can never give,

Nor ever take away.

3 Blest Jesus, come and rule my heart.

And make we wholly thine,

That I may never more depart,

Nor grieve thy love divine.

4 Thus, till my last, expiring breath,

Thy goodness I'll adore
;

And when my frame dissolves in death.

My soul shall love thee more.
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MOSS HILL. C. M,
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Sweet is the prayer whose ho ly stream In
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" Joy unspeakahlt,"
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And warm and warm-er glows.
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1 Sweet is the prayer whose holy stream

In earnest pleading flows
;

Devotion dwells upon the theme,

And warm and warmer glows.

2 Faith grasps the blessing she desires,

Hope points the upward gaze

;

And love, untrembling love, inspires

The eloquence of praise.

3 But sweeter far the still, small yoice,

Heard by the human ear.

When God hath made the heart rejoice,

And dried the bitter tear.

4 Nor accents flow, nor words ascend;

All utterance faileth there;

But listening spirits comprehend,

And God accepts the prayer.

TQ1 Communion wilh God in retirement,"

/tjl. (985)

1 Far from the world, Lord, I flee,

From strife and tumult far
;

From scenes where Satan wages still

His most successful war.

2 The calm retreat, the silent shade,

With prayer and praise agree
;

And seem by thy sweet bounty made
For those who follow thee.

3 There, if thy Spirit touch the soul,

And grace her mean abode,

Oh, with what peace, and joy, and love,

She then communes with God !

17

4 There, like the nightingale she pours

Her solitary lays

;

Nor asks a witness of her song.

Nor thirsts for human praise.

5 Author and Guardian of my life !

Sweet Source of light divine.

And all harmonious names in one

—

My Saviour !—thou art mine !

6 What thanks I owe thee, and what love,

A boundless, endless store

—

Shall echo through the realms above,

When time shall be no more.

Secret prayer.
Matt, vi: 6. (986)732.

. Father divine, thy piercing eye

Sees through the darkest night;

In deep retirement thou art nigh,

With heart-discerning sight.

! There may that piercing eye survey

My duteous homage paid,

With every morning's dawning ray

And every evening's shade.

1 Oh let thy own celestial fire

The incense still inflame
;

While my warm vows to thee aspire,

Through my Redeemer's name.

: So shall the visits of thy love

My soul in secret bless ;

So shalt thou deign in worlds above

Thy suppliant to confess.
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HARMAN. L. M.
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And search the Word his grace hath given

;
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'TQQ "We would see Jesus."

3 Would you see Jesus ? day by day

Let thought and converse be on high,

And hastening on the heavenward way,

With Jesus live, with Jesus die,

fyQ/j " Wherewith shall 1 appear hffore God."

1 Wherewith, God. shall I draw near,

And bow myself before thy face ?

How, in thy purer eyes, appear?

What shall I bring to gain thy grace ?

2 Can gifts avert the wrath of God ?

Can these wash out my guilty stain ?

Rivers of oil, and seas of blood,

Alas ! they all must flow in vain.

3 Ev'n though my life henceforth be thine,

Present for past can ne'er atone

:

Though I to thee the whole resign,

I only give thee back thine own.

4 Guilty I stand before thy face
;

On me I feel thy wrath abide
;

'Tis just the sentence should take place;

'Tis just,—butUh, thy Son hath died !

735.
" Forgive as we forgive."

Forgive us. Lord ! to thee we cry.

Forgive us through thy matchless

grace

;

On thee alone our souls rely, [ness.

Be thou our strength and righteous-

2 Forgive thou us, as we forgive

The ills wc suffer from our foes
;

Restore us Lord I and bid us live

;

Oh ! let us in thine arms repose.

3 Forgive us, for our guilt is great,

Our wretched souls no merit claim

;

For sovereign mercy still we wait,

And ask but in the Saviour's name.

4 Forgive us,— thou bleeding Lamb !

Thou risen—thou exalted Jjord !

Thou great Uigh-Priest ! our souls re-

deem.

And speak the pardon-sealing word.

fyOfJ " Search me, and see."

1 My God, permit me not to be

A stranger to myself and thee
;

Amid a thousand thoughts I rove,

Forgetful of my highest love.

2 Why should my passions mix with earth,

And thus debase my heavenly birth ?

Why should I cleave to things below,

And let my God, my Saviour go ?

3 Call me away from flesh and sense;

One sovereign word can draw me thence
;

I would obey the voice divine.

And all inferior jo3's resign.

4 Be earth, with all her scenes withdrawn;
Let noise and vanity be gone :

In secret silence of the mind
My heaven, and there my God, I find.
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THE APPEAL. L. M.
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1 Slav, father, stay: the night is wild;
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cy hand of death, And short and shorter growls my breath

'^Q'y Tfte dying child's appeal.

2 Stay, father, stay : re morning's light

My soul may wing her upward flight,

And Oh ! I cannot, cannot die,

While thou, my father, art not by.

8 Stay, father, stay : my mother's gone,

And thou and 1 are left alone

;

And from her starlit home on high

She'll weep, that I alone should die.

4 Stay, father, stay ; Oh ! leave this night

The maddening bowl, whose withering

Hath cast S(j dark a shade around [blight

The home where joy alone was found.

5 Stay, father, stay : alone—alone

—

With none to cheer, and none to mourn
;

How can I leave this world of woe,

And to the land of spirits go ?

6 Stay, father, stay : once more I ask;

Oh ! Count it not a heavy task

To stay with me till life shall end.

My last, my only earthly friend.

" flere we have no continuing city."

Ueb. xiii: U. (1305)738,
L Wfi've no abiding city here :

This may distress the worldling's mind
;

But should not cost the saint a tear.

Who hopes a better rest to find.

J We've no abiding city here
;

Sad truth were this to be our home
;

But let this thought our spirits cheer,

We seek a city yet to come.

3 We've no abiding city here
;

Then let us live as pilgrims do
;

Let not the world our rest appear.

But let us haste from all below.

4 We've no abiding city here :

We seek a city out of sight

;

Zion its name ; we'll soon be there;

It shines with everlasting light.

5 Oh sweet abode of peace and love !

Where pilgrims freed from toil arc

Had I the pinions of the dove, [blest;

I'd flee to thee and be at rest.

6 But hush, my soul, nor dare repine
;

The time my God appoints is best;

While here, to do his will be mine

And his to fix my time of rest.

Behold I stand at the donr and knock."
Ret. iii . 20.739,

1 Behold a Stranger at the door :

He gently knocks, has knocked before;

Has waited long, is waiting still

:

You treat no other friend so ill.

2 Oh ! lovely attitude ! he stands

With melting heart and open hands :

Oh ! matchless kindness !—and he shoTs

This matchless kindness to his foes!

y Oh ! welcome him, the Prince of Peace I

Now may his gentle reign increase !

Throw wide the door, each willing uiiud;

And be his empire all mankind.
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OliMUTZ. s, M.
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' As p)r me and my house"
Josh, xxiv : 15. (1173)

2 Where'er I have a tent,

An altar will I raise

;

And thither my oblations bring

Of humble prayer and praise.

3 Could I my wish obtain,

My household. Lord, should be

Devuted to thyself alone,

A nursery for thee.

T /I 1 " ^"'"'^ S"'9' nfthu mercy in the morning.'"

l^V, Psalm, lix: 16. (1185)

1 The morning light returns,

The sun begins to shine
;

Now let our souls in haste arise,

To run the race divine.

2 We praise the Father's love.

Who kept us through the night;

Oh may his kindness be our song.

His pleasure our delight.

3 Whil« passing through this day.

Lord, we implore thy care,

To guide us on the heavenly way,

And guard from every snare.

\ And when our life shall close.

Oh may it be in peace
;

May we lie down in sweet repose.

And wake in endless bliss.

'^ AC) "He that kerpefh Israel shall not sleep."

/ ^r-O, Psalm cxxi : 4. (1196)

1 Another day is past,

The hours forever fled

;

And time is bearing me away.

To mingle with the dead.

My mind in perfect peace

My Father's care shall keep

;

I yield to gentle slumber now,

For thou canst never sleep.

How blessed. Lord, are they.

On thee securely stayed !

Nor shall they be in life alarmed,

Nor be in death dismayed.

743.

1

" The day is past and gone."

(1197)

The day is past and gone.

The ev'ning shades appear
;

Oh may we all remember well

The night of death draws near.

2 We lay our garments by.

Upon our beds to rest

;

So death will soon disrobe us all

Of what we now possess.

3 Lord keep us .safe this night,

Secure from every fear.

Beneath the pinions of thy love,

Till morning light appear.

4 And when we early rise.

To view th' unwearied sun,

May we set out to win the prize

And after glory run.

5 And when our days are past.

And we from time remove.

Oh may we in thy bosom rest,

The bosom of thy love.
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EVENING PRAYEK. P. M.

I come to thee to-night, In my lone closet,where no eye can see, And dare to
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crave an interview with thee. Father of love and light, Father of love and light.

*y A A Evening Prayer,
/44. (1317)

1 I Come to thee to-night

In my lone closet, where no eye can see.

And dare to crave an interview with thee,

Father of love and light.

2 Softly the moonbeams shine

On the still branches of the shadowy trees,

While all sweet sounds of evening on the breeze

Steal through the slumbering vine.

3 Thou gav'st the calm repose

That rests on all ; the air, the birds the flower,

The human spirit in its weary hour,

Now at the bright day's close.

4 Father ! my soul would be

Pure as the drops of eve's unsullied dew

—

And as the stars whose nightly course is true,

So would I be to thee.

5 Not for myself alone

Would I the blessings of thy love implore
;

But for each penitent the wide earth o'er

Whom ihou hast called thine own.

6 And for my heart's best friends,

Whose steadfast kindness o'er my painful years

Has watched, to soothe affliction's grief and tears,

My warmest prayer ascends.

7 And now, Father, take

The heart I cast with humble faith on thee,

And cleanse its depths from each impurity,

For my Redeemer's sake.
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S"WEET BY AND BY.
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Chorus.
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Father waits over the way, To prepare us a dwellhig place there
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In t?ie siueet by and by.

by and by. We shall meet on thai beau- ti - ful short ! In the

in the sfived }ni and by We shall meet on that beau - ti - ful shore, by and by. In thf

Rit.

We slt'dl ni'iet on that beau - ti- ful shore.

m
siueet by and by, In the sweet by and hj. We shall meet on that beati - ti - ful share.

745.
1 TriERK's a land that is fairer than day,

And by faith we may see it afar,

For the Father waits over the way,
To prepare us a dwelling place there.

hi the sivet't h// and hy,

Tl'e sliall meet on that beautiful shore i

2 We shall sing on that beautiful shore,

The melodious songs of the blest,

And our spirits shall sorrow no. more

—

Not a sigh for the blessing of rest.

In the sweet hif and hy.

We shall sing on that beautiful shore !

To our bountiful Father above

We will offer the tribute of praise,

For the glorious gift of his love,

And the blessings that hallow our days?

In the sineet by and hy

We shallpraise on that beautifidshore !



Miscell aneou8. 3Iissionary. 263

SONG OF THE ANGEL REAPERS.
Oon aviinn.

lOs.

Oh! we are the reapers that garner in The sheaves of the good from the fields of sin;

! J" 15 1 _^ ^ I I I > III

Witli sick-les of truth must the work be done, And no one may rest till the" liarvest home.
S i I ^ ^

-H L. y,—I > g ' I

' —*-

TFti «re ike- reapers/ oh, who loill come, And sJmre hi the glo- ry of the ^''harvest horned

1 1 m —j—5—

Oli, who u'ill help lis to gar- ner in Hie sheaves of good from the fields of sin !

"y ,% (t " And the reapers are the avgels."
I ^U, Mat. 13: 39.

1 Oh, we are the reapers that garner in

The sheaves of the good from the fields of sin
;

With sickles of truth must the work be done.

And no one may rest till the " harvest home."
Wf' are the reapers, &c.

2 Go out in the by-ways, and search them all
;

The wheat may be there, though the weeds are tall

Then search in the highway, and pass none by,

But gather from all for the home on high.

We are the reapers, &c.

3 The fields are rip'ning. and far and wide

The world is now waiting the harvest tide

:

But reapers are few and the work is great,

And much would be lost should the harvest wait.

We are the reapers, &c.

4 So come with your sickles, ye sons of men,
And gather together the golden grain :

Toil on till the sheaves of the Lord are bound,
And joyfully borne from the harvest ground.

We arc the rcapers ^ &c.
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Hymn. Page.

705 Abide with me—fast falls the eventide... .Lyte. 248

524 A charge to keep I have C, Wesley. 183

655 A crown of glory bright . 230

492 A few more years shall roll Bonar. 109

577 Affliction is a stormy deep Cotton. 202

435 Again our earthly cares we leave . 150

438 Again the Lord of light and life . 151

252 Ahl what avails my strife G, Wesley. 90

251 Ah I whither should I go C. Wesley. 90

151 Alas! and did my Saviour bleed Watts. 54

125 All hail the power of Jesus' name.. Perrowe^. 46

2'12 All you that are weary and sad, come.. .
. 76

312 All you that have confessed . 109

454 Almighty God, thy word is cast . 155

268 Amazing grace, how sweet the sound. iV«w/on. 94

614 Am I a soldier of the cross Walts. 180

92 Among the mountain trees.. .y. J. Edmunson. 34

287 A mother may forgetful be Mi's. Steele. 101

286 And can I yet delay C. Wesley. 85

580 And can my heart aspire so high...M7's. Steele. 203

98 And did the holy and the just Mrs. Steele. 36

233 And must I part with all I have Beddome. 84

695 And now, my soul, another year . 244

197 And will the judge descend Doddridge. 70

70 Angels from the realms of glory. .ifo/iZfirower?/. 25

113 Angels, roll the rock away Gibbons. 42

742 Another day is past . 260

367 Approach, my soul, the mercy seat Newton. 127

728 Arise, O King of grace arise . 256

375 As flows the rapid river S. F. Smith. 130

246 Ashamed of Christ! our souls disdain. .
. 88

593 Asleep in Jesus, blessed sleep. .Mrs. Mackay. 207

517 As o'er the past my memory strays. ... . 181

574 As oft with worn and weary feet . 201

99 As on the cross the Saviour \i\ing....Stennett. 36

8 Assembled round thine altar, Lord . 7

591 As the sweet flower that scents..CwwMJwg'Aam. 206

656 A sweetly solemn thought Alice Carey. 230

413 Awake and sing the song Hammond. 143

669 Awake, my soul, and with the sun Kenn. 238

516 Awake, my soul, stretch every Doddridge. 180

404 Awake, my soul, to joyful lays Medley. 140

48 Awake, my tongue, thy tribute Needham, 19

553 Awake, our souls, away our fears Watts. 195

105 Awake, you saints, and raise yonr. Doddridge. 39

665 Beautiful Zionl builtabove Beers. 236

427 Before Jehovah's awful throne Watts. 148

739 Behold, a Stranger at the door Oregg. 259

74 Behold the blind their sight receive Watts. 27

120 Behold the bright morning appears . 44

M6 Behold the glories of the Lamb Walts. 53

16 Behold the lofty sky Watts. 9

95 Behold the man ! how glorious he . 35

174 Behold the morning sun Watts. 63

166 Betiold the Saviour of mankind. ...S. Wesley. 59

284 Behold the sure foundation stone Waits. 100

50 Behold the woman's promised seed Watts. 19

392 Behold what wondrous grace Watts. 136

82 Behold where in a mortal form Enfield. 30

807 Benignant God of love and power . 107

429 Be thou exalted, O my God Watts. 149!

(264)

Hymn. Pack.
586 Be with thee, Jesus, where J. E. Rankin. 205

109 Beyond the starry skies From Turner. 40

204 Bleeding hearts defiled by sin . 73

320 Blest be the dear uniting love C. Wesley. 112

246 Blessed are the humble souls that see. . Watts. 93

106 Bless'dbe the everlasting God . .39

465 Blest are the pure in heart Keeble. 158

311 Blest be the tie that binds Fawcett. 109

428 Blest hour when mortal man retires. . .Raffles. 148

640 Blest is the hour when cares S,F. Smith. 223

127 Blest Jesus, when my soaring.. Heginbotham. 46

107 Blest morning whose young dawning. . . Watts. 39

177 Blow ye the trumpet, blow. ..From Toplady. 64

623 Breathe thoughts of pity o'er Edmeston. 217

66 Bright and joyful was the jnom.Monigornery. 24

148 Bright was the guiding. .. Spirit of the Psalms. 53

184 Broad is the road that leads to death Watts. 67

89 Brother on the troubled deep . 33

208 Burdened with guilt, would'st thou be. .
. 74

122 Burst, ye emerald gates, and bring . 45

693 By cool Siloam's shady rill Heber. 244

510 By faith in Christ I walk with God Newton. 178

372 Child amid the hours at play Mrs. Remans . 129

213 Child of sin and sorrow T. Hastings. 76

552 Christian, the morn breaks sweetly... . 194

383 Christian, the vision before A. S.H. 133

114 Christ the Lord is risen to-day C. Wesley. 42

252 Come and behold the place . 90

444 Come, dear friends, we all are brethren.. . 153

178 Come every pious heart Slennett. 64

189 Come, humble sinner, in whose breast. ..t/b»6S. 68

•304 Come in, thou blessed of our Montgomery. 107

52 Come, let our souls adore the Mrs. Steele. 20

129 Come, let us join our cheerful songs. . . Watts. 47

.321 Come, let us join our friends C. Wesley. 112

144 Come, let us join in songs of praise . 52

715 Come, let us join the hosts above... C. Wesley. 252

396 Come, let us join with one C. Wesley. 138

703 Come, let us pray, 'tis sweet to feel . 247

186 Come, sinners, to the gospel Huntingdon. 67

440 Come, sound his praise abroad Watts. 162

19 Come to Calvary's holy nxornxVii. Montgomery. 10

360 Come to the house of prayer E. Taylor. 125

707 Come unto me when shadows darkly . 249

442 Come we that love the Lord Watts. 152

198 Come, you sinners, poor and needy Hart. 71

130 Come, you that love the Sia.v\oviT^s . .Mrs. Steele. 47

62 Crown his head with endless blessing. .
. 22

530 Dark and thorny is the desert —
. 186

165 Dark was the night and cold the ground. . 59

403 Day of judgment, day of wonders- Newton. 139

602 Dear as thou wast, and justly dear Dale. 209

191 Dear Father, to thy mercy seat Mrs. Steele. 69

589 Dear is the spot where Christians . 206

696 Dear Jesus 1 ever at my side Faber. 245

601 Death cannot make our souls afraid Watts. 209

216 Delay not, delay not, O sinner T. Hastings. 78

469 Depth of mercy ! can there be d. Wesley. Kift.

110 Did Christ o'er sinners weep Beddome. 40

244 Didst thou, Lord Jesus, suffer Kirkliam. 88
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449 Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord Hart. 154

61C Dropping down the silent river Bonar. 214

439 Early, ray God, without delay Walls. 151

2(iO Earth has a joy unknown in heaven.... . 92

275 Earth's shadowy years will soon be . 97

22 Eremounlains reared their forms Lyle. 11

447 Ere to the world again we go . 154

500 Every day hath toil and trouble Bailey. 197

445 Faintly flow, thou falling river . 153

373 Faint not, Christian, tho' the road . 129

228 Faiih adds new charms to earthly Watts. 83

612 Fallen on Zion's battle field J.N.Maffit. 213

609 Par from my heavenly Hymns anc. & mod. 211

2fe6 Far from these narrow scenes of...Mrs. Steele. 101

731 Far from the world, O Lord, I flee Cowper. 257

732 Father divine, thy piercing eye Doddridge. 257

51 Father, how wide thy clory'shines Watts. 20

459 Father, I know that all my life. .^. X. Waring. 157

277 Father, I wait before thy throne Watts. 97

84 Father of love, our Guide and Friend.. .
. 30

301 Father of mercies bow thine ear Beddome. 106

39 Father of mercies, God of love Raffles. 16

7 Father of mercies, in thy word Mrs. Steele. 7

4 Fatherof spirits, nature'sGod. .S/j^o/Psaifws. 6

362 Father, whate"er of earthly bliss. ..jWrs. Steele. 126

240 Feeble, helpless, how shall I Furness. 86

170 Fling out the banner, let it float Boane. 61

53 For ever blessed be the Lord . 20

521 Forever with the Lord Montgomery. 182

259 Forgiveness ! 'tis a joyful sound Gibbons. 92

'("35 Forgive us. Lord, to thee we cry Hastings. 258

670 Forth iu thy name, O Lord, I go C. Wesley. 238

690 For thy mercy and thy grace. Henry Downton. 242

448 From all that dwell below the skies Watts. 154

94 From Calvary a cry was heard. . .Montgomery. 35

355 From every stormy wiud that \Aovi6..Stowell. 124

200 From the cross uplifted high Haweis. 72

726 Full of trembling expectation C. Wesley. 2.5,')

661 Gently, Lord. Oh gently lead us.. T.Hastings. 234

592 Gently, my Saviour, let me down Hill. 206

112 Gird on thy conquering sword Doddridge. 41

482 Give me the wings of faith to rise WaMs. 165

196 Give to the Lord thine heart . 70

293 Glorious things of thee are spoken. . .iV^gM,'to«. 103

714 Glory to God on high Hills Coll. 2.51

455 Glory to God, who deigns to bless . 155

674 Glory to thee, my God, this night Kenn. 239

719 Go, and the Saviour's grace proclaim. ..J/07-eW. 263

713 God bless our native land Dwight. 251

220 God calling yet, shall I not hear . 80

17 God is a fountain whence . 9

571 (Jod is in the lonliest spot Conder. 200

132 God is in his holy temple Montgomery. 48

64 God is love, his mercy brightens Bowring. 23

42 God moves in a mysterious way Coioper. 17

527 God of mercy, God of love J. Taylor. 184

265 God of my life, thy boundless grace . 93

668 God of my lif \ to thee Cowper. 237

499 God of our salvation . 172

458 God of our salvation, hear us A'elly. 150

671 God of the morning at whose voice Wat/s. 2:^8

475 God that madest earth and heaven Heber. 161

IIymn. i*age.

536 Go on, you pilgrims, while below . 187

302 Go preach my gospel, saith the Lord Watts. 106

90 Go to dark Geihsoraane Montgomery. 33

620 Go to the grave, in all thy Mon/gomery. 216

604 Go to thy rest, fair child 210

622 Go to thy rest in peace . 217

374 Go when the morning shineth . 130

702 Go, watch and pray ; thou canst not . 247

308 Go with thy servant Lord . 108

2.55 Grace, "tis a charming sound Doddridge. 91

54 Grant me within thy courts a Montgomery. 20

30 Great God, how infinite art thou Watts. 13

136 Great God, whose universal sway Walts. 49

294 Great is the Lord our God Watts. 104

256 Great source of life and light . 91

171 Great was the day, the joy was great. ...Watts. 6]

68 Guide me, O thou great Jehovah Oliver. 26

424 Had I ten thousand gifts beside Chatham. 147

3U6 Had I the tongues of Greeks and Viatts. 107

388 Hail, morning known among the. . . Wardlaw. 135

278 Hail sweetest, dearest tie that hmAa. .Sutton. 98

71 Hail the blest morn, when the great . 26

61 Hail thou long expected Jesus C. Wesley. 22

382 Hail to the brightness of Zion's. . T. Hastings. 133

140 Hail to the Prince of Life and Doddridge. 50

400 Happy are they who learn in thee . 157

191 Happy soul, thy days are ended C. Wesley. 168

419 Hark ten thousand harps and voices Kelly. 145

56 Hark the glad sound, the Saviour. . .DoddHdge. 21

67 Hark the herald angels sing C. Wesley. 24

725 Hark, the voice of Jesus crying D. March. 255

161 Hark, the voice of love and mercy Evaris 58

60 Hark, what mean those holy Cawood. 22

1)34 Hark, ye mortals, hear the trumpet. . 221

206 Haste, Oh sinner, to be wise T. Scott. 73

700 Haste, traveler, haste, the night Collyer. 248

.559 Hast thou midst life's empty noises— . 197

330 Have we no tears to shed for Lyra Cath. Il6

6t>4 Have you heard, have you heard of . 235

663 Hear my prayer, O heavenly Thos. Park. 234

133 Hear, O sinner, mercy hails you lieed. 48

83 He came not with his heavenly c\o-wn..Doane. 30

96 He dies, the Friend of sinners dies Watts. 35

88 He knelt, the Saviour knelt Mrs. Hemans. 32

138 He lives, the great Redeemer Mrs. Steele. 50

4(t.t Here we are but straying /. N. Carman. 170

550 He that goeth forth with T. Hastin-gs. 196

159 He who on earth as man was known. .JVfw^on. 57

710 High in yonder realms of light Baffies. 250

91 Holy Lord, our hearts prepare . 33

314 Ho! reapers of life's harvest . 110

175 How beauteous are their feet Watts. 63

410 How beautiful the sight . 142

.'S88 How blest are they whose transient. .Norton. 205

.594 How blest the righteous M7-s. Barbauld. 207

305 How blest the sacred tie that.. Mrs. Barbaxi Id. 107

535 How bright these glorious spirits . 187

87 How calm and beautiful the morn..r. Hastings. 32

297 How cliarming is the place Stennett. 106

285 How did my heart rejoice to hear Watts. 100

476 How firm a foundation, you saints. .A"e"rA/(«m. 163

247 How free and boundless is the Beddome. 89

18 How gentle God's commands Doddridge. 9

567 How gracious and how wise Doddridge. 199
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269 Uow happy every child of grace— C. Wesley. 94

26" Uow linppy is the Cliristian's state . 94

6-2(3 How happy is the pligriiu's lot J. Wesley. 219

377 How houorcd, how dear, is that Condor. 131

299 How hoiuirt'd is the place Watts. 105

49V How loug, O Lord, our Saviour . 171

4;i0 How pleasant, how divinely fair Watts. 149

395 How pleasant 'tis to see Watts. 137

393 Uow pleased and blest was I Watts. 137

33:3 How pleasing to behold and see Dobell. 117

9 Uow precious is the book divine Fawcelt. 7

5*} How shall I my Saviour set forth

—

Maxwell. 204

13 How shall the young secure their Watts. 8

319 How sweet, how heavenly is the Swain. 112

720 How sweet the gospel trumpet sounds. . 253

73 How sweetly flowed the gospel Bowring. 27

160 How sweet the name of Jesus Newton, 57

408 How sweet the praise, how high B. Skene. 141

303 How sweet to be allowed to pray . 126

505 How tender is thy hand T. Hastings. 199

266 How vain is all beneath the skies . 93

415 How various and how new Stennett. 143

257 Hungry and faint and poor . 91

Hymn. Page.
149 Jesus, in thy transporting name. ..Mrs. Steele. 54

531 Jesus, I my cross have taken Lyte. 185

340 Jesus invites his saints Watts 119

202 Jesus, Lamb of God, for me Ray Palmer. 72

346 Jesus, let thy pitying eye Wesley. 121

172 Jesus, lover of my soul C. Wesley. 62

242 Jesus, my all to heaven is gone Cennick. 87

486 Jesus, my love, my chief delight Beddome. 166

368 Jesus, my strength, my hope C. Wesley. 125

126 Jesus, our Lord, ascend thy throne Watts. 46

709 Jesus, Saviour all divinp T. Hastings. 250

135 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun Watts 49

681 Jesus, tender Shepherd May L. Duncan. 241

142 Jesus, thou art the sinner's friend. .Burnham. 51

619. Jesus wepti those tears are over . 215

354 Jesus, thy name I love . 123

615 Jesus, while our hearts are Hastings. 214

351 Jesus, who on Calvary's mountain . 122

478 Joyfully, joyfully onward I move . 163

55 Joy to the world, the Lord is come Watts. 21

207 Just as I am, without one plea Elliott

506 I am weary of straying, O fain would. 17<

386 1 cannot always trace the way C. Elliui! . 134

250 "I come," the Great Kedeemer cries . 89

744 I come to thee to-night . 261

3:}6 If human kindness meets return.. £. W.Noel. 118

369 If 'tis sweet to mingle where . 128

187 If I must die, O let me die 68

141 I know that my Redeemer lives Medley. 51

124 I'll praise my maker while I've breath. . Watts. 45

426 I love the Lord, who died for me . 148

ViA I love the volume of thy word Watts. 45

301 I love to steal awhile away Mrs. Brown. 126

295 I love thy kingdom. Lord B-wight. 104

650 I'm a pilgrim, and I'm a stranger . 227

i>14 I'm but a stranger here T.R. Taylor. 191

74

111

49

191

515 I'm not ashamed to own my Lord Watts. 180

245 In all my Lord's appointed ways Ryland. 89

740 In all my ways, Oh God! Beddome. 260

630 In expectation sweet Kelly 220

270 Infinite excellence is thine Fawcett. 95

338 In inemory of the Saviour's love . 118

495 In that world of ancient .. ifws H. M. Bolman. 170

381 In thy name, O Lord, assembling Kelly. 1

672 I praise thy name, O God of light —-— . 2:38

323 I saw r)ne hanging on a tree Newton. 113

101 I saw the cross of Jesus F. Whitfield. 37

466 Israel the desert trod . 159

344 It is linishedl Man of sorrows T. H. Hedge. 120

608 It is not death to die Bethune. 211

259 It is the hour of prayer . 126

556 I would love thee, God and Father French. 196

505 I would not live alway, I ask wot . Muhlenberg . 176

31 Jehovah reigns, he dwells in light Watts. 14

6 Jehovah reigns, his throne is high Watts. 6

489 Jerusalem, my glorious home . 167

488 Jerusalem, my happy home . 167

241 Jesus, and shall it ever be Gregg. 87

470 Jesus, cast a look on me Berridge. 160

421 Jesus, hail, enthroned in glory Bakewell. 145

153 Jesus, I love thy charming iia.ras... Doddridge. 55

317 Kindred in Christ, for his dear sake. . .Newton.

134 King Jesus, reigu forever Wardlaw's Coll.

545 Know ye that better land .

347 Lamb of God, whose bleeding love. .C. Wesley. 121

5')7 Lead us, heavenly Father, lead Edmeston. 177

490 J^et me go, my soul is weary W. Baxter. 168

570 Let my life be hid in thee . 200

598 Let not your hearts with Wardlaw s Coll. 208

274 Let others boast their ancient Gruttenden. 96

313 Let party names no more Beddome. 109

219 Let thoughtless thousands choose HopkiiiS- 80

420 Let U8 sing King Messiah • 145

185 Life is the time to serve the Lord Watts. 67

104 Lift up your heads, ye gates Montgomery. 38

298 Like Noah's weary dove Muhlenberg. 105

47 Like sheep we went astray Watts. 18

633 Lo! he comes with clouds Olivers. 221

632 Lo! he cometh, countless trumpets . 221

345 Lo! the seal of death is breaking . 120

.501 Long did I toil and knew no earthly . 173

432 Look from on high, great God Itipon's Coll. 149

131 Look ye saints, the sight is glorious Kelly. 48

682 Lord, a little band and lowly . 241

23 Lord, all I am is known to thee Watts. 13

467 Lord at this closing hour E. T. Fitch. 158

332 Lord, at thy table we behold Slennet. 118

262 Lord bless thy saints assembled here. .
.

. 92

457 Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing Burder. 156

450 Lord, how delightful 'tis to see Watts. 154

261 Lord, I am thine, entirely thine Davies. 92

11 Lord, I have made thy word my choice. . Watts. 8

215 Lord, I hear of showers of blessings . 77

271 Lord, in whose might the Saviour Bvlfinch. 95

335 Lord, may the Spirit of this. ..Mrs. Sigourney. 118

407 Lord of all being, throneu afar. .0. W. Holmes. 141

667 Lord of the worlds above -...Watts. 2-37

27 Lord, thou hast formed my every. .R. A. Scott. 12

26 Lord thou hast searched and seen me. . . Watts. 12

418 Lord, we come before thee now ..,. HaniTnond.

467 ^ord, we expect a day ——

,

49 Lord, what is man ; extremes how Newton.

224 Lord, when my tho'te delighted. . .Mrs. Steele.

144

159

19

81
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453 Lord, wlion together here we meet . 155

T18 Lord, while for all mankind we Welford. 252

443 Love divine, all love excelling C. Wesley. 153

238 Love for all. and can it be S. Longfellow. S(J

539 Lowly and solemn be Mrs. Hemens. 189

156 Majestic sweetness sits enthroned

—

SlenneU. 56

116 Mary to the Saviour's tomb Newton. 43

680 May the grace of Christ, our Ne^vlon. 240

249 Meekly in Jordan's -flowing S.F. 6mUh. 89

S.34 Mer y alone-can meet my c&se...Montgomery. 84

326 'Mid scenes of confusion and Denham. 115

230 Mistaken souls that dream of heaven... Walts. 83

115 Morning breaks upon the tomb Collyer. 42

58 Mortals, awake, with angels join Medley. 21

.•VJS Jhist Jesus bear the cross alone Allen. 188

318 My Christian friends in bonds of love.. .
' 111

T12 My country, tis of thee S.F.Smith. 251

5<18 My days are gliding swiftly by Nelson. 1T7

75 My dear Redeemer and my Lord Walts. 27

699 My Father! to thy mercy seat Mrs. Steele. 245

852 My faith looks up to thee Ray Palmer. \%^

675 My God, how endless is thy love Watts. ^39

24:i My God, how excellent thy grace Watt^. 87

33 My God, in whom are all the springs Watts. 14

384 My God, is any hour so Charlotte Elliott. 134

385 My God, my Father, while I.. Charlotte Elliott 134

484 My God, my portion, and my love Waits. 165

493 My God, mystrength, my hope C. Wesley. 169

736 My God. permit me not to be Watts. 258

479 My God, the spring of all my joys Watts. 164

584 My gracious Redeemer I love .Francis. 204

657 My heavenly home is bright and fair . 231

641 My latest sun is sinking fast —

.

. 224

504 My rest is in heaven, my home is not Lyte. 175

157 My Saviour, my almight Friend Watts. 56

523 My soul, be on thy guard Heath. 183

437 My soul, how lovely is the place Watts. 151

525 My eoul, it is thy God . 183

46 My soul, repeat his praise Watts. 18

468 My spirit on thy care Lyie. 159

32 Nature with sll her powers shall sing. . . Watts. 14

542 Nearer, my God, to thee Mrs. S. F. Adams. 190

343 Near the cross our station taking . 120

676 New every morning is the love Keble. 239

86 Night with ebon pinion L. H. Jamieson. 31

660 No night shall be in heaven —

.

. 233

341 Not all the blood of beasts Watts. 119

603 Not for the pious dead we Mrs. Barbaitld. 209

76 Not to condemn the sons of men Watts. 27

290 Not to the terrors of the Lord Walts. 102

416 Now begin the heavenly theme Langford. 144

137 Now be my heart inspired to sing Watts. 50

194 Now is the accepted time Dobel. 70

195 Now is the day of grace . 70

339 Now let each happy guest . 119

145 Now let our cheerful eyes survey. . .Doddridge, 52

446 Now may the Lord, our Shepherd. i/bn/g-omerj/. 151

689 Now the shades of night are gone , . 242

221 Now to the Lord, who makes us Watt*. SO

315 O come in life's gay morning . 110

729 O could I find from day to day . 256

824 O could I speak the matchless -wovih..Medley. 114

IItmn. Pagk.

646 O could our thoughts and wishes.. Jf;-*. Steele. 226

183 Odo not let the word depart . 66

399 O Father, though the anxious fear . 138

546 O for a closer walk with God Cowper. 192

229 O for a faith that will not shrink. . . Bath Coll. 83

483 O for a heart to praise my God C. Wesley. 165

614 O for an overcoming faith Watts. 213

128 O for a thousand tongues to sing Wesley. 47

522 O for the death of those 182

528 Oft in sorrow, oft in woe . 184

452 O God, by whom the seed is given . 155

14 O God, my heart is fully bent, .

.

Tate & Brmly. 8
35 O God of Bethel, by whose hand. ..Doddridge. 15

549 O gracious Lord, whose mercies rise . 193

209 O holy Saviour, Friend unseen . 74

2;51 O how divine, how sweet the joy Needham. 84

12 O how I love thy holy law Watts. 8
704 O how kindly thou hast led me Grinjield. 247

423 O Jesus, the giver of all we enjoy . 146

.575 O let my trembling soul be slill Bowring. 201

248 O Lord, and will thy pardoning love . 89

532 O Lord, I would delight in thee.. Eyland. 186

15 O Lord, thy perfect word Beddom£. 9
3.32 O Lord, when faith with fixed eyes . 117

325 O love divine, how sweet thou, C. Wesley. 114

263 O love divine, that stooped 0. W. Holmes. 93
595 O mourner, who with tender love . 207
162 292 One there is above all others.. Newton. 58. 103

279 On Jordan's stormy banks I stand Stennett. 98
700 Only waiting till the shadows . 246

379 On the mountain's top appearing Kelly. 132

723 Onward, Christian, tbo' the S. Johnson. 254
722 Onward, onward, men of Mrs. Sigourney. 254
637 On Zion"s glorious summit stood Kent. 222

485 O peace of God, sweet peace of God . 166

564 O praise our God to-day . igg

80 O praise ye the Lord, prepare Tate & Brady. 29
409 O return thanks to God above. . . Tate & Brady. 141

100 O sacred head, once wounded Gerhardt. 37
6.39 O Saviour, lend a listening T. Hastings. 223
461 O shadow in a sultry land

. 157

716 O spirit, freed from earthly care . 252

540 O strong to save and bless Bonar. 189

513 O sweetly breathe the lyres above Palmer. 179

81 O tell me no more of this world's. . . Gambald. 29
281 O there's a better world on high . 99

.541 O thou best gift of heaven . .•
. 189

662 O thou Fount of every blessing Bobinson. 234

36 O thou, my light, my life, my joy . 15
210 O thou, the contrite sinner's C.Elliott. 75
487 O thou, to whose all-searching C. Wesley. 166

578 O thou who driest the mourner's Moore. 302
581 O thou who in the Olive shade. .J[/^/-s. Hemans. 203
721 O thou whose own vast W. C. Bryant. 253
217 O turn you, O turn you, for why will . 78
6.58 Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed Lyte. 2.31

168 Our Father, God. not face to face Chapin. 60
606 Our fathers, where are they . 210
37 Our God, our help in ages past Watts. 15
103 Our Lord is risen from the dead C. Wesley. 98
342 Our sins on Christ were laid Fawcett. 119
Sit Our souls are in the Saviour's hand . 186
716 Our Spirit, freed from earthly care . 262
746 O we are the reapers E. E.B.&Q.F. B. 26S
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Hymn. Page
193 O what amazing words of grace Medley. 69

49G O when shall I see Jesus . 171

291 O where arc kings and empires A. C. Coxe. 102

617 O where shall rest be found . 211

78 O worship the King, all glorious Grant. 28

666 O you immortal throng Doddridge. 236

686 Peace be to this congregation C. Wesley. 241

227 Peace, troubled soul, whose plaintive. .. . 82

239 People of the living God Montgomery. 86

370 Pity, Lord, this child of clay . 128

154 Plunged in the gulf of dark despair Watts. 55

69 Praise, my soul, the King of heaven Lyte. 25

364 Prayer is the soul's sincere Montgomery. 126

21 Precious Bible! what a treasure Newton. 10

498 Purer yet and purer . 172

414 Raise your triumphant songs Watts. 14.3

480 Rejoice, believers in the Lord Newton. 164

631 Rest for the toiling hand Bonar. 220

500 Restore, O Father, to our times . 173

188 Return, O wanderer, now return Collyer. 68

179 Rise, glorious Conqueror, rise Bridges. 65

502 Rise, my soul, and stretch thy B. Seagrave. 174

519 Rise, O my soul, pursue the path.. Needham. 181

164 Rock of Ages, cleft for me Toplady. 59

368 Safely through another week Newton. 128

679 Saviour, breathe an evening Edmeston. 240

456 Saviour, like a Shepherd lead us . 156

471 Saviour, teach me day by day . 160

543 Saviour, thy gentle voice Hastings. 190

173 Saviour, when in dust to thee Grant. 62

548 Scorn not the slightest word or deed . 192

717 See, gracious God, before thy Mrs.Steele. 252

561 See the eternal Judge descending. . 97

378..Send kindly light araid th' encircling. .. . 131

605 Servant of God. well done Montgomery. 210

692 Shall we meet beyond the river . 243

69 Shepherds, hail the wondrous Psalmist. 22

694 She is the music of our home Bonar. 244

724 Shout the tidings of salvation . 254

223 Show pity. Lord, O Lord forgive Watts. 81

609 Silent, like men in solemn haste Bonar. 178

65 Silent, night, hallowed night . 23

677 Silently the shades of evening . 240

44 Since all the varying scenes of time. ..Hervey. 17

282 Since I can read my title clear Watts. 99

273 Since o'er thy footstool here Muhlenberg. 96

214 Sinner go ; will you go . 77

203 Sinners turn, why will you die C Wesley. 73

199 Sinners, will you scorn the message Allen. 71

617 Sister, thou wast mild and S.F. Smith. 214

529 Sleep not, soldier of the cross . 184

596 So fades the lovely blooming Mrs. Steele. 207

329 Soft be the gently breathing notes Collyer. 116

687 Softly now the light of day Doane. 242

526 Soldiers of Christ, arise C. Wesley. 183

29 Songs of immortal praise belong Watts. 13

417 Songs of praise awoke the morn. Montgomery. 144

464 Soon we shall meet again C. Wesley. 1.58

180 Sound, sound the truth abroad Kelly. 65

562 Sow in the morn thy seed Montgomery. 198

698 Speak gently, it is better far Bates. 245

441 Stand up and bless the Lord Montgomery. 152

737 Stay, father, stay, the night is wild , 259

Hymn. Page.
222 Stay, thou insulted spirit, stay C. Wesley. 81

226 Still nigh me, O my Saviour, stand. .C. Wesley. 82
316 Still one in life and one in death Bonar. Ill

563 Still with me, O my God . 198
405 Sweet hour of prayer . 140

237 Sweet is the friendly voice.: Jervis. 85

730 Sweet is the prayer whose Montinue's Coll. 257

387 Sweet is the work, my God, my King Watts. 135

331 Sweet peace of conscience Heginbotham. 116

349 Sweet the moments, rich in From Batty. 122

569 Sweet the time, exceeding sweet Burder. 200

547 Sweet was the time when first I i%\t... Newton. 192

557 Take me, O my Father, take me..Jiay Palmer. 196

683 Take my heart, O Father, mould it . 241

350 Take my heart, O Father, take it . 122

678 Tarry with me, O my Saviour . 240
119 The angels that wached round the Collyer. 44
167 The Christian banner dread no J. G. Lyons. 60

629 The Church has waited long Bonar. 220

654 The day is ended, ere I sink to Kimball, 229 •

743 The day is past and gone WatU. 260

587 The God of mercy will indulge Fawcett. 205
158 The head that once was crowned with. ..Kelly. 57
193 The King of heaven his table Doddridge. 60

139 The Lord is King, lift up thy voice Conder. 50

477 The Lord is my Shepherd, no Montgomery. 162

108 The Lord is risen indeed Kelly. 40

394 The Lord, Jehovah, reigns Watts. 137

225 The Lord my pasture shall prepare. . .Addison. 82
45 The Lord my Shepherd is Watts. 18

288 The Lord of glory is my light Walts. 101

741 The morniuL' light returns A, S. H. 260

327 The pleasures of earth I have seen . 115

518 The Saviour bids us watch and Hastings. 181

190 The Savioui calls, let every ear Mrs. Steele. 68

150 The Saviour! O what endless Mrs. Steele/ 54
398 The Saviour, risen to-day, we praise . 138

23 The spacious firmament on high Addison. 11

3 The starry fli-mament on high Grant. 6

537 Uhe sun above us gleaming A. Crithjield. 188

653 The time for toil is past, and night . 229

624 The voice of free grace cries escape, .77ioi-nby. 218

611 There is a calm for those who Montgomery . 212

648 There is a fold where none can stray East. 226

152 There is a fountain filled with Cowper. 55

647 There is a land, a happy land . 226

6.51 There-is a land immortal Barry Cornwell. 228

635 There is a land mine-eye hath seen . 222

276 There is a land of pure delight Watts. 97

289 There is a little, lonely fold , 102

272 There is a name I love to hear . 95

642 There is an hour of hallowed. . . W.B. Tappan. 224

6,38- There is an hour of peaceful W. B. Tappan. 223

5 There is a stream whose gentle flow Watts. 6

24 There seems a voice in every Mrs. Opie. 11

745 There's a land that is fairer than day . ... . 262

727 These are the crowns that we shall . 256

701 They are going, only going . 246

371 They who seek the throne of grace . 139

389 Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord Doddridge. 135

697 Think gently or the erring one. .Miss Fletcher. 245

397 This is the day the first ripe sheaf . 138

,391 This is the glorious day Watts. 138
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Hymn. Pagb.

121 This Lord is the Lord we adore Hart. 44

625 Thou art gone to the grave, but we Heber. 218

366 Thou art my hiding place, O Lord Raffles. 127

451 Thou art our Shepherd, glorious God , 155

i55 Thou art the way, to thee alone Boane 50

143 Thou dear Redeemer, dying Lamb Cennick. 52

77 Though troubles asbail and dangers... i^ewtow. 28

513 Thou God of love, beneath thy . 224

357 Thou Saviour, from thy throne.. ..ffay Palmer. 124

93 Thou sweet gliding KaAron... Marie de Fleury. 34

688 Thou that dost my life prolong Enfield. 242

568 Thou very present aid C. Wesley. 190

621 Through cross to crown, and Rosegarten. 216

20 Through the day thy lovr hath Kelly. 10

473 Through the love of God, our Saviour. .. . 161

673 Thus far the Lord hath led me on Watts. 23!)

636 Thy Father's house, thine ovin...Ray Palmer. 222

5M Thy footsteps. Lord, with joy we . 195

43 Thy goodness. Lord, our souls . 17

263 Thy kingdom, Lord, for ever stands Watts. 100

628 Thy mercy heard my infant Sir R. Grant. 219

296 Thy Spirit shall unite Doddridge. 104

^8 Time is winging us away Burton. 121

406 "Tis by the faith of joys to come Watts. 141

85 'Tis midnight, and on Olive's. . W. H. Tappan. 31

672 'Tis my happiness below Cowper. 200

472 'Tis religion that can give Mrs. Masters. 160

181 To-day if you will hear his voice Miller. 66

211 To-day the Saviour calls . 75

463 To God the only wise Watts. 158

401 To him that loved the sons of men . 139

425 To him who did salvation bring . 147

582 To Jesus, the crown of my hope Cowper. 304

2.'?5 To-morrow, Lord, is thine Doddridge. 85

400 To onr Redeemer's glorious Mrs. Steele. 139

412 To spend one sacred day Walts. 142

376 To thee be praise forever . 130

576 To thee, my God, whose presence Gibbons. 202

1 To thee my heart, eternal King Exttr Coll. 5

41 To thee, my Shepherd and ray .. .Heginbotham. 16

57 To us a child of hope is bom Montgomery. 21

169 Triumphant Zion, lift thy head Doddridge. 61

334 'Twas on that night when doomed . 117

40 Unshaken is the sacred hill Watts. 16

585 Unveil thy bosom, faithful tomb Watts. 205

72 Wake thee, O Zion, thy Ray Palmer. 26

685 We are living, we are dwelling . 241

691 We are on the ocean sailing . 243

649 We are on our journey home C. Beecher. 227

652 We have no home but heaven . 228

612 We must never grow weary doing . 179

97 We ping the Saviour's wondrous death.. . 36

645 We speak of the realms of the blest . 225

402 We wait for thee, all-glorious Ono Hiller. 139

5-33 We wait in faith, in prayer we wait . 186

708 Wo will not weep, for God is Hurlbutt. 249

218 We're bound for the land of the pure... . 79
738 We've no abiding city here Kelly. 269

806 Weeping sinnerB, dry your tears . 78

43

209

123

Hymn. Page.
644 Weep.not for the saint that L. Bacon. 225

411 Welcome, delightful mom Haijwood. 142

232 Welcome, O Saviour, to my Bourne s Coll. 84

390 Welcome, sweet day of rest Watts. 136

117 What could your Redeemer do C. "Wesley. 43

10 Wfiat glory gilds the sacred page Cowper. 7

550 What grace, O Lord, and beauty . 193

018 What is life, 'tis but a vapor . 215

436 What shall I render to my God Watts. 150

013 What tho' the arm of conquering death. . 213

36 When all thy mercies, O my God Addison. 16

118 When along life's thorny road

000 When blooming youth is snatched

590 When downward to the Ray Palmer
3.53 Whene'er I think of thee

573 When gathering clouds around R. Grant. 201

511 When in the hour of lonely Conder. 178

2 When Israel through fhe desert Beddoine. 5

.328 When I survey the wondrous cross Walts. 116

.579 Wlien languor and disease invade Toplady. 203

280 When musing sorrow weeps the... W. B. Noel. 99

566 When overwhelmed with grief . 190

322 When shall we meet again . 113

474 When the spark of life is waning Dale. 161

627 When thou, my Countess oj Huntingdon. 219

059 When we hear the music ringing . 232

102 AVhen we the sacred grave survey . 38

.5.51 Where shall the child of sorrow find . 193

.5.56 Where two or three with sweet Neviton. 124

734 Wherewith, O God, shall I draw....C. Wedey. 258

258 While my Redeemer's near Mrs. Steele. 91

422 While nature was sinking in silence . 146

431 While now thy throne of grace C. Robbing. 149

555 While others pray for grace to die . 195

.305 While thee I seek Miss H. M. Williams. 127

711 While with ceasless course the Ne%oton. 250

597 Why do we mourn departing friends Watts. 208

590 Why should we start and fear to die Watts. 206

303 With heavenly power, O Lord defend. .
.. . 106

436 Within thy house, O Lord Con. Ex. Mag. 151

.34 With Israel's God who can compare. . .Newton. 14

147 With joy we meditate the grace Watts. 53

25 With one«onsent let all the e&rXh.. Doddridge. 12

433 With sacred joy we lift our eyes Watts. 190

182 With tearful eyes I look around . 66

520 With tears of anguish I lament Stenneit. 181

254 With willing hearts we tread

7.33 Would you see Jesus? come with

300 Ye Christian heralds go WinchelVs Sel

610 Ye golden lamps of heaven Doddridge. 212

309 Ye servants of the Lord Doddridge. 108

63 Yes, for me, for me he careth Bonar. 23

111 Yes, the Redeemer rose Doddridge. 41

380 Yes, we trust the day is breaking Kelly. 132

176 Ye trembling captives hear Pratt's Coll. 68

201 Ye who in his courts are found nUl's Coll. 72

481 You glittering toys of earth Mrs. Steele. 164

310 You messengers of Christ Yoke. 108

.503 You may sing of the beauty of W. Hunter. 174

79 You servants of God, your C. Wesley. 28

163 Zion stands Tirith hills Burrounded Kelly. 68

90

258

106
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Page.

Ap:awam Brndhiiry. 193

Alah " (MxUmry. 1 ;>5

Aletta DnuUiunj. 160, 129

All will be well.. Bradbury. 1(51

Alvan L. Muson. m
America Curty. 25

1

Ami Woodbury. 48

Amsterdam Dr. Nares. 174

Antiocli Handel Arr. 21

Ariel L.Mason. 114

Arlington Dr. Arne. 8H

A sweetly solemn tiionglit.

Bradbury. 230

Austin 200

Autumn .Arr. Gno. F. Root. 153

Avon Uitgh Wilson. 15

Aylesbury. .!>/. M. Greene. 40
Azmou C. G. Glower. 7

Baca Bradbury. 82

Balar 21H

Balerraa Scottish. 101

Bangor Ravenscroft. 59

Bankoko Woodhnry 109, 210

Beautiful Zion...r. J. Cook. 236

Berry 25

Bethany L. Mason. 190

Blissful Hope Key Note. 98

Bloomfield Cnant.i?rafA'/urJ/. 106

Boriar L. Mason 169

Boylston L. Mason. 90

Boyrah Woodbury 144

Bremen Dr. Hastings. 147

Bridgewater J. Edson. 38

Brown Bradbury. 164

C/alra Hastings. 32

Cal vary Rissei: 1

Cambridge Dr. Randall. 20

Carmarthen. ..Dr. J. Ripon. 142

Chelmsford A. Cluvpin. 89

Child of sin and sorrow ..

Hastings. 76

Chimes L. Mason. 1

7

Ciiina Swan. 208

Chopin Woodimry. 151

Christmas Hymn
L. Eirierson. 24

Church Woodbury. 1 1

8

Clarington 44
Clarksville Bradbury. 237

Compton H. C. Wils^m. 128

Consolation..//./?. Palmer. 122

Cookham . 73

Corfu WooiBnmj- 209

Coronation ... 0. Holden. 46, 9t)

Corwin . 131

Coventry English Tune. 226

Cypress. . . .L. 0. Einerscm. 68

Dalliba From Psalmista. 201

Dalston A. Williams. 137

Death of Christ . 37

Dennis H. G. Ndgeli. 9

Page.

Devotion, L. M. D
T. E. Perkins. GO

Devotion, L. M . 66

Dodd Key Note. 56

Doom Geo. F. Root. 197

Dover Eaqlish Tune. 1

8

Downieville
'

.E. L. M. 211

Duane Rev. Geo. Coles. Ill

Duke Street J. Hatton. 49
Dundee Scottish. 8

Dunlap's Creek. J/c/^«r/a;ic?. 84
Durand Jubilate. 256

Eltham L. Mason. 250
Enon E. S. Widdemer. 216
Knon's Isle Woodbury. 225
Krnan L. Mason. 1 1

7

H]van W. H. Havergal. 54
Even Me Bradbury. 77

Evening Hymn . 248
Evening Prayer

Melody by Jas. CiuiUen. 261

Faith .

Fenelon > .

Fennor .

Forest 0/iapin.

Forever with the Lord. . .

.

Woodbury.

Fountain Woodbury.

fountain of Life .

Franklin Square. <S. B. Pond.

Friend H. R. Palmer.

Geneva J. Cole.

Gethsemane .

Gerar L. Mason.

Give J . Griggs, jr.

Give me the wings. ^,»Sf. H.

Golden Hill .

Golden Sky . . . Ger>. F. Root.

Go to thy rest. . W. Martin

Go watch and pray. .
.

Gratitude Bost.

Greenville. . .J. J. Rosseau.

Griggstown .

Grinnell Jijbiltte.

Groton .127.

141
12(1

26

92

182

55

76

159

103

116
146
104
13

165

70

194
217

247

166
255
254
148

187

Hail to the brightness

..L. Mason. 133

Harman L. Mason. 258

Haron Clova. 126

Harvey's Chant. -Bmctowy. 53

Harwell L.Mason. 145

Haste, traveler, haste . 2-18

Haven L. 0. Emerson. 62

Hawkes . 23

Heber Geo. Kingsley. 1

3

Hebron L. Mason. 87

Hemans Psalmodisi. 189

Hendon Dr. Malan. 42

Henley L. Mason. 249

Henry -S. B. Pond. 180

(270)

Pagb.

Here and Yonder. .Peikins. 170

Home . 115

Homeward . 176

Homeward Bound.£. Regal. 24:!

Hoppin Woodimry. 198

Horton Von Warteiisee. 184

I'm a Pilgrim . 227

Iowa A D. Fillmore. 225
It is I be not afraid . J^«Z>/fee. .'^3

Ives E. Ives. 72

Joyfully Will. Hunter. 163

Just as I am i. S. H. 74

Kedron Gijthara. 34

Kenan OiAhara. 242
Kendell Woodbury. 39

Kentucky . 18 i

Laban L. Mason. 40

Lake Enon Woodbury. 158

Larned H. R. Palmer. 130

Lead Thou Me on. .Julnlee. 131

Lenox Ed-sim. 64
Let me go. . Clark's VisU(jr 168
Libra A. S. H. 105
Life's Harvest . 110
Lisbon Daniel Read^ 136
Lischer. .Arr. by L. Mison. 41

Love . 94
Loving kindness . 140
Luton! G. Huribr. 173
Lyons Joseph Haydn. 28

Lyra Geo. F. Root. 69

Madison. . . .A. 0. Gviierson. 212
Main. . . . .Arr. from Ndgeli. 186
Maitland G. N. Allen. 57, 83
Malo rie Key Nnte. 36
Marlboro... Wi/fem's Coll. 199
Marlow English Tune. 113

Martyn S. B. Marsh. 43
Mason's CJiant. ..L. Mason. 47
Mear . 138
Melmore W. Martin. 81
Meudon German Air. 11

Merdin L. Mason. 45
Meribah L. Mason. 219
Merton H. K. Oliver. 212
Millington Bradliury. 2 1

5

Millmer L. 0. E/nerson. 99
Molucca . 221
Moss Hill Jaliilat^. 257
Mt. Blanc Husband Arr. 227
Mt. Tabor JiMlate. 143
Mt. Vernon L. Mason. 214

Naomi L. Mason. 203
Nashville. .4rr. by L. Mason. 45
Nettleton . 71

New Haven Hastings. 123

Never grow waitrj Bradbury. 179
Night witli Ebon Pinion. ..

L.H. Jamieson. 31
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Page.

No night in heaven.Lowen/. 233

Nottiug Hill. . G. H. Furdy. 202

Oak . 191

Old Hundred Luther. 5

Olive's Brow Bradbury. 31

Olivet, L. M... Wocdbury.-ib, 116

Olivet, 63 & 43. . .i/. Mason. 65

Olmutz. ..Arr. by L. Mason. 260

One day nearer home
J. M. Evans. 230

praise ye the Lord
From Mozart. 29

Oriel Bradbury 93,134
Oriola Bradlmnj. 1 1

2

Osgood Cantka Sacra. 58

Ozrem Wbodima-y. 85

Pathway T. J. Cook. 51

Penitence. . PFot. IT. Oakky. 121

Peterboro . Hi2

Pinao Wondhunj. 207

Pleyel's Hymn. . ../. Pleyd. 86

Portuguese Hvmn.7. Pltyel. 162

Prayer T. J. Cook. 51, 192

Public Worship . 107

Redeemer JuhiMe. 196

Redemption . 78

Remon • Cythara. 204

Rest Bradbury. 206

Retreat T. Ha^iw/s. 1 24

Rindge Erujlish Arr. 157

Rochester /. Holdroyd. 100

Rockingham L. Mason. 239

Rock of Ages Hastings. 59

Rothwell Wm. Tansitr. 14

Savanna Pltyel. \1'A

Saviour like a Shepherd..

.

Bradbury. 1 56

I Page.
Scotland Dr. Clarke. 2 1

8

Soace J. M Pelton.

Sessions. . . .L. 0. Emerson.

Severn Sab. JI. & T. B.

Shall we know each other.

Lowtry.

Shawmut L. Mason.

Shining Shore. Geo. F. Hoot.

Shirland Stanley.

Sidney Jubilate.

Silent Night Neiu Lute. 23

Siloam Woodbury. 244

Silver Street T. Smith. 152

Song of the Angel Reapers.
Geo. F. Boot. 263

St. Martins. . . . Wni. Tansur. 150

Stock well D. E. Jones.

Stonetield Stanley.

St. Thomas. . .A. Williams.

Sweet Woodbury.

Sweet by and by . . . IVefofer. 262

Sweet hour of prayer
Bradbury. 140

205
50

172

232
119

177

63

252

240
27

108
53

Talmar Woodbury, 214

Tampico Woodbury. 181

Teflis Woodl/ury. 30

Temperance Cythara. 246

The Appeal5(zcred Melodion. 259

Tiie Betrayal. .John Henry 34
The better land

Arr. from Knecht. 222
The Burial A. S. H. 224
The Eden above . 79

The Heavenly Mansion.. .

.

M-d/Eute. 231

The house of the Lord . 175
The land ofBeuhihBrailbury. 224
The Pilgrim's Song.Jtt/n'tate. 220

The Reapers. A.S.HaydenJr. 229

Page.
There is a land immortal. ..

Frank Forest. 228
The Sinner's Friend

L. 0. Emerson. 75
The Sinner's Invitation...

Sacred Harp. 7 7

Tiie Sun Above Us. . . 188
The Sun-Bright Clime. . 235
To-day the Saviour Calls.

.

L. Mason. 75

Unitv, 63 & 53... L. Mason. 113

UnitV, C. M Woodbury. 231

Usbecks . 149

Uxbridge L. Mason. 19

Victory D. Read. 52

Ward.. Arr by L.Masmi. 154, 195

Ware d-.o. Kingsley. 61

Warwick S. Stayd-y. 155

Watchman, S. M. J. .Leadi. 91

Watchman, 8s&7s.re!/ Note. 185
Wayne L. Mason. 167

We\)h...Geo. James WM. 171
Wells Israel Holdroyd. 80
We.sJey . 125

Willow Creek 197

Willow Dale Bradbury. 97

Wilmot We]ier. 22

Winchester Dr. Croft. 12

Windham D. Bead. 67

Wo] ford . 234
Woodland N D. Gould. 223
Woodside. . .L. 0. Emerson. 253
Woodvvorth Bradbury. 238

Zanesville Car. Sacra. 96
Zcpliyr Bradbury. 6
Zion Hastings. 132

METRICAL i:^rDEX OF TUNES.

CLASS I.

L. M. Page.

Alah 135

Bloomficld Chant. ..106

Bridgewater 38

Devotion 36

Duke Street 49

Krnan 117

Faith 141

Forest 92

Gratitude 166

Gnnneil N8
Hebron 87

Loving Kindness. . .1-10

Luton 198

Madison 212

Mehiiore 81

Mendon 11

Old Hundred 5

Page.
Olive's Brow 31

Olivet 35, 116
Oriel 93, 134
Pathway 51

P:;iao 207

Public Worship 107

Rp.st 206
Retreat 124

Rockingham 239
Roth well 14

:^eace 205
Se.-i'iions 50
Stonetield 27

The Appeal 259
Tlio Heavenly Man-

sion 231

U.sbecks 149

Uxbridge 19

Page.
I

Ward 154, 195

Ware 61

1

Wells 8L'I

Winchester 12

WindJiam 67

Woodworth 238
Zeyhr 6

L. M., 6 Lines.

Baca 82

Dalliba 201

L. M., Double.
Devotion 60

Duane Ill

Harman, ..258

Sweet Hour of

Prayer 140

The Better Land... 222

Pagk.
L. P. M.

Nashville 45
€LAS<i I.

C. M
Agawam 193
Antioch 21

Arlington 83
Avon 15
Azmon 7

Balar 213
Balerma lol

Bangor 59
Brown 164
Cambridge 20
Chelmsford 89
Cliimes 17

China 208
Choppin 151
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Page.
Church 118

Corfu 209

Coroi):ition 46
Coventry 22(1

Cypress 68

Dodd 56

Dundee 8

Durilap's Creek. ... 84

Durand 256

Evan 54

Fountain 55

Geneva 16

Give i:".

Give me the Wings. 165

Haron 126

Harvey's Chant. ... 5!!

Heber ]o

Henry ISn

Kendell 39

Love 94

Lyra 69

Main 186

Maitland 57, 88

Marlow 113

Mason's Chant 47

Mear 138

Merton 212

Millmer 99

Moss Hill 257

Naomi 203

Nottinf^r Hill 202

Peterboro 102

Prayer 51, 192

Rochester , 100

Sidney 252

Siloam 244

St. Martin's 150

Sweet 55

Tampico 181

Tlie land of Beulah.224
Unity 2H1

Victory 52

Warwick • . 1
5">

Woodland 223

W^oodside 253

Zanesville 95

C. M. 6 Lines.

Rindjre 157

C. M. Double.
Blissful Hope 98

Groton 127, 187

Malone 36

Oriola 112

Tefiis 30

Wayne 167

Willow Dale 97

C. P. M.
Ariel 114
Bremen 147

Meribaii 219

C. H. M.
Calm 32

Coronation 96

Go, watch and Prav.247

CLASS III.
'

S. M.
A sweetly solemn

tboupht 3:^0

Page.
Aylc-sbury 40

Bankoke 109, 210

Boylston 90

Dennis 9

Dover 18

Downieville 211

Franklin Square. . ..159

Gerar I(i4

Golden Hill 7i)

Hoppin 198

Kentucky 183

Laban 40

Libra 105

Lake Enon 168

Li.sbon 13f!

Marlboro 199

Mt. Tabor 143

Olmutz 260
Ozrem 85

Shawmut 119

Shirland 63

Silverstreet 152

St. Thomas 108

Watchman 91

S. M. D.

Bonar 169

Forever with the

Lord 182

The Pilgrim's Song 220

Wesley 125

S. P. M.
Dalston 137

S. H. M.
Tlie Betrayal 34

CLASS IV.

H. M.
Carmarthen 1 42

Clarksville 237

Lenox 64
Lischer 41

CLASS V.

6s & 4s.

America 251

New Haven 123

Olivet 65

Bethany
6 4, 6 4, 6 6 4 190
Cliild of sin and sor-

row.6 4,6 4,4 4,6 4.. 76

Hemans 189

Oak 191

One Day Nearer
Home 230

To-Day 75

6s & 5s.

Night with Ebon
Pinion 31

Severn 172

Unity 113

6s & 7s.

The Sinner's Invita-

tion 77

6s k 8s

Go to thy Rest 217

6s & lOs.

Evening Prayer. . . .261

Silent Niiiht 23

Page.
Class VI.
7s Single.

Aletta 129, 160
.\u.stin 200

Boy rah 144

Cookham 73

Ilondon 42
Horton 184
I(, is r, he not afraid. 33

Kenan 242
Pleyel'sHymn 86

7s, Six Lines.

Compton 128

Rock of Ages 59

7s Double.
Christian Hymn. ... 24

Eitham '. 250
Haven 62

Ives 72

Martyn 43
7s & 63.

Death of Christ 37

Larned 130
Life's Harvest 110

Tliere is a Land Im-
mortal 228

Webb 171

7s Vauious.
Amsterdam 174
Merdiu 45

Mt. Blanc 227
Penitence 121

The sun above us

gleaming 188

CLASS vn.
8a.

Clarington 44
Enon's Isle 225
Iowa 225

Remon 2'>A

8s & 73 Single.
Hawkes 23

Mt. Vernon 214
Redeemer 196

Stockwell 240
Talinar 214
Wilmot 22

8s & 73 Double.
Autumn 153
Consolation 122

Friend 103

Greenville 255
Griggstown 254

Page.
Berry 25
Doom 197
Molucca 221
Osgoo(i 58
Saviour, like a Shep-

herd lead us. . . 156
Zion 132

88, 7s, 7, 7.

Calvary 10

Harwell 145
Millington 215

8s Various.
All will be well 161

Beautiful Zion 236
Fenelon 120
Jusc as I am 74
Meribah, 8.8,4,8,8,4

(by slurs) 219
Oriel, 8,8,8,4. ..93, 134
Shining Shore 177
The Sinner's Friend.

8s, 6 75

Unity 113
Willow Creek 197
Woodland 8,6,8, 8,6.. 223

CLASS VIII.

10s.

Enon 216

Evening Hymn,. . . 248

Joyfully 163

Lyons 28

No night in Heaven. 233

Savanna 173

CLASS IX.

Us.
Corwin 131

Gethsemane 146

Home 115

Homeward 176

Kedron 34

Portuguese Hymn. .162

Redemption 78

The House of the

Lord 175

CLASS S.
Miscellaneous Set

Pieces.

Fennor 26

Golden Sky, 9s& 8s. 194

Hail to the Bright-

ness 133

Let me go 168 Henley, lis & 10s.. 249

I'm a Pilgrim 227

Never grow Weary. 179

praise vetlie Lord.

10s
&

'lis 29

Scotland 218

The Reapers 10s, 6.-229

Sweet by and by. ..262

The Anu;el Reapers.263

The Burial 224

The Eden Above. . . 79

TheSunBrightClime.23&
Fountain of Life. . . 76

Lead thou me on. . . 131

Neltleton 71

Shall we know each
other there 232

Temperan.'.e 246
Watchman 185

8s & 7s With Chorus
Even Me 77

Here and Yonder. .170

Homeward Bound. .243

Wolford 234
8s, 73, & 4s.

Alvan 177

Ami 48
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