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Ix preseating to the public such a work as this, it is obvionsl;
mperthumﬂhingmoddhenidofthoobjmud expec-
tation of its compilers. ‘These may be stated n a few words.
It has been their aim and hope to make a selection of psalms
and bymns of a highly lyrical character, in respect to senti-
ment, }mage?',.hnguagve, and structure ; possessing sufficient
elevation an dlgmgbw render them specially adapted to pub-
lic worship on the Sabbath, and poueﬁul:s, at the same ume,
such a variety of subjects and metres, such & degree of
simplicity, warmth, and animation, as should render them suit-
able for use in all social religions meetings, and in families.
They have aimed, also, to the seiection particularly co-
pious in those classes of hymus which are specially adapted to
this renod of revivals de:‘_ religious benevolent institutions
and labors, and to various important occasions.

The two things to be regarded in hymns for use in public
worship, and by which their lyrical character is to be tested,
are their Mutter and their Structure. In both these respects
they may be faulty. Some remarks on the rezuisilu of good
lyric poetry will be made under each of these heads.

As to the MATTER proper for lyric poetry.
1. The aim of all lyric tr.l,w’: be to express emotion,
lut!t_hemnﬁnmhsl{onulmn‘:,chuue-dapwdwdﬁlgm.
This is the o;iﬁinal and natural office of all poetry ; and it is
more especially the natural office of all poetrywigichud‘:.-

<

lan,w to bg used in conn;tihi:‘n wilth music. lPoetry. itself is
guage of emotion ; an oaly is good lyric poetry,
relire the aid of masic to produce its full efect, A Kindred
of lyric poetry is to excite or increase emotion in the
or performer. Sacred lyric poetry may express every
class of emotions which itis proper for man to express in acts
of worship ; but especiall{ such as are in:iplhd in ascriptions of
praise. Iishould generally be addressed directly to God, or else
m:dcouist of reheu:u.ll of m}du and :Kieclll'u, or d
appeals to the hearts of men, are direc
,ledtommthothoughhto(}od,mdﬁﬂthomdwit{
€motions towards him.
A judicious German writer, m on the character of
l fion by ko o hTm‘;; hing, phym dup
on by two means—_eaching or preaching, worshi;
9f God. ‘Tn both these exercises the intellect and heart are em-
Moyed, and act together, but not equally. Preaching is
cliefly designed to eplighten the understanding, while the
Pracipal aim of worship 18 to warm and purify the beart, and

;
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express its emotions.” To the first of these divisions of the
services of the sanctuary belong the reading of the Scri 9
exposition, exhortations, and sermons. To the second Bekmg
prayer and singing. 'l‘hough these divisions should he kept
distinct, yet it very loﬂ/en Ihapgenau;e that exhorctlagon or

reac ocey] a ace in and hymns,
¢ Mogel:g hymnl::’.;' uy:zusthor refemm:ll':ove, ¢ are not
lyrical, but didactic. They only mh in rhyme ; and thus

e{cr;ach d:]e '?:nd but not "l;: art, 'hlf, now, leu;:ou

es, and the singi aches, e preaches,

mmonotony of the I:rgnpc:ewill occasion w'::ﬁ’::.,; but if
the sermon preaches, and the hymn sings, and the prayer
prays, will be & tifal variety, to exercise and interest
all the faculties of the soul.” One author of hymns has filled
a large book with pieces, most of which were written as sup-
plements to sermons, and seem to be little more than abstracts,
expressed in rhyme, of the sentiments which had just been de-
livered. As such, they may be very good; but they can
scarcely be considered as better adapted to musical effect, than
a table of contents, or the synopsis of an argument. They may
be set to music, so that each syllable shall correspond to a note

of a tune, but cannot be sung. This forcibly bringi
syllables and not‘::?t'no contact, and pronouncing the% ;;E;?‘,
ymns

is not singing, any more than noise is music. Such
may contain excellent statements and discussions of Chnistian
doctrines, expressed in an attractive form, and may be hi
valuable to be read and treasured up in the memory ; but they
are in no degree adapted to musical effect. All truly lyrical
poetry, of a religious character, has one of these two obj
either to be a channel through which the full soul may poar
forth its strong and holy emotions, or to bring before the mind
objects which, in their and aspect, are adapted to
awaken these elevated emotions ;—it is to express emotion, or
'ozexc'i“‘lxeit timents dmgg‘ hould be grave,
. The sentiments an | y
fied, and conformed to the taste and habits of the age, m
would be suited to one nation or age, or to one state of society,
miﬁbe wholly unsuited to another. Wheg the feelings are
addressed, no allowance can be made for difference of age, or
nation, or habits, s there may be when the understanding is
addressed. Whatever, then, is unseriptura], grovelling, minute
in detail, light, fanciful, incongruous, or offensive to the taste
aud feelings, checks the flow of the soul, and detracts seriously
from the effect, and should therefore be avoided. If the
vailing taste is opposed to the precepts and doctrines of the
Bible, it should not, of course, be humored. But, so far as
manner, imagery, and ill ion are concerned, it shonld be
regarded scrupulously. Much, in these respdcts, which would
:o;ﬂ;mpﬁau'wd powerful in an oration, or a heroic poem,
be utterly unfit for the dignity and holy excitement
which should always attend a hymn set to music.
All familiar fondling epithets, or forms of expression,

ied to either n of the Godhead, should be avoided,
:-%gwim {Hem associations highly unfavorable 10 pure
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devotional feeling. A similar remark should be made
ing all hymns that wear the as of condoling with the sin-
ner, ted ing te divert h;'s thwé-et? from hi; t to lI:' calem-
ity, and occasioning in him a high state o , Sympa-
thetic excitement. gScarcely ans; thing m:m dyu:Ictly
and powerfully to destroy a 'deep conviction of guilt, or erects
8 more formidable barrier against the exercise of true contri-
tien and humility. A I portion of those hymns which are
ghnica.lly called rem'm: hymu:‘.am of this c:‘aﬂmter; tln“ad

very reason , why are so popular, is, that
the u:z)f them’ m e sinnere}'eel comfortably, when he
ought to feel condemned and undone.

. Hymns should possess unity. Not that only one subject

should come before the mind in one hymn. is would be
unnatural, and would weaken the effect. The impression
made by any subject is often d d by viewing 1t in its

connection with others. The effect of a hymn expressive of
itence would be increased by glancing at the mercy of
od, the sufferings of Christ, and the free offer of pardon.
8till, all the subjects brought into a hymn should be of such a
character, and so connected, as to form one group, strike the
mind at one view, and conspire to produce one effect.

4. Every line should be full of meaning. At every syllable,
the mind should feel thut it is making progress, ing some
new view, or receiving some additional or deeper impressi
The whole hymn should be the overflowing of a full soul, una-
ble any longer: to contain its emotions. An unmeaning line or
word, thrown in to make out the rhyme or measure, is like a
dead limb on a living body—a cumbrous deformity, better

d than retained. A hymn in long metre gencrally

possesses less vivacity, and is sung with less ease and spirit,
than one in short metre, principally because the stanza in short
metre expresses as much of thought and feeling in twenty-six
syllables, as the stanza in long metre does in thirty-two. In
many instances in this book, hymns in long metre bave been
changed into common or short metre, by merely disencum-
heriug the lines of their lifeless members.

Under the head of STRUCTURE, the following character-
istics are mentioned as being essential to good lyric poetry :—
L. Plain style. Allinversions and artificial arrangement of the
words, all parenthetical, involved, or otherwise intricate clauses,
together with all long sentences, and ambiguous and
words, are to be avoided. Even those arrangements of words
and elauses, and those full periods, which would be perfectly
inlellijle, and might s'ive beauty and strength to a composi-
tion which is to be read or spoken, may be wearisome, unin-
telligibl; an&, of course, gesmute of ;l lyrical eﬂ'ec;, when
. For the of conve is meaning, an
'&.cge to what h:n m, the s ergmay avail IIlflmeu’ vmg
of tones, inflections, pauses, and an otherwise varied enuncia-
tion; and a single performer, or a well-disciplined and careful
¢hoir, may accomplish something in the same way, in singing ;
but singers Xmm(,fromthenumoﬂho case, be very
1
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much cramped ia these respects, A simple, ninvolved
i the nataral one for impussioned poetry as well es Jor

2. Evaymhncelhculdbeeomﬁucwdloutomm
tion. Every thing in the form of reasoning, logical statement
or inference, explanation or discussion, requires a state of
mind wholly inconsistent with that holy and devout excite-
ment implied in sacred music.

3. Sentences and clauses should contain, as far as is practi-
cable without occasioning a stiff and tedious uniformity, com-
plete sense in themselves. A ion of cl bound to-
gether by weak connectives, exhausts tl::hrrformu, by allow-
ing no_opportunity for pausing; e, by multiplying
unmeaning words, and keeping the mind too long on the same
course, it also woaries the hearer. It contributes greatly to
the spirit and force of the hymn, as well as to the ease of the
performer, to throw off rapidly, in a concise form, one
thought aher another, each complete in itself, and with each
befinning a new rhetorical clause.

. The structure of each stanza should be such that the mind
shall perceive the meaning immediately. All hypothetical
clauses, placed at the beginning, or other clauses containing
positions or.argill:ments having reference to some conclusion
which is to follow, are to be avoided. They contain no
meaning in themselves, and bring nothing before the mind ex-
pressive or productive of feeling, till the performer reaches the
important words at the close of perhaps the second or fourth
line. The only method of wading thmugl such lines, set to
musie, is for the performer to suspend all thought and feeling,
and struggle hard and patiently, till he shall come to the light
The first word should, if possible, express something in itself,
and every word should add to it, But, from a spirited clause

at the betﬁ'::i;hg, the mind may derive an impulse which shall

carry it a heavy one that may follow. Clauses, how-
ever, which follow the main one, to qualify it, connected by a
relative, are alwax: heavy and injurious.

5. The words d be of enunciation, and [
being dwelt upon, without set;ux‘nym{harsh or unnamral%c&
and unpleasant combinations of consonants ; all successions of
words and syllables in which the same sound frequently oe-
curs ; long words, where all thought and feeling must s! still,
like spectators, while four or five syllables are drawn out to as
many minims or semibreves ; and all slender syllables, on which
the voice cannot dwell without distorting them, especially if two
or three of them occur together, or in an important part of the
line,—are great defects in amn, if they do not entirely destro;
its vigor. To express the whole dmuétinone syllable is,
course, much more forcible than to express it in many. T
best orators and the best poets abound in monosyllables.

6. The pauses should m‘mﬁd with reference to effect.
There should be a pause at the end of each line. The music is
generullx adapted to more or less of a cadence at that point,
and, as his own ease requires it, the performer will naturally
wake oue thare. I, therefory, e uvmmauve conws at e
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end of one fine, and the verb at the beginning of the next, the
fines, when , must make nonsense. lflae performer at-
tempts to run lines , and preserve the co i
the measure of the line, the retuming rhyme, the lmﬁlh
e e e e
pause, but violaf er, will render form-
ance unnatural produce a harshness worse, ps, than
nonsense. 1f long pauses are introduced within the line, they
should be at or before the middle ; and never, unless to secure
Rloving S5 o, Vhich may oo s whare ey
an 3 may occur an;

o e emtiod toors Y Y ’

7. The accented of the stanza should correspond with
the accented notes of the tune. ‘The want of this is a defect of
more ent occurrence in hymns than any other. Arti-
cles or conjunctions, or the lightest syllableg in important words,
ere often so placed, that, in the regular movement of the tune,
they are pronounced on the !::?e“ and most accented notes §

e the more important words and syllables, by their side,
fall on the weakest and most unaccented notes. e judicious
singer, in such cases, may be able, to some extent, to accommo-

the music to the words ; but ordinary choirs will entirely
destroy the meaning and force of the poetry. Such a mis-
plm:inF of the accent, such a swelling upon the unimportant
syllables, and such a depression of the' important ones, is as
unfavorable to all beauty and force, and as utterly nonsensical,
in singing, as in reading or :Peaking.

8. The several stanzas of a hymn should possess a good

of uniformity, as to 3 ,and p 1f
each stanza were to be sung to a tune made specially for it,
their structure might be ever so diverse without inconvenience ;
but, as they are all to be sung to the same tune, it is obvious
that all the st hould be similar to each other, and regu-
larly conformed to the measure adopted.

9. Each stanza, and the whole hymn, should be so con-
structed, that the importance of the sentiments, the force of
expression, the emotion, and the general effect of the piece,
shall be increasing through to the end. A sinking, retrograde
movement is worse, if possible, in lyric poetry, than in oratory.

Itis not elaimed for the psalms and hymns, in this collection,
that they are entirely free the faults that have now been
refe to, Perhaps no hymn could be found in the English
language, in which some of these faults might not be detected.
The writers of sacred devotional poetry seem to have th
very little of adapting it to musical purposes. Had they felt the

ce oft_' :hhuh;nd turned their tho}lght to itL mu;h the
larger o irregularities now found in their hymns
might gzrr;' easily have been avoided. Now, many of them
cannot be removad, without rendering the pieces dis: 1
otiff, or breaking down their whole fabric. In compiling this
boo&, the principles just laid down have been kept constantly in
view, and, in innumerable instances, such faults as have here
been noticed have been corrected. The fact that some imper-
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fections, of various kinds, must remain, is no reason why they
should not be rendered as few as possible.

In noticing the sources from which the materials for this
book have been drawn, it may be stated that, besides the ver-
sion of the psalms by Dr. Watts, and those versions that

his, and those of some authors of less note, made since
his time, use has been made of two nearly entire versions, and
one very extensive collection, tly published in Eng‘and.
Versions of many single psalms have been found scattered
through the several collections of hymns which have been ex-
amived. In selecting the hymns, in addition to the hymn-
books used by the various ¢ inations of Christi in the
United States, the compilers have examined eight or ten ex-
tensive general collections of hymns, besides a la:x number
of small llecti blished in England, and which bave
never been republishe(f, or for sale, in this country. In these
and other works, they suppose that they have examined
nearly all the good lyric poetry in the English languaﬁ;

The number of metrical pieces of the psalms is , and
the number of the hymns 731, making l%gnin all. Of these,
421 are from Dr. Watts, Who has, undon tedly, written more
good psalms and hymns, of a highly lyrical cimracter, than
a.nf' other author, and to whom the church is indebted, prob-
ably, for nearly half of all the valuable lyric poetry in the
lan, e. The names of the several authors, when known, or
the collections from which the pieces have been taken, are
given in the index to the first lines.

In selecting and arrang'm% these materials, the compilers
have aimed to make a hymn-book of a lhorothl evangelical
character, in doctrine and spirit, and as highly [yrical as the
materials, with such labor as could be Lestowed upon them,
would permit. They have, accordingly, rejected a large
amount of religious poetry, excellent in useif, so far as the sen-
timents and language are concerned, and aimed to select only
such pieces as are adapted to be sung. As the same piece
was often found with important variations, in different books,
they have aimed to select that copy which seemed best suif
to the design of this work, without inquiring how the author
originally wrote it. They have treated the hymns which have
come before them as public property, which they had a right
to modify and use up according to their own judgment. Omis-
sions, agridgments, alterations, and changes in the arran,
ment of the stanzas have, therefore, been made with freedom,
whenever it appeared that the piece could thereby be improv-
ed. These alterations have been made pﬁncligally to avoid
prosaic and unimpassioned passages; low or otherwise unsuit-

le imagery or expression ; abrupt transitions ; unmeaning and
cumbrous words and cl 3 long, compl d, and ob

3 feeble ives ; long words, and harsh and
slender S{ilables 5 & wrong position of the accent and pauses;
the anticlimactic structure; and a disagreement in form
and rhythm of the several stanzas.

A considerable number of pieces, p ing less of a lyrical
character than is desirable, have heen retained 3 parily because
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the subjects were important, and nothing better on them could
be found ; and gard&because, though not well adapted to public
worship generally, they might be useful on special occasions,
or for famjlies and individuals. N, by s
On some important topics, it ma asked so few
pieces rxVe been msenedpw'l‘hé‘ reply must be, thuyon such
topics, all hnrvebel:cn inl%ﬂ.ed, Whi:d‘ could-bue found, that seem-
worthy of a e. Not one , in all respects good, on
2ay usefl mpic‘: has been de.igne’rl'; ‘omitted. 'If it is asked
why so large a portion of the pieces are so short, the reply is
similar—that b of each pie‘ﬁe“v;za insenodnh wtt;:seemed worth
inserting ; and it was not thought wol ile to print poor
stanzas for the sake of increasing their number.%l,
four and five are, in inary cases, as much as
can be sung with ease or t. Singing, of all the exercises
of public worship, should least be protracted so as to become
wearisome, as it necessarily must be, when six or eight stanzas
mhg;;:n out. . . .
arrangement, it was thought best, for various reasons,
to preserve the ms separate, as has been done heretofore
in the books mospt“t!ommonly used. In the index of lubjects:
by, The soverel prts of ook Janin bive been Srangod
; e sev 8 of each psalm have
according to their mmand are numbered on continuously
, in the most simple manner. In ing the
hymns, those heads were selected which, it was thougt would
most easily cover the whole ground, and run into each other
the least, " They follow each other in what seemed the most

natural order. The hymns, under each of the Fvnenl and sub-

ordinate heads, are intended to be so , that, while they
are read in course, the mind shall be steadily advancing in the
subject, The arrangement is certainly imperfect ; yet, proba-
bly, few who examine it will see so many imperfections in it
o8 they saw who made it. It is doubtful whether, while hymns
possess so little unity, any such arrangement can be adop
s that many hymns may not, with agout equal propriety, be
under any one of two or three different heads. In the
ex of subjects here, they are so placed.

The number of tunes which the selection hes been
made is limited, and such have been chosen as are not only
appropriate in their general spirit and movement, but whose
accent and pauses correspond with those of the several stanzas
to be sung.  Often, the tune prefixed merely indicates the class
of tunes to be used. Others would be equally ap(i)ropriate.
Different choirs, or different circumstances, may render it ex-
pedient to use different tunes. Judgment should be exercised,
and time, place, occasion, &e. should be consulted.

To indicate, to some extent, the manner of performance,
those marks for musical expression have been used which are
commonly employed in music-books, and with which choirs
are generally acquainted, rather than any arbitrary signs.
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Pianizsimo, :z soft.

mez20 piano, 4 littlo soft.

meito, middle—neither loud nor soft. This mark is
aleo applicable to those hymns or passages

»w

P

mp

m
whicii now have no mark.

mf  merzo forte, a little loud.

f Sorte, loud.

i 4 Jortissimo, wvery loud.

< crescendo, increasing, louder and Jouder.

> diminuendo, diminishing, softer and softer.

<> swell, H ing and then diminishing.

>< tnverted swell, diminishing and then increasing.

dol dolce, in a gentle, smooth, gliding manner.

Al qffatuoeo, with deep and tender foeling.

[ #taceato, short, distinct, articulate.

Len U do, g ‘d. b ing slower and softer to the
en

-— cese used at the beginning of a line, to contradict

any mark of musical expression which has
gone before it. In the middle of a line, or
at the end, it signifies a pause, longer or
shorter, ding to the judg of the

‘The marks for musical expression have been prefixed, in gen-
eral, with reference to the tunes named. 'l'hep::me psalm or
hymn, sung to a different tune, might often require somne vari-
ation of the expression. .

After all which can be done, directions for musical expres-
sion must be merely hints, by which the general character of
the expression to be given is indicated.” The various kinds
and deﬁlrees of the emotions to be expressed, requiring a cor-
responding variation of the manner of performance, are so nu-
merous, and so complicated in their nature, that only a ready
susceptibility of emotion, joined to good taste and judgment,
and careful attention to the subject, can secure & correct
manner of singing.

In the index to the first lines, as well as in that to the sub-
jects, the psalms and hymns are brought together without dis-
tinction, and the ref is uniformly to the . In the
Jatter index, the different subjects are not inserted under werds
arbitrarily selected, and placed in alphabetical order, but un-
der the princilfal and subordinate topics of the arrangement
in the book, thus bringing all the psalms and hymns on the
same or kindred topics near each other in the index, so as to be
easily found. This is believed to be the most convenient plan
for such an index.

With these remarks and explanations, this work, on which
the compilers have bestowed much time and labor, and in
which they have found much pleasure, is now given to the

churches for their use.
LOWELL MASON,
DAVID GREENE.

Bostor, August, 1831,
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PSALMS.

1 Fmsr Parr. L. M. Ralsten.
The Righteous and the Wicked.

1 HAPPY the man, whose cautious feet
Shun the broad way, where sinners go 3
Who hates the place where atheists meet,
And fears to talk as acoffers do

b
2 Who loves t’ employ his morni t
Among the smugs of the L:)nrs figh
And speads the wakeful hours of night,
With pleasure pondering o’er the word.

f> 3 He, like a plant by genatle streams,
Shall flourish in immortal green ;
And heaven will shine, with kindest beams,
On every work bis hands begin.

4 But sinners find their counsels crossed ;—
As chaff before the tempest flies,
8o shall their hopes be blown and lost,
‘When the last trumapet shakes the skies.

“VA® BVA

1 Sxconp Parr. C. M. Dedham.

1 BLEST is the man, who shuns the place,
‘Where sinners love to meet;
Who fears to tread their wicked ways,
And hates the scoffer’s seat :—

2 But in the statutes of the Lord
Has placed bis chief ht;
By day, he reads or hears the word,
And‘modiuteubynight.
= 3 He, like a plant of generous kind,
y living waters set,
8afe from the storm and blasting wind
> Enjo‘yocpeweﬁllm
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mf 4 Green as the leaf, and ever fair,

Shall his profession shine ;
‘While fruits of holiness appear,
Like clusters on the vine.

p 5 Not so the impious and unjust :—

<
mf

1

- VA ™

‘What vain designs they form!
Their hopes are blown away like dust,
Or chaff before the storm.

6 Sinners in ‘iludgmem shall not stand
Among the sons of grace
When Christ, the Judge, at his right hand
Appoints his saints a place.

Tamp Part. S. M. Bladenburg.

1 THE man is ever blest,
‘Who shuns the sinner’s ways;
Among their councils never stands,
Nor takes the scorner’s place :— .

2 But makes the law of God

His study and delight,

Anmidst the labors of the day,
And watches of the night.

3 He, like a tree, shall thrive,
With waters pear the root;
Frosh as the leaf, his name shall live;
His works are heavenly fruit.

4 Not so th’ ungodly race;
They no such blessings find :
Their hopes shall flee like empty chaff
Before the driving wind. .

FourTr ParT. 7’s. NorwicA.

1 OH how blest the man, whose ear
Impious counsel shuns to bear';
‘Who nor loves nor treads the way, -
Where the sons of folly stray :—

2 But, impressed with sacred a'
Meditates, great God, thy Jaws
‘This by day his fixed employ,

This by night his constant joy.



° A

AN |

PSALMS. 3

3 Like the tree, that’s taught to grow
Where the streams refreshing flow,
He his fruitful branch shall 3nnd,
Prosperous, he no leaf shall shed.

4 ah! see,a different fate
God’s obdurate foes await!
See them, to his wrath consi
Fly like chaff before the wi

5 When thy Judge, O earth, shall come,
And to each assign his doom ;—
Say, shall then the impious band
‘With the just assembled stand ?

6 These, th’ Almighty, these alone,
Objects of his love shall own
‘While his vengeance who de";:
Whelmed in endless ruin lie.

First PArT. C. M. Marlow.
Christ exalted and his Enemies warned.

1 WHY did the nations join to slay
The Lord’s anointed Son ?
Why did they cast his laws away,
And tread his gospel down ?

2 The Lord, who sits above the skies,
HDeric}is the_irhrage helow ; b
s with vengeance in his eyes,
Anl:lestrsii(es their s%irits through.
8 “I call him my eternal Son,
“ And raise him from the dead ;
“I make my holy hill his throne,
“ And wide his kingdom spread.”

4 Be wise, ye rulers of the earth,
Obey the anointed Lord ;
Adore the King of heavenly birth,
And tremble at his word.

Seconp Part. C. M. Patmos.

1 ATTEND, O earth, when God declares
His uncontrolled decree :— .
“Thou art my Son—this day, my heir,

“ Have I begotten thee.



Q"‘A

-

-

~ 8~y 8

2

uf

PSALMS.

2 ¢ Ask—and receive thy full demands— -
& Thine shall the heathen be ;
«The utmost limits of the lands
“ 8hall be possessed by thee.”

8 Learn, then, ye grince&—md give ear,
Yeo iludges of the earth;
Worship the Lord with holy fear,
Rejoice with awful mirth.

Tairp ParT. S. M. Dover.

1 THE Lerd ascends on high,
And asks to rule the earth;
The merit of his blood he pleads,
And pleads his heavenly birth.

2 He asks—and God bestows
A large inheritance:
Far as the world’s remotest ends,
His kingdom shall advance.

8 The nations that rebel
Must feel his iron rod:
He’ll vindicate those honors well,
‘Which he received from God.

4 Be wise, ye rulers, now,
W'Atll])d wox:ll_lip at his thron;l; bo
ith trembling joy, ye peo w
To God’s exgl{eg’gonl.w o
§ If once his wrath arise,
Ye perish on the place:
But blessed is the soul that flies
For refuge to his-grace,

Fourts Parr. HOM.  Miorrey

1 JESUS, the Saviour, reigns!
On Zion is his throne:
The Lord’s decree sustains
His own begotten Son:

< gp from the grave I f And mount the skies,
e

nf

bids him rise, ‘With power to save.

2 His kinﬁgom is complete,
‘This day exalts his name:
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Before his Father’s seat,
He makes his righteous claim :
1P < Gentiles adore, f His bands
His power confess: From shore to shore.

3 First Parr. L. M. Batk,
God our Defence.  Morning.
1 LORD, how many are my fo
0 In this weak :smtey of ﬂesl{ a.nflsﬁlood;
My peace they daily discompose,
ut my defence and hope 8 God.

2 Tired with the burdens of the day,

To thee I raised an evening cry;
.mf Thou heard’st when I began to pray,
And thine almighty help was nigh.

-3 Slipl]:;rted by thine heavenly aid,
> id me down, and slept secure ;
of  Not death should make my heart ai‘raid,

> Though I should wake and rise no more.
wf 4 But God sustained me all the night;
Salvation doth to God belong:
f  He raised my head to see the Eght,
And makes his praise my morning song.
3 Seconp Parr. €. M. Dundee.

mp 1 MY God, how many are my fears!
How fast my foes increase !
Their number—how it multiplies!
How fatal to my peace!

f 2 But thou, my glory and my strength,

Shalt on the tempter tread ;
8halt silence all my threatening guilt,

And raise my drooping head.

? 3 I cried, and from his holy hill

- I !:ﬁel‘)lowedFa l‘i;tenin eyar: ’
¢ my Father, my God,

> And he gubdued ’my fea;.

=f 4 Guarded by him, I laid me down,

> My sweet repose to take ;

wf  For I through him securely sleep,
Thm%h im in safety wake.
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¢ 5 What though the hosts of death and hell
All armed against me stood ?
No terrors now shall shake my soul:
My refuge is my God.

[ TumoParr. C.M. & Anv's

=f 1 THOU, gracious Lord, art my defence ;
On thee ‘my hopes rel;y H
Thou art my'glo , &N shalt yet
Lift up my head on high.

mp 2 Guarded by him, I laid me down,

| 3 My sweet repose to take;

— For I through him securely sleep,
Through him in safety wake.

f 3 Balvation to the Lord belongs;
He only can defend ;
His blessing he extends to all,
That on his power depend.

4 First Parr. L. M. Duke Street.
God our Portion.
‘1WWHAT though th’ unthinking world may sa
w “ Who will bestow some garthly gooyd ?I ’
Lerd, for thy light and love we pray:
Our souls desire this heavenly food.

£ 2 Then shall eur cheerful powers rejoice
At grace divine and love so great;
Nor will we change our hagpy cheice,
For all their wealth and boasted state.

4 Sxconp Parr. L. M.  Duke Street.
Rest and Peare in God. Evening.

1 THY favor, gracious Lord, impart,
- With sacred joy to cheer my heart:
Howe'er the corn and wine increase,
Earth ne’er can yield such heavenly peace.

2 With thy protection kindly blest,
> Il lay me down in peace to rest;
«< S8afe in thy care—from danger free,
nf To wake on earth—orwake with thee.
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Tumo Pasr. C.M.  Litchfield

4
=p 1 LORD, thou wilt hear me when 1 pray;
< 1 am forever H

— I fear before thee all the day,

> Nor would I dare to sin.

Lem 2 And while 1 rest m head,
-— From eare and buysi:e‘:sri'ee,
Tis sweet conversing on my bed
‘With my own heart and thee.

of 3 1 pay this evening sacrifice ;
d when my work is done,
Great God, my faith, my hope relies
Upon thy grace alone.

> 4 Thus, with my thoughts composed to penoe,

— rn gwe mine eyes to sleep;

=f  Thy hand in safety keeps my da
A{m will my dn:’l;bersp;eeg. e
5 Figst Pasr. L.M.  Winchester.

Communion with God. Sabbath Morning.
1 ]ORD, hear my words—my spirit
1] ‘When wrapt 1n solemn thoughts of :
of My King, my God, my cries attend ;
To thee my suppliant prayers ascend.

— 2 Whene’er the morning rays appear,
Thou, Lord, my early voice shalt hear:
f  To thee my lified hands shall rise,
And faith look up with longing eyes.
P 3 O God, pure and holy mind
In tents '(ysm no joy e,cu‘x:y find :
Far from thy throne shall evil flee,
Nor e’er inhabit, Lord, with thee,

~— 4 But I, by boundless mercies led,

Thy temple’s sacred courts will tread ;
t  Up to thy house with joy repair:

y mercies shall surround me there.

P 5 Prostrate I'll bow—with fear im;

‘While awe profound inspires my breast;
< And faith, while yet my prayers arise,
f  Firm on the Saviour’s name relies.
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5 Seconp Parr. C. M. Dedhan.

1 LORD, in the morning thou shalt hear
voice aseending high;
To thee will I direct my prayer,
To thee lift up mine eye ;—

2 Uprto the hills, where Christ is gone
'o plead for all his sain
Presenting at his Father’s throne
Our songs and our complaints.

?» 3 Thou art a God, before whose sight
The wicked shall not stand ;
Sinners shall ne’er be th{ delight,
Nor dwell at shy right

mf 4 But to thy house will I resort,
To taste thy mercies there ;
I will frequent thine holy court,
> And worship in thy fear.

Af 5 Oh may thy Spirit guide my feet
In ways of righteousness,

of  Make every path of duty straight,
And plain before my face.

5 Tamp Parr. C. M.  Bedford
1 LORD, hear the voice of my complaint ;
Accept my secret prayer;
To thee along, my K‘.)igg, my

Will I for help repair.
2 Thou,in the morn,my voig: shalt hear,

And wi ()
To thee devoutly I'll looL ug:
To thee devoutly pray.

uf 3 Let all thy saints, who trust in thee,
Bwt;th shouts tl;(ei'irljoy lPr(u:.la.i'm.;
2@ preserv 6t them rejoi
yAml magnify thy name. 4oI15%
4 To ri%:teogu men the righteous Lord

His blessings will extend ;

And with his favor all his saints,
As with a shield, defend.
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1 Fouwtn Parr. C. M. Dundee.
? 1 BEHOLD us, Lord, with humble fear
Approach thy temple gate;

Though most unworthy to draw near,
Or m thy courts to wait.

uf 2 But, trusting in thy boundless grace,
T all 80 fecely gr s

eely given,
‘We worship in th hol{ place,
And lift our to heaven.

P 3 Lead us in all thy righteous ways,
Nor let our footsteps slide :

—  Make straight thy path before our faee,
Our guardian, still, and guide.

=wf 4 No more to sin, Lord, let us yie
Defended fg,m above, yield,
And kept,and covered with the shield
Of thy almighty love.

5 Firta Parr. C. M. Ormond.

1 LORD, hear me, when without disguise
words to thee ascend ;
And when my meditations rise,
Oh graciously attend.

2 Before thy throne I’ll bumbly fall,
And all my troubles bring ;

On thee alone for help Il caﬁl,

My righteous God and King.

»f 3 Soon as the morping rays appear,
Il lift\m ﬁyes al;‘cwe); Ppe
My voice shall reach thy listening ear,
> And supplicate thy love.

of 4 Within thyhhouse my voice shall rise
Before thy mercy-seat ;
There will 1 fix my steadfast eyes,
> And worship at thy feet.

— 5 In righteousness thy strength display,
And my protection be ;

mf Teach me to know that only way,
Which leads to heaven and thee.
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6 Fmsr Panr. L. M. Bath.
Severe Chastisements deprecated.
1 JLORD, I can suffer thx rebukes,
'When thou with kindness dost chastise §

But thy fieree wrath I cannot bear;
Oh let it not against me rise.

2 Pity my languishing estate
.le yease %he songow that 1 feel ;
The wounds thy heavy hand hath made,
O Lord, in tender mercy heal.

3 Look how the powers of nature mourn!
How long, almighty God, how long?
mf  When shall thine hour of grace return?
When shall I make thy grace my song?

6 " Seconp Part. C.M.  Bether.

»p 1IN mercy, not in wrath, rebuke
feeble worm, my God ;
My spirit dreads thine uiry look,
‘And trembles at thy ro

2 Have mercy, Lord, for I am weak;
Regard my humble I:? :
Oh let thy voice of comfort speak,
And bring salvation nigh.

3 Oh come, and show thy power to save,
And spare my fainting breath ;
For who can praise thee in the grave,
Or sing thy name in death ?

4 Satan, my cruel, envious foe,
Insults me in my pain;
He smiles to see me brought so low,
And tells me hope is vain :—

5 But hence, thou enemy, depart,
Nor tempt me to despair;
My Saviour comes to cheer my heart;
'he Lord has heard my prayer.



PSALMS. (74
7 Fiesr Parr. L. M. Timsbury.

God the righteous Judge.
=f 1 ARISE, O God—with just disdain
The anger of thy foes restrain !

To judgment wake—on thy command
Justice and truth securely stand.

f 2 8o shall thy people round thy seat,
In holy crowds, rejoicing meet :
And since on thee Sur hopes rely,
Return, and fix thy power on higil.

7 Seconp Parr. L. M. Luton,

1 THE Lord is judge—before his throne
All nations shall his justice own:
P Oh may my soul be found sincere,
~ And stand approved with courage there.

2 The Lord, in righteousness arrayed,
Surveys the world his hands have made;
Pierces the heart, and tries the reins,
And judgment from on high ordains.

3 M my Shield! around me place
‘The shelter of the S8aviour’s grace:
nf  Then, when thine arm the t{:w shall save,
f My life shall triumph o’er the grave.

8 Firsr Parr. L. M. Efinghan.
The divine Glory celebrated. .
=f]1 A LMIGHTY Ruler of the skies,
Through all the earth thy name is spread,
And thine eternal glories rise
Above the heavens thy hands have made.

2 To thee the voices of the ‘young
Their sounding notes of honor raise ;
And babes, with uninstructed tongue,
the wonders of thy praise.
3 Amidst th{ltemple children thro
‘To see their great Redeemer’s H
The Son of David is their song,
f And loud hosannas fill the place.
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Seconp Parr. L. M Alfreton
The condescending Grace of God.
1 O LORD, our Lord, in power divin
How great is thy illustrious name !
Through all the earth thy glories shine,
Placed high above the heavenly frame.

2 Down from his throne thy Son descends,
A little time our form to wear:
Beneath th’ angelic hosts he bends,
Our sufferings and our guilt to beas.

3 But, lo! thy power exalts him high,
In glorious dignity enthroned ;
e bears our nature to the sky,
Q’er all thy works the Ruler crowned.

4 Jesus, ouf Lord, in power divine,
How great is thy illustrious name !
Thmlﬂl all the earth thy glories shine~
Let all the earth resound thy fame.

Tamp Part. C. M. S Martin's.

1 O LORDy our Lord, how wondrous great
Is thine exalted name !
The glories of thy heavenly state
Let men and babes proclaim. .

2 Lord, what is man, or all his race,
Who dwells so far below,

That thou should’st visit him with grace,
And love his nature 8o ?—

3 That thine eternal Son sheuld bear
To take a mortal form ;
Made lower than his angels are,
To save a dying worm! ~

4 Let him he crowned with msjpsty,
‘Who bowed his head ta death ;
And be his honors sounded l"ﬁl.'.
By all things that have brea

§ Jesus, our Lord, how wondrous great
Is thine exalted name ! '
The glories of thy heavenly state
Let all the eani proclaim.
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Fourtm Parr. C. M. St Martin's.

1 O THOU, to whom all creatures bow,
‘Within this earthly frame,
Through all the world, how F”“ art thou!
How glorious is thy name !

2 When heaven, thy glorious work on high,
Employs my wondering sight ;
The moon that nightly rules the sky,
‘With stars of feebler light ;—

3 Lord,whatisman! thatthoushouldstchoose
To keep him in thy mind!
Or what his race ! that thou shouldst prove
To them 80 wondrous kind !

4 O thou, to whom all creatures bow,
Within this earthly frame;
Through all the world, how great art thou!
How glorious is thy name!

Firra Part. C. M. Dundee.

1 JEHOVAH, Lord of power and might,
How glorious is thy name!
The blaze of day—the pomp of night,
Thy majesty proclaim.

2 Lord, what is man—weak, sinful man—
That he thy care should JProve;
That thou for him shouldst deign to plan
Such mighty acts of love! :

3 Made in thine image at his birth--
Next to the heavenly host,
And sovereign of the new-formed earth,
Each privilege he lost.

4 Then did the pifgymg Saviour leave
The glories of the sky,—
Oh! love too wondrous to conceive! -
For sinful man to die,~

5 To die, that we, by grace restored,
Might life and glory claim—
O great Creator, Baviour, Lord,
0‘5 excellent thy name!
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8 Sixtr Parr. S. M. Dover.
mt

1 O LORD, our heavenly King,
Thy name is all divine;
Thy glories round the earth are spread,
o'er the heavens they shine.

2 When to thy works on high
I raise my wondering eye
And see the nioon, complete in light,
Adorn the darksome skies ;—

3 When I survey the stars,
LoAnd ag their shini formsr,thl
P rd, what is man—that worthless thing,
A&n to dust and worms ? ’

— 4 Lord, what is worthless man,
That thou shouldst love him so ?
Next to thine angels is he placed,
And Lord of all below.

5 How rich thy bounties are!
How wondrous are thy ways!
That from the dust, thy power should frame
A monument of praise.

9 First Parr. C. M. Lutzen.
God glorious as a Judge and Deliverer.
f 1 WITH my whole heart I'll raise my song 3
Thy wyonders P’ll proclaim: yaongs
Thou, sovereign Judge of right and wrong,
Wilt put my foes to shame.

211 lin& thy majesty and grace;
My God prepares his throne,
To judge the world in righteousness,
> And make his vengeance known.

mp 3 Then shall the Lord a refuge prove
For all the poor opgre y
To save the people of his love,
Le And give the weary rest.

wf 4 The men who know thy name, will trust
In thy abundant grace;
For thou hast ne’er forsook the just,
‘Who humbly sought thy face.
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f § Sing praises to the righteous Lord,
ho dwells on Zion’s hill,
‘Who executes his threatening word,
And doth his grace fulfil.

9 Seconp Parr. C. M. Marlow.

1 WHEN the great Judge, supreme and just,
Shall once inquire for blood,
The humble souls, that mourn in dust,
Shall find & faithful God.

p 2 Thy thunder shall affright the proud,
And gm their hearts to pain,
Make them confess that thou art God,
And they but feeble men.

3 Thou‘fh saints to sore distress are brought,
And wait, and long comglain;
Their cries shall never be forgot,
Nor shall their hopes be vain.

f 4 Rise, great Redeemer, from thy seat,
Len To judge and save the poor;
f Let nations tremble at thy feet,

And man prevail no more.

9 Tamrp Part. C. M. Abridge.

f 1TO God], who dwells on Zion’s mount,
Your lofty voices raise;
Through all the earth his works recount,
In solemn hymns of praise.

-~ 2 The Lord in righteousness is known,
In judgment seen by all;
The wicked, who his name disown,
> By their own works shall fall.

nf 8 O Lord, in majesty arise,
The heathen’s power assail ;
Exalt thyself above the skies,
And let not man prevail.

f 4 Thou art, O God, the righteous Lord,
Thy name shall still endure H
Tlé{throne of judgment, and thy word,
all stand for ever sure.
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9 Fountr Parr. C. M. Nottingham.
Delight in praising God.

1 TO celebrate thy praise, O Lord,
I will my heart prepare ;
To all the listening world, thy works,
Thy wondrous works, declare.

2 The thought of them shall to my soul
Exalted pleasures bring ;
While to thy name, O thou Most High,
Triumphant praise I sing.

Y

3 Thou art, O Lord, a sure defence
Against oppressing rage ;
As troubles rise, thy needful aid
In our behalf engage.

4 To celebrate thy praise, O Lord,
I will my heart prepare;
To all the listening world, thy works,
Thy wondrous works, declare.

10 First Part. L. M. Danvers.
Jehovah, the Avenger of the Oppressed.

1 JEHOVAH reiﬁxz—your tribute bring ;
Proclaim the Lord, th’ eternal King:
f  Crown him, ye saints, with holy joy,
His arm shall all your foes destroy.

-~

— 2 Thou, Lord, ere yet the humble mind
Had formed to prayer the wish designed,

>  Hast heard the secret sigh arise

mf  While, swift to aid, thy mercy flies.

— 3 Thy Spirit shall our heart prepare ;

Thine ear shall listen to our prayer:

Thou, righteous Judge ! thou Power divine !
>  On thee the fatherless recline.

of 4 The Lord shall save th’ afllicted breast,
His arm shall vindicate th’ oppressed ;

t  Earth’s mightiest tyrant feel his power,
Nor sin, nor Satan grieve them more.
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10 Seconp Parr. C. M.  Burford.

=p 1 WHY doth the Lord depart so far,
And why conceal his y
‘When great calamities appear,
And times of deep distress ?

2 Lord, shall the wicked still deride
Thy justice and thy power?
Shall they advance their heads in pride,
And stll thy saints devour?

of 3 O God, arise--lift up thine hand,

> Attend our humble cry ;

mf No enemy shall dare to stan
When , our help, is nigh.

4 Thou wilt prepare our hearts to pray,
And lend thine ear to hear;
Accept the vows thy children pay,
f And free thy saints from fear.

10 Tuiro Parr. C. M. Litchfield.

1 ARISE, O Lord—lift up thine hand,
And show to all mankind,

That in thy guidance and command
The poor shall safety find.

2 Thou dost ungodliness behold :
Oh then the humble bless!
And with thy sacred love infold
lea  The poor and fatherless.

—3 God hears his humble followers’ voice,
When offered ug‘}: gluyer;
nf He bids their thankful hearts rejoice,

‘Who to his house repair.

4 Those shall in peace and safety live,
Who love God’s righteous laws;
t 'To them he will protection give,
For ever, from their foes.

11 L M. Alfreton.

Glod present to save his People.
1 MY refuige is the God of love :
. Wh§ ;lo my foes insult and cry, e

ST,
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“ Fly, like a timorous, trembling dove
‘l‘oy'diatant woodsl,uér mountzgs ﬂy”?

2 The Lord in heaven has fixed his thrane,
His eyes survey the world below :
To him all mortal things are known,
> His eyelids search our spirits through.

—3 If he afflict his saints so far,
To prove their love, and try their grace,
What must the bold transgressors fear !—
His very soul abhors their ways.

4 The righteous Lord loves righteous souls,
Whose thoughts and actions are sincere;
of And with a glll'acious eye beholds
The men that his own image bear.

12 - C. M. Grafton
Divine Aid invoked in Tiges of great Wickednen
1 HELP, Lord, for men of virtue fail,

Religion loses ground ;

The sons of violence prevail,
And treacheries abound.

2 Their oaths and promises they break,
They act the flatterer’s part:
With fair, deceitful lips they apeak,
But with a double heart.

3 Lord, when iniquities abound,
And Huphemmws bold, .
When faith is bardly to be found,
And love is waxing cold,—

4 Is not thy chariot hastening on?
ast not given the sign ?
May we not trust and live upon
A promise 8o divine?

‘
f 5 Yes—saith the Lord—now will I rise,
And make oppressors flee ;
I'shall appear to their surprise,
And set my servants free.
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13 Frst Pant. L. M.  Medway.
Complaint under the Hiding of God’s Countenance,

AT ] HOW long, O Lord, shall I complain,
Like one that seeks his God in vain?
How long shall I thine absence mourn,
And still despair of thy return?

2 Hear, Lord, and grant me quick relief,
Before my death conclude my grief’;
If thou withhold thy heavenly light,
La [ sleep in everlasting night.

— 3 How will the powers of darkness boast,
If but one praying soul be lost :

mf  But I have trusted in thy grace,
And shall again behold thy face.

4 Whate’er my fears or foes suggest,
Thou art my hope, my ioy, my rest:
< My heart shall feel thy love—and raise
f y cheerful voice to songs of praise.

13 Seconp Parr. C. M. Dundee.

=p 1 HOW long wilt thou conceal thy face,
y God, how long delay ?
‘When shall I feel those heavenly rays,
That chase my fears away ?
2 How long shall my afflicted soul
Wrestle and toil in vain ?
Thy word can all my foes control,

And ease my raging pain.
=f 3 Be thou my sun, and thou my shield,
My soul in satzety keep;
Make haste, before mine eyes are sealed
> In death’s eternal sleep.

— 4 Thou wilt display that sovereign grace
hence(:lﬁpmyy comforts L e
g I shall employ my lips in prame

And thy salvation sing.

13 THRD ParT., 78. Benson.
Af ] LORD of mercy, just and kind,
Wilt thou ne'er my guilt forgive?
Never shall my troubled mind :
In thy kind remembrance live ?
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2 Lord, how long shall Satan’s art

Tempt my harassed soul to sin,

Triumph o’er my humbled heart,
Fears without and guilt within ?

3 Lord, my God, thine ear incline,
Bending to the prayer of faith;

mf Cheer my eyes with light divine,
Len Lest I sleep the sleep of death.

wp 4 But on mercy I rely—
Mercy, heavenly Lord, impart:
mf Mercy brings salvation nigh ;
Mercy shall rejoice my heart.

t  § Lord, Ilift my voice in praise,
All thy bounty to adore;
From eternity thy grace
Flows, increasing evermore.

13 Fourta PART. 78, Norwich.

Af 1 LORD, my God, how long by thee
Shall I quite forgotten be
Lord, how long /—for ever —say—
Wilt thou turn thy face away?

2 Ceaseless thoughts my soul perplex;
Daily griefs my spirit vex:
O'er me, lo! my foes bear sway:
Lord, how long ?—for ever 7—say.

3 Lord, my God, at length arise ;
Mark my sorrows, hear my cries:
Lighten thou my eyes that weep,
Lest the sleep of death—1I sleep.

4 On thy mercy I repose:
. 'Il:hee my heart he(:i gaviourdl:nov;::'d’
eaps for joy ; an ns thee,
oo, her shisld and great reward.

14 First ParT. C. M. Grafton
Atheism arising from Depravity.
1 FOOLS, in their hearts, believe and sa;
F Tha?’all religion’s vain; o
There is no God, who reigns on high,
Or minds th’ affairs of men.
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2 The Lord, from his celestial throne,
Looked down on things below,
To find the man that sought his grace,
Or did his justice know.
3 nature, all are gone astray;
B’l‘heir practice aﬂ the n.m:y',
There’s none that fears his Maker's hand,
There’s none that loves his name.

4 Oh that salvation might proceed
From Zion’s sacred place,
Till Israel’s captives alg are freed,
And sing recovering grace.

14 Seconp Parr. C. M. Dedham.

1 ARE sinners now so hardened grown,
That they the saints devour ?
And never‘worship at thy throne,
Nor fear thine awful power?

2 Great God, appear to their surprise
Reveal t y]:rreadful name; ’
Let them no more thy wrath despise,
Nor turn our hope to shame.

3 Dost thou not dwell among the just?
And yet our foes deride,
That we should make thy name our trust:
Great God, confound their pride.

4 Qh! that the joyful day was come
To finish our distress '—
f  When God shall bring his children home
Our songs shall never cease.

15 First Part. L. M. Uzbridge.
The Citizen of Zion. :
" 1'WHO shall ascend thy heavenly pl
Great God, and dw{all before {hl; ;::’o —
The man who loves religion now,
And humbly walks with God below :—

2 Whose handsare pure—whose heart is clean;
Whose lips still 'P“k the thing they mean ;
No slanders dwell upon his tongue ;

He hates to do his neighbor wrong.
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3 He loves his enemies—and prays
For those who curse him to his face;
And does to all men still the same
That he could hope or wish from them.

4 Yet, when his holiest works are done,
His soul depends on ‘grace alone :—
This is the man thy face shall see,
And dwell for ever, Lord, with thee.

Seconp Parr. C. M. Nottingham.

1 WHO shall inhabit in thy hill,
O God of holiness ?
Whom will the Lord admit to dwell
So near his throne of grace ?

2 The man who walks in pious wa
And works with righteous hands;
Who trusts his Maker’s promises,
And follows his cotnmands ;—

3 He speaks the meaning of his heart,
Nor slanders with his tongue;
Will scarce believe an ill report,
Nor do his neighbor wrong ;—

4 The wealthy sinner he contemns,
Loves all who fear the Lord ;
And though to his own hurt he swears,
Still he performs his word ;—

5 His hands disdain a golden bribe,
And never wrong the poor :—
This man shall dwell with God on earth,
And find his heaven secure.

Tuirp Parr, 7s. Lincoln.

1 WHO, O Lord, when life is o’er,
Shall to heaven’s blest mansions soar 3
Who, an ever welcome guest,
In thy holy place shall rest?

2 He, whose heart thy love has warmed ;
He, whose will to thine conformed,
Bids his life unsullied run;

He, whose words und thoughts are one;—
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=p 3 He, who shuns the sinner’s rc‘os:’la
Loving those who love their H

wf  Who, with hope, and faith unfeigned
Treads the path ipy thee ordained ;—

— 4 He, who trusts in Chriet alone,
Not in aught himself hath done :—

< He, (freat 3od, shall be thy care,

=mf  And thy choicest blessings share.

16 First ParT. L. M. Ellenthorpe.
Humility of a good Man.

1 PRESERVE me, Lord, in time of need,
For succor to thy throne I flee,
But have no merits there to plead:
My goodness cannot reach to thee.

wp 2 Oft have my heart and tongue confessed
How empty and how aioor Iam:
M{{praise can never make thee blest,
or add new glories to thy name.

~ 3 Yet, Lord, thy saints on earth may reap
Some profit by the good I do;
These are the company I kee;
These are the choicest friends I know.

4 Let others choose the sons of mirth
And iive their hours to noise and wine:
uf T love the men of heavenly birth, .
‘Whose thoughts and language are divine.

16 Stconp Parr. L.M. & Pauls.
Hope of the Resurrection.

1 WHEN God is nigh, my faith is strong ;
His grm is my almighty prop;

nf  Be glad, my hem—mowe, my tongne,
y dying flesh shall rest in hope.

> 2 Though in the dust I lay my head,

—_ Yet, ﬁracioul God, thou wilt not leave

My soul forever with the dead,
or lose thy children in the grave.
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3 Mgﬂelh shall thy first call obey,
hake off the dust, and rise on high ;
f ‘Then shalt thou lead the wondrous way
Up to thy throne above the sky.

16 Tamo Parr. L. M. Tallis Ev. Hymn,
Delight in God and his People.
1 PRESERVE thy faithful servant, Lord,
‘Who art the refuge of the just;

To me thy sheltering aid afford,
For in thine arm alone 1 trust.

2 The saints, who dwell the earth around,
I view with pleasure and delight ;
But they who other gods have found,
I cast with horror tfrom my sight.

3 I will not mingle with the throng,
Whose guilt their sorrow multiplies;
I will not name them with my tongue,
Nor join their bloody sacrifice.

4 God is my portion here below ;
’Tis he, who shall my lot maintain ;
His bounty makes my cup o’erflow,
And frees my anxious soul from pain.

§ Thou shalt unto my lo ix:ﬁ: es
The path of endless life display ;
Where, in thy presence, joys arise,

‘Which neither lang nor decay.

16 Fourta Parr. C.M.  Medford.

1 LET heathens to their idols haste,
And worship wood or stone ;
But my delightful ot is cast
Where God is truly known.

2 His hand provides my constant food 3
He fills my daily cup:
Much am I pleased with present good,
But more rejoice in hope.
=f 3 God is my portion and my jov,
‘His eounzgls are m 'l:lg’blt ;7 ’
—  He gives me sweet advice bmuy,
Ang keeps me safe by nig
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mp 4 My soul would all her thoughts approve
'o his all-seeing eye ;—
mt  Not death, nor heﬁ,

my hope shall move,
‘While such a friend is migh.

5 Thou shalt the paths of life display,
‘Which to thy presence lead ;
‘Where pleasures dwell without alloy,
And joys that never fade.

16 Frrra ParT. C M. Dundee.
Hope of the Resurrection.

1 I SET the Lord before my face,
He bears my courage up;
M{Iheart my tongue, their joy express;
y flesh shall rest in hope.

mp 2 ngirit, Lord, thou wilt not leave
ere souls departed are:
Nor quit my body in the grave
> To see corruption there.

mf 3 Thou wilt reveal the path of life,
d raise me to thy throne;
f Thy courts immortal pleasure give ;
hy presence joys unknown.

17 Pirsr Partr. L. M. Newmarket.
Prospect of the Righteous and Wicked contrasted.

1 LORD I am thine—but thou wilt prove
My faith, my patience, and my love;
‘When men of spite against me join
They are the sword—the hand is thine.

2 Their h:l?e and portion lie below ;
*Tis all the Iupimeu they know ;
*T'is all they seek—they take their shares,
And leave the rest among their heirs.

3 What sinners value, I resign ;
Ar  Lord, ’tis enouglh that thou art mine;
T

1 shall behold Lblmful face,
te in righteousness.

And staend comp.
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ﬂty show;
But that bright world to which I go,
Hath joys substantial and sincere ;—
When shall I wake, and find me there?

50 ilorious hour !—O blegt abode!
Is

P
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all be near, and like my God ;
And flesh and sin no more control
The sacred pleasures of my soul.

6 LTI‘Y fiesh shall slumber in the ground,
ill

the last trumpet’s joyful sound:
Then burst the chains, with glad surprise,
And in my Saviour’s image rise.

SecoND Parr. S. M. Dover.

1 ARISE, my gracious God,
And make the wicked flee;
They are but thy chastizing rod
To drive thy saints to thee.

2 Behold the sinner dies—
His haughty words are vain
Here, in this life, his pleasure iies,
And all beyonci is pain.

3 Then let his pride advance,

And boast of all his store;
The Lord is my inheritance—
My soul can wish no more.

4 1 shall behold the face
Of my forgiving God ;
And stand complete in righteousness,
Washed in my Saviour’s blood.

First Part. L. M. Danvers.
Strength and Protection from Jehovah.

1 WITH my whole heart, I'll love thy name,

Jehovah! thee my strenglth I claim;

My rock, m{lfortres:i‘:vhere fly ;
My great deliverer, always nigh.
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2 My God! thy names of grace im;
e strengtg that cheers my fainting heart:
In thee I trust—nor danger dread,
Thine arm the buckler o’er my head.

— 3 What can thy horn of power control,
Which wrought salvation for my soul ?

Thou art the tower of my defence ;

Nor earth, nor hell, shall pluck me thence.

— 4 Thou, gracious Lord, hast heard my cries;
< Beyond our praise thy glories rise ;

—  And still shall prayer my lips employ,

f Till thou shalt every foe destroy.

~ 18

-

18 Seconp Parr. L. M.  Uzbridge.

nf 1 THEE will I love, O Lord, my strength,
My rock, my tower, my high defence;
Thry mighty arm shall be my trust,
or I have found salvation thence.

P 2 Death, and the terrors of the grave,
Stood round me with their dismal shade ;
‘While floods of high temptation rose,
> And made my sinking soul afraid.

P 3 In my distress, I called my God,
When I could scaree believe him mine;
He bowed his ear to my complaint,
< And proved his saving grace divine.

mf 4 My song for ever shall record
hat terrible, that joiful hour;
And give the giory to the Lord,
Due to his mercy and his power.

18 Tumo Parr. L. M.  Alfreton.

111 LORD, thou hast seen my soul sincere,
Hast made thy truth and love appear ;
Before mine eyes I set thy laws,

And thou hast owned my righteous cause.

2 What sore temptations broke my rest!
What wars and strugglings in my breast!
But through thy grace, that reigns within,
I guard against my darling sin.—
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3 That sin, that close besets me still,
That works and strives against my will —
‘When shall thy Spirit’s sovereign power
Destroy it, that it rise no more

4 With an impartial hand, the Lord
Deals out to mortals their reward :
The kind and faithful souls shall find
A God more faithful,and more kind.

5 The just and pure shall ever say,
Thou art more pure, more just than they;
But men that love revenge shall know
God hath an arm of vengeance too.

18 Fourra Parr. L. M.  Appleton.

1 JUST are thz ways, and true thy word,
Great Rock of my secure abode ;
Who is a God, beside the Lord ?
Or where’s a refuge like our God ?

2 Tis he that girds me with his might,
Gives me his holy sword to wield ;
And while with sin and hell I fight,
Spreads his salvation for my shield.

3 He lives—and blessings crown his reign—
The God of my salvation lives;
The dark designs of hell are vain,

> ‘While heavenly peace my Mather gives.

18 Firra Parr. C. M. St Martin's.

1 NO change of time shall ever shock
My trust, O Lord, in thee;
wf  Forthou hast always been my rock,—
A sure defence to me.

~ 2 Thou our deliverer art, O God ;
Our trust is in tl:ly é;:wer;

uf  Thou art our shield from foes abroad,
Our safeguard, and our tower.

=p 3 To thee will we address our prayer,
To whom all praise we owe ;
8o shall we, by thy watchful care,
Be saved from every foe.
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f 4 Then let Jehovah be adored,
On whom our hopes depend ;
For who, except the mnig.hty Lord,
His people can defe:

18 Sixta Partr. C. M. London,
Jehovah coming to reign.

1 THE Lord descended from above,
And bowed the heavens most high,
And underneath his feet he cast
The darkness of the sky.

2 On cherubim and seraphim
Full royally he rode,
And on the winqs of ml;ﬁhty winds,
Came flying all abroad.

3 He sat serene upon the floods,
Their fury to restrain;
And he, as sovereign Lord and King,
For evermore shall reign.

18 Sevente Parr. 8s. & 7s.  Suffolk.

1 LO! the Lord Jehovah liveth!
He’s my rock, I bless his name:

He, my God, salvation giveth;

All ye lan(is, exalt his fame.

2 God, Messiah’s cause maintaining,
Shall his righteous throne extend :
O'er the world the Saviour reigning,

Earth shall at his footstool bend.

3 O’er his enemies exalted,
Great Redeemer!—see him rise!
Though by powers of hell assaulted,
supports him to the skies.

4 Jesus, hail! enthroned in glory,
There forever to abide ;
All the heavenly host adore thee,
Seated at thy Father’s side.

(i34
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Fmrst Parr, L. P. M. St Helen's.
Delight and Instruction from the Bible.

1 ] LOVE the volume of thy word ;
What light and pdy those leaves afford
T;]I‘yo souls eniil‘%e m?i di;trgﬁsed!
recepts e my doubtful wa;
Thy fear fgrbiﬁs I:Hsfg;t to stray, v
y promise leads my heart to rest.

2 Tbg threatenings wake my slumbering eyes,
And warn me where my dan{sr lies;
But ’tis thy blessed gospel, Lord,
That makes my ﬁuilt{;onsaence clean,
Converts my soul, subdues my sin,
And gives a free, but large reward.

3 Who knows the errors of his thoughts?
My God, forgive my secret faults,

And from presumptuous sins restrain:
Accept my poor attempts of praise,
That I have read thy hook of grace,

And book of nature not in vain.

Seconp Parr. L. M. Danvers.
The Heavena declaring the Glory of God.

1 THE spacious firmament on high,
XVi(tlh th]e‘;yllllxe ethereal ]sl_xy,
nd spangled heavens, a shining frame,
Theirl;;regt Original proclaim. ¢

2 Th’ unwearied sun, from day to day,
Does his Creator’s power display,
And publishes to every land
The work of an almnﬁn.y bend.

3 Soon &s the evening shades prevail,
The moon takes up the wondrous tale,
And nighdly, to the listening 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.
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¢ 5§ What! though in solemn silence all

Move round this dark terrestrial ball—
! though nor real voice, nor sound

Amid their radiant orbs be found—

— 6 In reason’s ear they all rejoice,

< And utter forth a glorious voice ;

€ For ever sing;ng, as they shine, -
“ The hand that made us is Divine.”

19 Tairp ParT. L. M.  Hebron.
The Glory of God in his Works and in his Word.
1 THE heavens declare thy glory, Lord,
In every star thy wisdom shines;
But when our eyes behold thy word,
‘We read thy name in fairer lines.
2 The rolling sun—the changingdight,
And nights, and days, thy power confess ;
But that blest volume thou hast writ
Reveals thy justice and thy grace.
3 Sun, moon, and stars, convey thy praise
Round all the earth—and never stand ;
So when thy truth began its race,
It touched and glanced on every land.
wf 4 Nor shall thy spreadin, 1 rest,
Till thro yh the worﬁi%g;p:mth has runm;
*Till Christ has all the nations blest,
‘Which see the light, or feel the sun.
— 5 Great Sun of Righteousness, arise !
Oh bless the world with hea;rly light!
Th’ly gospel makes the simple wise:
hy laws are pure—thy jadgments right.
6 Thy noblest wonders here we view,
In souls renewed and sins forgiven :—
Af  Lord, cleanse my sins—my soul renew,
uf And make thy word my guide to heaven.

19 Fovwrs Parr. C. M. Dunchurek.
Deliverance from Sin implored.
1 GOD’S perfect law converts the soul,
Reclaims from false desires;
With sacred wisdom, his sure word
The ignorant inspirea.
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2 But what frail man observes how oft
He does from virtue fall ?—
A Oh! cleanse me from my secret faults,
Thou God that know’st them all!

f 3 8o shall my prayer and praises be
With thy acceptance blest;
And I secure, on thy defence,

My Strength and Saviour, rest.
19 Firte Parr. S. M.  Haverhill.
Af 1 1 HEAR thy word with love,

And I would fain obey ;

Lord, send thy Spirit from above
T'o guide me, lest I stray.

2 Oh! who can ever find .
The error of his ways?
Yet, with a bold presumptuous mind,
I would not dare transgress.

3 Warn me of every sin,
Forqive my secret faults,
And cleanse this guilty soul of mine,
Whose crimes exceed my thoughts.

mf 4 While with my heart and tongue,

I spread thy praise abroad,
Accept the worship and the song,
My Saviour, and my God.
19 Sixra Parr. 8. M.  Eastbure-

The Glory of God in his Works and in his Word.

' 1 BEHOLD, the lofty s
Declares ite ma]':zr ad;
And all the starry works on high
Proclaim his power abroad.

2 The darkness and the light
8Still keep their course the same;
While night to day—and day to night,
Divinely teach his name.

3 1n every different land
eir general voice is known ;
They show the wonders of his hand,
And orders of his throne.




4 His laws are just and pure,
His truth without deceit ;
His promises forever sure,
And his rewards are great.

— 5 While of thy works I sing,
Thy glory to proclaim ;
Accept the praise, my God, my King,
In my emer’s name.

PSALMS. ® “
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19 Seventm Parr. 8. M. Mornington.

1 BEHOLD the morning sun

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

And life and light convey.

2 But where the gospel comes,
It spreads diviner l;.lfht,
It calls dead sinners from their tombs,

And gives the blind their sight. .
? 3 How perfect is thy word !

And all thy judgments just!
wf Forever sure thy promise, Lord,

And we securely trust.
Af 4 My gracious God, how plain

Xr%r thy directions it_rgn!

Oh! may I never read in vain,
uf But find the path to heaven.

20 First Parr. L. M. Nazareth.
Prayer and Hope in Trouble.

1 WOW may the God of power and grace
N Attendyhis people’s humble cry!
>  Jehovah hears, when Israel prays,—

L And sends deliverance from on
— 2 Well he remembers all our sigha,
His love exceeds our best deserts;

His love accepts the sacrifice
> Of humble groans and broken hearts.

At 3 Save us, O Lord, from slavish fear,—
f And let our hopes be firm and strong,
Till thy salvation shall appear,
. And’joy and triumph raise the song.
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20 Seconp Parr. C. M. Ely.

1 THE Lord unto thy prazer attend,
In trouble’s darksome hour:

wuf The name of Jacob’s God defend,
And shield thee by his power;

f 2 In thy salvation we’ll rejoice,
And triumph in the Lord ;
For, when in prayer he hears thy voiee,
He will relief afford.

' 3 In chariots and on horses some
For aid and shelter flee ;

— But in thy name, O Lord, we came,
And will remember thee.

4 O Lord, to us salvation bring;
In thee alone we trust;
Hear us, O God, our heavenly King,
Thou retuge of the just!

21 Frsr Parr. L. M. S Paul's
Christ ezalted to reign.

1 BEHOLD the King of Zion rise
To endless glory in the skies!

Thy strength and thy salvation, Lord,
His joy, his triumph, his reward !

2 The Lord his heart’s desire completes,
2p From heaven his prayer acceptance meets:
Though bowed to death—intent to save,
— He l.iés him from the cross and grave.

=f 3 He asks—th’ eternal Lord bestows—
Life from th’ unchanging fountain flows !
(’er death the victory he gives—
Th’ exalted Saviour ever lives!

4 Hail, Fount of Blessings! placed in thee,
Our life, our strength, our all, we see:
f  Aloud our songs thy power proclaim,
And wide we spread thy glorious name.
e
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21 Seconp Part. C. M.  Bedford.
God acknowledged in National Blessings.
£ 1 IN thee, great God, with songs of praise,
ur favored realms rejoice ;
And, blest with thy salvation, raise
Te heaven their cheerful voice.

? 2 In deep distress, our injured land
Implored thy power to save;

< For life we prayed—thy bounteous hand

of The timely biessing gave.

— 3 On thee, in want, in wo, or pain,
Our hearts alone rely ;
Our rights thy mercy will maintain,
And all our wants supply.

f 4 Thus, Lord, thy wondrous power decl
Ans& still exalt thy fame ;po e
While we glad songs of praise prepare
For thine almighty name.

22 Fizst Parr. L. M. Medvay.
Sufferings and Ezaltation of Christ.
=p 1NOW let our mournful songs record
The dying sorrows of our Lord,

When he complained in tears and blood,
Like one fors&en of his God.

uf 2 But God, his Father, heard his cry—
Raised from the dead, he reigns on high;
The nations learn his righteousness,
And humble sinners taste his grace.

22 Seconp ParT. C. M. Marlow.

1 “ NOW, in the hour of deep distress,
My G’od, supgort thy Son,
When horrors dark my soul oppress,
Oh leave me not alone !”

@
2 Thus did our suffering Saviour pray,
ith mighty cries and tears;
God heard him in that dreadful day,
And chased away his fears.
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20 Seconp Parr. C. M. Ely.

1 THE Lord unto thy prayer attend,
In trouble’s darksome hour:
nf The name of Jacob’s God defend,
And shield thee by his power;

f 2 In thy salvation we’ll rejoice,
FAn tlxl'iun}ph in thehLolll'd; @ .
'or, when in prayer he hears vo
He will relig;' aﬁ'ord. y voiess

U 3 In chariots and on horses some
For aid and shelter flee;

—_— But in thy name, QO Lord, we come, °
And remember thee.

4 O Lord, to us salvation bring;
In thee alone we trust;
Hear us, O God, our heavenly King,
Thou retuge of the just!

21 Firsr Parr. L. M. 8¢ Poul's
Christ ezalted to reign. *

1 BEHOLD the King of Zion rise
—y To endle;s gl‘;) in ﬂllve skies i.o a,
y strength and thy salvation, Lor
His joy, hlg; triumph,y his reward !
2 The Lord his heart’s desire completes,
mp  From heaven his prayer acceptance meets :
Though bowed to death—intent to save,
— He ligs him from the cross and grave.

=f 3 He asks—th’ eternal Lord bestows—
Life from th’ unchanging fountain flows ?
(Yer death the victory he gives—
Th’ exalted Saviour ever lives!

4 Hail, Fount of Blessings! placed in thee,
Our hfe, our strength, our all, we see:
f  Aloud our songs thy power proclaim,
And wide we spread thy glorious name.
L]
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21 Seconp Parr. C. M.  Bedford.
God acknowledged in National Blessings.
€ 1 IN thee, great God, with songs of praise,
Our favored realms rejoice ;
And, blest with thy salvation, raise
To heaven their cheerful voice.

p 2 In deep distress, our injured land
Implored thy power to save;

< For life we prayed—thy bounteous hand

wf The timely biessing gave.

— 3 On thee, in want, in wo, or pain,-
Our hearts alone rely ;
Our rights thy mercy will maintain,

And all our wants supply.
f 4 Thus, Lord, thy wondrous power decl
Al:)sc,lstill éxatthy fume;po e
While we glad songs of praise prepare
For thine almighty name.
22 Figst Part. L. M.  Medway.

Sufferings and Exaltation of Christ.
=p 1 NOW let our mournful songs record
The dying sorrows of our Lord,
When he complained in tears and blood,
Like one forsaken of his God.

wf 2 But God, his Father, heard his cry—
Raised from the dead, he reigns on high;
'The nations learn his righteousness,
And humble sinners taste his grace.

22 Seconp Parr. C. M. Marlw.

1 « NOW, in the hour of deep distress,
My G"od, sup&)ort thy Sog,
When horrors dark my soul oppress,
Oh leave me not alone !”

2 Thus did our suffering Saviour pray,
With mighty cries and tears;
God heard him in that dreadful day,
And chased away his fears.
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f 3 Great was the victory of his death,
His throne exalted stands;
‘While all the nations of the eartn
Shall bow to his commands.

22 Tamp Parr. C. M. Nottingham.
Goodness ¢f God commemorated.

=p 1 WHEN trouble fills my soul with grief,
Oh hide not, Lord, thy face;
For I can hope for no relief,
Unaided by thy grace.

— 3 Our fathers, trusting in thy wo
Reposed"t’heir ho 8 in thyee; wd
In thee protection found, O Lard ;
! And life and liberty.

=~ 3 When in thy. temple I appear
To hear thy sacred word ;
M’I‘ vows I will perform, and there
hy benefits record.

4 For thou, from men of low estate,
Wilt not conceal thy face ;
But unto those who humbly wait,
Wilt give thy promised grace.
f 5 To all the world will I declare
The greatness of thy name;

Assembled saints my voice shall hear,
As I thy praise proclaim.

22 Fourrm Parr. C. M, St Anw's.
11 1 ALL ye who serve the Lo&wiﬂx foar,
In praise lift up your vep ;
Let chob’s fai childeep hear,
Let Israel’s sons rejoies,”
2 The great, who have his bounty kmown,
And they who mercy crave,
Alike shall at his feet bow down ;
For he alone can save.

* 8 Throughout the wdrld’s extended bound,
His goodneu shall be shown; . *

And every tongue, the earth
Bhall worship a his thronw
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4 His glorious kingdom is divine,
His subjects hear his word ;
Through every realm his light shall shine,
And all shall fear the Lord.

23 Fmrst Parr. L. M. 6u. Belville.
Jehooah, the Shepherd of his Pegple.
1 'T'HE Lord m ure shall
T And fc:ed lgepvavsi‘th a shephmme;

His presence shall my wants supply,
And guard me with a watchful eye:
My noon-day walks he shall attend,
And all my midnight hours defend.

2 When in the sultry glebe I faint,
Or on the thirsty mountsin paat,
To fertile vales, and dewy meads
My weary, wandering steps he leads;
PP ere peaceful rive; and slow,
— Amid the verdant landscape flow.

3 Though in the paths of death I tread,
With gloomy horrors overt
af My steadfast heart shall fear no i
For thou, O Lord, art with me still :
Thy friendly rod shall give me aid,
And guide me through the dreadful shade.

—4 Though in a bare and rugged way,
Through devious, lonely wilds I stray,
Thy gresence shall my pains beﬁnile:

The barren wilderness shall smile,

af With sudden greens and herbage crowned,

And streams shall murmur all around.

23 Szbowp Parnr. C. M. Warwick.

&1 1 THE Lord himself, the mighty Lord,

Vouchsafal to be my guufe ’ty
. The she . whose constant care

My wants'ave all supplied.

? 2 In tender grass he makes me foed,

. And gently there repose ;

— Then leads me to cool shades, and where
Refre;hing water flows.
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3 He does my wandering soul reclaim, ‘
And, to his endless praise,

Instruct with humble zeal to walk |

\ 1n his most righteous ways. |

41 ¥m the gloomy vale of death,
rom fear and danger free ; ‘
=f  For there his aiding rod and staff
Defend and comfort me.

— 5 8ince God doth thus his wondrous love ‘
Through all m{ life extend, |‘
=f  That life to him 1 will devote, ‘
And in his temple spend. |

23 Tarp Parr. C. M.  Covington

&l 1 MY shepherd will supply my need,
Jehovah is his name
In ures fresh he makes me feed,
ide the living stream.

2 He brings my wandering spirit back
When I forsake his ways,
And leads me, for his mercy’s sake,
1n paths of truth and grace.

P 3 When I walk through the shades of death,
- Thy presence is my stay; ’

One word of thy supporting breath
=f Drives all my fears away.

~— 4 The sure provisions of my God
Attend me all my days;

< Oh may thy house be mine ahode,

f And all my work be praise.

23 Fourta Parr. S. M. Olnutz

d! 1 THE Lord my shepherd is;
1 shall be well su%plie'd;
Since he is mine,and I am his,
What can I want beside ?
2 He leads me to the place,
WYIVherltia heavenly putu:lo grows;
ere living waters gently pass,
f And full sglvationml ovu.y ’
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— 3 Ife’er I go astray,
He doth my soul reclaim 3
And guides me in his own right way,
¥For his most holy name.

4 While he affords his aid,

1 cannot yield to fear;
Though I should walk through death’s dark
My shepherd’s with me there.  [shade,

— 5 Amid surrounding foes
Thou dost my table spread ;
My cup with blessings overflows,
¢ And joy exalts my head.

— 6 The bounties of thy love
Shall crown my future days;

f Nor from thy house will I remove,
Nor cease to speak thy praise.

23 Firra Parr. S. M. Haverhill,

dol 1 WHILE my Redeemer’s near,
My shepherd, and my guide,

I bid farewell to every fear;

My wants are all uupplied;

2 To ever fragrant meads,
‘Where rich abundance grow:
His gracious hand indulgent le:x’ls,
And guards my sweet repose.

Af 3 Dear Shepherd, if I stray,
My wandering feet restore;
And guard me with thy watchful eye,
let me rove no more.

23 8ixTH PaRT. 78, Benson.

W 1 TQA pastures, fair and large,
He, iy Sliepherd, lead thy charge;
Ar::il couch, with tenderest care,
8t

M e springing. grass prepare.

2 When I faint—with summer’s heat,
Thou shalt guide oy weary feet
T'o the streams, still and slow,
Through the ve t meadows flow.
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uf 3 Safe the dreary vale I tread,
‘Bv the shades of death o’erspread;
ith thy rod and staff supplied,
This my gusrd—and that my guide.

= 4 Constant, to my latest end,
< Thou my footsteps shalt attend ;
=of  Aad t bid thy hallowed dome
Yield me an eternal home.
24 Fmsr Part. L. M. Timsbury.

The Citizen of Zien.
1 THE earth, O Lord, is ever thine,
Its peopled realms, and wealthy stores ;
Built on the floods by power divine,
The waves are ramparts to the shores.

=p2 But who shall reach thy holy place
Or who, O Lord, ascend thy hill 7—

— ‘Fhe ptre in heart shall see thy face,
The perfect man, that doth thy will.

3 He, who 10 bribes hath closed bis hand,
"T'o idols never bent the knee,
Nor sworn in falsehoed ;—he shall stand
af  Redeemed, and owneti, and kept by thee.

24 Seconp Part. L. M. Alfreton.

11 1 WHO shall ascend the holy hill,
Great God! which all thy glories fill ?
Who, in thy temple’s hallowed dome,
Secure his everlasting home ?

2 Whose hands are clean—whose heart sincere,
Whose purlpose pure—whose actions clear,
‘Whose soul no vanity allures,

And truth his plighted vow secures ;—

3 This man the blessing shall receive,
The blessing, which the Lord will give :
f  Salvation from his Ged shall flow,
And righteousness his hand bestow.

—4 These are the men—the chosen seed,
Like Jacob, wrestling as they plead:
They seek, O Lord—they seek thy face,

mf And wait—and find the promised grace.
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24 Tamp Parr. L. M.  Appleton.
Trwmphal Ascension of Christ.

t* 1 OUR Lord is risen from the dead,
Our Jesus is ﬁone up on high:
The powers of hell ure captive led,
Dragged to the portals of the sky.

2 There his triumphal chariot waits,
And angels chant the solemn lay:
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates!
Ye everlasting doors, give way!

3 Loose all your bars of massy light,
And wide unfold th’ ethereal scene;
He claims these mansions as his right,
Receive the King of glory in.

4 “Who is the King of glory—who ?”
The Lord, that all his foes o’ercame,
That sin, and death, and hell o’erthrew;
And Jesus is the conqueror’s name,

5 Lo! his triumphal chariot wait
And angels chant the solemnsfay:
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates!
Ye everlasting doors, give way!

6 “Who is the King of glory—who 7"
The Lord, of boundless power possessed,
The King of snints and angels too,
God over all, forever blest.

24 Fourta Parr. C. M. Judea,
The Citizen of Zion.
" 1 LORD, who, among the sons of me
May Visit thine ugode — ™

He, who has hands from mischief clean,
Whose heart is right with God.

2 This is the man may rise and take
The blessings of his grace;
This is the lot of those who
Th7(iod of Jacob’s face.



T PSALMS.

3 Now let our souls’ immortal powers,
To meet the Lord, prepare;
Lift up their everlasting doors,
The King of glory’s near.
4 The King of glory!—who can tell
The wonders of his might ?

He rules the nations—but to dwell
With saints is his delight.

-

24 Firra Parr. C. M. Talks' Chant.
Triumphal Ascension of Christ.
" 1 LIFT up your heads, eternal gates,
Unfold, to entertain _

The King of glory ;—see, he comes
‘With his celestial train.

2 Who is this King of glory P—who ?
The Lord, for strength renowned ;
In battle mighty,—o’er his foes
Eternal victor crowned.

3 Liftu zour heads, eternal gates,
Unfold, to entertain
The King of glory ;—see, he comes
With all his shining train.
4 Who is this King of glory ?7—who ?
The Lord of hosts renowned :
Of'&lory he alone is King,
ho is with glory crowned.

24 Sixth Part. 7s. Bath Abbey.

11 1 “WIDE, ye heaveuly gates, unfold,
' Closed no more by death and sin;
Lo! the conquering Lord behold!
Let the King of glory in.”
Hark, th’ angelic host inquire
« Who is he, th’ almighty King "
Herk again, the answering choir
Thus in strains ef triumph sing :—

2 “He, whose powerful arm alone,
On his foee destruction hurled ;
Heﬁ:hn hath the vietory won,
who saved a ruined world 35—
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He, who God’s pure law fulfilled,
esus, the incarnate Word ;

He, whose truth with blood was sealed ;
e is heaven’s all-glorious Lord.”

3 “ Who shall to this blest abode

Follow in the Saviour’s train ?”

“They, who in his cleansing biood
Wash away each guilty stain :

They, whose daily actions prove
Steadfast faith, and hol{ fear,

Feorvent zeal, and grateful love —
They shall dwell forever here.”

25 Fizst Parr. C.M.  Medfield.
Prayer for Divine Guidance and Parden.
Ar] QHOW me, O Lord, thy saered way,
Thy truths to me relate ;

For thou art God, whom 1 obey ;
On thee I daily wait.

2 Remember not in anger, Lord,
The errors of my youth ;
But let thy mercy help afford,
Accerding to thy truth.

3 O Lord, on me compassion take,
Who have despised thy word ;
And for thy name and mercy’s sake,
Thy pardoning love aﬂ'on{.

4 O keep my soul, and set me free,
Preserve me; Lord, from shame ;
af  For I have placed my hope in thee,
And trusted in thy name.

25 Sgconp Parr. S. M. Watchman.
1 I LIFT my soul to God ; .
My trust is in his name: .
Let not my foes, that seek my blood,
till triumph in my shame.
2 From early dawning light
Till eveZing slmgs grise,

For th salvation, Lord, I wait,
With ever-longing eyes.
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3 Remember all thy grace,
And lead me in thy truth;
Forgive the sins of riper days,
And follies of my youth.

4 The Lord is just and kind ;
The meek shall learn his ways;
af  And every humble sinner find .
The blessings of his grace.

25 Tuirp Parr. 8. M. Cedron.
Mercy of God to the Faithful.

AT 1 TO God, in whom I trust,
1 lift my heart and voice;
Oh! let me not be put to shame,
Nor let my foes rejoice.

2 Thy mercies, and thy love,
yLord, recall to myind;
And graciously continue still,
As thou wert ever, kind.

3 Let all my youthful crimes
.Be blotted out by thee;
wmf  And, for thy wondrous goodness’ sake,
—_ In mercy think on me.

=af 4 His mercy, and his truth,
The righteous Lord displays,
In bringing wandering sinners home,
And teaching them his. ways.

25 - Fourra Parr. S. M. Mornington.

1 MINE eyes and my desire
Are ever to the Lord ;
Ilove to plead his promised grace,
"And rest upon his word.

Af 2 Lord, turn thee to my soul;

mf Brirfg th{ salvation near: -

~— When will thy hand release my feet
From sin’s destructive snare

3 When shall the sovereign grace
Of my forgiving God
Restore me from those dangerous ways
My wandering feet have trod ? :
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AT 4 O keep my soul from death,
Nor put mﬁ;h;fe to shame,
< Forl ham ced my only trust
f In my eemer’s name.
=p 5§ With humble faith 1 wait
‘To see thy face again:

nf 11 Of Israel it shall ne’er be said,
—_ He sought the Lord in vain.

25 Frrra Part. S. M. i)our.

1 WHERE shall the man be found,
That fears t' offend his God,
That loves the gospel’s jO;ﬁﬂ sound,
And trembles at'the rod ?

2 The Lord shall make him know
The secrets of his heart,
The wonders of his covenant show,
And all his love impart.

3 The dealings of his power
Are truth and mercy still,
‘With such as keep his covenant sure,
And love to do his will,

4 Their souls shall dwell at ease
Before their Maker’s face,
mf  Their seed shall taste the promises
In their extensive grace.

26 Firsr Parr. L. M. Talli¢ En. Hymn.
Conscious Integrity.
1 JUDGE me, O Lord—and prove my ways;
And try my reins—and try my heart:
MK faith upon thy promise stays,
or from thy law my feet depart.

2 Among thy saints will I appear
Arraied in robes of innocence; ~
But, when I stand before thy bar,
The blood of Christ is my defence.

mf3 I love thy habitation, Lord,
The tex;llfle, where thine honors dwell ;
There shall I hear thy holy,werd,
1 And there thy works of wonder tell.
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— 4 Let not my soul be joined, at last,
With mZn of treatJ:her{l and blood 3
8ince I my days on earth have past
Among the saints—and near my God.

26 Seconp Parr. C. M. Dundee
Delight in the Presence and Worship ¢f God.

1 WE love thy holy temple, Lord,
For there thou deign’st to dwell ;
And there the heralds of thy word
Of all thy mercies tell.

?» 2 There, in thy pure and cleansing fount,
Washed from each uiltg' stain,

<  Our souls on wings oF faith shall mount

f To heaven’s eternal fane.

AT 3 Around thine altar will we kneel
In penitence sincere,

wf A Saviour’s mercy deeply feel,

—_ And words of pardon hear ;—

4 Or minglinf with the choral throng,
Our joyful voices raise,'
And pour the full, melodious song,
In notes of grateful praise.

<
f
[ 4

26 Tamp Part. 78. Pleyel's Hymn.

Af 1 SEARCH my heart,—my actions prove,
Try my thoughts, as they arise ;
For thy kindness and thy love
Ever are before my eyes.

uf 2 I have loved the hallowed place,
Where thine honor doth abide
'o the temple of thy grace,

- Lord, my erring footsteps guide !

3 Gather not my soul with those,
Who their deeds of blood pursue ;
‘Who, thy justice to onose,
Hold the tempting bribe to view.

4 Keell) my soul from all offence ;

All my supplications hear ;
I walk in innocence,

Let me, Lord, thy mercy share.
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nf 5 Thou hast placed my foot aright,
Therefore I my voice will raise,
With thy saints—before thy sight,

In unceasing hymns of praise.

27 First Parr. C. M.  Stephens.
God resorted to in Trouble and Desertion.
1" 1 THE Lord of glory is my ligh
T And my s va:lyontog; g2
f  God is my strength—nor will I fear
What all my foes can do.
— 2 One privilege my heart desires —
AT Oh'! grant me mine abode
Among the churches of thy saints,
The temples of my God !

af 3 There shall I offer my requests,
And see thy glory still;

Shall hear tht{lmessages 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.

f 5 Now shall my head be lifted high
: Above my foes around,
f  And songs of joy and victory
Within thy temple sound.

o7 Seconp Parr. C. M. Patmos.

1 SOON as ] heard my Father say,
“Ye children, seek my grace;
M“y heart replied without delay,
I’ll seek my Father’s face.”

p 2 Let not thy face be hid from me,;
Nor frown my soul away ;

<  God of my life, I fiy to thee,

> In each distressing day.

— 8 Should friends and kindred, near and deur,
> Leave me to want, or die, .
— My God willmakemylifelniseue,

d all my need supply.
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¢ 4 Wait on the Lord, ye trembling saints,

And keep your courage u
Hell raise yoar apirit When it faints,
And far exceed your hope.
27 TurDp Parr. 7s. Norwick.

1 WHEN my cries ascend to thee,
Hear, Jehovah, from afar;
Let thy tender mercies be
8till propitious to my prayer!

2 When thou bad’st me scek thy face,
Quickly did my heart reply,
Resting on thy word of grace,
“Thee I’ll seek, O Lord most high !”

3 Should the world deceitful prove,
When no more its help I share;-
Though decayed a mother’s love,
Though withdrawn a father’s care y—

mf 4 Then Jehovah’s guardian eye
Shell my or;’)han state defend,
Shall a parent’s place supply,
He my guardian, father, friend !

27 -FourtH PART. 78, Norwick.

1 GRACIOUS Lord, disclose thy way,
In thy path my feet sustain:
While my foes my steps survey,
Make the path of duty plains—
2 Nor my fainting spirit yield -
To tge foes whi!:'.h round me rise ;
From the great accuser shield,
Cruel power, or slanderous lies.

3 Had not faith revived my breast,
Oft my soul had sunk in wo;
Now, through life, assured I rest,

All thy goodaess, Lord, to know,

uf 4 Wait, then, Isreel, on the Lord;

Still with courage cheer th: ineart':
Wait—for lfaithfulgis his wordZ

He will grace and strength impare.
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28 C. M. 8t. Anw's.
Divine Interposition acknowledged.

=f 1 RLEST be the Lord, who heard my prayer
B The Lord—my sinield—my son%?
‘Who saved my soul from sin and fear,
And tuned with praise my tongue.

mp 2 When in the hour of deep distress,
Of foes and death afraid,

— My spirit trusted in his grace,
Xn sought, and found his aid.

af 3 O blest Redeemer—glorious Lord!
Thy shield—thy strength shall be
The shield—the saving strength of all,
‘Who love, and trust in thee. '

mp 4 Remember, Lord, thy chosen seed ;
Oh save from guilt and wo;

—  Thy flocks in richest pastures feed,
And guard from every foe.

€ 5 Zion exalt—her cause defend ;
‘With joy her courts surround ;
Let showers of heavenly grace (fescend,
And saints thy praise resound.

29 Fiest Parr. L. M. Monmouth.
Jehovah, the Universal King.

" 1 (RIVE to the Lord, ye sons of fame,
G Give to the Lor:iyrenown and power,
Ascribe due honors to his name,
And his eternal might adore.

2 The Lord proclaims his power aloud
Through every ocean, every land ;
His voice divides the watery cloud,
And lightnings blaze at his command.

3 The Lord sits sovereign on the flood,
O’er earth he reigns forever king s
But makes his church his blest abode,
Wléere we his awful glories sing.
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? 4 In gentler language, there the Lord
The counsel of his grace imparts ;
Amid the raging storm, his word
Speaks peace und comfort to our hearts.

29 Seconp Parr. L. M. Dunstan.

11 1 SONS of the mighty! rise, and bring
Your offerings to th’ eternal King:
Own ’tis Jehovah, while you rise,
Your glory and your strength supplics.

2 His word, all powerful to fulfil
Th?’ eternal counsels of his will,
With awful majesty arrayed, ’
Subdues the world his.hand has made.

3 The mountains bow—the cedars rend,
Lo! at his high command they bend !
So through tﬁe world his gospel ran,
And bowed the rebel heart ot man.

4 His word, like lightning from the skies,
Strikes deep—and quick conviction flies:
The nations tremble and adore,

Through earth, to its remotest shore.

f 5 Jesus is king !—enthroned on high,
He reigns through all eternity !
His glory shall his church increase,
With strength divine, and endless: peace !

29 Tarp Part. L. M. Timsbury.

'! 1 YE mighty rulers of the land,
Give praise and glory to the Lord ;
And while before his throne ye stand,
His great and powerful acts record.

2 Oh render unto God ahove
e honors which to him belong ;
And in the temple of his love,
Let worship flow from every tongue.

3 His voice is heard the earth around, -
When through the heavens histhunders roll;
The troubled ocean hears the soun
And yields itself to his control.
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4 When he upon the lightning rides,
His voice in loudest thunder speaks;
The fiery element divides,
And earth to its deep centre shakes.

5 God on the floods has fixed his throne,

His ﬁovernment shall never cease ;

He shall his power and strength make known,
And bless his chosen sons with peace.

30 L. M. Winchelsea.
Divine Compassion acknowledged.
mf 1 T WILL extol thee, Lord, on high;
At thy command diseases ‘3{;
save

- ‘Who, but a God, can speak an
From the dark borders of the grave?

2 Sing to the Lord, ye saints, and prove
How large his grace—how kind his love;
Let all your powers rejoice, and trace
The wondrous records of his grace.

3 His anger but a momenut stays;
His love is life, and length of (iaya;
P Though grief and tears the night employ,
f  The morning star restores the joy,

31 Fmst P.uu'.v L. M.  Pomfret.
Confidence in God.

1 J,ORD, in thy great, thy glorious name,
I place my hope, my only trust;
AT Save me from sorrow, guilt, and shame,
Thou ever gracious, ever just.

f 2 Thou art my rock—thy name alane
The fortress where my hopes retreat;

Af Oh make thy power and mercy known;
To safety guide my wandering feet.

f 3 Blest be the Lord—forever blest,
Whose mercy bids my fear remove ;
‘Those sacred walls, which guard my rest,
Are his almighty power and love.
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? 4 In gentler language, who suek s face,
1 ecounselg:)lf is ;ﬂphﬂ.’
Amid the raging stor <" o wast his grace,
Speaks peace and cc senssmnly rength 1mpart |

29 SECOND PAR1 gelur C.M Litchfeld

11 1 SONS of the mighty! givisars Pt
Your offerings to th’ et qats, OUT VOices rase
Own 'tis Jehovah, whi' ; :
Your glory and your st " g af bis grace

sues.
2 His word, all powerful v aed!%
'IV;;!, }(:terntgllqo‘l)gnsels of _, shensorrow spretdy
ith awful majesty arr: degart,
Subdues the w{)rl his.} ;ﬁmm

3 The mountains bow—th. atebestt L
Lo! at his bigh comman: ! "“"
So through the world hi: af; -
And bowed the rebel he: .grsereich [

4 His word, like lightning 1 T
Strikes déep—angd quick ¢ -dei®
The nations tremble and 8 1¢
Through earth, to its rem«

f 5 Jesus is king !—enthroned
He reigns through .all eter:
His ﬁlory shall his church ;
With strength divine, and.«

29 Tairp Parr. L.

'" 1 YE mighty rulers of the lan
Give praise and lot{l to tk
And while before his throne“,
His great and powerful actt

2 Oh render unto God above
The honors which to him b
And in the temple of his love,w

Let worship i?ow from everj\‘m\

3 His voice is heard the earth a \
When through the heavens hi?‘*‘h
The troubled ocean hears the s,
And yields itself to his controPaaw;,
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— 4 Ye humble souls, who seek his face,

f Let sacred courage fill your heart!

~ Hope in the Lord—and trust his grace,
d he will heavenly strength 1mpart.

31 Seconp Parr. C.M.  Litchfield.
God praised feor his merciful Proiection.
f 1 COME, O ye saints, your voices raise
To God, in grateful songs;
And let the memory of his grace
Inspire your hearts and tongues.

P 2 Her deepest gloom, when sorrow spreads,
And light and hope depart,

< His face celestial morning sheds,

f And joy revives the heart.

P 3 To thee, my God, oppressed with grief,
I breathed my humble cry;

< Thy mercy brought divine relief,

> And wiped my weeping eye.

— 4 Thy mercy chased the shades of death,

< And snatched me from the grave;

f  Oh may thy praise employ that breath,
. Which mercy deigns to save.

31 TrirDp PaArT. C. M. Dunchurch.

1 IN thee, O Lord, I place my trust,
Preserve my soul from shame;
Thou art the refuge of the just,
And righteous 1s thy name.

2 Of"ﬁ:'ace, how boundless is the store
y children shall receive,
Who love thy word—thy name adore,
And in thy service live!

f 3 To God, the Lord, who dwells above,
Let songs of praise resound ;
‘Who with his never-failing love
Has fenced my city roun

— 4 Oh! love the Lord, ye pure in heart;
He shall your prayers regard :
But ye, who from his ways depart,
Shall meet your just reward.
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wf 5 All ye who on the Lord rely,
And rest your hopes above‘,I
He shall with strength your hearts supply,
And bless you with his love.

31 FourtH PArRT. S. M. St. Thomas.

1 DEFEND me, Lord, from shame;
For still I trust in thee;
As just and righteous is tlmy name,
rom danger set me free.

P 2 Bow down thy gracious ear,

< And speedy succor send ;
=mf Do thou my steadfast rock appear,
To shelter and defend. )

— 3 How great th{ mercies are
T'o such as fear thy name;
Which thou, for those that trust thy care,
Dost to the world proclaim !

£ 4 Ye that on God rely,
Courageously proceed ;
For he will yet your hearts supply
With strength, in time of neetr.

31 Frrrr Parr. 8. M. Hudson.

1 THY goodness, Lord, how great!
Eternally the same!
Before the sons of men laid up
For those who fear thy name.

2 Thy presence shall protect ;
hy watchful care shall hide :
In the pavilion of thy love,
Secure thy saints abide.

f 3 Forever bless the Lord,
His great salvation tell :

—  His marvellous loving-kindness keeps
The city where we dwell. -

4 Despond not of his truth,
Nor yield to anxious grief:
> God heard my voice, when in distress
< 1 sog&ht—»and found relief.
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32 Finst Parr. L. M. Uzbridge.
Blessedness of the Penitent and Pardoned.

' 1 BLEST is the man—forever blest,
Whose guilt is pardoned by his God,
Whose sins with sorrow are confessed.
And covered with his Saviour’s blood.

2 From guile his heart and lips are free ;
His g:mble joy—his holﬂ fear,
With deep repentance well agree,
And join to prove his faith sincere.

3 How glorious is that righteousness,
That hides and cancels all his sins!
‘While brightest evidence of grace
Through &ll his life appears and shines.

32 Seconp Part. L. M. Medway.

1 I SPREAD my sins before the Lord,
- };&nd all rlny se(l:(l;e!-fau:(tla cqnfus;rd’
ospel speaks a pardoning wo
'Ehg' ﬂ:ﬂy g;irit segls the grﬁce.
2 How safe beneath thy wings I lie,
‘When days grow dark, and storms appear!
And when 1 walk—thy watchful eye
mf  Shall guide me safe from every snare.

32 Tamp Parr. S. M. Bladenburg.
1 OH! blessed souls are they,
‘Whose sins-are covered o’er;

Divinely blest—to whom the Lord
lmputes their guilt no more.

mp 2 They mourn their follies pust,
And keep their hearts with care;
—  Their lips and lives, without deceit,
Shall prove their faith sincere.

3 While I concealed my guilt,
1 felt the festering wound ;
But 1 confessed my sins to thee,
And ready pardon found.




=l 4 Let sinners learn to pﬂ:i;

Our helpy in mes of doep distress
> r help, in times of dee;
f 1s foupl;d in God nlona.p

33 C.M. Nottingham.
Rejoicing in God.
f11] ¥ ET all the just, to God with jo
L Their cheérfu voices raise ;J v

For well the righteous it becomes
To sing glad songs of praise.

2 For faithful is the word of God ;
His works with truth abound ;

He justice loves—and all the earth
Is with his goodness crowned.

3 Whate’er the mighty Lord decrees,
Shall stand forever sure
The settled Kurpose of his heart
To ages shall endure. -

4 Our soul on God with patience waits ;
Our help and shield 1s he;

Then, Lord, let still our hearts rejoice,
Because we trust in thee.

5 The riches of thy merﬁy, Lord,
Do theu to us extend;

Since we, for all we want or wish,
On thee alone depend.

34 . First Pant. L. M.  Hague,
Praize for signal Deliverance.
1 ,ORD, I will bless thee all my days;
Thy praise shall dwell upon my tongue;
My soul shall glory in thy grace,
hile saints rejoice to hear the song.

2 Come, magnify the Lord with me ;
Let every heart exalt his name;
I sought th’ eternal God—and he
Has not exposed my hope to shame.
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» 3 I told him all my silent grief,

My secret groaning reached his ears ;
— He gave my inward pains relief,
] And calmed the tumult of my fears.

— 4 His holy angels pitch their tents
Around the men who serve the Lord ;

af Oh fear and love him, all his saints,
Accept his grace—and trust his word.

34 Seconp Parr. C. M. Corinth.
1 I’LL bless the Lord from day to day ;
How pi:md are all his ways!
Ye humble souls that use to pray,

Come help my lips to praise.

2 Sing to the honor of his name ;
] In deep distress I cried ;
— Nor was my hope expose(i to shame,
Nor was my suit denied.

?» 3 I told the Lord my sore distress,
H ith heavyhgroans and tears; '
— e gave my sharpest 8Orrows e
Agld silegcedrﬁ my fears. o

=f 114 Oh sinners, come and taste his love,
Come learn his pleasant ways,
And let your own experience prove
The sweetness of his grace.

5 Oh love the Lord, ye saints of his;
His eye regards the just :

How grea‘tilg lest their portion is,

‘Who make the Lord their trust!

34 Tamrp Parr. C. M. St. Martin’s.
Trusting and Praising God.
1 THROUGH all the changing scenes of life,
In trouble, and in joy,
The praises of my God shall still
My heart and tongue employ.

2 Of his.deliverance I will boast,
Till all, that are distressed,
From my example comfort take,
And charm their griefs to rest.
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3 Oh! magnify the Lord with me,
With me exalt his name ;
When in distress, to him I called,
He to my rescue came,

4 The hosts of God encamp around
The dwellings of the just;
Deliverance he uaffords to ali,
‘Who on his succor trust.

5 Oh! make but trial of his love,
Experience will decide
How blcst are they, and only they,
‘Who in his truth confide.

6 Fear him, ye saints, and you will then
Have nothing élse to fear;
Make {ou his service your delight,
He’ll make your waats his care.

34 Fourta Part. C.M.  Dedhkam.

1 THEE will I bless, O Lord, my God,
To thee my voice I'll raise,
Forever spread th{ fame abroad,
And daily sing thy praise.
P M{ soul shall glory in the Lord,
His wondrous acts proclaim;
Oh let us now his love record,
And magnify his name.

3 Mine eyes beheld his heavenly light,
When I implored his grace;
1 saw his glory with delight
And joy beamed o’er my face.
4 Oh taste and see the Lord is good,
Ye, who on him rely; .
He shall your souls with heavenly food
And strengthening aid supply.

35 8.7 &4. Tamworth.
Christ exalted over his Enemies.
1 71 O! the Lord, the mighty Saviour,
L Quits the“gi’rave, thg tg'one to cfaim;

Object of his endless favor,
o’er all exalts his name;

-~
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Those who hate him——
Clothed with everlasting shame.

f 2 Shout for joy—with songs of praises,
Ye, who in his namne delight:
Shout—for God our Saviour raises
To his throne, in endless might!
*Tis Jehovah——
Crowns our Lord in realms of light!

3 God his servant lifts to glory,
Bids him all his honors share:
Now, Jehovah, we adore thee,
And thy righteousness declare :
Endless praises
Shall thy ransomed church prepare.

36 First Part. L. M. St Paul's.
Immutable Perfections and Glory of God.

1 H1GH in the heavens,eternal God,
Thy goodness in full glorﬂ shines;
Thy truth shall break through every cloud
'I};mt vails thy just and wise designs.

2 Forever firm thy justice stands,
As mountains their foundations keep ;
Wise areé the wonders of thy hands,
Thy judgments are a mighty deep.

3 O 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.

4 From the provisions of thy house,
We shul‘l, be fed with sweet repast;
There mercy, like a river, flows,
And brings salvation to our taste.

=f 5 Life, like a fountain, rich and free,
Springs from the presence of my Lord 3
And in thy light our souls shall see
The glories promised in thy word.
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36 Seconp Parr. L. M. Hagxe.

1 O LORD, thy mercy, my sure hope,
The highest orb of heaven transcends;
Thl¥ sacred truth’s unmeasured scope
eyond the spreading skies extends.

2 Thy justice, like the hills, remains ;
ow de((alp, great God, thy judgments are:
Thy providence the world sustains;
he whole creation is thy eare.

3 With thee the springs of life remain,
mf - Thy presence is eternal day ;—
Af  Oh let thy saints’thy favor gain!
mf  To upright hearts—thy truth display.

36 Trirp PaArTr. C. M. St Ann's

1 ABOVE these heavens’ created rounds,
Thy mercies, Lord, extend ; .
Thy truth outlives the narrow bounds,
here time and nature end.

nf2 Thy justice shall maintain its throne,
ox:fh mountains melt away ;
- Thx judgments are a world unznown,
deep, unfathomed sea.
3 Though all created light decay,
> And death close up our eyes;

f  Thy presence makes eternal day,
\{,E day,
ere clouds can never rise.

36 FourTtr ParRT. S. M. Olmutz.

mp 1 SURE there’s a dreadful God‘7
Though men renounce his fear;
His justice, hid behind the cloud,

—_— Shall one great day appear.

=f 2 His truth transcends the sky,

-— In heaven his mercies dwell;

<  Deep as the ses his judgments 'lie,

> Has anger burns te hell.

mf 3 How exocellent his love, ot

Whence all our safety springs!
Af  Oh hever let my soul remove
From underneath his wings.
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37 First ParT. C. M. Ormond.
God the Guardian of the Pious.

1 NOW let me make the Lord my trust,
N And practise all that’s good:y
8o shall 1 dwell among the just,
And he’ll provide me food.

2 Ito my God my ways commit,
ThAng ch;erfﬁ} :ait ‘hdia will;d betial &
and, whic ides my doul
S);xall mi' desireénfulﬁl. y o

3 Mine innocence shalt thou display,
And make thy judgments known,
of  Fair as the light of dawning day,
And glorious as the noon.

— 4 The meek, at last, the earth possess,
And are the heirs of heuvell)lo;
True riches, with abundant peace,
To humble souls are given.

r

87 Seconp Parr. C. M. "Arlington.

mp 1 MY God, the steps of pious men
Are ordered by thy will ;
Though they should fall~they rise again ;
Thy hand supports them.

uf 2 The Lord deliﬁzlts to see their ways,
Their virtue he apgroves 3
He'll ne’er deprive them of his grace,
Nor leave the men he loves.

£11 3 Wait on the Lord, ye sona of men,
Nor fear when tyrants frown ;
Ye shall confess their pride was vain,
When justice casts them down. ,

Tl'l:ls slevernl steps amnd-;‘n his
€ pleasure runs thl‘o m
'And pesoetil is his ond: !

&l 4 But mark the man of righteousness,

Len
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38 C.M Grafton.
Severe Chastisement deprecated.
A 1 A MID thy wrath, remember lov
A Restorz thy servant, Lord ; “

Nor let a father’s chastening prove
Like an avepger’s sword.

2 My sins a heavy load appear,
And o’er my headare gone ;
‘The burden, Lord, I cannot bear,
Nor e’er the guilt atone.

? 3 But I'll confess my guilty ways,
And grieve for all my sin ;
I’ll mourn how weak the seeds of grace,
And beg support divine.

uf 4 Thou art my God—my only hope;
And thouywilt hear !r,ny cZy ;ope ?
Thou, Lord, wilt bear my spirit up,
Nor let thy servant die.

39 Fiast Parr. L. M. Windham.
Brevity of human Life.

AT 1 ()H let me, gracious Lord, extend
My view to life’s approaching end'
‘What are my days ?—a span their line;
And what my age, compared with thine ?

2 Our life, advancing to its close,
‘While scarce its earliest dawn it knows,
Swift, through an empty shade, we run,
And vanity and man are one.

3 God of my fathers !—here, as they,
I walk, the pilgrimn of a dm
A transient guest, thy works admire,
And instant to my home retire.

4 Oh spare me, Lord—in mercy, s;
And!gature's’failing strengthy;'e]l)):';:,
E’er, life’s short circuit wandered o’er,

Lea Iperisig—andamaeennomore.
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39 Seconp Parr. L. M. Medway.

1 ALMIGHTY maker of my frame,
Teach me the measure of my days;

Tesch me to know how frail 1 am,
T'o spend the remnant to thy praise.

2 My days are shorter than a span;
A little point my life appears:
How frail, at best, is dying man!
How vain are all his hopes and fears!

Af 3 Oh, be a heavenly portion mine!
My God, 1 bow before thy throne ;

»f  Earth’s fleeting treasure I resign,
And fix my hope on'thee alone.

39 ‘ Trirp Parr. C. M. Wachusett.

mp 1 TEACH me the measure of my days,
Thou maker of my frame ;
I would survey life’s narrow space,
And learn how frail I am.

2 A span is all that we can boast,
ow short the ﬂeetil:P time!
Man is but vanity and dust,
In all his lower and prime.

8 What can I wish, or wait for then
From creatures, earth and dust ?
They make our expectations vain,
And disappoint our trust.

, mf114 Now I forbid my carnal hope,
My fond desire recall;
1 give my mortal interest :]Y.’
%nd make my God my

40 First Parr. C M. Nottingham.
Trust in God and Deliverance.

= 1 J WAITED meekly for the Lord,
He bowed to hear my cry;

He saw me resting on his word, -
And brought salvation nigh.
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£112 Firm on a rock—he made me stand,
And taught my cheerful tongue
To praise the wonders of his ﬁuui,
In new and thankful song.

3 I'’ll spread his works of grace abroad,
‘The saints with joy shall hearz.
And sinners learn to make my God

‘Their only hope and fear.

40 Seconp Part. C. M. Jordan.
Incarnation and Atonement of Christ.

1 BEHOLD the blest Redeemer comes,
The eternal Son appears,
And at th’ agpointed time assumes
The body God prepares.

2 Much he revealed his Father’s grace,
And much his truth he showed,
He preached the way of righteousness
here great assemblies stood.

3 His Father’s honor touched his heart,
He pitied sinners’ cries ;
And to fulfil a Saviour’s part
‘Was made a sacrifice.

4 No blood of beasts, on altars shed,
Could wash the conscience clean ;
f But the rich sacrifice he paid
Atones for all our sin.

40 Tuirp Part. C. M.  Bedford

mf 1 O LORD, how infinite thy love!
How wondrous are th¥l ways!

f Let earth beneath—let heaven above,
Combine to sing thy praise.

— 2 Man in immortal beauty shone,
Thy noblest work below ;
Too snon by sin made heir alone
> To death—and endless wo.

11 3 Then—* Lo! I come” the Saviour said—
of Oh be his name adored !—
Who with his blood, our ransom paid,
And life, and bliss restored.
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t 4 O Lord, how infinite thy love!
How wondrous are thy ways !
Let earth beneath—let heaven above,
Combine to sing thy praise.

41 FirsT ParT. L. M. 6. Belville.

Blessedness of the Merciful.

1 RLEST who with generous pity glo
B Wlho learns to fe%e‘le anothelgs {vges‘:&
Bows to the poor man’s wants his ear,
And wipes the helpless orphan’s tear:—
In every want—in every wo,
Himself thy pity, Lord, shall know.

2 Thy love his life shall guard—thy hand
Give to his lot the chosen land ;
Nor leave him, in the dreadful day,
T'o unrelenting foes a prey.
In sickness thou shalt raise his head,
And make with tenderest care his bed.

41 Seconp Part. L. M. Quito.

1 BLEST is the man, whase tender care
Relieves the poor in their distress ;
Whose pity wipes the widow’s tear,
Whose hand supports the fatherless.

2 His heart contrives for their relief
More good than his own hand can do;
He, in the time of general grief,
Shall find the Lord has pity too.

3 Or, if he languish on his hed,
od will pronounce his sins forgiven ;
Will save from death his sinking head,
Or take his willing soul to heaven.

41 Tump Parr. C. M.  Litckfield.
Blessedness of the Merciful.

1 HAPPY the man, whose tender care
Relieves the poor distressed !
When he’s bi trouble compassed round,
Le  The Lord shall give him rest.

R e
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— 2 If he, in languishing esta
Op&esse with sickness li
The Lord will easy make hiaelnd,
wf And inward strength supply.
f 3 Let, therefore, Israel’s Lord and God
Throuih every age be praised ;
And all the people’s glad applause
With loud hosannas raised.

42 Fmst Parr. L. M. Hingham.
Trusting in God in Times of Despondency.
1 MY spirit sinks within me, Lo
M B’l;t I will call thy name to“rll’nind,

And times of past distress record,
‘When I have found my God was kind.

2 Yet will the Lord command his love,
‘When 1 address his throne by day,
Nor in the night his grace remove;
The night shall hear me sing and pray.

3 I'll chide my heart, that sinks so low;
‘Why should my soul indulge in grief?
Hope 1n the Lord—and praise him too ;
e is my rest—my sure relief.

of 4 O God, thou art my, hope, my joy;
Thy iight and truth shall guide me still;
Thy word shall my best thoughts employ,
nd lead me to thine heavenly hill.

42 Seconp Parr. C. M.  Dedham.

=p 1 AS pants the hart for cooling streams,
hen heated in the chase,
8o longs my soul, O God, for thee,

uf And thy refreshing grace.

— 2 For thee, my God—the living God,

> My thirsty soul doth pine ;

mf  Oh, when shall I behold thy face,
Thou Majesty divine!

11 3 Why restless—why cast down, my soul ?
Trust God—and he’ll emplo‘?vh

o His aid for thee—and change these sighs

To t9h:nkful hymns of joy.
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4 Wll.? restless—why cast down, my soul?
ope still—and thou shalt si
‘ The praise of him, who is thyl&d,
And heaven’s eternal King.

43 First Parr. L. M.  Medway.
Resorting to Ged in Troubles.

? 1 (QAREAT God—ourstrength—totheewec
G Oh let us not forgotten lie ; i
Oppressed with sorrows and with care,

To thy protection we repair.

92 Oh let thy light attend our way,
Thy truth afford its steady ray;
To Zion's hill direct our feet,
To worship at thy sacred seat.

f 3 Thy praise, O God, shall tune the lyre,
Thy love our joyful song insp_irez
To thee our cordial thanks be pe
Our sure defence—our constant ai

4 thy, then, cast down—and why distressed ?
And whence the grief, that fills our breast?
In God we’ll hope—to God we’ll raise
Our songs of gratitude and preise.

438 Seconp Part. L. M.  Hebron.
1 GOD of my strength—in thee alonie
A refuge from distress I see ;
Oh! why hast thou thine aid withdrawn ?
Why hast thou, Lord, forsaken me?

9 Oh let thy Yight my footsteps guide,

Thy lozehfnd truth my lpi_rgt fills
That in thy house I may reside,
And worship at thy holy hill.

8 Then will I at thine altar bend 3
My barp its softest notes shall raise H
< And from my lips to heaven ascend
f The song of fulness and praise.

- Ww, then, my soul, art thou cast down ?
by ert thou anxious and distressed ?
Hope thou in God—his mercy own, .
or 1 shall yet enjoy his rest.
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43 Tump Parr. C. M. Bedford.

? 1 JUDGE me, O God, and plead my cause
Against a sinful race ;
From vile op ion and deceit
Secure me by thy grace.

=f 2 On thee my steadfast hope depends,

> And am I left to mourn ?

P To sink in sorrow—and in vain
Implore thy kind return ?

Af 3 Oh send thy light to guide my fe

And bid t{xygmth apf)ear A
Conduct me to thy holy hill:

To taste thy mercies there.

wf 4 Then to thine altar, O my God,

. A:(iiy joyful f'ee;l shall rise,h 1 orei

my triumphant song shall praise

The God tha?t rules t:g skies.

43 Fourts Parr. 78.6L. Twrin.

=p 1 JUDGE me, Lord, in righteousness ;
Plead for me in my distress :
Good and merciful thou art ;
Bind this bleeding, broken heart:
Cast me not despairing hence ;
Be my love, my confidence.
2 Send thy light and truth, to guide,
Leave me not to turn aside;
On thy holy hill I'd rest,
uf !ll‘lhthy cougt;l forevl(:r blest :
ere to my hope, my joy,
f  Praise shall ail my popviersyemgloy.

44 ' Fiesr Parr. L.M.  Medway.
Divine 4id implored in national Distress.
1 WHY should thy face, where mereios dwell,
Its beams of majesty conceal ;

Regardless of the woes that wait
Around oyr long-afllicted state ?
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mp 2 Behold ! our soul with sorrow bends,

. And down to dust our life descends ;
And, while thine arm its aid denies,
Prostrate on earth, deserted lies.

=f 3 Thy merey, Lord, alone we claim ;
Redeem us, and exalt thy name ;
Rise for our help, almighty Lord!
Salvation shall attend thy word.

44 Seconp Parr. L. M. Danvers.
National Deliverances ascribed to God.

1 OFT have our ears, great God, been taught
What for our fathers thou hast wroughr,
While, with adoring minds, they told
The wonders of thy works of old.

2 Still we disclaim the bow or sword,
And wait for thy salvation, Lord:
=f  On thee we trust—thy mercies claim,
Whose presence puts all foes to shame.

— 3 From morning dawn to evening close, - -
On thee, O Lord, our hopes repose :

4 To thy great name, with joy, we’ll raise -
Triumphant songs of gratetul praise.

44 Trirp Parr. C. M. Stamford.

1 O LORD, our fathers oft have told,
In our attentive ears
Thy wonders in their Jays performed,
nd in more ancient years.

2 '"T'was not their courage—nor their sword
To them salvation gave;
"I'was not their number—nor their strength
That did their country save.

3 But thy right hand—thy powerful arm,
Whose succor they implored ;
Thz providence protected them,
Who thy great name adored.

4 As thee, their God, our fathers owned,
8o thou art still our King;
Oh, therefore, as thou didst to them,
To us deliverance bring.
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t § To thee, the glory we’ll ascribe,
From whom salvation came;
In God, our shield, we will rejoice,
And ever bless thy name.

45 FirsT Part. L. M. Efingham,
Victory and Ezxaltation ¢f Christ.
1 NOW be heart inspired to si
N The glc!)‘;l):es g!fl' m}ngxxourolzligg;

He comes with blessings from above,
And wins the natious to'his love!

2 Thy throne, O God, forever stands;
Grace is the sceptre in thy hands:
Thy laws and works are just and right,
But truth and mercy thy delight.

3 Let endless honors crown thy head ;

Let every age thy praises spread ;
Let all tlze nations 'l’::ow thp woni,
And every tongue confess thee—Lord.

45 " Seconp Parr. C. M. Medford,

£111 GIRD on thy sword, victorious Prince,
Ride with m?f'estic sway;

p  Thy terror shall strike through thy foes,

< d make the world obey.

1112 Thy throne, O God, forever stands,
hy word of grace shall prove

p A peaceful sceptre in thy hands,

< 'o rule thy saints by love.

€113 Gird on thy sword, victorious Prince,
Ride with majestic sway ;

?  Thy terror shell strike through thy foes,

< nd make the world obey.

45 Tuizp Parr. 8. M. Southfield.

1 MY Baviour, and my King,
‘Thy honors are divine;
Thy lips with blessings overflow,
And every grace is thine.
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2 Thy laws, O Godhare right,
Thy throne shall ever stand ;
¢ And thy victorious goss.el prove
A sceptre in thy han
3 Now make thy glory known,
< Gird on thy powerful sword,
f  And ridein majesty to spread
‘T'he conquests of thy word.

~ 4 Strike through thy stubborn foes,

Or make their hearts obey;
<  Walile justice, meekness, grace, and truth
f Attend thy glorious way.

46 First Parr. L. M. Hebron
God the Refuge and Portion of his People.

=f 1 (GOD is the refuge of his saints,
When storms of sharp distress invade ;
Ere we can offer our complain
Behold him present with his aid.

f 2 Loud may the troubled ocean roar—

P In sacred peace our souls abide,
~ While every nation—every shore
< Trembles, and dreads the swelling tide.

P 3 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.

— 4 That sacred stream—thine holy word,
Supports our faith—our fear controls:

P Sweet peace thy promises afford,

- And give new strength to fainting souls.

t 5 Zion enjoys her Monarch’s love,
Secure against a threatening ilour;
8  Nor can her firm foundation move
Built on his truth—and armea with power.

46 - Seconp Parr. L. M.  Winchester.

1 LET Zion in her King rejoice,
Though tyrants rage, and kingdoms rise ;
He utters his almighty voice—
The nations melt—the tumult dies.
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P 2 Be still—and learn that he is God ;

_— He reigns exalted c’er the lands ;

mf He will be known and feared abroad,
Bat still hir throne in Zion stands.

? 3 O Lord of hosts—almighty King,
While we so near thy presence dwell,
—  Our faith shall sit secure, and sing,

f Nor fear the raging powers of hell.
46 Tamwp Parr. L. M. Winchester.

uf 1 THE Lord in Zion ever reigns,
And o’er her holds his guardian hand ;
Her worshiK and her laws maintair
Which, like himself, unmoved shall stand.

=p 2 Oh come, behold what he has done,
Whom we delight to call our Lord;

( The vict’ries, which his arm has won ;
And faithfully his deeds record.

~— 3 He maketh war on earth to cease;
He breaks the bow—he cuts the dart, .
The chaript burns—and shéds his peace
(Yer every nation—every heart.

p 4 Be still—and hear the Lord proclaim—

- “T will above the heathen rise ;

< % Q’r all.the earth exalt my name, [skies.”
T “ And spreagi my triumphs through the

47 Fimer Parr. L. M. OId Hundred.
Ezultation in the Reign of Jehovah.

LI | ALL ye people, clap your hands,
0 And shout with tr?\‘:mph while you sing
Of God—who all the earth commands—
Of God—the dreadful, mighty King.

2 The trumpet swells alonF the sky ;
‘We hear the joyful, solemn sound ;
The righteous God ascends on high,
And shouts of gladness echo round.

— 3 The Lord, who o’er the earth bears sway,
Sits on his throne of holiness ;
The heathen now his laws obey:
Let all the earth his praise express.
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£ 4 Loud praises to Jehovah sing,
In hymns of joy his love proclaim;
Sing praises to the heavenly King,
Adore and bless his sacred name.

47 Seconp Part. L. M. Sharon.
Praise to the exalted Redeemer,

f 1 JESUS, the Lord, ascends on high!
He reigns in glory o’er the sk{:‘
Let all the earth its offerin ing,
Exalt his name—proclaim him king!

2 Wide—thro’ the world—he spreads his sway,
And bids the heathen lands obey,
His church with willing offerings greet,
And bend submissive at her feet.

3 His reign the heathen lands shall owns
His holiness secures his throne ;
And earthly princes gather round,
Where Christ—the mighty God, is found.

4 Princes by him their power extend,
Earth’s mightiest kings to Jesus'bend :
He bids them rule—he bids them die,

Himself o’er all exalted high!
47 Tamp Parr. C. M.  Marlow.
f£11 3 OH for a shout of sacred joy
To the sovereign king!

Let every land their tongues employ,
And hymns of triumph sing.

2 Jesus, our God, ascends on high;
His heavenly guards aroun
Attend him rising through the sky,
With trumpet’s joyful sound.

3 While angels shout, and praise their king,
t mortals learn their strains;
Let all the earth his honors sing ;
Q’r all the earth he reigns.
P 4 Speak of his praise with awe profound,

%st know_le'c’lge ide the song ;

Nor mock him Witﬁ“&l solemn sound

Upon a thoughtless tongue.
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f 5 Loud be the shouts of sacred ,ioy
To God the sovereign king

T Let every land their tongues employ.

And l:;mnu of triumph sing. ?
47 Fourtn Pasr. C. M. Arkngten.
€ 1 ARISE, ye people, and adore,

e
Exulting strike the chord ;

Let all the earth—from shore to shore,
Confess th’ almighty Lord.

2 Glad shouts aloud—wide echoing round,
TI’ ascending God proclaim;
Th’ angelic choir respond the sound,
And shake creation’s

3 They sing of death and hell o’erthrown
In that triviaphant hour;
And God exalts his conquering Son
To his right hand of power.
4 O shout, ye people, and adore,
Exultilfg strike the chord;
Let all the earth—from shore to shore,
Confess th’ almighty Lord.

48 Fmst Paryr. S. M. St. Thomas.

God’s Presence the Safety and Glory of the Church.
1 (RREAT is the Lord, our Go
G And let his praise be .grea?,'
He makes the churches his aboée,

His most delightful seat.

2 In Zion God is known,
A refuge in distress;

¢  How bright—has his salvation shone.

How fair his heavenly grace!

— 3 When kings against her joined,

And saw the Lord was there;
¢  1n wild confusion of the mind,

They fled with hasty fear.
— 4 Oft have our fathers told,

Our eyes have often seen,

How well our God secures the fold
Wbeli% his own flock has been.
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5 In every new distress
‘We'll to his house repair,
=f Recall to mind his wondrous grace,
And seek deliverance there.

48. Seconp Parr. S. M. Dover.

1 FAR as th{ name is known
The world declares thy praise ;
Thy saints, O Lord, before thy throne,
heir songs of honor raise.
2 With joy thy people stand
On Zion's chosen hill,
Proclaim the wonders of thy hand,
And counsels of thy will.

3 Let strangers walk around
The city where we dwell,
Compass and view thine holy ground,
And mark the building well ;—

4 The order of thy house,
The worship of thy court,
The cheerful songs-—the solemn vows ;—
And make a fair réport.—

5 How decent, and how wise!
How glorious to behold !
Beyond the pomp that charms the eyes,
nd rites adorned with gold.

6 The God we worship now
Will guide us till we die ;
Will be our God, while here below,
And ours above the sky. *

50 First Parr. C. M.  Burford.
Jehovah coming to Judgment.

o 1 THE Lord, the judge, before his throne
* Bids all the earth draw nigh ;
The nations near the rising sun,
And near the western sky.

2 No more shall bold blasphemers say,’
« Judgment will ne’er begin ;"
No more abuse his long delay
To impudence and sin.
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8 Throned on a cloud, our God shall come,
Bright flames prepare his way ;
Thunder, and darkness—fire,and storm
Lead on the dreadful day.

4 Heaven, from above, his call shall hears'
Attending angels come ;
And earth and hell shall know and fear
His justice and their doom.

50 Seconp Parr. 8. 7. & 4. Gireece.

1 LO! the mighty God appearing,
¥rom on high Jehovah speaks!
Eastern lands the summons hearing,
O’er the west his thunder breaks:
Earth beholds him !—
Universal nature shakes!

2 Zion, all its light unfolding,
God in glory shall display:
Lo! he comes!—nor silence holding,
Fire und clouds prepare his way:
Tempests round him——
Hasten on the dreadful day!

3 To the heavens his voice ascending,
To the earth beneath he cries ;—
“ Souls immortal, now descending,
Let the sleeping dust arise !
Rise to judgment——
Let my throne adorn the skies !

4 < Gather first my saints around me
Those who to my covenant stood H
Those who humbly sought and found
Through the dying Saviour’s blood :—
Blest Redeemer !——
Dearest sacrifice to God!”

§ Now the heavens on high adore him,
And his righteousness declare :
Sinners perish from before him,
But his saints bis mercies share:
Just his judgment—-
God, himself the judge, is there!
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51 Fsr Parr. L M. Windian
Pardon and Sanctification penitently implored.
Ar 1 SHOW pity, Lord—O Lord, forgiv
. Let al:'ogénting rebel live; e
Are not thy mercies large and free?
May not a sinner trust in thee ?

2 My crimes are t—but can’t surpass
The power and glory of thy grace:
Great God, thy nature hath no bound,
So let thy ing love be found.

3 Oh wash my soul from every sin,
And make mwilty conscience clean ;
Here, on m rt, the burden kes,
And past offences pain mine eyes.

4 My lips, with shame, my sins confess,
Against thy law: ainst thy grace:
Lord, should thy judgment grow severe,
I am condemned—but thou art clear.

5 Should sudden ve nce seize m‘{bn:th,
I must pronounce thee just in death;
And if my soul were.sent to hell,
Fhy righteous Jaw approves it well.

6 Yet, save a trembling sinner, Lo:

‘Whose hope, still hovering round thy word,

»f  Would light on some sweet promise:
Some sure support against despair.

y

51 Seconp Parr. L. M. Denton.

Af 1 O THOQU, that hear’st when sinners cry,
Though all my crimes before thee ke,
Bebold them not with angry look,

But blot their memory from thy book.

2 Create my nature pure within,
And form my soul averse to sin:
Lot thy good Spirit ne’er depart,
Nor hide thy presence from my heart.

3 1 cannot live without th‘{olight,
Cast out and banished from thy sight ;
=f Thine holy joys, my God, restore,
And guard me, that I fall no more.
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31 Tamrp Parr. L. M. Middlebury.

Af 1 THOUGH I have grieved thy Spirit, Lo
Thy help and comfort still affz;rd?  Lord,
And let a wretch come near thy throne,
To plead the merits of thy Son.

2 A broken heart, my God, my Ki
Is all the sacriéce% brin ; v ok
The God of grace will ne’er despise
A broken heart for sacrifice.

?? 3 My soul lies humbled in the dust,
And owns thy dreadful sentence just;

Lea Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye,

<> And save the soul condemned to die.

- Dansern,
uf 4 Then will I teach the world thy ways;
Sinners shall learn thy sovereign grace ;
I’ll lead them to my Saviour’s gloo
¢ And they shall praise a pardoning

5 Oh ! may thy love inspire my tongue!
Salvation shall be all m{ song;
f  And all my powers shall join to bless
The Lord, my strength and righteousness,

51 ‘ Fouwram Parr. L. M. Munich

Af 1 OH turn, great Ruler of the skies,
Turn from my sin thy searching eyes,
Nor let th' offences of my hand
W ithin thy book recorded stand.

2 Give me a will to thine subdued ;
A conscience pure—a soul renewed ;
Nor let me, wrapt in endless gloom,
An outcast from thy presence, roam.

3 Oh let thy Spirit to my heart
Once more his quickening aid impart ;
My mind from every fear release,
And soothe my troubled thoughts to peace.

51 Frrra Partr. C. M. Barby.

Af 1 CLEANSE me, O Lord—and cheer my soul
With thy forgiving love :
Oh make my wounded spirit whole,
And big oy pains remove.
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2 Let not thy Spirit e’er de
Nor drive me from thy face;
Create anew m&sinful heart,
And fill it with thy graee.

3 Then will I make thy mercy known
Before the sons of men;

Backsliders shall address thy throne,
And turn to God again.

51 Sixte Parr. C. M. Medfield

1 NO blood of goats nor heifers slain,
For sin could e’er atone;
The death of Christ shall still-remain
Sufficient and &lone.

2 A soul oppressed with sin’s desert
The Lord will ne'er despise ;
An humble groan—a broken heart
Is our best sacrifice.

Af 3 O God of mercy, hear my eall,
My load of uilt remove ;
Break down the separating wall,
That bars me from thy love.

4 Give me the presence of thy grace ;
< Then m{ rejoicing mniue
f  Shall speak aloud thy righteousness,
And make thy praise my song.

51 Seventr Parr. S.M. Little Marlbore'.

AT 1 ACCORDING to thy word,
Let me thy mercy prove ;_
Blot out my past transgressions, Lord,
And save me by thy love.

2 Wash me from every stain
Which vice and guilt impart;
Let me, O Lord, thy love regain,
And cleanse my sinful heart.

3 To me thy love restore ;
Fron.lnt;oublesetﬁxnnefnes;
That sinners may thine ai implowe.
Andtu.min&izhtoﬂleq.
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4 Oh let thy peace and love
O’er Zion’s ci;ﬁ;]:read;
—  Build ull: her w her works approve,
And blessings round her shed.

=f 5 Then shall their offerings rise
In truth and righteousness;
Thou shalt receive their sacrifice,
And all thy people bless.

51 Eicatr Parr. S.M.  Bethany.

Af 1 HAVE mercy, Lord, on me,
L thou wert evﬁer l;igcll; ds of guilt,
t me, oppressed with loads o;
Thy ;vo}x:‘t,,ed pardan find. £

2 Aiainst thee, Lord, alone,

nd only in thy sight

HaveItransgressed; &,thoughoondemned,
Must own thy ju(fgmenu right.

3 Blot out my crying sins,
Nor me in anier view ;
Create in me a heart that’s clean,
An upright mind renew.

4 Withdraw not thou thy help,
Nor cast me from thy si
Nor let thy Holy Spirit take

flight,

Its everlasting

uf § The joy thy favor gives,
Let me again obtain ;
And thy free Spirit’s firm support
My fainting soul sustain.

51 Ninva Panr, S M.  Hudson.

1 NO offering God requires,
No victims please his eye;
Else should his altars blaze with fires,
And flocks and herds should die.
2 The humble, contrite breast,
The spirit’s broken sighs,
Avre gifs on which his love can rest,
Nor will the Lerd despise.
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3 Thy mercies from above
o Zion, Lord, extend:
mf  Built by ‘h[vx power—and watched with love,
Now let her walls ascend.

4 Well pleased, thou then shalt see
Her prayers and praise arise,
Presented at the throne to thee
With Jesus’ sacrifice. :

55 First Part. C. M.  Burford.
Resorting to God in Times of Distress.
Af 1 MY God, thine ear indulgent bend
M Nor turn thy face awxg;ra : i

From heaven my earnest cries attend,
While in distress I pray.

2 va heart is pained-—the shades of death
heir terrors round me spread ;
While fearful tremblings seize my breath,
And horrors whelm my head.

8 Thus, from within, the bursting sigh
Mounts to the throne above—
Oh that my soul on winggs could fly,
And emulate the dove!

11 4 Swift I'd escape—I'd flee afar,
Some secret place to find,
Hid from the world's wide scene of care,
And rest my troubled mind.

nf 5 I'd stretch my everlasting ﬂilxht,
And bid the world farewell,
From sin and strife —to realms of lig\n,
P Where peace and quiet dwell.

55 - Seconp Part. C. M.,  Berwick

Af 1 O GOD, my refuge, hear my cries,
Behold my flowing tears;
For earth and hell my hurt devise,
And triumph in my fears.
=f 2 By morning light I'll seek thy face,
At noon repeat my cry;
The night shall hear me ask thy grace,
Nor wilt thou long deny, -
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3 God shall rve my soul from fear,
- Or 1hielj n(xie whel: afraid ;
'en thousand an must appeas,
If he commandgt.ineir aid. P ?

4 1 cast my burdens on the Lord;
The Lord sustains them all;
f My faith shall rest upon his word,
And I shall never fall.

55 Tamp Parr. C. M. St Anw's.

1 STILL on the Lord thy hurden rofl,
Nor let a care remain :
His mighty arm shall bear thy soul,
And all thy griefs sustain.

2 Ne'er will the Lord his aid deny,
To those who.trust his love:

The men, who on his rely,

Nor earth nor hell move.

55 Fourta Parr. S. M. Mornington.
God’s Favor preferved to the Prosperity of Sinners.

1 LET sinners take their cou
And choose the road to d::.a:,
But in the worship of my God
I'll spend my daily breath.

2 Mwhoughts address his throne,
hen morning brings the light ;
1 seek his blessing every noon,
And pay my vows at night.

Af 3 Thou wilt regard my cries, °
Woiny eternal God ! .
ile sinners perish in su
Beneath thingeangry md'rpnso,

4 Because theg dwell at ease,
And no sad changes feel,
They neither fear, nor trust thy name,
Nor learn to do thy will

of § But I—with all my cares,
Will lean upon the Lord;
T’ll cast my burdens on his arm,
And rest upon his word.
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6 His arm shall well sustain
The children of his love ;
f  The ground on which their safety stands,
No earthly power can move.

56 First Parr. L. M.6 L. Zion.
Excellence of the Word of God.

" 1 (YOME, all ye servants of the Lord,
And praise him for his sacred wo
That word, like manna, sent from heaven,
To all who seek it freefy given;
Its promises our fears remove,
And fill our hearts with joy and love.

2 It tells us, though ogpressed with cares,
The God of mercy hears our prayers;
Though steep.and rough th’ appnime& way,
His mlﬁhty arm shall be our stay ;

Though deadly foes assail our peace,
His power shall bid their malice cease.

3 It tells who first inspired our breath
And who redeemed our souls from &eath;
It tells of grace so freely given,
And shows the path to God and heaven;
f  Oh bless we, then, our gracious Lord
For all the treasures of hisword.

56 Seconp Parr. C. M. Worksop.
Trusting God in the midst of Enemies.

1 O THOU whose justice reigns on high,
And makes th’ oppressor cease,
Behold how envious sinners try
To vex and break my peace.

wf 2 In God, most holy, just, and true,
have reposed my trust;
Nor will I fear what man can do,
> The offspring of the dust.

— 3 Thy solemn vows are on me, Lord,
hou shalt receive my praise;
4 I’ll sing how faithful is thy word ;
How righteous all thy ways!
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— 4 Thou hast secured my soul from death,

Oh set thy servant

f That heart and hand—and life and breath
May be employed for thee.

56 Tamp Parr. C. M.  Colchester.

1 LORD, I have thee my refuge made,
Thy laws have been 1:3 choice;
Therefore I will not be afraid,
But in thy word rejoice.

2 To thee my solemn vows I'll pay,
And show thy righteous ways;
With grateful heart thy will obey,
And lift my voice in praise.

3 Thou hast redeemed my soul from death,
Do thou my fears destroy;
That till I yield to thee my breath,

B may thy light enjoy.

L XY

57 Firsr Pang. L. M. Old Hundred.
Praise to the great Jehovah.

1 BE thou, O God! exalted high;
And as thy glory fills the sky,
So let it be on earth displayed,
'Till thou art here, as there, obeyed.

2 O God! my heart is fixed—'tis bent,
Its thankful tribute to present;
And, with my heart, my voice I'll raise
To thee, my God! In songs of praise.

8 Thy praises, Lord, I will resound
To all the listening nations round:
Thy mercy highest heaven transcends,
Thy truth beyond the clouds extends.

4 Be thou, O God ! exalted high;
And, as thy glory fills the sky,
8o let it be on earth displaye
Till thou art here, as there, o
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57 Seconp Parr. L. M. Winchelsea.

1 MY God, in whom are all the springs
Of boundiess love and grace unknown,
®  Hide me beneath thy spreading wings,
- Till the dark cloud is overblown,

2 Up to the heavens I raise my cry,
e Lord will my desires perform;
He gends his angel from the sky,
And saves me from the threatening storm.

f 3 Be thou exalted, O my God,

Above the heavens, where angels dwell ;
— Thy power on earth be known abroad,
< And land to land thy wonders tell.

57 Tairp Part. L. M. St Paul's.

¢ 1 BE thou exalted, O my God,
Above the heavens, where angels dwell ;
Thy power on earth be known abroad,
And land to land thy wonders tell.

2 My heart is fixed—my song shall raise
A mll‘nonal honors to thy nanl:g; .
wake, my tongue, to gound his praise
My t:mgue—t ) g]or’0 of my frame. !
— 3 High o’er the earth his mercy reigns,
nd reaches to the utmost sky ;
His truth to endless years rema
‘When lower worlds dissolve and die.

f 4 Be thou exalted, O my God, i
Above the heavensi);vhere angels dwell;

Thy power on earth be known abroad, I

And land to land thy wonders tell.

57 FourtH Part. L. M. Arnheim

1 ETERNAL God—celestial King, |
Exalted be thy glorious name ;
Let hosts in heaven thy praises sing,
And saints on earth thy love proclaim.

2 M; heart is fixed on thee, my God,
rest my hope'on thee alone;
D1l spread thy sacred truths abread,
To all mankind thy love make known.,
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3 Awake my tongue—awake, my lyre,
‘With morning’s earliest dawn arise ;
To songs of joy my soul inspi
And swell your music to the skies,

4 With those, who in thy irace abound,

To thee I'll raise my thankful voice;
‘While every land—the earth around,

Shall'hear—and in thy name rejoice.

5 Eternal God, celestial King,
Exalted be thy glorious name ;
Let hosts in heaven thy praises sing,
And saints on earth thy love proc

60 C.M. Bedford.
Relief from national Judgments implored.

mp 1 T ,ORD, thou hast scourged our guilty land 3
L Behold thy people m%urn 3 guilty ’

Shall vengeance ever guide thy han
And megrcy ne’er ret%llll’n ? y %

£ 'Our-Zion trembles at thy.stroke,
And dreads thy lifted hand ;
AT Oh heal the people thou hast broke,
And spare our guilty land.

t 3 Then shall our loud and grateful voice

Proclaim our guardian God ;
The nations round the earth rejoice,
-And-sound thy:praise abroad.
61 First Part. C. M.  Dedhanm.
God u Ryfuge in Trouble. -

uf ] FJAIL, gracious Source of every goad,
'II:Ih Our gl;'ioulr and dgfence, ry
ou art aur.glory, and our shield,
Our help an .c?x;ﬁdence. ’
mp 3 When.anxious. fears. disturb the breast,
When threatening foes.are nigh,
Fo:thee we.pour our deep eomglunt, :
To thlele for sueeor fly.
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t 8 Jesus, our Lord—our only hope,

> Before thy throne we how :

£  Thou art our strength—and thou the Rock
Whence living waters flow.

61 Seconp Partr. S. M. Mornington.

1 WHEN overwhelmed with grief,
My heart within me dies, -
Helpless, and far from all relief,
0 heaven I lift mine eyes.

Af 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.

3 Within th% fresence, Lord,
Forever I'll abide ;

t  Thou art the tower of my defence,
The refuge wheré 1 hide.

62 First Part. L. M. Duke Street.

Trusting in God for Protection.
1 MY spirit looks to God alone;
My rock and refuge is his throne;
In all my fears—in all my straits,
My soul for his salvation waits,

2 Trust him, ye saints, in all your ways,
Pour out your hearts before his face ;
When helpers fail—and foes invade,
God is our all-sufficient aid.

62 Seconp Parr. C. M.  Dunchurch.

1 ON God, my soul, with patient hope,
Resigned, in silence wait;
He bears my sinking spirit up,
Then let my joy be great.

f 2 God my salvation shall complete;
From him my glory springs:
Rock of my strength! my soul shall wait
Its refuge in his wings. '
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3 MKlRock! my Saviour! my defence!
’ y everlasting staly!
Not all my foes shall pluck me thence,

Nor move my soul away.

63 First Part. L. P. M. St Helen's.

Delight in God and his Worship.

1 GOD—my gracious God—to thee
My early prayers shall offered be;
For thee my thirsty soul doth pantf
My fainting flesh implores thy grace,
ithin this dry and barren place,
Where 1 refreshing waters want.

2 Oh! to my lonfing eyes once more
That view of glorious Kower restore,
‘Which thy majestic house displays!
Because to me thy wondrous love
Than life itself does dearer prove,
My lips shall always speak thy praise.

63 Seconp Part. L. M.  Leyden.

1 GREAT God, indulge my humble claim,
Thou art my hope—my {?y—my rest;
The glories that compose thy name
Stand all engaged to make me blest.

2 Thou great and good—thou just and wise,
Thoﬁ art my ffther, and n]]y God;

And I am thine, by sacred tiesll
Thy son—thy servant, bought with blood.

3 With early feet I love t’ appear -
Among thy saints, and seek thy face ;
Oft have I seen thy glory there,
And felt the power of sovereign grace.

£ 4 D1l lit my hands—TI'll raise my voice,
While I have breath to pray or praise ;
This work shall make my heart rejoice,
And bless the remnant of my days.




PSALMS

b
63 Tmep Parr. L. M.  Alfreton.

1 O GOD, thou art my God alone;
Early to thee my soul shall cgy,
A Kil rim in‘a land unknown, -
irsty land, whose springs are dry.

9 Thee, in the watches of the niﬁht,
When I remember on my bed,
T}'iy presence makes the darkness light,
iy guardian wings are round my head.

3 Better than life itself, thy love,
Dearer than all beside to me;
For, whom have I in heaven above,
Or what on earth, compared with thee?

f 4 Praise with my heart: mind-—my voics,
For all thy mercy I will give ;
My soul shall still m Ged rejoice,
tongue shall bless thee while I Jive.

63 FoortH PAﬁ. C. M. Eanesboro.

1 EARLY, my God, without delay,
I haste to seek thy face
My thirsty sgirit faints away,
ithout thy cheering grace.

3 8o pilgrims on the scorching sand,
Beneath a burning sky,
Long for a cooling stream at hand,
And they must drink—or die.

3 I've seen thy glory and thy power
Through all thy temple shine—
My God, repeat thas heavenly hour,
{‘hat vision so divine.

4 Nat life itself—with all its joys,
Can my best passions move,
Q raise so high my cheerful voice,
As thy forgiving love. .

f 5 Thus, till my last expiring da;
Tl bless ray God and king;

— Thus will I lift my hands to pray,
f And tune my lips to sing.
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63 Firra Parr. C. M. Nottingham.
11 1 "TWAS in the watches of the night,
I thought upon thy power;

I kept thy lovely face 1n sigh
A.{x)xid the darkest lmur.818 "

2 While I lay resting on my bed,
Mé soul arose on hiﬁh;
M*i od, my life, my hope, I said,
ring thy salvation nigh.

3 1 strive to mount thy holy hill,
1 walk the heavenly road ;
Th‘x lories all my spirit fill,*
‘hile 1 commune with

4 Th‘g mercy stretches o’er my head
"The shadow of thy wing ;
tf My heart rejoices in thine aid,
And I thy praises sing.

63 Sixta Part. S. M. Shirland.

1 MY God, permit my tongue
This joy, to call thee mine ;
Agd let my early cries prevail
To taste thy love divine.

2 For life, without thy love,
No relish can afford ;
No joy can be compared with this,
o serve and please the Lord.

3 In wakeful hours of night,
1 call my God to mind;
I think how wise thy counsels are,
P And all thy dealings kind.

— 4 Since thou hast been my help,
To thee my spirit flies;
And on thy watchful providence
wf My cheerful hope relies.

— § The shadow of thy wings
My soul in safety keeps;

af ] follow where my Father leads,
And 111: suppom my steps.
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65  Fmsr Pasr. LM. Winchelsen
Worship of God in kis Temple:
f 1 FOR thee, O God, our constant praise
F In Zig:l’ wuitsf’thy chosen sea?:

Our promised altars there we’ll raise,
And there our zealous vows compleve.

p 2 O thou, who to our humble prayer
Didst always bend thy listening ear,
— To thee shall all mankind repair,
And at thy gracious throne appear.

3 How blest the man, whe, near thee placed,
Within thy heavénll;ociwelling liv%s;
‘While we, at humbler distance, taste
f The vast delight thy temple gives.

65 Seconp Parr. L. M. Winchester.

mf )1 THE praise of Zion waits for thee,
Great God—and praise becomes tfly house;
There shall thy saints thy gl see,
And there perform their public vows.

P 2 O thou, whose mercy bends the skies,
To save when humble sinners.pray ;—

¢ All lands to thee shall lift their eyes,
And every yielding heart obey.

t 3 Soon shall the flocking nations run
To Zion’s hill—and own their Lard;

The rising and the setting sun
Shall see the Saviour’s name adored,

65 Tamp Parr. L. M. Duke Street.
Goodness of God in the Seasons.

1" 1 ON God the race of man depends,
Far as the earth’s remotest ends;
At his command the morning ra
Smiles in the east,and leads the day.

2 Seasons and times obey his voice ;
The morn and evening beth rejoice
To see the earth made soft with showers,
Laden with fruit and dreseed in
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2 The desert grows a fruitful field 5
Abundant food the valleys yield ;
The plains shall shout with ebaerful voice,
And neighboring hills repeat their joys.

4 Thy works ﬁ;;mnounee thy power divine ;
O’er every field thy glories shine ;
Through every month thy gifts appear:
Great. thy goodness crowns year.

65 Fourta Parr. C.M. Nottingham.

'+ 1 THE Lord is good, the heavenly king,
He makes the earth his care;
Visits the pastures every spring,
And bids the grass appear.

3 The times and seasons—days and hoyrs,
Heaven, earth, and air are thine;
‘When clouds distil in fruitful show
The author is divine.

3 The softened ridges of the field
Permit the corn to spring ;
The valleys rich provision yield,
And all the laborers sing.

4 The various months thti goodness crowns ;
How bounteous are thy ways!
The blentinf flocks spread o'er the downs,
And shepherds shout thy praise.

65 Fiers Panr. C. M.  Litchfield.
Weorship of God in his Temple.

1 PRAISE waits in Zion, Lord, for thee,
There shall our vows id;
Thou hast an ear when sinners pray ;

All flesh shall seek thine aid.
? 2 O Lord, our guilt and fears prevail,
- But pardoning grace is thine,

=f  And thou wilt grant us power and skiit
To conquer every sin.

3 Blest are the men, whom thou wilt choose
To bring them near thy face ;
QGive them a dwelling in thy house,
To feast upon thy graee.
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4 1n answering what thy church requests,
Thy truth and terror shine ;
And works of dreadful righteousness
Fulfil thy kind design.

5 Thus shall the wondering nations see
The Lord is good and just ;
f  And distant islands fly to thee,
And make thy name their trust,

66 First Part. L. M.  Appleton.
Praise to Christ.

111 JESUS demands the voice of joy,
Loud through the land let triumph ring;
His honors should your songs employ,
Let glorious praises hail the king.

2 Shout to the Lord—adoring own,
Thy works thy wondrous might disclose,
Thine arm victorious power has shown;
Thus did thy cross confound thy foes!

3 Low, at that cross, the world shall bow,
Al nations shall its blessings prove ;
While grateful strains in concert flow,
To sing thy power, and praise thy love.

£ 4 Oh bless our God, ye nations round ;
People and lands, rehearse his name :
Let shouts of joy through earth resound,
Let every tongue his praise proclaim,

66 ‘Seconp Partr. C. M. .Harlu.
Praise to the Creator.

f 1 LET sl the lands, with shouts of joy,
Si;‘I‘o God thpirhvoicea i'_alige; l
g psalms in honor of his name, |
Anss:lpread his glorious praise. |

p 2 And let them say—How dreadful, Lord, '
Thtlhau thy works art thou{)b - ‘
o thy great power thy stubborn :
Shall all be forced tg bow.
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-3 Thro:ﬁhalltheeanh,dnnatioummd
Shall thee, their God, confess ;
And, with glad hymns, their awful dread
Of thy great name express.
4 Oh come, behold the works of God ;
And then with me you’ll own,
That he, to all the sons of men,
Has wondrous judgments shown,

t 5 Let all the lands, with shouts of joy,
To God their voices raise;
Sing psalms in honor of his name,
Ans spread his glorious praise.

66 Tamp Parr. C. M. Marlew.

f 1 SING, all ye nations, to the Lord,
Sing with a joyful noise ;
‘With 1relody of sound record
His honors and your joys.

-2 Saﬁ to the power that formed the sky,
ow terribie art thou!
Sinners before thy presence fly,
Or at thy feet they bow.

f 3 Oh bless our God, and never cease;
Ye saints, fulfil his praise ;
He keeps aur life—maintains our
And guides our doubtful ways.

66 Fourta Pagr. C. M. Clarendon
Praise for Redemption.
1 NOW shall my solemn vows be paid
'To that almighty pewer,
Who heerd the long request I made
1n my distressful hour.
f 92 My lips and cheerful heart prepare
{‘o‘:lake his mercies known;

Come, ye who fear my God, and hear
The wonders he has done.

~ 3 When on my head deep sorrows fell,
I sought his heavenly aid ;
He saved sinking soul from hell,
And death’s eternal shade.
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4 If sin lay covered in my heart,
‘While prayer employed my tongue,
The Lord had shown me no regard,
Nor I his praises sung.

f 5 But God—his name be ever blest—
Has set my spirit free ;
He ne’er rejected my request,
Nor turned his heart from me.

66 " Fretu Part. C. M. Stephens.

f111 O ALL ye lands, rejoice in God,
Sing praises to his name;
Let all the earth, with one accord,
His woundrous acts proclaim ;—

2 And let his faithful servants tell
How, by redeeming love,
Their souls are saved from death and hell,
To share the joys above ;—

— 3 Tell how the Holy Spirit’s grace
Forbids their feet to slide; -
And, as they run the Christian race,
Vouchsafes to be their guide.

f 4 Ohb, then, rejoice, and shout for joy,
Ye ransomed of the Lord ;

Be Iﬁ:ateful praise your sweet employ,
presence your reward.

67 First Part. C. M.  Bedford.
Prayer for the Enlargement of the Church.
1 QHINE, mighty God,on Zion shine
S With ’beagnsq:)f hesfvenly grace; ’

Reveal thy power through every land,
And show thy smiling face.

2 When shall thy name, from shote to shore,

Sound through the earth abroad,

And distant nations know and love
Their Saviour and their God ?

f 3 Sing to the Lord, ye distant lands,

8ing loud with solemn voice ;

Let every tongue exalt his praise,
And every heart rejoice.
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67 Seconp Partr. S. M. TRatcher.

1 TO bless thy chosen race, .
In mercy, Lord, incline ;
And cause the brightness of thy face
On all thy saints to shine ;—

f 2 That so thy wondrous waze
May through the world be known ;
While distant lands their homage pay,
And thy salvation own.

— 3 Oh let them shout and sing, °
Dissolved in pious mirth ;

For thou, the righteous ju and king,
Shalt g’ovem gll the et{n(&e ’

f 4 Let differing nations join,
To celebrate thy fame ;
Let all the world, O Lord, combine
To praise thy glorious name.

67 Tarp ParTr. S. M. 8¢ TRomas.

1 O GOD, to earth incline,
‘With mercies from above;
And let thy presence round us shine,
‘With beams of heavenly love.

2 Through all the earth below,
Thy ways of grace proclaim,
Till zﬁstant nations hear and know
The Saviour’s blessed name.

3 Now let the world agree
One general voice to raise ;
Till all mankind present to thee
Their songs of grateful praise !
4 Oh let the nations round
Their cheerful powers employ,
And earth’s far-distant coasts resound
‘With shouts of sacred joy.

67 Fourta Part. S.M. Paddington.
1 THOU shalt, O Lord, descend,
And all the kingdoms bless ;
Throughout the earth thy realm extend,
And judge in righteousness.



I3 PSALMS.

2 The fruitful earth shall yield-
‘A rich,'increasing store;
And God, who is to us revealed,
His choicest gifts shall pour.

3 The blessings of his grace
He shall to us make known ;
Till all the earth his laws embrace,
And his dominion own.

f 4 Let all the people raise
The loud thanksgiving ‘voice ;
Let every nation sing thy praise,
And every tongue rejoice.

67 Firra Parr. 7s.  Pleyel's Hymn.

1 ON thy church, O Power divine,
Cause ¥hy=glori:)us face to shine ;
Till the nations from afar
Hail her as their guiding; star.

f 2 Then shall God, with lavish hund,
Scatter blessings o’er the-land.;
And the world’s remotest bound
With the:voice of praise resound.

68 Fmer Pawr. L. M.  Appleton.
The Majesty of Jehovah. ‘

11 1 KINGDOMS .and thrones to God helong ;
Crown him, ye nations, in your song :
His wondrous name and power rehearse ;
His honors shall enrich your verse.

2 He rides and thunders through'the sky,
His wame, ‘Jehovah, sounde on high :
Praise him aloud ye sons of H
Ye saints, rejoice before his face.

'8-Qol is our ghield—our ljoy—our rest ;
God is our Ki roclaim' Him blest:
When terrors rise-—when mations ‘fuing,
He-iscthe:strength df every saint.




PSALMS, 13

68 Seconp Part. L. M. Duke Streel.

11 1 LORD, when thou didst ascend on high,
Ten thousand angels filled the sky;
Those heavenly guards around thee
Like chariots, that attend thy state.

2 Not Sinai’s mountain eouﬂ sppear
More glorious, when the rdp was there;
While he Eronounced his holy law,

And struck the chosen tribes with awe.

3 How bright the triumph none can tell,
When the rebellious Kowera of hell,
That thousand souls had captive made,
Were all in chains, like captives, led

4 Raised by his Father to the throne,
He sent his promised Spirit down,
With gifts and grace for rebel men,
That 6od might dwell on earth again.

68 Tmep Parr., L. M.  Dunstan.
The Goodness and Compassion of God.

1 BLEST be the Lord—the God of love,
Who showers his blessings from above ;
The rock, on which the rxtghteona trust,
The hope and saviour of the just.

2 He to his saints redemption gives,
The weak and humble he relieves ;

af  Supported by his grace we stand,
For life and death are in his hand.

mp 3 He views his children in distress,
e widow and the fatherless;
And, from his holy seat above,
8upports them with his tender love.

~ 4 All they who make his laws their choice,
Shall in his promises re'iloioe;

f With gladness in' their earts, shall raise,
Befare his throne, triumphant praise.
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68 Fourrs Paxr. 8. 7. & 4. Sicilian Hymn.

1 BLESS our God, his grace confessing,
‘Whom his church a%rove adores ;
Who, with daily loads of blessing,
From on high his Spirit pours:
God our Saviour—
For his church salvation stores.

2 Him, in whom, as God, we Flory, P
(God our Saviour we proclaim .
Life and death, O Lord, adore thee,
Yielding at thy awful name:
f  ‘Thou shalt triumph—-
And th’ eternal victory claim.

— 3 At his feet, while prostrate falling,
Jesus breaks the serpent’s head;
Hg for mighty vengeance calling,
n his proudest foe shall tread:
4 Thou, the conqueror—
Shalt thy church to victory lead.

68 Firre Part. 7's. Pleyel's Hyms.

1 LORD, thy church hath seen thee rise,
To thy temple in the skies:
God my Saviour! God my King !
Still thy ransomed round thee sing.

2 When, in tﬁ}oriexs all divine, ’
Through the earth thy church shall shine,
Ki in prayer and praise, shall wait,
Beﬁﬁ?ng at thy temple’s gate.

69 First ParT. L: M. Medway.
Pardon implored.

AT TO thee, great God, I make my prayer;
Do thou my supplications hear;
Let me not sink, o’etwhelmed in grief,
But kindly send my soul relief.

2 Oh let me now thy goodness prove,
p  Thy tender mercies, and thy love;
Turn not away, O Lord, thy face,
But hear, and heal me with thy grace.
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f 3 So shall my song to thee arise,
Thy praise shall echo through the skies:
Through all the earth will I 'proclaim
The greatness of Jehovah’s name.

69 Seconp Pant. L. M. Windkam.
Pardon through the Sufferings of Christ.

aAfr 1 DEEP in our hearts let us record
The deeper sorrows of our Lord ;
Behold the rising billows roll,
To overwhelm his holy soul.

nf 2 Yet, gracious God, thy power and love
Have made the curse a blessing prove ;
Those dreadful suﬂ'erinﬁs of thy %on
Atoned for crimes which we had done.

Aff 3 Oh for his sake our guilt forgive —
And let the mourning sinner live ;—

<  The Lord will hear us in his name,

mf  Nor shall our hope be turned to shame.

69 Tamp Parr. C. M. St Ann's.

1 FATHER, 1 sing thy wondrous grace,
I bless my Saviour’s name ;
He bought salvation for the poor,
And bore the sinner’s shame.

2 His deep distress has raised us high ;
His duty and his zeal
Fulfilled the law, which mortals broke,
And finished all thy will.

3 Zion is thine, most holy God;
Thy Son shall bless her gates:
And glory, purchased by his blood,
For thine own Israel waits.

f 4 Let heaven, and all that dwell on high,
To God their voices raise H
‘While lands and seas assist the sky,
And join ¢’ advance his praise.
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70 C. M. 8¢. Martin's.
Prayer for Divine 4id.
Ar 1 GREAT God, attend my humble call,

Nor hear my cries in vain;
Oh let thy grace prevent my fall,
And sull my hope sustain.

- 2 Be thou my help in time of need,
To thee, O Lord, 1 pray;
=f  In mercy hasten to my aid,
Nor let thy grace delay.

£ 3 Let all who love thy name rejoice,
And glory in thy word,
In thg salvation raise their voice,
And magnify the Lord.

71 First Parr. C. M. Warwick.
Praise to God, the Saviour.

1 MY Saviour, my almighty Frien
M When I t;eglyn thy [gmnyse 4
‘Where will the growing numbers end,
The numbers of thy grace?

2 Thou art my everlasting trust,
Thy goodness 1 adore ;
And since I knew thy graces fifst,
1 speak thy glories more.

8 My feet shall travel all the length
o Asdf the cglest.ia‘{ road, @

nd march, with courage in thy stren

To see m’y Father, God. v ey

P 4 When I am filled with sore distress
or some surprising sin, '
mf Tl plead thy perfect righteousness, !
And mention none but thine.

f 5 How will my lips rejoite to tell
he victories of my King ! |
My soul, redeemed from sin and hell, .
hall thy salvation sing. |



PSALMS. 137

71 Seconp Parr. C. M. Blackburn,
Sustaining Grace implored.

1 GOD of my childhood, and my youth,
'The guide of all my day
I have declared thy eave:iy truth,
And told thy wondrous ways.

2 Wilt tho.u' forsake my hoary hairs,
And leave my fainging al!l;ya.rt?

‘Who shall sustain my sinkin,
If God, my strengt{, depargta

— 3 Let me thy power and truth proclaim
Before the rising age,
And leave a savor of thy name,
‘When I shall quit the stage.

? 4 The land of silence and of death
Attends my next remove ;
Oh may these poor remains of breath
uf Teach all the world thy love!

71 Tamp Part. C. M. Cheltenham.

1 MY God, my everlasting hope,
I live upon thy truth;
Thy hands have held my childhood up,
d strengthened all my youth.

2 Still has my life new wonders seen,
ted every year;
Behold my days that yet remnain,
I trust them to thy care.

3 Cast me not off when strength declines, .
‘When hoary hairs arise ;
And round me let thy glory shine,
‘Whene’er thy servant dies.

f 4 Then, in the history of my age,
hen men review my days,
They’ll read thy love in every page,
In eveig*line thy praise.
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2 First Part. L. M.  Danvers.
Unisersal Reign of Christ.
=f 1 (GREAT God, whose universal sway
‘The known and unknown worlds obey,

< Now give the kingdom to thy Sen,
t  Extend his power—exalt his throne.

dol 3 As rain on meadows newly mown,
So shall he send his influence down
His grace, on fainting souls, distils, -
Like heavenly dew, on thirsty hills.

~— 3 The heathen lands, that lie beneath’
‘The shades of overspreading death,

< Revive at his first dawning Light,

af  And deserts blossom at the sight.

— 4 The saints shall flourish in his days,
Dressed in the robes of joy and praise;

p < Peace, like a river, from his throne,

f  8hall flow to nations yet unknown.

72 Seconp Part. L. M. Monmouth.

!t 1 JESUS shall reign where’er the sun
Doth his successive journeys run ;
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,
Till moon shall wax and wane no more.

2 For him shell endless prayer be made,
f  And praises throng to crown his head ;
— His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise
‘With every morning sacrifice.

? 3 People and realms of every tongue

>  Dwell on his love with sweetest song ;

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

4 Blessings abound where’er he rei
=f The joyful prisoner bursts his chains,
> 'The weary find eternal rest,
— And all the sous of want are blest.

£115 Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to our King:

Angels descend with songs again,

. earth repeat the lougs Amen,
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2 Taep Parr. S. M. St Thomas’
¢ 1 THE Saviour’s glorious name
Forever shall endure,

Long as the sun, his matchless fame
8 ever stand secure.

2 Wonders of grace and
To thee alone belong ;
Thy church those wonders shall adore,
In everlasting song.

3 O Ierael, bless him still,
His name to honor raise;
Let all the earth his glory fill
Midst songs of grateful praise,

» 4 Jehovah—Gad most high!
L4 We ad thy praise abroad ;
‘Through all the world thy fame shall fly,
O God, thine Israel’s H

72 Fourta Parr. 7's. Lincoln

1 HASTEN, Lord, the glorious time,
‘When, beneath Mes%inh’s sway,
Every nation, every clime,
11 the gospel call obey.

2 Mightiest kings hia power shall o
eathen tribes luspgame adore ’wn,
Satan and his host, o’erthrown,
Bound in chains, shall hurt no more.

3 Then shall wars and tumults cease,

Then be banished grief and pain ;

ighteousness, and joy, and peace,
ndisturbed shell ever reign.

f 4 Bless we, then, our gracious Lord,
Ever praise his glorious name;
A1l his mighty acts record,
All his wendrous love proclaim.
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73 Fmst Parr. L. M. Middlebury.
Folly of envying the Prosperity of Sinners.

1 JORD, what a thoughtless wretch was 1,
'To mourn, and murmur, and repine,
To see the wicked placed on high,
In pride, and robes of honor shine !

Af 3 But oh! their end—their dreadful end !
Thy sanétuary taught me so ;
On slippery rocks I see them stand,
. And fiery billows roll below.

3 Now I esteem their mirth and wine
Too dear to purchase with my blood ;
< Lord, tis enough that thou art mine,
of My life, my portion, and my God.

73 Seconp Parr. C. M. Dundee.
God the Portion of the Soul.

1 GOD, my supporter, and my hope,
My help foreyer near,
Thine arm of mercy hefd me up,
> ‘When sinking in despair. -

— 2 Thy counsels, Lord, shall guide my feet,
hrough this dark wilderness;
Thine hand conduct me near thy seat,
To dwell before thy face..

3 Were I in heaven, without my God,
*Twould be no joy to me;
And while the earth is my abode,
1 long for none but thee.

4 What if the springs of life were broke,
And flesh and heart should faint,
f  Thou art my soul’s eternal rock,
The strength of every saint.

— 5 Then to draw near to thée, my God,

‘> MSltmll be Tﬁ' ﬁweet 3m£loy; rke
y tongue shall soun: works abroad,
And tell the world my jz 3 ’
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S Tarp Parr. C. M. Corinth.

1 WHOM have we, Lord, in heaven, but thee,
And whom on earth beside ?
‘Where else for succor can we flee,
Or in whose strength confide ?
2 Thou art our portion here below,
Our promised bliss above ;
Ne'’er may our souls an object know
So precious as thy love.

wp 3 When heart and flesh, O Lord, shall fail,

of Thou wilt our spirits cheer,
Support us through life’s thorny vale,
op d calm each anxious fear.
f 4 Yes—thou shalt be our guide through life,
And help and su'en{lfm ply ;
Sustain us in death’s fearfi stntze,
And welcome us on high.
73 Fourtn Part. 8. M. Olmutz.

Folly of envying the Prosperity of Sinners.
*t 1 SURE there’s a righteous God,
Nor is religion vain;
‘Though men of vice may boast aloud,
Amf men’of grace complain.
2 I saw the wicked rise,
And felt my heart repine,

‘While haughty fools, with scornful eyes,
In rob‘:;gof onor Ehine.

3 The tumult of my thought
Held me in hard suspense,
Till to thy house my feet were brought
To learn thy justice thence.

4 Thy word with light and gower
oes my misteke amend ;

I viewed the sinner’s life before,
But here I learn his end.

e 5 On what a sl steep

The thoughtiess wretches so!
Les And oh! that dreadful, fiery deep
> That waits their fall below !
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— 6 Lord, at thy feet I bow,

::{ thoughts no more repine ;
< Iecall mu¥l (God my portion now,
=t And all my powers are thine.

76 H M. Bethesda.
God only to be feared and worshipped.

1 'THY glories, mighty God!
Alone our reverence claim:
Thﬁ' terrors spread abroa
ow awful is thy name!
Thine anger shown, ' ‘Who dare appear
Thy judgments near, | Before thy me ?

2 Let man his anger raise,
‘With persecuting rage,
His wrath shall work thy praise,
The rest thy hands assuage :
Then still obe | Your offerings bring,
Th’ Eternal King, | And vows repay.

8 Let all, who round his throne
With holy gifts draw near,
There lay their offerings down,
Jehovah claims their fear:
Before hig word And princes know
The world shall bow, | Thy terrors, Lord.

77 C. M. Dedham.
Despondency forbidden.
1 T0 God I cried, with mournful voice,
I sought his gracious ear,

In the sad day when trouble rose,
And filled my heart with fear.

2 Will he forever cast me off?
His promise ever fail ?
Has he forgot his tender love ?
Shall anger still prevail ?

3 But 1 forbid this hopeless thought,
R T'his tll)arl_( desplzllirml% ﬁ}"ams,h
emembering what thy hand has w
Thy hand xgs still che{iame. Tought—
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4 I'll think again of all thy ways,
And talk thy wonders o’er—

Thy wenders of recovering grace,
hen I could hope no more;

5 Grace dwells with justice on the throne,
d men who love thy word
Have in thy holy temple known
'The counsels of the Lord.

78 C.M. Lutzen.
The Works of God recounted to Posterity.

11 1 ¥ ET children hear the mighty deeds,
L Which God performed gf old ;

‘Which in our younger years we saw,,
And which our fathers told.

2 He bids us make his glories known,
His works of power and dgrace;
And we’ll convey his wonders down
Through every rising race.

3 Our lips shall tell them to our sons,
And they again to theirs,
That generations yet unborn
ay teach them to their heirs.

4 Thus shall they learn, in God alone
Their hope securely s 8
‘That they may ne’er forget his works,
But practise his commands.

79 8. M. Boxford.
Pardoning Mercy supplicated.
Af ] "P'HOU gracious God and kind,
Oh cast our sins away ;

Nor call our former quilt to mind,
Thy justice to display.

2Th tengie":'ést mercies show,
y richest grace pre,
E'V.Vyet, with guilty £arsp'im low,
e perish in despair.
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3 Save us from guilt and shame,

‘Thy glory to diq‘){:y;
And, for the great Redeemer’s name,
\%uh all alzrl.e sins away.

80 LM Stonefield.
The Church’s Prayer in Time of Desertion.
mf ] (GREAT shepherad of thine Isreel,
‘Who didst between the cherubs dwell,

And lead the tribes, thy chosen sheep,
Safe through the desert and the deep—

» 2 Thy church is in the desert now—

af  Shine from on high—and guide us through;
?  Turn us to thee—thy love restore,

<> We shall be saved-—and sigh no more.

— 3 Hast thou not planted with thy hand
A lovely vine in this our land
Did not thy power defend it round,
And heavenly dew enrich the ground

4 How did the ading branches shoot,
And bless themons %vith their fruit?
P  But now, O Lord, look down and see
Thy mourning vine, that lovely tree.

< 5 Return, almi Geod, return,

wf  Nor let thy llﬂ::gmg vineyard mourn:
?  Turn us to thee—thy love restore,

<> We shall be saved—and sigh no more.

81 C. M. 8. Anw's,
Praise to God in his Temples.

4 1 70 God, our strength, your voioe, aloud,
In strains of glory raise ;
'The great Jehovah—Jacob’s God,
Exalt in notes of praise.

2% Now let the go trumpet blow,
A
> 'The Sabbatis sacred rest.
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— 3 This was the statute of the Lord,
To Israel’s favored race:
And yet his courts preserve his word,
And there we wait his grace.

¢ 4 With psalms of honor, and of joy,
Let all his temples ring ;
Your various instruments employ,
And songs of triumph sing.

82 L M. Bath.
Oppressors admonished.
11 1 A MONG th’ assemblies of the grea
A A greater Ruler takes his seagt“ "

The God of heaven, as judge, surve
'The kings of earth, all their wayy:.

2 Why should they, then, frame wicked laws?
Or why support th’ unrighteous cause ?
When will they cease t’ oppress the poor?
When will they vex the saints no more ?

— 3 Arise, O God, and let thy Son
Possess his universal throne ;
And rule the nations with his rod :—
He is our judge—and he our God.

83 S M St. Thomas.
God arising to subdue Opposers.

1 AND will the God of grace
A Perpetual silence keep 7
The God of justice hold his peace,
And let his vengeance sleep ?

=f 3 Arise, alniﬁ}lty God,
Assume thy sovereign sway ;
Before thy throne bid sinners bow,
And yield their hearts to thee.

¢ 3 Let all the nations know,
And spread thy name abroad ;
Let all who dwell on earth contgeu
Their Suvxfézr and their God.
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84 First ParT. L. M. Hebron.
Blessedness of worshipping God in his Temple.

f1 HOW pleasant—how divinely fair,
O Lord of hosts, thy dwellings are s
With long desire my spirit faints,
To meet th’ assemblies of thy saints.

2 My flesh would rest in thine abode:
hl\l(y anting heart cries out for God :
y God! my King! why should I be
80 far from all my joys and thee !

mf 3 Blest are the saints, who sit on high,
Around thy throne above the sky ;
Thy brightest glories shine above,
And all their work is praise and love.

4 Blest are the souls, who find a place
Within the temple of thy grace;
>  'There they behold thy gentler rays,
<  And seek thy face, am‘l earn thy praise.

5 Blest are the men, whose hearts are set
To find the way to Zion’s gate:
£ God is their strength—and through the road
They lean upon their helper, God.

6 Cheerful they walk with growing strength,
Till all shall)xvneet in heavgen at lgngth :

Till all before thy face appear,
£ And join in nobler worship there.

84 Seconp Partr. L. M. Sharon.

1 GREAT God?rgttend, while Zion sings
The joy that from thy presence springs:
To spend one day with thee on earth
Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meanest lace
Within thy house, O God of grace,
Not tents of ease—nor thrones of power
Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

_' 113 God is our sun—he makes our day;
God is our shield—he s our way
From all th’ agsaults of hell and sin;
From foes without and foes within.
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4 Al needful grace will God bestow,
And crown that grace with glory too:
He gives us all things—and withholds
No real good from upright souls.

‘The glorious host of heaven obey,
Display thy grace—exert thy power,
'.l‘illp on earth thy name adore.

1 MY soul, how lovely is the place
To which thy God resorts!
*T'is 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.

3 With his rich gifis the heavenly Dove

147

Tairp Parr. C. M. Medford. )

Descends and fills the place ;
While Christ reveals his wondrous love,

And sheds abroad his grace.

wf 4 There, mighty God, thy words declare
Th:’seclgettg of thy w¥ll :

—  And still we seek thy mercies there,

(4 And sing thy praises still.

84 Fourra Parr. C. M. Dedham.

1 O LORD, my heart cries out for thee,
While far from thine abode ;
When shall I tread thy courts, and see
My Saviour, and my God ?

2 To sit one day beneath thine eye,
And hear thy gracious voice,
Exceeds a whole eternity
Employed ir carnal joys.

3 Lord, at thy threshold I would wait,
While Jesus is within,
Rather than fill a throne of state,
Or dwell in tents of sin.
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4 Could I command the spacious land,

Or the more boundless sea,
For one blest hour at thy right hand,
Y'd give them both away.
84 Firrn Panr. €. M. Dunchurch

1 Q GOD of hosts—the mighty Lord,
How lovely is the place,
Where, in thy glor¥, we behold
The brightness of thy face!

9 My fainting soul with longing waits
'o view thy blest abode:
My panting heart and flesh cry out
or thee, the living God.

8 Thrice happy they, whose choice has thee
Their sure protection made ;
‘Who long to tread the sacred ways,
Which to thy dwelling lead.

£114 For God—who is our sun and shield—
Will grace and- glvov:{ ive ;

And no good thing will he withhold
From them that justly live.

— 5 O Lord of hosts—my king, my God,
How highly blest are theg,

< Who in thy temple always dwell,

f And there thy praise display!

84 Sixre Parr. H M.  Newbury.

1 LORD of the werlds above,
How pleasant and how fair
The dwellings of thy love,
Thine earthly tenwles are:
To thine abode A ith warm desives,
My heart aspires, To see my God.

-

wp 2 O ha souls, who pray,
nge God’uppoigts to hear;
O happy men, who pay
Their constant service there '
1 Th?ly praise thee still! l Wholovethe way
And bappy they, To Zion’s hil}
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— 3 They go from strength to strength,
Through this dark vale of tears,
'Till each arrives at length,
Till each in heaven nmpeurs:

€ O glorious sea Shall thither bring
W enGodou:’kingI Our willing feet.
84 Seventr Parr. H. M.  Newbury.

1 TO spend one sacred daKl
‘Where God and saints abide,
Affords diviner joy
Than thousand days beside :
Where God resorts,| To keep the door,
I Jove it more Than shine in courts.

2 God is our sun and shield,
Our light, and our defence :
‘With gifts his hands are filled;
‘We draw our blessings thence:
He shall hestow Peculiar grace,
On Jacob’s race And glory too.

3 The Lord his people loves;
His hand no good withholds
From those his heart approves,
‘From pure and upright souls:
‘Thrice happy he, hose spirit trusts
O God of hosts! Alone in thee.

85 First ParT. L. M. Ralston.
Quickening Grace implored.

1 1,ORD, thou hast called thy grace to mind,
Thou hast reversed our heavy doom:
So God forgave, when Israel sinned,
And brought his wandering captives home.

2 Thou hast begun to set us free,
And made thy fiercest wrath abate:
Now let our hearts be turned to thee,
And thy salvation be complete.

3 Revive our dying graces, Lord, _
And let thy saints in thee rejoice:
Make known.thy truth—fulfil thy word—
We wailtgfgr Fraise to tune our voice.
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4 We wait to hear what God will say,
He’ll speak—and give his people peace;
But let them go ne more astray,
Lest his returning wrath increase.

85 Seconp Parr. L. M. Uzbridge.
Salvation through Christ.

"t 1 SALVATION is forever nigh
The souls who fear and trust the Lord ;
And grace, descending from on high,
Fresh hopes of glory shall affo

2 Mercy and truth on earth are met, [heaven;
Since Christ, the Lord, came down from
By his obedience, so complete,
Justice is pleased. peace is given.
3 His righteousness is gone befors,
To give us free access t0 God ;
Our wandering feet shall stray no mo:
But mark his steps, and keep the ro

85 Tuairp Parr. H. M. Acton.

1 JESUS, the Saviour’s nigh
To those who fear his name ;
He comes !—his praise on high -

Let all his church proclaim !
His footstegs still | “And all the land
On earth shall stand, | His glory fill.

2 Thy mercy, O our God, -
o all thy church disp'l‘eay:
¢

Proclaim thy grace abro.
And spread the gospel day:
High on thy throne, T And quickly send
ur prayer attend ; Salvation down.
85 Fourta Parr. H. M. ' Acton.

1 THE Lord his blessing pours
Around our favored land ;
His grace, like gentle showers,
Qer alll)toixmﬁd's at hi c(imxp:lx:d: "
he plains n rich suppli
Blest fruits arise, l Since Jedspre.’.'lgn;.
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2 His righteousness alone

Prepares his wondrous way :
He rises to his throne,
In realms of endless day !
His ste&s we trace, And, heaven in view,
His path pursue; Adore his grace.

86 First Parr. L. M. Old Hundred.
The Creator only worthy to be worshipped.

1 L TERNAL God—almighty cause
Of earth, and sea, and worlds unknown ;
All things are subject to thy laws,
All things depend on thee alone.

2 Thy glorious being singly stands,
d;' gll, within itsgelf, 04 ;
Controlled by none are thy commands;
Thou, from thyself alone, art blest.

3 To thee alone, ourselves we owe,
To thee alone, our homage pay ;
All other gods we disavow,
Deny their claims—renounce their sway.

f 4 Spreadth atramethroughheathen lands,
eir ido] deities dethrone;
Subdue the world to thy commands,
And reign, as thou art—God alone.

86 Seconp Parr. L. M. Winchester.

1 THOU Ereat Instructer, lest 1 stray,
P  Oh teach my erring feet thy way!
< Thy trut.l:i with ever fresh delight,
=f  Shall guide my doubtful steps aright.

— 2 How oft my heart’s affections yield,
And wander o’er the world’s wide field !
My roving passions, Lord, reclaim ;
Unite them gll to fear thy name.

f 3 Then, to my God heart and tongue,
Wiith'all their powers, shall raise the song :
On earth thygories ’ll declare,

f  Till heaven th’ immortsl notes shall bear.
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86 Tairp Part. C. M.  London.

1 AMONG the princes, earthly gods,

There’s none hath power divine ;
Nor is their nature, mighty Lord,
Nor are their works like thine.

2 Tho nations thou hast made shall bring
Their offerings round thy throne ;
For thou alone dost wondrous things,

For thou art God alone. :

?p 3 Lord, I would walk with holy feet,
Teach me thine heavenly ways,

< And all my wandering thoughts unite

f In God my Father's praise.

86 Fourtm Parr. S. M. Agylesbury.
' Prayer for divine Help.

1 MY God, my prayer attend !
Oh bow thine ear to me,
Without a hope—without a friend,
Without a help—but thee! .

2 Olwuard my soul around,
hich loves and trusts thy nﬁmco; .
Nor let the powers of hell confound
The hopes on thee I place !

3 Thﬂemercy I entreat,—
t mercy hear my cries,
While, humbly waiting at thy seat,
My daily prayers anse!

=f 4 Oh bid my heart rejoice,

And every fear control
> 8ince at thy throne, with suppliant voice,
- To thee 1 lift my soul!

86 Firra Pagrr. 78. Lincoln.

1 THOU, Jehovah, God o’er all!
Idol gods to thee shall fall:
None thy wondrous works can share H
None with thee in might compare,
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2 Formed by thy creative hand,
Let the nations round thee stand ;
Prostrate at thy throne confess,
And adore the Saviour’s grace.

f 3 Great in power !—thine arm divine !—
Round the world thy wonders shine:
Bid the world thy 5 ories own—
Thou art God—and thou alone!

87 Fmsr Parr. L. M.  Sterfing.
The Church the Dwelling- Place of God.

1 1 (3OD in his earthl{utemple la
Foundation for his heavenly praise ;
He likes the tents of Jacob welZ
But still in Zion loves to dwell.

? 2 His mercy visits every house
That pay their night and morning vows;
But makes a more delightful stay,
Where churches meet to praise and pray.

f 3 What glories were described of old !
What wonders are of Zion told !
Thou city of our God below,

Thy fame shall all the nations know.

87 Secono Parr. H. M.  Murray.

¢ 1 FIXED on the sacred hills,
Its firm foundations rest:
'The Lord his temple fills,
‘With all his glory blest !
p< He waits where’er his saints adore,
f  But loves the gates of Zion more.

mp 2 Oh Zion, sacred place!
‘Thy name shall spread around ;
The city of his grace,
His wonders there abound:
Thy glories shall thy God declare,
Aund earth thy fame resound afar.

“A



1 PSALMS.

87 TumoParr. 8s& 7s. Sicilian Hymn.

1 GLORIOUS things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our Godi

He, whose word can ne’er be broken,
Chose thee for his own abode.

2 Lord, thy church is still thy dwelling,
Still is precious in thy sight ;
Judah’s temple far excelling,
Beaming with the gospel’s light.

3 On the rock of ages founded,
‘What can shake her sure repose ¢
‘With salvation’s wall surrounded,
She can smile at all her foes.

4 Glorious things of thee are spoken,
Zion, city of our God ;
He, whose word can ne’er be broken,
Chose thee for his own abode.

88 First Parr. L. M. Windhanm.
Resurrection from the Grave.

Ar] QHALL man, O God of light and life,
Forever moulder in the grave ?

<  Canst thou forget thy glorious work,

wf Thy promise, and thy power to save ?

p 2 In those dark, silent realms of night
Shall peace and hope no more arise ?
No future morning light the tomb,
Nor day-star gild the darksome skies!

! 3 Cease—cease, ye vain desponding fears :
‘When Christ, our Lord, from darkness
Death, the last foe, was captive led,’
f And heaven with praise and wonder rang.

m! !4 Faith sees the briﬁlht, eternal doors
Unfold to make his children way ;
They shall be clothed with endless life, -
And shine in everlasting day.

§ The trump shall sound—the dead shall wake ;

From the cold tomb the slumberers spring;

f  Through heaven, with joy, theirmyriadsrise,
And hail their Saviour, and their King.
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88 Seconp Parr. L. M. Windham.
Sinners invited to immediate Repentance.

Af 1 WHILE life prolongs its precious light,
Mercy is found—and peace is given ;

But soon—ah soon! approaching night
Shall blot out every hope of heaven.

2 While God invites—how blest the day !
How sweet the gospel’s charming sound !
mf  Come, sinners, haste—oh, haste away,
‘While yet a pardoning God is foun

mp 3 Soon, borne on time’s most rapid wing,
Shall death command you to the grave ;
Before his bar your spirits bring,
And none be found to hear, or save.

4 In that lone land of deep despair,
No Sabbath’s heavenly light shall rise ;
No God regard your bitter prayer,
No Saviour call you to the skies.

— 5 Now God invites—how blessed the day!
How sweet the gospel’s charming sound !

=f  Come, sinners, haste—oh, haste away.
‘While yet a pardoning God is foun

88 Tamp Parr. S.M.  Bozford.

Af 1 YE sinners, fear the Lord,
‘While yet ’tis called to-day ;
Soon will the awful voice of death
Command your souls away.

2 Soon will the harvest close ;
The sumjher soon be o’er;
And soon your injured, angry God,

Len Will hear your prayers no more.

— 3 Then while ’tis called to-day,
O hear the gospel’s sound ;

=f  Come, sinner, haste—oh haste away,
‘While pardon may be found.
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89 First Part. L. M. Batk.
Frailty of Man.
1 REMEMBER, Lord, our mortal state—

How frail our life—how short the date! \
‘Where is the man that draws his breath,
Safe from disease—secure from death ?

2 Lord, while we see whole nations die,
Distressed with gloomy fears, we cry,
¢ Must death forever rage and reign{'
Or hast thou made mankind in vain ?

3 Where is thy promise to the just?
Are not thy servants turned to dust ?”—
f But faith forbids these mournful sighs,
And sees the sleeping dust arise.

— 4 That glorious hour—that dreadful day,
‘Wipes the reproach of saints away,
And clears the honor of thy word :—
Awake, our souls, and bless the Lord.

89 Seconp Part. L. M. Ellenthorpe.
The Faithfulness of God.

1 FOREVER: shall my.song record
The truth and mercy of the Lord ;
Mercy and truth forever stand, .
Like heaven, established by his hand.

2 Jesus, our pro;ihet and our priest!
Thy children shall be ever blest:
Thou art our King—thy glorious throne
Shall stand to ages yet own.

f 3 Then let the church rejoice and sing
Jeaus] her Saviour, and her King ;
Angels above his wonders show.

Anﬁ saints declare his works below.

89 Taiep Parr. C. M.  Colchester.

f 1 MY never-ceasing song shall show
Al'il“lhe ;nkercies o 3he ord ;kn
make succeedi
How faithful is his word,
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2 The sacred truths his lips pronounce
Ans({l?}lh firm a:k heaven endure ;
e speak a promise on
Th’ eterx?:l gracgri.; sure. %
~ 3 Lord God of hosts-—thaﬁowondrous ways
Are sung by saints above:
f  And saints on earth their honors raise
To thy unchanging love.

89 Fourti Parr. C. M.  Spencer.
The Majesty of God.
P 1 WITH reverence let the saints appear
And bow before the Lord, op ’
His high commands with reverence hear,
And tremble at his word.

=f 2 Great God, how high thy glories rise !
How bright thine armies shine !
‘Where is the power with thee that vies,
Or truth, compared with thine?

3 The northern pole and southern rest
On thy supporting hand ;.
Darkness and day—from east to west,
Move round et thy command.
<>4 Thy words the raging winds control,
< nd rule the boisterous deeup;
>< Thou mak’st the sleeping billowa roll,
> The rolling billows sleep.
£115 Heaven, earth, and air, and sea are thine,
> And the dark world of hell;
< How did thine arm in venfeance shine,
> When Egypt durst rebel.
oy § Justice and judgment are thy throne,
mf Yet wondrous is thy grace!
While truth and men‘:y, joined in one,
> Invite us near thy face.

89 Firra Panr. C.M. Cambridge.
Rejoicing in the Gospel.
11 1 BLEST are the souls, who hear and kitow
The gospel’s joziul sound ;
Peace shall at the path t.imy 80,
And :llight their steps surround.
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2 Their joy shall bear their spirits up,

Through their Redeemer’s name ;

His righteousness exalts their hope,
Nor Satan dares condemn.

f 8 The Lord, our glory and defence,
Strength and salvation gives ;

f  Israel, thy King forever reigns,
Thy God forever lives.

89 Sixtn Parr. L. P. M. St. Helen's.
Death and the Resurrection.

1 THINK, mighty God, on feeble man,
How few his hours—how short his span !
Short from the cradle to the grave;
‘Who can secure his vital breath
Against the bold demands of death,
ith skill to fly~—or power to save ?

2 Lord, shall it be forever said,
“The race of man was only made
For sickness, sorrow, and the dust ?”?
Are not thy servants, d«:r by dt:iy,
Sent to their graves, and turned to clay?
Lord, where’s thy kindness to the just?

3 Hast thou not promised to thy Son,
And all his seed, a heavenly crown ?
But flesh and sense indulge despair :
Forever blessed be the Lor«i
That faith can read his holy word,
And find a resurrection there.

4 Forever blessed be the Lord,
‘Who gives his saints a long reward
For all their toil, reproach, and pain: .
Let all below, and all ubove,
Join to proclaim thy wondrous love,
And each repeat his loud Amen.

90 Finst Parr. L. M. Bath
Divine Immutability and human Frailty,

uf 3 'THROUGH eve eternal G
T Thou art our gst.gur eafe ab&(il; s

High was thy throne, ere heaven was made,
Or earth thy humble footstool laid.
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2 Long hadst thou reigned, ere time began,
Or dust was fashioned into man;
And long thy kingdom shall endure,
‘When earth and time shall be no more.

P 3 But man—weak man—is born to die,
Made up of ﬁuilt and vapity ;
Thy dreadful sentence, ord, is just,
“ Return, ye sinners, to your dust.”

4 Death, like an ever-flowing stream,
Sweeps us away—our. life’s a dream—
An emnpty tale—a morning flower—
Cut down, and withered, in an hour.

— 5 Teach us, O Lord, how frail is man;
And kindly lengthen out our span,
Till, cleansed by grace, we all may be
Prepared to die, and dwell with thee.

90 Seconp Parr. C. M.  Grafiom.

1 O GOD, our help in ages past,
Our hope for years to come 3
-Our shelter from the stormy b]ast,

And our eternal home ;— .

2 Beneath the shadow of thy throne,
Thy saints have dwelt secure ;
< Sufficient is thine arm alone,
f And our defence is sure.

3 Before the hills in order stood,

Or earth received her frame,

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

P 4 Thy word commands our flesh to dust,
- %Return, ye sons of men ;”
—  All nations rose from earth at first,
And turn to earth again.

uf 5 O God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come,
<> Be thou our guard, while troubles last,
Lm  And our eternal home.



160 PSALMS.

20 Trep Parr. C.M.  Bangor.

1 O LORD, the saviour and defence
Of all t‘ly chosen race,
From ege to age thou still Last been
Our sure abiding place.

2 Before the lofty mountains rose,
Or earth received its frame,
From everlasting thou art God,
To endless years the same.

.3 Thou turnest man, O Lord, to dust,
Of which he first was made ;
When thou dost sl?:ak the word, Return—
"['is instantly obeyed.
4 For in thy siﬁht a thousand years
Are like a day that’s past ;
Or like a watch in dead of night,
Whose hours unminded waste.

5 So teach us, Lord, th’ uncertain sum
Of our short days to mind,
That unto wisdom all our hearts
May ever be inclined.

90 Foustn Part. C. M.  Medfield.

1 RETURN, O God of love—return ;
Earth is a tiresome place :
How long shall we, thy children, mourn
Our absence from thy face?

mf 2 Let heaven succeed our painful years ;

Let sin and sorrow cease;
And inproportion to our tears,

So make our joys increase.

— 3 Thy wonders to thy servants show,
Make thine own work complete ;

£ Then shall our souls thy glory know,
And own thy love was great. .

90 Fipra Parr. C. M.  Bedford.

.1 LORD, if thine eye survey our faults,
And justice grow severe
Thy dreadful wrath exceeds our thoughts,
nd burns beyond our fear.
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2 Almighty God—reveal thy love,
And not thy wrath alone ;
Oh let our sweet experience prove
The mercies of thy throne.

90 Sixta Parr. S.M. Little Marlb'ro’.

1 LORD, what a feeble piece
1s this our mortal frame!
Our life—how poor a trifle 'tis,
That scarce deserves the name!

2 Our moments fly apace,
Our feeble powers decay ;
Swift as a flood, our hasty ciays
Are sweeping us away.

3 Then, if our days must fly,
Welll keep their end in sight i
We’ll spend them all in wisdom’s way,

And let them speed their flight.

uf 4 They’ll waft us sooner o’er

This life’s tempestuous sea ;
>  Soon shall we reach the peaceful shore
uf Of blest eternity.

91 " First Parr. L. M. Duke Street.
Safety of trusting in God.

"i HE, who hath made his refuge God,
Shall find a most secure abode ;
Shall walk all day beneath his shade,
And there, at night, shall rest his head.

2 Now may we say—Our God, thy power
Shall be our fortress, and our tower!
We, that are formed of feeble dust,
Make thine almighty arm our trust.

3 Thrice happy man !—thy Maker’s care
Shall keep thee from the tempter’s snare ;
God is thy life—his arms are sprea
To shielk; :hee with a healthful shade.
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91 Seconp Part. C. M.  Medford

11 1 YE sons of men, a feeble race,
Exposed to every snare,
Come, make the Lord your dwelling-place,
And trust his gracious care.

2 No ill shall enter where you dwell :
Or, if the plague come nigh,
And sweep the wicked down to hell,
*T'will raise the saints on high.

3 He’ll give lis anﬁels charge to keep
Your feet, in all their ways; -
To watch your pillow, while you sleep,
And guard your happy days.

4 Ye sons of men, a feeble race,
Exposed to every snare,
Come, make the Lord your dwelling-place,
And trust his gracious care.

92 FirsT ParT. L. M. Quito.
Delight in the Worship of the Sabbath.

1 T,ORD, ’tis a pleasant thing to stand
In gardens planted by thy hand ;
Let me within thy courts be seen,
Like a young cedar, fresh and green.

2 There grow thy saints in faith and love,
Blest with thine influence from above ;
Not Lebanon, with all its trees,

Yields such a comely sight as these.

3 Laden with fruits of age, they show
The Lord is holy, Ll:sst, and true;
They who attend his gates shall find
God ever faithful—ever kind.

92 Skconp Past. L. M.  Slade.

=y 1 SWEET is the work, my Ged, my King,
"}'g l;;:)l:é tt}}:y lnamg, give tlgankl?‘ :yml lmé.
v thy love by morning
And talk of all thy t{uth at mght. -
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2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest—
No mortal care shall seize my breast ;
Oh may m‘{ heart in tune be found,
Like David’s harp of solemn sound.
wf 3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord,
Azd bless his works-]land bgas his word :
Thy works of grace—how bright l.he¥ shine!
How deep thy counsels—how divine!

4 Sure I shall share a ﬁlorious ert,
‘When grace hath well rcfined my heart,
And fresh supplies of joy are shed,
Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

f § Then shall I see—and hear—and know
« ﬁdl desired, or m"izl:ied below ; .
evel wer sweet employ,
In that ert{a?:al world of joy. T

92 Taep Parr. S. M. Pentonville.

1 SWEET is the work, O Lord,
Thy glorious name to sing,
To praise and ulpraé'—-to hear thy word,
And grateful ofterings bring.
2 Sweet—at the dawning light,
Ax'll;hy })oundless lol:igo ttlalll; £ night,
when approach the shades o
Still on the theme to dwell. e

3 Sweet—on this day of rest,
To join in heart and voice,
With those, who love and serve thee best,
And in thy name rejoice.

f 4 To songs of praise and joy,
Be every Sabbath given,
That such may be our blest employ

Eternally in heaven.
93 First Part. L. M. Winchester,
The Majesty and Dominion of God.

= 1 WITH glory clad—with strength arrayed
The ol;'!l, that o’er all natgtre reigns,
The world’s foundations firmly laid,
And the vast fabric still sustains.
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2 How sum]z stablished is thy throne!
Which shall no change or period see;
For thou, O Lord—and thou alone,
Art God, from all eternity. :

3 ‘The floods, O Lord, lift up their voice,
And toss their troubled waves on high ;
But God above can still their noise,
And make the angry sea comply.

4 Through endless ages stands thy throne ;
Thy promise, Lord, is ever sure;
The pure in heart—and they alone,
Shall find their hope of heaven secure.

93 SeconDp Part. L. M. Duke Street

1 JEHOVAH reigns—he dwells in light,
Girded with majesty and might:
The world, created by his hands,
Still on its first foundation stands.

2 But ere this spacious world was made,
Or had its first foundation laid,
Thy throne eternal ages stood,
Thyself the ever-living God.

3 Like floods, the angry nations rise,
And aim their rage against the skies;
Vain floods—that aim their rage so high!
At thy rebuke the billows die.

4 Forever shall thy throne endure;
Thy promise stands forever sure ;
And everlasting holiness -
Becomes the dwellings of thy grace.

93 TairD Paer. S.P.M. Dalston.

11" 1 THE Lord Jehovah reigns,
And royal state maintains,
His head with awful ﬁll‘ories crowned ;
Arrayed in robes of light,
Begirt with sovereign might,
And rays of majesty aroun(i :
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2 Upheld by thy commands,
The world securely st
And skies and stars obey thy word ;
Thy throne was fixed on high
Ere stars adorned the sky:
Eternal is thy kingdom, Lord.
3 Let floods and nations rage,
And all their power engage;
Let swelling tides assault the sky:
The terrors of thy frown
Shall beat their madness down
Thy throne forever stands on high.

4 Thy promises are true,
Thy fg‘rnce i8 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.

93 Fourtm Part. 10s & 11s. Lyons.

1 YE servants of God, your Master ‘procln.im,
And publish abroad his wonderful name;
The name all-victorious of Jesus extol ;

His kingdom is glorious, he rules over all.

2 God ruleth on high, almighty to save ;

And still he is nigh—his presence we have:
The g‘:eat congregation his triumil: shall sing,
Ascribing salvation to Jesus our king.

3 Salvation to God, who sits on the throne,
Let all cry aloud, and honor the Son:

The praises of Jesus the angels proclaim,
Fall down on their faces, and womgip the Lamb,

4 Then let us adore, and give him his righ
All Elory and power, and wisdom and might ;
All hohor and blessing, with angels above,
And thanks never ceasing, for infinite love,

94 Fmst Parnn C. M. Dundee.
Tyrusting wn God for Help.
1 HAD not the Lord, my rock, my hel
H Sustained my:- fa’innyng head y e
My life had now in silence dweit,
y soul among the dead.
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p 2 ¢ Alas, my sliding feet!” I cried—
— Thy promise was my hope;
Thy grace stood constant at my side,
hy Spirit bore me up.
wmp 3 While multitudes of mournful thoughts
Within my bosom roll,
— Thy boundless love forgives my faults,
hy comforts cheer my soul.

4 The powers of earth and sin may rise,
And frame oppressive laws;
f  But God, my refuge, rules the skies,
He will defend 1y cause.

94 Seconp Part. C. M.  Bedford.

1 BLEST is the man, whom thou, O Lord,
In kindness dost chastise,
And by thy sacred rules to walk,
In mercy dost advise.

2 For God will never from his saints
His favor wholly take:
His own possession, and his lot
He will not quite forsake.

8 The world shall then confess thee just,
In all that-thou hast done
And those. who choose thy upright path,
Shall in that path go on.

4 M¥ sure defence is firmly placed
n thee, the Lord most high:
f  Thou art my rock—to thee I may
For refuge always fly.

95 First Parr. L. M. : Appleton.
Ezhortation to adore and praise Jehovah.

" 1 OH come, loud anthems let us sing,
Loud thanks to our almiﬁhty ing;
For we our voices high should raise,
When our salvation’s rock we praise.

2 Into his l{u'eseuce let us haste,
To thank him for his favors past;
To him address, in Joyful song,
Praises which to his name belong.
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8 Oh let us to his courts repair,
And bow with adoration there;
Down on our knees, devoutly, all

>  Before the Lord our Maker fall.

95 Seconp Part. L. M. Uzbridge.

1 COME—let our voices join to raise
A sacred song of solemn praise :
God is a sovereign king—rehearse
His henor in exalted verse.

2 Come—let our souls address the Lord,
Who framed our natures with his word :
He is our shepherd—we the sheep
His mercy chose—his pastures keep.

3 Come—let us hear hjs voice to-day,
The counsels of his love obey ;
Nor let our hardened hearts renew
The sins and plagues that Israel knew.

4 Look back, my soul, with holy dread,
And view those ancient rebels dead :
Accept the offered grace to-day,

Nor lose the blessing by delay. .

5 Come—seize the promise while it waits,
And march to Zion’s heavenly gates;
Believe—and take the promised rest;
Obey—and be forever blest.

95 Tamp Parr. L. M. Sterling.

1 TO God our voices let us raise,
And loudly chant the joyful strain;
That rock of strength—oh let us praise,
Whence free salvation we obtain.

2 The Lord is great—with glory crowned,
O’er all the gods of earth he reigns ;
His hand supports the deeps profound,
His-power alone the hills sustains.

3 Let all who now his goodness feel, -
Come near, and worship at his throne 3
Before the Lord, their Maker, kneel,
And bow in adoration down.



168 PSALMS.

95 FourtH Parr. C. M. Marlow.

f 1 SING to the Lord Jehovah’s name,
And in his strength rejoice ;
When his salvation is our theme,
Exalted be our voice.

2 With thanks, approach his awful sight,
And psalms of honor sin‘ﬁ;
The Lord’s a God of boundless might,
The whole creation’s King.

p 3 Come—and with humble souls, adore ;
Come—kneel before his face:
<  Oh may the creatures of his power

> Be children of bis grace!
mf 4 Now is the time—he bends his ear,
> And waits for your request ;

mf Come—lest he rouse his wrath—and swear,
Lea “ Ye shall not see my rest.”

95 Firra Part. 8. M. Paddington.
f 1 COME—sound his praise abroad,
And hymns of glory sing:

Jehovah is the sovereign God,
The universal King.

mp 2 Come—worship at his throne,
Come—bow before the Lord ;

— We are his work, and not our own
He formed us by his word.

3 To-day attend his voice,
Nor dare provoke his rod ;
Come—like the people of his choice,
And own your gracious

96 Fmst Part. L.P. M. St Helew's.
Rejoicing in View of God's universal Reign.

1 T .ET all the earth their voices raise,
L To sing a psalm of lofty praise,
To sing and bless Jeh 's namwe 3
His glory let the heathen know,
His wonders to the nations show,
And all his saving works proclaim.
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2 Oh! haste the day—the glorious hour,
When earth shall feel his raving power,
And barbarous nations fear his name:
Then shall the race of man confess
The beauty of his holiness,
And in his courts his grace proclaim.

96 Sgconp Parr. C. M. Marlow.

£111 SING to the Lord, ye distantlands,
Ye tribes of every tongue ;
His new discovered grace demands
A new and noble song.

2 Say to the nations—Jesus reigns,
éod’s own alﬂighty Son;
His power the sinking world sustains,
And grace surrounds his throne.

38 Let an unusual *(K surprise
The islands of the sea ;—
Ye mountains, sink—ye valleys, rise—
Prepare the Lord his way.

4 Behold he comes—he comes to bless
‘The nations, as their God ;

To show the world his righteousness,
And send his'truth abroad.

AMinen.
p 5 But when his Voice shall raise the dead,
And bid the world draw near,
How will the guilty nations dread
To see their Judge appear!

96 Tump Parr. S. M. St. Thomas.

f 1 SING praises to our God,
And bless his sacred name:
His great salvation, all abroad,
From day to day proclaim.

2 Midst heathen nations place
The glories of his throne ;
And let the wonders of his grace
Through all the earth be known.

3 The gods, the heathen boasts,
Nor hear—nor see—nor move:

Jehovah is the Lord of hosts,
Who sprlesad the heavens above !
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€ 4 Then let our songs anse,
In new exalted strains;
Let earth repeat it to the skies,
The Lord, the Saviour reigns!

97 First Part. L. M. Monmouth.
Rejoicing in Christ as Sovereign and Judge.
f 1 HE reigns !—the Lord, the Baviour reigns!
Sing to his name in ioﬁy strains;
Let all the earth in songs rejoice,
And in his praise exalt their voice.

2 Deep are his counsels, and unknown ;
But grace and truth supEort his throne:
Though gloomy clouds his way surround,
Justice is their eternal ground.

— 3 In robes of judgment, lo! he comes, [tombs;
Shakes the wide earth—and cleaves the
Before him burns devouring fire—

Lem The mountains melt—the seas retire.

p''4 His enemies, with sore dismay,
Fly from the sight—and shun the day:
£11  Then lift your heads, ye saints, on high,
And sing—for your redemption’s nigh.

97 SEcOND Part. L. M. Arnkeim.

11 1 THE Lord is come—the heavens proclaim
His birth—the nations learn his hame :
An unknown star direets the road
Of eastern sages to their God. :

2 All ye bright armies of the skies,
Go, worship where the Saviour lies:
Angels an kinﬁs before him bow,
Those gods on high, and gods below.
3 Let idols totter to the ground,
And their ¢ wn worshippers confound,
€ Zion shall still his glories sing,
And earth confess her sovereign king.

97 Tamp Parr. L. M.  Uzbridge.
1 TH’ ALMIGHTY reigns—exalted high'
QO’er all the earth—o’er all the sky ;
Though clouds and darkness veil his feet,
His dweling is the mercy-seat.
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2 Immortal light—and joys unknown,
Are for the saints in darkness sown:
T'hose glorious seeds shall spring and rise,
And the bright harvest bless our eyes.

3 Rejoice, ye righteous—and record
‘The sacred honors of the Lord ;
None but the soul that feels his grace
Can triumph in his holiness.

97 Fourta Part. L. M. Timsbury.

f 1 JEHOVAH reigns—let all the earth
In his 1just overnment rejoice ;
Let all the isles, with sacred mirth,
his applause unite their voice.

o
=mp 2 Darkness, and clouds of awful shade,
- His dazzling glory shroud in state;
'"  Justice and truth his guards are made,
And fixed by his pavilion wait.
[Repeat the first stansa.]

97 Firra Part. C. M. | Medford.

't 1 LET earth, with every isle and sea,
Rejoice—the Saviour reigns!
His word, like fire, prepares his way,
And mountains melt to plains.
2 His presence sinks the proudest hills,
And makes the valleys rise ;
The humble soul enjoys his smiles—
The haughty sinner dies.

f 3 Adoring angels, at his birth,

Made the Redeemer known;
>  Thus shall he come to judge the earth,
—_ And angels guard his throne.

P, Tme

97 Sixta Parr. C. M. Lutzen.

11 1 THE heavens his righteousness declare,
And angels hail his birth :
His gospel shall his glories bear
Around th’ admiring earth.

2 Ye idols, prostrate on the ground,
Th’ incarnate God adore:
His arm your worship shall confound,
And all who trust your power.
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£113 Zion with holy triumph hears,
The church proclaims her joys;
Her Saviour for her aid appears,
And praise her lips employs.

98 First Part. C.M.  Colchester.
Glorious and joyfil Reign of God the Saviowr.

t 1 'O our almighty Maker, God,
New honors'be addressed ;
His great salvation shines abroad,
And makes the nations blest. -

2 He spake the word to Abraham first,
His truth fulfils the grace ;
The Gentiles make his name their trust,
And learn his righteousness.

f 3 Let all the earth his love proclaim,
With all her different tongues,
And spread the honor of his name,
In melody and songs.

98 S8econp Parr. C. M. Dedham.

11 1 JOY to the world—the ,lliord is come '—
Let earth receive her King ; .

Let every heart prepare him room,
And heaven and nature sing.

2 Joy to the world—the Saviour reigns,
Ivget men their songs employ ;
While fields and floods—rocks,hillsand plains
Repeat the sounding joy.

3 No more let sin and sorrow 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
ThAn lngakesftll])e natlilona prove Eracs
e glories of his righteousne:
And wonders oflugs love. o
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98 Trrp Parr. C. M.  Marlow.

£111 TO God address the joyful
Who wondrous things hath done;
‘Whose own right hand, and holy arm,
The victory have won.

2 He, to the Gentile nations round,
Hath made his mercy known
And to the world’s remotest bound
His justice shall be shown.

mp 3 The proniised Saviour meekly came,
And man’s full ransom paid ;
Aﬁain he comes, his own to claim,
n awful pomp arrayed.

f 4 He comes with power—he quits the skies,
To punish and reward ;

f  Oh! let one general chorus rise
To praise the sovereign Lord.

98 Fourta Parr. C. M. St Ana's.

't 1 SING to the Lord a new-made song,
Who wondrous things has done;
‘With his right hand, and holy arm, :
The conquest he has won.

2 The Lord has through th’ astonished world
Displayed his saving might,
And made his riihtcous acts appear
In all the heathens’ sight.

3 Of Israel’s house his fove and truth
Have ever mindful been;
And earth’s remotest tribes the power
Of Israel’s God have seen.

£ 4 Let all the people of the earth
Their cheerful voices raise ;
Let all, with universal joy,
Resotigti their Maker’s praise.
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08  Firru Part. 8s Vs & 4s. Tamworth.

uf ] SONGSB anew of honor framing,
Sing ye to the Liord alone ;
All his wondrous works proclaiming—
Jesus wondrous works hath done
f Glorious victory—
His right hand and érm have won.

»f 2 Now he bids his great salvation
Through the heathen lunds be told :
Tidings spread through every nation,
And his acts of grace unfold :
All the heathen——
Shall his righteousness bebold.

£ 3 Shout aloud—and hail the Baviour;
Jesus, Lord of all proclaim!
AsAfe triumph in his favor
1 ye lands declare his fame:
Loud rejoicing——

Shout the honors of his name!

99 First Part. S. M. Sauthjidd.
The Majesty and Grace of Jehovah.

a Lord Jehovah reigns

Tl‘ﬁt all the nations fega-;' 4

p  Let sinners tremble at his tflrone,
And saints be humble there.

£ 2 Jesus, the Saviour, reign
Let earth adore 1ts Lord ;
Bright cherubs his attendants stand,
wift to fulfil his word.

8 In Zion stands his throne,
His honors are divine;
His church shall make his wondetrs known,
For there his glories shine.

p 4 How holy is his name !—
How fearful is his praise !—

—  Justice, and truth, and judgment join
In all his works of grace,
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99 Seconp Parr. S. M. Dover.

1 EXALT the Lord our God, .
And worship at his feet;
His nature is all holiness,
And mercy is his seat.

2 When Israel was his church,
When Aaron was his priest,
When Moses cried—when Samuel prayed—
> He gave his people rest.

— 3 Oft he forgave their sins,
Nor would destroy their race;
And oft he mdde his vengeance known,
When they abused his grace.

¢ 4 Exalt the Lord our God,
‘Whose grace is still the same ;
Still he’s a God of holiness,
And jealous for his name.

100 Frast Parr. L. M. Old Hundred.
4l Vations ezhorted to Adoration dnd Praise.

1 WITH one consent, let all the earth,
To God their cheerful voices raise ;
Glad homag;e;;ay, 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 which he vouchsafes to feed.

8 Oh enter then his temple ga
Thence to his courts devoutly press;
And stiltl‘ﬁour grateful hymns repeat,
And still his name with prdises bless.

4 For he's the Lord—supremely good,
His mercy is forever sure;
His truth, which always firmly stood,
To endless ages shall endure.
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100 Szconp Parr. L. M.  Brewer

1 YE nations round the earth, rejoice
Before the Lord, your sovereign King;
Serve him with chreerful heart and voice,
With all your tongtres his glory sing.

2 The Lord is God—'tis he alone
Doth life, and breath, and being give:
We are his work—and not our own,
‘The sheep that on his pastures live.

f 3 Enter his gates with songs of joy,
With praises to his courts repair;
And make it your divine employ, -
To pay your thanks and honers there.

? 4 The Lord is good—the Lord is kind ;
f Great is his grace—his mercy sure;
And all the race of man shall find
His truth from age to age endure.

100 Tuirp Parr. L. M. Appleton.

1 BEFORE Jehovah’s awful throne,

Ye nations, bow with sacred joy:

Know that the Lord is God alone
He can create—and he destroy,

P 2 His sovereign power, without eur aid.
Made us of clay—and formed us men;
And when,like wundering sheep, we strayed,
He brought us to his fold again.

3 We are his people—we his care—
Our souls, and all our mortal frame:
‘What lasting honors shall we rear,
Almighty Maker, to thy name ?

f 4 We'll crewd thy gates, with thankful songs,
High, as the heaven, our voices raise;
And earth, with all her 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 coase tp move.
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100 Fourta Parr. C. M. Berwick.
1 O ALL ye lands, in God rejoi
To hiu’;e your thanks belofxg?.,
In strains of glndneas, raise your voloe,
In loud and joyful song.

20 ter ye his courts with praise,
To God the sang of tiumph raiss,
o G 80! triu i
And magnif;iis name.
3 For he is gracious, just, and good;
His m:rcy ever stlllre,
Through ages past has ever stood,
Andgeverg shall endure.

100 Firra Panr. 5. M. Siloer Street.

1 SING to the Lord most high ;
Let every land adore;;
With grateful heart and voice make known
His goodness and his power.

2 Enter his courts with joy ;
With fear address the Lord ;
"T'was he, who formed us with his hand,
And quickened by his word.
3 His hands provide our food,
wA’nd every ble;;ix}:i ':iel;
e’re guarded care,
And on his bounty live. y
4 Good is the Lord our God ;
His truth and mercy sure;
And while eternity shall last,
His promises endure.

102 Fmsr Paryt. L M.  Dunstan,
Compassion of Ged for the Distressed.

1 P)OWN from his lofty throne on high
D He looked—the Lord the world sgrveyed,
He saw the race in ruin lie,
He pitied—and his grace displayed.
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2 He hears the groaning I:risoner’s voice,
He hears the suppliant’s trembling breath:
From bonds released, the slaves rejoice ;
He frees the ecaptives doomed to death!

f 3 Let Zion now his name repeat,
His church his wonders shall record,
Till kingdoms, crowding round his seat,
Own him their Saviour, and their Lord.

102 Seconp Parr. L. M. Bath.
Human Frailty and Divine Immutability.

1 SWIFT as declining shadows pass,
Our days in quick succession fly ;
And, transient as the withering grass,
Amid our youthful hopes we die.

f 2 But thou, our Saviour, shalt endure,
Thy years unchanged, eternal Lord !
Thy grace through every n&e is sure,
And firm the promise of thy word.

102 Tump Parr. L.M. - Bath

1 IT is the Lord, our Saviour’s hand
Impairs our strength amid the race;
Diseuase and death, at his command,
us, and cut short our days.

Af 2 Spare us, O Lord, aloud we pray,
or let our sun go down at noon:
Thy years are one eternal day,
And must thy children die so doon ?

\
3 Yet, in the midst of death and grief,
This thought our sorrows shall assuage
=f  ¢Qur Father and our Savieur lives;
Thoun art the same through every age.”

4 Before thy face, thy church shall live,
And on’thy throne thy children reigm:
f  'This fading world shall they survive,
And rise to glorious life again.
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102 Fourtr ParT. C. M. Grafion.

1 WHEN I pour out my soul in prayer,
Do thou, great God! attend ;
To thy eternal throne of grace
Oh let my cry ascend.

2 Hide not, O Lord, thy glorious face,
In times of deep distress;
Incline thine ear, and when I call,
My sorrows soon redress.

3 My days, just hastening to their end,
Are like an evening shade ;
My beauty does, like withered grass,
ith waning justre fade.

af 4 But thy eternal state, O Lord!
No length of time shall waste;
Tll-)’ﬁ memory of thy wondrous works
om age to age shall last.

102 Firra Parr. C. M. St Martin's.

1 THRO’ endless years, thou art the same,
O thou eternal God!
Ages to come shall know thy name,
And tell thy works abroa

2 The strong foundations of the earth
Of old by thee were laid ;
By thee the beauteous arch of heaven
ith matchless skill was made.

=p 3 Soon shall this goodly frame of things,
Formed by thy powerful hand,
Be, like a vesture, laid aside,
And changed at 'thy command.

=f 4 But thy perfections all divine,
Eternal as thy days,
Through everlasting ages shine,
With undiminished rays.

102 Sixte Part. C. M. Patmos.

11 1 LET Zion and her sons rejoice—
Behoid the promised hour:
Her God hath heard her mourning voice,
And comes t’ exalt his power.
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— 2 Her dust and ruins that remain
Are precious in his eyes:

<  Those ruins shall be huilt again,

! And all that dust shall rise.

3 The Lord will raise Jerusalem,
And stand in glory there:
Nations shall how before his name,

> And kings attend with fear.
— 4 He sits a sovereign on his throne,
P With pity in his eyes:

He hears the dying prisoners’ groan,
And seea thenyi slgg 8 arise. ’

— 5 He frees-the soul condemned to death;
Nor, when his saints complain,

mf  Shall it be said that praying breath
Was ever spent in vain.

— 6 This shall be known when we are dead,
And left on long record,

t  That ages yet unborn may read,
And praise, and trust the Lord.

102 Seventn Part, C. M. Wachusett.
Divine Aid implored in Times of Huiremity.
mp 1 HEAR me, O God, nor hide thy face,
But answer, lest I die:

Hast thou not built a throne of grace,
To bear when sinners cry ?

2 As on some lonely building’s top,
The sparrow tells her moan—
Far from the tents of joy and hope,
1 sit and grieve alone.

=f 3 But thou forever art the same,

» O my eternal God !

=»f  Ages to come shall know thy name,
And spread thy works abroad.

1114 Thou wilt grise, and show thy face,
BeNor (vivgll’my Lord geliay tl:.y
on appointed hour of grace,
{'hut long ggopected day.
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— 5 Hoe hears his saints—he knows their cry,

And by mysterious ways,
Redeems the prisoners, doomed to die,
€ And fills their tongues with praise.
102 E1GHTH PART. 7. Norwichk.

1 HEAR my prayer, Jehovah, hear !
Listen to my humble cries:
See the day of trouble near,
Heavy on my soul it lies.

2 Hide not, then, thy gracious fi

When ;he st(’)rmyagound me falis:
Hear me, O thou God of grace,
In the time thy servant calls.

wf 113 Earth and hell their censures pour,
Madly ra.ée against my soul:
When mg' od appears no more,
‘Who their fury can control ?
AT 4 Hide not, then, thy gracious face,
- When the storm around me falls:
Hear me, O thou God of grace,
Hear me when thy servant calls.

103 First Part. L. M.  Uzbridge.
The Goodness and Mercy of God celebrated.

1 BLESS, O my soul, the living God,
Call home thy thouﬁhts that rove abroad ;
Let all the powers within me join,
In work and worship so divine.

2 Bless, O my soul, the God of grace:
His favors claim thy highest praise:
Let not the wonders he hath wrought
Be lost in silence and forgot.

mp 3 >Tis he, my soul, that sent his Son
To die for crimes which thou hast done :
He owns the ransom—and forgives
The hourly follies of our lives.

€ 4 Let every land his power confuss,
Let all the earth adore his grace:
My heart and tongue with rapture join,
In wotlli6and worship so divine.
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103 Seconp Parr. L. M. Dunstan

11 1 H1GH o’er the heavens—supreme—alone,
Th’ eternal Lord pre s his throne:
Q'er all his kingdom he’ll extend,

Beyond a limit or an end.

2 Bless ye the Lord—his glories tell,
Ye an‘fels, who in might excel,
Who do his will—who hear his voice,
And in his high commands rejoice.

3 Bless ye the Lord—proclaim his state,
Ye heavenly hosts, who round him wait,
Quick to perform his acts of might,

His pleasure your supreme delight.

4 Bless ye the Lord, his works around!
Creation, with his praise resound !

My soul, the general chorus join,
And bless the Lord in songs divine.

103 Tamp Part. L. M. Rothwell.

11 1 MY soul, inspjred with sacred love,
God’s holy name forever bless ;
Of all his favors mindful prove,
And still thy grateful thanks express.

P 2 The Lord abounds with tender love,
And unexampled acts of graee ;
His wakened wrath does slowly move,
=uf His willing mercy flies apace.
3 As far as ’tis from east to west,
So far has he our sins removed,
>  Who, with a father’s tender breast,
- Has such as fear him always loved.

f 4 Let every creature jointly bless
The mighty Lord ;—and thou, my heart,
With grateful joy thy thanks express,
And in this concert bear thy part.

108  Fourru Parr. L. M. Tallis Ev. Hy.

1" 1 THE Lord! how wondrous are his ways!
How firm his truth !—how largo his grace!
He takes his mercy for his thron
And thence e makes his glories known.
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2 Not half so high his power hath spread
The starry heavens above our head,
As his rich love exceeds our praise,
Exceeds the highest hopes we raise.

3 Not half so far has nature lE)Itwed
The rising morning from the west,
As his forgiving grace removes
The daily guilt of those he loves.

¢ 4 How slowly does his wrath arise—
f  On swifter wings salvation flies—
— O, if he lets his anger burn,

How soon his frowns to pity turn!

f 5 His everlasting love is sure
To all his saints—and shall endure ;
From to age his truth shall rei
Nor children’s children hope in vain.

103 Firra Part. L. M. Duke Street

1 MY soul, with humble fervor raise
To God the voice of grateful praise ;
Let every mental power combine,
To bless his attributes divine.

2 Deep on my heart let memory trace
His acts of mercy and of grace ;
‘Who, with a father’s tender care,
Saved me, when sinking in despair ;—
=f 3 Gave my repentant soul to prove
The )'03v of his forgiving love ;
— Poured balm into my bleeding breast,
>  And led my weary feet to rest.

103 SixTa Parr. S. M. Hudson.
11 1 OH! bless the Lord, my soul,
Let all within me join.

And aid my tongue to bless his name,
Whose vorsgare divige.

2 Oh! bless the Lord, my soul,
Nor let his mercies lie
Forgotten in unthankfulness,
And without praises die.
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3 'Tis he forgives thy sins—
he relieves thy pain—
*Tis he that heals thy sicknesses,
< And gives thee strength again.
— 4 He crowns thy life with love,
When ransomed from the grave ;
He, who redeemed my soul from hell,
Hath sovereign power to save.

5 He fills the poor with good ;
He gives the sufferers rest:
The Lord hath judgments for the proud,
And justice for the oppressed.

6 His wondrous works and ways

He made by Moses known ;

But sent the world his truth and grace
By his beloved Son.

f 7 Oh! bless the Lord, my soul,

Let all within me join,

And aid my tongue to bless his name,
Whose favors are divine.

103 SeveENTE PaRT. S. M. Dover.

1 OH bless the Lord, my =oul!
His grace to thee proclaim :
And all that is within me join
To bless his holy name.

2 Oh bless the Lord, my soul;

His mereies bear in mind ;
Forget not all his benefits:
The Lord to thee is kind.

=p 3 He will not always chide
He will with patience wait ;
His wrath is ever slow to rise,
And ready to abate.

4 He pardons all thy sins,
Prolongs thy feeble breath;
— Ho healeth thy infirmities,
And ransems thee from death.

f 5 Then bless his holy name,
w‘i.n;osf g_racekzm‘ik made thee Ehole s
ose loving kindness crown H
Oh bless the Lord, my soal! days;
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1083 . Ewnra Part. S. M. & Thomas.
.1 MY soul, repeat his praise,
Whose mercies are so great :
‘Whose anger is so slow to rise,
So ready to abate.

2 His power subdues our sins,
A:ﬁdo his forgiving lowv:
Far as the east is from the west,
Doth all our guilt remove.

« 3 l{l}h as the heavens are raised
bove the ground we tread,
8o far the riches of his grace
Our highest thoughts exceed.

103 Ninta Pagr. S. M. Bethany.

1 THE pity of the Lord
To those that fear his name,
Is such as tender parents feel—
He knows oar feeble frame.

2 He knows we are but dust,
Scattered with every breath ;
His anger, like a rising wind,
Can send us swift to death.
? 3 Our days are as the grass,
Or li]{e the moming flower!

When blasting winds sweep o’er the field,
It withers in an hour.

af 4 But thy compassions, Lord,
To endless years endure;
And children’s children ever find
Thy words of promise sure.

103 Tente ParT. S. M. St. Thomas.

1" 1 THE Lord, the sovereign King,
Hath fixed his throne on hi
O’er all the heavenly world he rules,
And all beneath the sky.

2 Ye angels, great in might,
Andm do his lvsvill,

Bless ye the Lord, whose voice ye hear,
08e le:sure ye fulfil.
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3 Ye heavenly hosts, who wait
The orders of your King,
Who guard his churches when they pray,
Oh join the praise we sing.

4 And while his wondrous works
Through his vast kinﬁl)om show
Their Maker’s glory—thou, my soul,
Shalt sing his praises too.

104 First Part. L. M. Bath.
Praise to God the Creator.
f 1 VY soul, thy great Creator praise ;
M When clothed in his celesptl;al m’ys,
He in full majesty appears,
And like a robe his glory wears.

2 How strange thy works! how t thy skill,
While evergy lanyd thy riches ﬁﬁnﬂ y
Thy wisdom round the world we see—
This spacious earth is full of thee.

mp 3 How awful are thy glorious ways!
Thou, Lord, art dreadful in thy praise;

< Yet humble souls may seek thy face,

mf  And tell their wants to sovereign grace.

104 Seconp Parr. L. M. Nazareth

1 LONG as I live, all-bounteous Lord!
My song thy glories shall record ;
Thy praise, my God, shall fill the strain,
While life or being shall remain.

mp 2 Sweet are the thoughts which fill my breast,
When on thy various works they rest:

mf  God, my Creator, lifts my voice :
In dod, my Saviour, I rejoice !

— 3 Soon shall kis arm his foes dismay,
And sweep the guilty race away:
And while his church his power adore,
>  The wicked sink to rise no more.

nf 4 Then, O my soul, Jehovah bless,
His providence and grace confess:

f  Let all his works their tribute raise,
And triumph in Jehovah's praise,
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104 Tamp Parr. L. M. Winchester.

1 GREAT isthe Lord !—what tongue can frame
honor equal to his name ? i
How awful are his glorious ways!
The Lord is dreadful in his praise !

2 'The world’s foundations by his hand
Were laid, and shall forever stand ;
The swelling billows know their bound,
While to his praise they roll around.

3 Vast are thy works, almighty Lord !
All nature rests upon thy word ;
And clouds, and storms, and fire obey
Thy wise and all-controlling sway.

4 Thy glory, fearless of decline,
Thy glory, Lord, shall ever shine ;
Tﬂr praise shall still our breath employ,
Till we shall rise to endless joy.

105 Fmsr Part. C. M.  Stephens.
Ezhortation to Praise.

' 1 (QH render thanks,’and bless the Lord,
Invoke his sacred name;
Acquaint the nations with his deeds,
l%s matchless deeds proclaim.

2 Sing to his praise in lofty hymns,
wondrous works rehearse ;
Make them the theme of your discourse,
And subject of your verse.

3 Rejoice in his almighty name,
Klone to be adored ; .
And let their hearts o’erflow with joy,

Who humbly seek the Lord.
105 Seconp Parr. . C. M. Nottingham.
The Faithfulness of God celebrated.

1" 1 JEHOVAH is the Lord our God !
Then let his church adore:
His justice o’er the earth abroad
Sdgll all his judgments pour.



188 PSALMS.

2 Once his eternal oath he sware ,
To Abraham and his race;
And placed his laws and statutes there,
The types of richer grace.

8 His covenant, in his changeless mind,
Stands like himself secure ;
¢ His church, through every age, shall find
His word of promise sure.

105 Tairp Parr. C. M. Marlow.

't 1 GIVE thanks to God—invoke his name,
And tell the world his grace ;
Sound through the earth his deeds of fame,
That all may seek his face. .

2 His covenant, which he kept in mind,
For numerous ages past,
To numerous ages yetg)ehmd
In equal force shall last.

3 He swore to Abraham and his seed,
And made the blessing sure :
Gentiles the ancient promise read,
And find his truth endure.

£114 Then let the world forbear its rage,
he church renounce her fear ;
Israel shall live through every age,
And be th’ Almighty’s care.

106 First Parr. L. M. Danvers.
God praised for his Works of Goodness and Mercy.
=f 1 (H render thanks to God above,
The fountain of eternal love ;

Whose mercy firm, through ages past,
Has stood, an{l shall forev%r Iagst. P

2 Who can his mighty deeds express,
Not only vast—but numberless?
What mortal eloquence can raise
His tribute of immortal praise ?

=p 3 Extend to me that favor, Lo
'1‘;‘];:“ ttt)hthy chosel’l dost aﬂ'(:h 5
en thou return’st to set them ﬁbe,
»f Let thy salvation visit me. o



PSALMS. 189

f 4 Oh render thanks to God above,
'&ll? fountain ofii':.;ertli,al lovlt:;
0se merc, rough ages past, .
Has stood, anyd shall forev%r hgst.

106 Seconp Part. L. M. Bathk.

mf 11] TO God the great, the ever blest,
Let songs of honor be addressed ;
His mercy firm forever stands ;
Give him the thanks his love demands.

— 2 Who knows the wonders of thy ways ?
‘Who shall fulfil thy boundless praise ?—
Blest are the souls that fear thee still,
And pay their duty to thy will.

3 Remember what thy mercy did
For Jacob’s race, thy chosen seed ;
And with the same salvation bless
The meanest suppliaut of thy grace.

af 4 Oh may I see thy tribes rejoice,
And aid their triumphs with my voice :
‘This is my glory, Lord, to be
Joined to thy saints, and near to thee.

107 FirsT ParT. L. M. Lowell,
Providential Goodness celebrated.

1 GIVE thanks to God—he reigns above ;
Kind are his thoughts——his name is love;
His mercy ages past have known,
And ages long to come shall own.

2 He feeds and clothes us all the way;
He gumdes our footsteps, lest we stray;
He ‘fuards us with a powerful hand,
And brings us to the heavenly land.

f 3 Oh let the saints with joy record
‘The truth and goodness of the Lord !
How great his works! how kind his ways!
Let every tongue pronounce his praise.
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107 Seconp Parr. C. M. Litchfield.

1 HOW are thy servants blest! O Lord,
How sure is their defence !
Eternal wisdom is their guide,
Their help, omuipotence.

9 In foreign realms, and lands remote,
Supported by thy care,
Through burning climes they pass unhurt,
And breathe in tainted air.

< 3 When, by the dreadful tempest, borne
f High on the broken wave,
They know thou art not slow to hear,
Nor impotent to save.

P 4 The storm is laid—the winds retire,
Obedient to thy will;

< The sea, that roars at thy command,

> At thy command is stiil.

— 5 In midst of danger, fear, and death,
Thy goodness we’ll a&ore;

f  We'll praise thee for thy mercies past,

] And humbly hope for more.

107 Tamp Parr. C. M. St Ann's

11 1 OH praise the Lord—for he is good.
In hiin we rest obtain;

His mercy has through ages stood,
And e{er shall reltﬁdn‘.g

2 Let all the people of the Lord
His praises spread around ;
Let them his grace and love record,
Who have salvation found.

3 Now let the east in him rejoice,
The west its tribute bring,
The north and south lift up their voice
In hbnor of their King.

4 Oh praise the Lord—for he is good,
i n him w;: rest obtain
s mercy has through ages stood,
And ever shall rerr’fail:g
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107 Fourta Parr. 78. Pleyel's Hymn.

1 OH that men their songs would raise,
All his goodness to dg:hre!
All Jehovah’s wonders praise,
‘Wonders which their children share!

2 Where his holy altars rise,
Let his saints adore his name ;
There present their sacrifice,
There with joy his works proclaim.

108  First Part. L M. Old Hiendred.
General Praiseto God.

1 Y heart is fixed on thee, my God,
M Thy sacred truth I'll s];reayd abroad ;
My soul shall rest on thee alone,

And make thy loving-kindness known.

2 Awake my glory—wake my lyre,
‘T'o songs of praise my tongue inspire ;
‘With morning’s earliest dawn arise,
And swell your music to the skies.

3 With those who in thy grace abound
I’ll spread thy fame the earth around ;
Till every land, with thankful voice,
Shall in thy holy name rejoice.

108  Secono Parr. C. M. Berwick.

1 O GOD, my heart is fully bent
M'l'o magnify t}:y ;lmm? ;1 .
tongue, with cheerful songs of praise,
ghnllgcel,ebrnte thy fame. grotp

2 To all the listening tribes, O Lord,
Thy wonders I will tell ;
And to those natious sing thy praise,
That round about us dwell.

3 Thy mercy, in its boundless he}{ht,
he highest heaven transcends;
And far beyond th’ aspiring clouds
Thy faithful truth extends.
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f 4 Be thou, O God, exalted high
Above the st frame ;
And let the world, with one consent,
Confess thy glorious name.

108 Tarp Parr. C. M. Howard's.
1 AWAKE, my soul, to sound his praise,
Awake, my harp, to sing;

Join, all my powers, the song to raise,
And morning incense bring.

2 Among the people of his care,
And through the nations round,
Glad songs of praise will I prepare,
And there his name resound.

3 Be thou exalted, O my God,
Above the starry frame ;
Diffuse thy heavenly ﬁrace abroad,
And teach the world thy name.

4 So shall thy chosen sons rejoice,
And throng thy courts above ;
While sinners hear thy pardoning voice,
And taste redeeming love.

110 First Parr. L.M.  Appleton.
Christ exalted as g King and Saviowr.
' 1 T'HUS God, the eternal Father, spake
To Christ the Son—*“ Ascend and sit
. At my right hand, till I shall make
Thy foes submissive at thy feet.

2 From Zion shall thy word proceed ;
Thy word, the sceptre in thy hand
Shall make the hearts of rebe blee(i,
And bow their wills to thy command.

3 That day shall show thK power is great,
When saints shall flock with willing minds ;
And sinners crowd thy temple-gate’
- Where holiness in beauty shines.

€ 4 O blessed power! O glorious day!

How large a victory shall ensue!

And ¢onverts, who t ‘y grace obey,
Exceed the drops of morning dew.
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110 Seconp Part. C. M.  Medford.

11 1 JESUS, our Lord, ascend thy throne,
And near thy Father sit;
In Zion shall thy power be knpwn,
And make thy foes submit.

2 What wonders shall thy gospel do!
Thy converts shall surpass
The numerous drops of morning dew,
And own thy sovereign grace.

3 Jesus, our priest, forever lives
To plead for us above;
Jesus, our king, forever gives
The blessings of his love.

4 God shall exalt his glorious head,
And his high throne maintain;
Shall strike the powers and princes dead,
‘Who dare oppose his reign.

111 . First ParT. C.M.  Mariow.
Tke Works and Grace of God celebrated.

't 1 QONGS 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 wrought!
How glorious in our sight !
And men in every age have sought
His wonders with delight.

3 When he redeemed his chosen sons,
He fixed his covenant sure:
The orders that his lips pronounce
To endless years endure.

111 Skconp Part. C. M.  Medford.
11 1 GREAT is the Lord—his works of might'
and our noblest songs ;

Oh let th’ assembled saints unite
Thei:i ;mrmony of tongues.
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2 Great is the mercy of the Lord !
He gives his children food ;
And ever mindful of his won;, -
He makes his promise good.

3 His Son, the great Redeemer, came
To seal his covenant sure ;
P Htik"nnd reverend is his name,
- ways are just and pure.

f 4 Great is the Lord—his works of might
Demand our noblest songs ;
Oh let th’ assembled saints unite
Their harmony of tongues.

112 Fmst Parr. L. M. Ralsten.
Blessedness of fearing and obeying God.
"' 1 THAT man is blest, who stands in awe
Of God, and loves his sacred law ;

His seed on earth shall be renowned,
And with successive honors crowned.

2 The soul, that’s filled with virtue’s light,
>  Shines brightest in afliction’s night ;
— His conscience bears his courage up,
< He sees in darkness beams of hope.

— 3 Beset with threatening dangers round
Unmoved shall he maintain his groun&;

P The sweet remembrance of the just

>  8hall flourish, when he sleeps in dust.

112 Seconp Parr. L. M. Uzbridge.

11 1 THRICE happy man! who fears the Lord,
Loves his commands—and trusts his word :
Honor and peace his days attend,

And bleseings on his seed descend.

2 Compassion dwells upon his mind,
"To works of mercy still inclined ;
He lends the poor some present aid,
-Or gives them not to be repaid.

3 His soul, well fixed upon the Lord,
Draws heavenly coumﬁe from his word ;
Amid the darkness light shall rise,

To cheer his heart, and bless his eyes.
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4 He hath dispersed his alms abroad,
His works ure still before his God ;
His name on earth shall long remain,
Nor shall his hope of heaven be vain.

112 Trirp Parr. C. M. Corinth.

1 HAPPY is he who fears the Lord,
And follows his commands;
Who lends the poor without reward,

Or gives with liberal hands.

P 2 As pity dwells within his breast

o all the sons of need ;

— 8o God shall answer his request

‘With blessings on his seed.

P 3 In times of danger and distress,
—_ Some beams of light shall shine,
To show the world his righteousness,
> And give him peace divine.
— 4 His works of piety and‘love
Remain before the Lord ;
Honor on earth, and joys ai)ove,
Shall be his sure reward.

113  Fimsr Parr. L. M. 6L St Helen's.
’ Ezhortation to universal Praise.

1 YE zaints and servants of the Lord
The triumphs of his name reconi;
His sacred name forever bless:
Where'er the circling sun displays
His rising beams or setting rays,
Due praise to his great name address.
2 God, through the world, extends his sway!
The regions of eternal day
But shadows of his glory are:
To himn whose majesty excels,
Who made the heaven wherein he dwells,
Let no created power compare.

113 Seconp Part. L. M.  Stonefield.

f 1 O ALL ye people—shout and sing
Hosannas to your heavenly King;
Where’er the sun’s bright glories shine,
Ye nations, praise his name divine.
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2 High on his everlasting throne,
He reigns almighty and alone ;
Yet we, on earth, with angels share
>  His kind regard—his tender care.

f 3 Rejoice, ye servants of the Lord,
Spread wide Jehovah’s name abroad ;
Oh praise our God —his power adore,
From age to age—from shore to shore.

116 FirsT PArT. C. M. Barby.
Thankful Acknowledgment of God’s Goodness.

AT]1 T LOVE the Lord—he heard my cries,
And pitied every groan ;
Long as I live, when troubles rise,
I’ll hasten to his thrane.

2 1love the Lord—he bowed his ear,
And chased my grief away :
Oh let miy heart no more despair,
While I have breath to pray.

3 The Lord beheld me sore distressed,
He bade my pains remove ;
Return, my soul, to God, thy rest,
For thou hast known his love,

116 Seconp Parr. C. M. Detndee.

Af ] WHAT shall I render to my God
For all his kindness shown ?—
My feet shall visit thine abode,
y songs #ddress thy throne.

2 Among the saints, that fill thine honse,
My offering shall be paid;

There shall my zeal perform the vows
My soul in anguish made.

8 How much is mercy thy delight,
Thou ever-blessed God !
How dear thy servants in thy sight!
How precious is their blood !

4 How happy all thy servants are!
MHl?f"” grz:}t l:h grt}ce to me!
ife, which thou hast made thy care,
ord: I devote to thee. v
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5 Now I am thine—forever thine,
Nor shall my purpose move ;
‘Thy hand has loosed my bonds of pain,
d bound me with thy love.

6 Here, in thy courtg, I leave VoW,
And thy ¥ich grace mcordll;y ’
Witness, ye saints, who hear me now,
If I forsake the Lord.

117 FirsT ParT. L. M. Old Hundred.
Ezhortation to universal Praise.

f 1 ROM 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;

f Eternal truth attends thy word H

f  Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,
‘Till suns shall rise and set no more.

117 Seconp Partr. C. M. Tallis’ Chant.

f 1 O ALL ye nations, praise the Lord,
Each with a different tongue ;
In every langnage learn his word,
And let his name be sung.

p 2 His mercy reigns'through every land—
f Proclaim his grace abroad:
Forever firm his truth shall stand—
Praise ye the faithful God.

117 Tarp Parr. C. M. Tallis Chant.

f 1 WITH cheerful notes, let all the earth
To heaven their voices raise ;
Let all, inspired with godly mirth,
8ing solemn hymas of praise.

? 2 God’s tender mercy knows no bound ;

< His truth shall ne’er decay;

f  Then let the willinﬁ’nntions round
"l'lwn:'l gr.ateful tribute pay.
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117 Fourte Part. C. M. Colchester.

f 1 0 ALL ye nations, praise the Lord,

His glorious acts proclaim ;

The fulness of his grace record,
And magnify his name.

2 His love is great—his mercy sure—

And faithful is his word ;

His truth forever shall endure ;
Forever praise the Lord!

117 Firra Pasr. S. M. Clapton.

f 1 THY name, almighty Lord,
Shall sound through distant lands ;
Great is th{l race—and sure thy word ;
Thy truth forever stands.

2 Far be thine honor spread,
And long thy Kraise endure,

Till morning hg t, and evening shade
Shall be exchanged no more.
117 Sixte Part. S. M.  Southfield

f 1 LET songs of endless praise
From every nation rise ;
Let all the lands their tribute raise,
To God, who rules the skies,

p 2 Hia merey and his love

< Are boundless as his name ;

£ And all eternity shall prove
His truth remains the aame.

117 SevenTa ParT. 78, Lincols.
f1 e nations, praise the Lord,
AlA*Iiiyye lands, ycln)ur voices raise ;
Heaven and earth, with loud
ise the Loyd—farever praise,
2 For his tryth and mercy sta;
Past, g;ti present, ang to iy
Like the years of his right hand,
Like his own eternity.



PSALMB. . J

f 3 Praise him, ye who know his love ;
Praise him, from the depths beneath ;
Praise him in the heights above ;
Praise your Maker, all that breathe!

118 Frest Parr. L M. Rethwdll
Ezaltation of the divine Saviewr.
1" 1 A LL power and grace to God belong ;
A Hepi:mysuengtb—qndhenynng:
He comes, my Saviour—from his throne,
He comes to ringsalvnion down.

2 Lo! rising from the tents of men,
The voice of joy reso again :
His saints with him the ziumph claim,
And shout salvation to his name.

3 His own right hard its strength displays,
In acts of valor and of :
The cross, the tomb, the throne, declare
How vast his power and glory are.

4 For us he conquers—though he dies:
Behold the mighty Saviour rise !
His saints with hum the triumph claim,
And shout salvation to his name.

118 Seconp Parr. C. M. Latzen.
Christ the Author of Saleation.

11 1 LO, what a glorious corner stone
The builders did refuse !
Yet God bath built his church thereon,
In spite of envious Jews.

2 Great God, the work is all divine,
The vtvlt‘)m‘ilor otfh our eyes!
This is the day, that proves it thine,
This day did Josus rise. ’
3 Sinners, rejoice—and saints, be giad ;
Thelgavgour’s name be I?I,eot; ?
Let endless honors on his head,
With joy, and glory, rest.
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4 In God’s own name, he comes to bring
Salvation to our race:
Oh let the church address her King, -
With holy songs of praise.

118 Tamp Part. C. M.  Colchester.
Celebration of Christ’s Resurrection.

1 THIS is the day the Lord hath made,
He calls the hours his own ;
Let heaven rejoice—let earth be glad,
And praise surround his throne.

2 To-day he rose, and left the dead,
And Satan’s empire fell ;
To-day the saints his triumph spread,
And all his wonders tell.

3 Hosanna to the anointed King,

To David’s holy Son;
P  Help us, O Lord—descend end bring
- Salvation from thy throne.

4 Blest be the Lord—who comes to men
With messages of grace ;
‘Who comes, in God his Father’s name,
To save our sinful race.

f 5§ Hosanna in the highest strains,
The church on earth can raise;
The hiFhest heavens, in which he reigns,
Shall give him nobler praise.

118 Fourra Part. C. M. Arlington.
Thankful Acknowledgment of divine Aid.

11 1 THE Lord appears my helper now,
Nor is my faith afraid
Of what the sons of earth can do,
Since he affords me aid.

mp 2 *Tis safer, Lord, to trust in thee,
And have my God my friend,
Than trust in men of high degree,
And on their truth depend.
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f 8 *Tis through the Lord, my heart is strong,
In him my bips rejoice ;
‘While his salvation s my song,
How cheerful is my voice!
> 4 Joy to the saints, and belongs—
—_ yl‘hel»rdpmtecmmy':
f Let Zion tune immortal songs
To his almighty grace.

118 Forra Paer. CM.  Dedhem.

1 LORD, thou hast heard thy servants ery,
And rescued from the grave ;
Now shall we live—for none can dis,
Whom God resolves to save.

2 Thy praise, more constant than befere,
all fill our daily breath ;
>  Thy hand, that hath chastised us sore,
f fends us still from death.
3 Open the gates of Zion now,
or we will worship there ;
To thine own house, with joy we’ll go,
Thy mercy to declare.
4 Here, with th’ assembly of thy saints,
Our cheerful voice we raise ;
> Here we have told thee our complaints—
f And here we speak thy praise.

118 Sixta Part. C. M. 8t Anw's.
Chyrist the Foundation of his Church.
11 1 BEHOLD the sure foundation stone,
‘Which God in Zion lays,

To build our heavenly hopes upon,
And his eternal pra’;me pes

2 Chosen of God—to sinners dear—
Let saints adore the name ;
They trust their whole salvation here,
Nor shall they suffer shame.
3 The foolish builders, scribe and priest,
Reject it with disdain ;
Yet on this rock the church shall rest,
And envy rage in vain.



202 PSALMS.

4 What though the gates of hell withstood,
Yet must this building rise:
'Tis thy own work, almighty God,
And wondrous in our eyes.

118 SevenTH Part. S. M.  St. Thomas.
First Choir.
11 1 SEE what a living stone
The builders did refuse ;—

Second Choir.
Yet God hath built his church thereon,
In spite of envious Jews.
First Choir.
2 The scribe and angry priest
Reject thine only Son:—
Second Choir,
Yet on this rock shall Zion rest,
As the chief corner-stone.

Congregation.
¢ 3 The work, O Lord, is thine,
: And wondrous in our eyes ;
This day declares it all divine,
This day did Jesus rise.
Firgt Choir.
11 4 This is the glorious day
That our Redeemer made :—
Second Choi

Let us rejoice—and sing—and pray—
Let all the church be glad.
First Choir.
5 Hosanna to the King,
Of David’s roya‘l: blood :—

Second Choir.
Bless him, ye saints—he comes to bring
Salvation from your God.

Congregation.
f 6 We bless thine holy word, °
Which all this grace disi)lﬁs;
. And offer on thine altar, Lord,
Our sacrifice of praise.

118 Eicnru Part. 8s & 7s. Sicilian Hymn.
Praise to Christ, the Author of Salvation.
1 CROWN his head with endless blessing,
Who, in God the Father’s name,
‘With compassion never ceasing,
Comes, salvation to proclaim !
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2 Lo! Jehovah, we adore thee !—
‘Thee, our Saviour !—thee, our God !
From thy throne, let beams of glory
Shine through all the world abroad.
3 Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing,
Thee our God in praise we own ;

Highest honors, never failin
ﬁise eternal r:)und thy thr%’no.

4 Now, ye saints, his power confessing,
In your grateful strains adore ;
For his mercy, never ceasing,
Flows, and flows for evermore.

Hallelujah, Amen.

119 First ParT. L. M. WindRam.

Departures from God deplored.
Af 1 WE all, O Lord, have gone astray,

And wandered from thy heavenly way:
The wilds of sin our feet have trod

Far from the. paths of thee our God.

2 Hear us, (Freat Shepherd of thy sheep!
Our wanderings heal- our footsteps keep:
We seek thy sheltering fold again ;

Nor shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain.

3 Teach us to know and love thy way ;
And grant, to life’s remotest day,

< By thine unerring guidance led,

=wf Qur willing feet thy paths may tread.

119 Seconp Parr. - C. M.  Medford.
The Blessedness of fearing and obeying God.

11 1 BLEST are the undefiled in heart,
Whose ways are right and clean ;
Who never from thyﬁ

aw depart,
But fly from every sin. P

2 Blest are the men, that keep thy word,
And practise thy commands ;y

With their whole heart they seek thee, Lord,
And serve thee with their hands.
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=p 3 Great is their peace, who love thy laws;
f How firm their souls abide !
Nor can a bold temptation draw
Their steady feet aside.

4 Then shall my heart have inward joy,
Aud keep my face from shame,
When all thy statutes I obey,
And honor all thy name.

119 Tamp Part. C. M.  Medfeeld.
Communion with God.
Af 1 TO thee, before the dawning light,
My gracious God, I pray;
I meditate thi name by mgixt,
And keep thy law by day.

P2 M&‘spirit faints to see thy grace—
f hy Elromise bears me 2{) H
And while salvation long efays,
Thy word supports my hope.
— 3 When midnight darkness veils the skies,
I call thy works to mind ;

My thoughts in warm devotion rise,
And sweet acceptance find.

119 Fourte Parr. C. M.  Dundee.
Delight in God and his Word.
of 1 THOU art my portion, O my God;
Soon as I know thy way,
My heart makes haste t’ obey thy word,
And suffers no delay.

2 I choose the path of heavenly truth,
And glory in my choice ;
Not all the riches of the earth
Could make me so rejoice.

3 Thy precepts and thy heavenly grace
I set before my eyes;
Thence 1 derive my daily strength,
And there my comfort lies.

mp 4 If once I wander from thy path,

I think upon my ways;
—  Then tum my feet to thy commands;,
> And trust thy pardening grace.
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5 Now I am thine—forever thine— ‘
P Oh save thy servant, Lord ! i
f  Thou art my shield—my hiding place—
My hope 18 in thy word.

119 Firra Parr. C. M.  Litchfield.

1 HOW shall the young secure their hearts,
And guard their lives from sin ?
Thy word the choicest rules imparts,
o keep the conscience clean.

2 *Tis like the sun—a heavenly light,
That guides us all the day;
Andi:hrough the dangers of the night,
A lamp to lead our way.

3 Thy precepts make me truly wise ;
I lll hate the sinner’s rl:md ;h that ri
ate my own vain thoughts that
Baut love thy law, my agod. B

4 TllxI word is everlasting truth,
ow pure is eve! e!—
That holy book shall guide our youth,
And well support our age.

119 Sixta Parr. C.M. Warwick.

1 OH how I love thy holy law !
*Tis daily my delight:
And thence my meditations draw
Divine advice by night.

2 My waking eyes prevent the day,
'o meditate thy word:
My soul with longing melts away,
bear thy gospe{ Lord.

3 Thy heavenly words my heart engags,
And well employ my tongue,
And through my weary pilgrimage,
Yield me a heavenly song.

4 When nature sinks—and spirits droop—
Al'{h! romises of grace h

p-.lnu-s to support my ho

And tlhsere 1 wgi‘t): thy {musp:.’
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119 Seventn Parr. C. M.  Barby.

1 LORD, I have made thy word my choice,
My lasting heritage ;
< There shall my noblest powers rejoice,
uf 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 new delight.

8 "Tis like a land of wealth unknown,
Where springs of life arise ;
< Seeds of immortal bliss are sown,
mf And hidden glory lies.

— 4 The best relief that mourners have,
It makes our sorrows blest ;

<  Our fairest hope beyond the grave,

Lea  And our eternal rest.

119 Eicura Part. C-M. St. Martin's.

1 LORD, I am thine—thy truth I own,
Thy righteous precepts love :
In mercy to my soul, send down
Salvation from above.

2 The wicked stand on eve? side,
And my destruction seek ;

But in thy laws will I abide,
And of thy judgments speak.

3 I love the company, of those
Who worship thee in fear,
Obey thy word—observe thy laws,
And hold thy precepts dear.

wf 4 At morn—at noon—at night, I'll praise,
O Lord, thy sacred name ;

f  With joy my thankful voice I'll raise,
Thy goodness to proclaim.

119 Ninta Part. C. M. Howard's.

1 OH that thy statutes every hour
Tﬁ\ilghtld;vell upon mvi mind !
ence I derive a quickenin we!
> And daily peace I find. g powen
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mp 2 To meditate thy precepts, Lond,
Shall be m syweet emplo

< My soul shall ne’er forget ti; word,
mf 'hy word is all my joy.

— 3 How would I run in thy commands,
If thou my heart duc{.uuz:' )
chains,

From sin and Satan’s h
And set my feet at large!
f 4 My lips with courage shall deelsre
o ety T
thy wor
N?)‘;eyield{o sinful shame.

119 Tenta Part. C. M. 8. Asstin’s.

Af ] BEHOLD thy waiting servant, Lord,
Devoted toythy fear;

Remember and confirm thy word,
For all my hopes are there.

2 H?&st ‘;hou nosted sent n'!vltm
11 romi uickenin
Doth ngt m hea‘ll't nddrengtﬁy throne ?
> And yet thy love delays.

- 3 Mine ezes for thy salvation fail;
Oh! thy servant up;
Nor let the scoffing lips prevail,
Who dare reproach my hope.

4 Didst thou not raise my faith, O Lord?
Then let thy truth appear:
wf  Saints shall rejoice in my reward,
And trust as well as fear.

119  Eievewrs Parr. C. M. Litchfield.

AT 1 OH that the Lord would ﬁu:d o ways
o;fohkeep hia s:latuumd still ! my ey
that my God would grant me grace
To knowy and do his will!

2 Oh send thy Spirit down, to write
Thr law upon my heart ; .
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,
Nor act the liar’s part.
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3 From vanity turn off my eyes;
Let no cormxt design,
Nor covetous desire arise
‘Within this soul of mine.

4 Order my footsteps by thy word,
And make my heart sincere ;

Let sin have no dominion, Lord,

But keep my eonscience clear.

P 5 Mx'soul hath gone too far astray—
y feet too often slip:
— Yet since I keep in mind thy way,
Restore thy wandering sheep.

6 Make me to walk in thy commands—
wf *Tis a delightful road;
Nor let my head, nor heart, nor hands
Offend against my God.

119 Twevrra Parr. C. M. Dedkan.

1 WITH my whole heart I’ve sought thy face;
Oh let me never stng
From thy commands, O God of grace ;
Nor tread the sinner’s way.

2 Thy word I've hid within my heart,
To keep my conseience clean,
And be an everlasting guard
From every rising sin.

3 I’'m a companfon of the saints,
Who fear and love the Lord
My sorrows rise—my nature faints,
hen men transgress thy word.

4 My heart with sacred reverence hears

he threatenings of thy word 3

My flesh with holy tremb[mg’ fears
'he judgments of the Lord.

5 My God, I long—I hope—I wait
-, o; thylsalvgnion ::]u{l ;h
oly law is my deli;
Xnd iy obey thy gvill. e
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119 Tmmyeesrs P C. K. Mcdield
1 CONSIDER =l v sorrows Lerc.

And -TT GeirveTHMT SELL
My soc. for 11y ssyvaLm™ :
il m_.--u‘-mnsﬂi?

QYe(lh'vimmf %1 woor for me

To bear xrv Faiues T
oz, TIHOE Tt 45U LT AW

119 Forzrzzwrs Paxy. C.M. Litclfiald

Ar ] “mlﬁescm}"_ﬂ'ed"‘;
e e divine :
From 'unwes,and every lust
T off tisase eyes of mine.

2 1 peed the influence of thy grace
Toq)eedn)elll‘-h} way,
Lest 1 should loiter in my race,
Or turn my feet asiray.
3 Are net th mercies sovereign still,
Andmoﬂ-fanhfulcod?"
Wilt thou not grant me warmer zeal
To run the beavenly road?

4 Does not my heast th &:‘”‘” love,
And loxlllgyto :lee th)'y ?
A i et, ow slow m siriumovo
W:yt.hout enlivcmingyS"‘:ce !

¢ 5 Then shall I love th gospel more,
wAhnd 1llel’,er for, |et.t y "‘L"‘do
en ave felt its quickening powes
To dri‘Sv: me near the Iﬁ:ams
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119 Firreentu Part. C. M. S¢. Martin's,

1 THY mercies fill the earth, O Lord ;
How good thy works appear !
Open my eyes to read thy word,
And see thy wonders there.

2 Since I'm a stranger here below
Let not thy path be hid ;
But mark the road my feet should go,
And be my constant guide.

3 When I confessed my wandering ways,
Thou heard’st my soul complain ;
Grant me the teachings of thy grace,

Or I shall stray again.

4 If God to me his statutes show,
And heavenly truth impart,
His work forever I’ll pursue,
His law shall rule my heart.

119 SixTeenta Parr. C. M. London.
wf 1 MY hiding-place, my refuge-tower,

And shield art thou—O Lord !
f 1 firmly anchor all my hopes

On thy unerring word.

— 2 According to thy gracious word,
From danger set me free;
Nor make me of those hopes ashamed,
That I repose on thee.

3 On me, devoted to thy fear,
Lord, make thy face to shine;
Thy statutes both to know .and keep
y heart with zeal incline.

uf 4 My hiding-lphoo, my refuge-tower,
And shield art thou—O Lord!

f I firmly anchor all my hopes
On thy unerring word. -

119  Sevenreents Part. S. M.  Dover.
1 WITH humble heart and tongue,
01]:I~yb(}'od, to thee I pr‘z:yl: I
! bring m ung,
To theeg, thg ilig;xvl’g‘:v;ye, am young,
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2 Make an unguarded youth
The object of thy care ;
Help me to choose the way of truth,
And fly from every snare.

3 My heart, to folly prone,
new by power divine ;
Unite it to thyself alone,
And make me wholly thine.

4 Oh! let thy word of grace
My warmest thoughts employ ;
tzis, through all my following days,
My treasure and my joy.

5 To what thy laws impart
CoBe my whole soul nmc!it;;a:; N
viour, dwell wi my heart,
m sanctify,my mind. v

121 FimsT Part. L. M. Ralston.

- God’s guardian Care of Ris People.
f 1 HE lives—the everlasting God, [flood ;
Who built the world—who spread the

The heavens, with all their host, he made,
>  And the dark regions of the dead.

wuf 2 He guides our feet—he guards our way ;
His morning smiles adorn the day ;
He spreads the evening veil—and keeps
>  The silent hours, while Israel sleeps.

mf 3 Israel—a name divinely blest,
May rise secure—securely rest:
Thy holy guardian’s wakeful eyes
Admit no slumber, nor surprise.
f 4 Long as I live, I'll trust his power;
Lea Then in my last, departing hour,
=f  Angels, that trace the airy road,
wp  Shall bear me homeward to my God.

121  Secow Parr. C. M. 8. Martin's.
1 TO heaven 1lift my waiting eyes,
ere all my hopes are laid ;
The Lord, who built the earth and skies,

Is my poryetul aid.
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2 Their steadfast feet shall never falt,
‘Whom he designs to keer;
His ear attends their humble call,
His eyes can never sleep.

f 3 Israel, rejoice, and rest secure,
Thy keeper is the Lord ;-
His wakeful eyes employ his power
For thine eternal guard.

4 He guards thy soul—he keeps thy breath,
ere thickest dangers come ;
Go and return, secure from deat
Till God shall eall thee home.

121 Tamrp Partr. H- M. Darwells

" 1 TO God 1 lift mine eyes,
From him is all my aid ;
The God that built the skies,
And earth and nature made:
God is the tower I His grace is nigh
To which I fly: In every hour.

2 My feet shall never slide,
And fall in fatal snares,
Since God, my guard and guide,
Defends me fromn my fears.
Those wakeful eyes, | all Israel keep
That never sleep, Whendangersrise.

3 No burning heats by day,
Nor blasts of evening air,
Shall take my health away,
If God be with me there:
Thou art my sun, l To guard my head
And thou my shade, | By night or noon.

4 Hast thou not given thy word
To save my soul from death ?
And I can trust my Lord
To keep my mortal breath :
I’ll go and come, Till from on high
Nor fear tq dje, Thou call me home.
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122 First Parr. C. M. Heward's.
Dekght in the Sabbath and Temple of God.

af 1 [OW 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, aderned with s
Stands like a palace built for 8:3:
> To show his milder face.

— 3 Up to her courts, with joy unkno
Ql‘he holy tribes mpaf'r :y Wi
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.

?p 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 sti
%Vhile life, ol:rbryv;ath remaint;l:’
€ Here my best friends, my kindred dwell,
Here God, my Saviour, reigns.

122 Seconp Parr. C. M. Warwick.

1 WITH Loy we hail the sacred day,
‘Which God has called his own;
With joy the summons we obey,
To worship at his throne.

2 Tla'chosen témple, Lord, how fair!
here willing votaries throng
=p  To breathe the humble fervent prayer—
¢ And pour the choral song.

— 3 Spirit of grace! oh deiﬁn to dwell
Within thy church below;
Make her in holiness excel,
< With pure devotion glow.



N4 PSALMS.
? 4 Let peace within her walls be found—

-_ Let all her sons unite,
To spread with grateful zeal around,
< Her clear and shining light.

— 5 Great God, we hail the sacred day,
Which thou hast called thine own ;
=f  With joy the sunmons we obey,
To worship at thy throne.

122 Trmo Parr. C. M. Mear.
1 OH ’twas a joyful sound to hear
Our tribes devoutly say,

¢ Up, lsrael, to the temple haste,
Knd keep your festal day!

2 At Salem’s courts we must appear,
With our assembled powers,
In strong and beauteous order ranged,
Like her united towers.

=p 3 Oh pray we then for Salem’s peace—
-_ For they shall prosperous be,
Thou holy city of our God,
Who bear true love to thee.

wp 4 May peace within thy sacred walls
A constant guest be found ;-

—  With plenty and prosperit

f Thy palaces be crowned.

122 Fourtn Parr. C.P. M. Kem

1 THE festal morn, my God, is come,
That calls me to thy sacred dome,
Thy presence to adore:
D‘V feet the summons shall attend,
ith willing steps thy courts ascend,
And tread the hallowed floor.

2 With holy joy I hail the day,
'hat warns my thirsting soul away 3
What transports fill my breast!
Fo? lo! my great Redeemer’s power
Unfolds the everlasting door,
And leads me to his rest!
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3 Hither, from earth’s remotest end,
Lo! the redeemed of God ascend,
Their tribute hither bring;
r Here, crowned with everlasting joy,
In hymns of praise their tongues employ,
And bhail tl’ immortal King.

122 Firru Parr. S.P. M. Bethel,

11 1 HOW pleased and blest was I,
T'o hear the people cré,
¢ Come, let us seek our God to-day
Yes, with a cheerful zeal,
‘We baste to Zion’s hill, .
And there our vows and honors pay.

2 Zion—thrice happy place—
Adorned with wondrous grace

And walls of strength embrace thee round:
In thee our tribes appear
To pray, and praise, and hear

The sacred gospel’s joyful sound.

3 Here David’s greater Son
Has fixed his royal throne;

He sits for Erace and judgment here:
He bids the saints be gfad,
He makes the sinners sad,

And humble souls rejoice with fear.

? 4 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!

5 hli)y tongue repeat8 her vows,
e _ ‘Peace to this sacred house !’
— For here my friends and kindred dwell:
And since my glorious God
Makes thee his blest abode,
My soul shall ever love thee well.

123 7s. , Tyurin.
Humble Waiting on God for Spiritual Strength.

? 1 J ORD, before thy throne we bend ;
Now to thec our eyes ascend :
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Servants to our Master true,
of Lo! we yield thee homage due:—
? Children, to thy throne we fly,
«<> Abbas, Father, hearour cry!

? 2 Low before thee, Lord, we bow,

>< We are weak—but mighty thou:

?  Sore distressed, yet supplhant still,

—~— Here we wait ti:y holy will:
Bound to earth, and rooted here,
Till our Saviour God appear.

3 Leave us not beneath the power
Of temptation’s darkest hour:
nf  Swift to read. their captives’ doem,
See our foes exulting come !—
: Jesus, Saviour, yet be nigh,

Lord of life and victory !
125 FirsTParr. C. M.  Colchester.
Safety of trusting in God.

w1 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
Fair Salem’s happy ground,
As those eternal arms of love,
That every saint surround.

do! 3 Deal gently, Lord, with souls sincere,
And lead them safely on;

=f Oh may we reach the blest abode,
Where Christ our. Lord is gone.

125 Spconp Part. S. M. Waitchman.

f 1 FIRM and unmoved are théy,
Who rest their souls on Go&;
Firm as the mount where David dwelt,
Or where the ark abode.

2 As mountains stood to guard
The city’s sacred ground,
8o God, and his almighty love,
Embrace his saints around.
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dol 3 Deal gently, Lord, with those,
Whgose li’ith and holy fear,

mf  Whose hope, and love, and every grace,
Proclaim their hearts gincere.

126 C. M, Litchgeld.
1 HEN God revealed his gracious name,
w And changed my momgnful state,
My rapture seemed a J)leasing dream,
The grace appeared 8o great.

2 The world beheld the glorious change,
And did thy hand confess;
My tongue broke out in unknown strains,
And sung surprising grace.
3 Great is the work !—my neighbors cried,
And owned thz 'power divine;
Great is the work !—my heart replied,
And be the glory thine.

~ 4 The Lord can clear the darkest skies,
Can dgive us day for night;
Muke drops of sacred sorrow rise
To rivers of delight.

=p 5 Let those that sow in sadness wait

Till the fair harvest come ;
— They shall confess their sheaves are great, ,
{ And shout the blessings|home.

127 First Part.. L. M. Uzbridge.
The divine Blessing necessary lo Success.
' 1 JF God succeed not, all the cost
And pains to build the house are lost ;

If God the city will not keeﬁ,
The watchful guards as well may sleep.

2 What though we rise before the sun,
And work, aad toil, when dal{ is done,
Careful and sparing eat our bread,
To shun that poverty we dread ;—

3 Tis all in vain, till God hath blest
He can malke rich, yet give usrest;
On God, our sovereign, still depomil
Our joylgx children aud in friends.



s PSALMS.

4 ggsy the man, to whom he sends
tent children, faithful friends!
How sweet our daily comforts prove,
Bestowed by his paternal love !

127 Seconp Parr. C. M. Nottingham

11 1 IF God to build the house deny,
The builders work in vain
And towns, without his wakeful eye,
An useless watch maintain.

2 Before the morning beams arise,
Your painful wogk renew,

And till the stars ascend the skies,
Your tiresome toil pursue.

3 Short be your sleep, and coarse your fare,
In vain, till as blest ;
But if his smiles attend your care,
You shall have food and rest.

4 Nor children, relatives, nor friends,
Shall real blessings prove,
Nor all the earthly joys he sends,
If sent without his love.

127 Tamp Part. 8 & 7s. Sicilian Hymn.

1 VAINLY t;hrough night’s weary hours,
Keep we watch, lest foes alarm;
Vain our bulwarks, and our towers,
But for God’s protecting arm.

2 Vain were all our toil and labor,
Did not God that labor bless;
Vain, without his grace and favor,

Every talent we possess.

3 Vainer still the hope of heaven,
That on human strength relies
But to him shall help be given,
‘Who in humble faith applies.
4 Seek we, then, the Lord’s Aneinted, '
He shall grant us peace and rest;
Ne’er was lup{llimt disappointed,
‘Who through Christ his prayer addressed.
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128 . C. M. Ormond,
Blessedness of obeying and serving God.

1 OH ha; man, whose soul is filled
o Wit pz’;aa.l and reverend awe !
Hs lil}:fto God their honors yield,

His life adorns thy law.

2 A careful providence shall stand,
And evell3 uard his head ;
Shall on the labers of his hand
Its kindly blessings shed.

3 The Lord shall his best hopes fulfil,
For months and years to come

The Lord, who dwells on Zion’s hi
Shall send the blessings honie.

4 This is the man, whose happy e
Shall see his house inm'ela)‘z H yos
8hall see the mourning church arise,
Then leave the world in peace.

[80 Firsr Part. L. M. Tallis Ev. Hymn.
Mercy and Pardon penitently implored,

1 JT'ROM deep distress, and troubled thoughts,
F To thee,pmy God, I raised my cry:
If thou severely mark our faults,
Oh! who could stand before thine eye?

2 But thou hast built thy throne of grace,
Free to dispense thy pardons there,
That sinners may approach thy face,

And hope, and love—as well as fear.

af 3 My trust is fixed upon thy word,
or shall I trust thy word in vain
— Let mourning souls address the Lord,
And find relief from all their pain,

=f 4 Great is his love—and e his
Through the redemplt‘i:% of hg Son;
He turns our feet from sinful ways,
And pardons what our hands have done.
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180 Seconp Parr. C. M. Darbp

Af 3 OUT of the deeps of long distress,
The borders o]t)‘sdes ﬂilf
I sent my cries to seek thy grace,
My groans to move thine ear.

2 Great God! should thy severer eye,
And thine impartial hand,
Be strict to mark iniquity,
No mortal flesh could stand.

wf 3 But there are pardons with my God,
For crimes o hi%h degree;
Tl’iy Son has bought them with his blood,
0 draw us near to thee.
=g 4 I wait for thy salvation, Lord ;—
L With strong desires fwait;
—_— Mg soul, invited by thy word,
tands watching at thy gate.

f 5 In God the Lord let Israel trust,

=p O sinners, seek his face ;

~ The Lord is good, as well as just,
And plenteous ig his grace.

130 Turp Parr. S. M. Little Maribors

A% 1 FROM lowest depths of wo,
To God I send my cry;
Lord, hear my supplicating voice,
And graciously reply!

2 8houldst thou severely judge,
P Who ct(l;l lt}.ae dtrlml bear g nd,
orgive, O'Lord, lest we de
Agld t;uite renounce thy ﬁ;’:

8 My soul with patience waits.
» t})lr thee, the liv}i’ng Lord;
opes are on thy promise built,
yl‘hypneever-failingyv{')ord.

4 M lonilng eyes look out
or thine enlivening ray,
More duly than ths merning wateh

To hail the dawing day.
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t 5 Let Israel trust in God,
No bounds his mercy knows;
‘The plenteous source and spring fromwhence
Eternal succor flows.

131 First Parr. C.M.  Dundes.
Resignation and Contentment.

1 18 there ambition in my heart ?—
Search, gracious God, and see;

Or, do I act a haughty part?—
P Lord, I appeal tg t.hy;ae.
— 2 Whate’er thine all-discerning eye

Sees for thy creature fit,

I'll bless the good—and to the ill
> Contentedly submit.
< 3 Let not despair nor fell revenge
> Be to my bosom known ;
AT  Oh give me tears for others’ wo,
> And patience for my own.

— 4 Feed me, O Lord, with needful food:
I ask net wealth, or fame ;

But give me eyes to view thy works,
f A heart to praise thy name.

— 5 Oh may my days obscurely pass,
: Without remorse or care ;
And let me for my parting hour
From day to day prepare.

181 Seconp Parr. 8s & 7s. Sicilian Hymn.

1 LET thy grace, Lord, make me lowly;
Humble all my swefling pride:
Fallen, guilty, and unholy,
Greatness from my eyes I’ll hide :

2 Ill forbid my vain aspiring,
Nor at earthly honors aim;
No ambitious heiﬁhw desiring,
Far above my humble claim,

3 Weaned from earth’s vexatious pleasures, -
In thy love I'll seek for mine ;
laced in heaven my nobler treasures,
Em}i 3 guiotly resign,
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mf 4 Israel, thus the world despisin,
On the Lord alone rely; &
Then, from him thy joys arising
Like himself shall never die.

132 Finst Part. L. M. Dunstans
The Chureh the Dwelling-Place of God.

1 1 WHERE shall we go to seek and find
A habitation for our God?
A dwelling for the eternal mind
Among the sons of flesh and blood?

2 The God of Jacob chose the hill
Of Zion for his ancient rest ;
And Zion is his dwelling still ;
His church is with his presence blest.

3 Here will he meet the hunfry poor,
And fill their souls with hiving bread ;
Sinners, that wait before his door,
With sweet provision shall be fed.

4 Here will 1 fix my gracious throne,
And reign forever—saith the Lord:
Here shall my power and love be known,
And blessings shall attend my word.

132 Seconp Part. C. M.  Marlow.
mf 1 ARISE! O King of grace, arise,
And enter to thy rest;

Lo! thy church waits with lon ing e
2 Thusyto be owned and blest. ging oyes

Q Enter with all thy glorious train,
Thy Spirit and thy word;
All that the ark did once contain,
Could. no such grace afford.

mp 3 Here, mighty God, accept our YVOWS,
- Here let.thy praise be spread ;
Bless the provisions of thy house,
And fill thy poor with bread.

uf 4 Here let the Sen of David reign,
Let God’s Anointed shine j
Justice and truth Lis court maimtain, .
With love and power divine,
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f 5 Here let him hold a lasting throne,
And as his kingdom grows,
Fresh honors shall adorn his
shame confound his foes.

133 First ParT. C.M.  Bowdoin.
Ezxcellence of Christian Unanimity and Love. )

1 SPIRIT of peace! celestial Dove!
How excellent thy praise !
No richer gift than Chnistian love
Thy gracious power displays.

dol 2 Sweet as the dew on herb and flower,
That silently distils
At evening’s soft and i)almy hour,
On Zion’s fruitful hills :—

3 So, with mild influence from above,
Shall promised grace descend,
< Till universal peace and love
uf O’er all wne earth extend.

133 Smconp Parr. C. M. Arkington.

1 LO! what an entertaining sight
Those friendly brethren prove,
‘Whose cheerful hearts in bands unite,
Of harmony and love!

2 Where streams of bliss from Christ the spring
Anl?leicend ttl) every soul;h bal
eavenly peace, with balmy wi
Shades and bedews the wholey. e

3 'Tis pleasant as the morning dews

That fall on Zion’s hill,
‘Where God his mildest ll::{ shows,
And makes his grace g il.
133 Tamo Part. S.M. Haverkill.

bl 1 BLEST are the sons of peace, '
Whose hearts and hopes are one;
Whose kind designs to serve and please
Through all their actions run.
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2 Blest is the pious house,
Where zeal and friendship meet 3
Their songs of praise—their mingled vows,
Make their communion sweet.
3 From those celestial spri
Such streams of pleasul:'gs flow,
As no increase of riches brings,
Nor honors can bestow.

4 Thus on the heavenly hills
The saints are blest above ;
mf  Where joy, like morning dew, distils,
> And all the air is love.

133 Fourth Part. S.P. M. Dalston

1 HOW pleasant 'tis to see .
Kindred and friends agree,

Each in his proper station move;
Aud each fulfil his part,
With sympathizing heart,

In all the cares of life and lovs!

2 Like fruitful showers of rain,
That water all the plain

- Descending from the neigfnboring hills;
Such streams of pleasure roll
Through every friendly soul,

Where love, like heavenly dew, distils.

[Repeat ke finst stanza.]

134 S. M. St. Thomas
Praise to God for his Works.

1 BEHOLD his wondrous grace !
And bless Jehovah’s name:
Ye servants of the Lord, his praise
By day and night proclaim.

2 He formed the earth below,
He formed the heavens his throne:
His grace from Zion he’ll bestow,
«  And pour his blessings Jown.

f 3 Ye, who his courts attend,
There lift your hands on high:
And let your songs of praise ascend,
In strains of sacred joy.

’
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135 First ParT. L. M. Sharon
Eszhortation to praise God.
1 PRAISE ye the Lord—exalt his name,
While in his holy courts ye wait,
Ye saints, that to his house belong,
Or stand attending at his gate.

2 Praise ye the Lord—the Lord is good—
‘T'o praise his name is sweet employ :
Israel he chose of old, and still
His church is his peculiar joy.

135 Seconp Parr. C. M. Corinth.

1 AWAKE, ye saints, to praise your King,
Your sweetest passions raise ;
Your pious pleasure, while you sing,
Increasing with the praise.

uf 2 Great is the Lord—and works unknown
Are his divine employ ;

— But still his saints are near his throne,
His treasure and his joy.

3 Heaven, earth, and sea confess his hand ;

He bids the vapors rise!

< Lightning and storm, at his command,

f eep through the sounding skies.

— 4 All power that gods or kings have claim
Ispf":mnd withghim alone ,gs o4
But heathen gods shall ne’er be named,
‘Where our Jehovah’s known.

5 Ye nations, know the living God,
Serve him with holy fear;
He makes the churches his abode,
And claims your honors there.

185 Twmirp Parr. C. M. S8t Martin’s

1 OH praise the Lord with one consent,
And magnify his name;
Let all the servants of the Lord
His worthy praise proclaim.

2 For this our truest interest is,
Glad hymns of praise to sing;
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And with loud songs to bless his name,
A most delightful thing.

8 That God is great, we often have

By glad experience found ;
Am{y sgen how he, with wondrous power,

Above all gods 1s crowned.

t 4 Oh praise the Lord with one consent,
And magnify his name;
Let all the servants of the Lord
His worthy praise proclaim.

136 " Fmst Part. L. M. Brewer
Divine Goodness and Compassion celebrated.
Semi-chorus.
1 GIVE toour God immortal praise ;
Mercy and truth are all his ways;

Chorus.
Wonders of grace to God belong,
Repeut his mercies in your song.

2 He built the eanu}f—-he spread the sky,
And fixed the starry lights on high:

His mercies ever shall endure
When suns and moons shall shine no more.
Semi-chorus.
3 He sent his Son with power to save
From guilt, and darkness, and the grave:

Chorus.
Wonders of grace to God belong,
Repeat his mercies in your song.

4 Give to the Lor:i_;f lords'renown ;
The King of kinga with glory crown:
His mercies ever shall endure,
When lords and kings are known no more.

136 Seconp Part. C. M. Judea. VWestford

1 GIVE thanks to E‘ad, the sovereign Lord,
His mercies still ’s':xdnre:
And be the King of kings adored ;
. Chores.
His truth is ever sure.
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2 What wonders h‘:;.t:l:‘ his wisdom done !
How mighty is 23: hand!
Heaven, earth, ag:!_:ea he framed alone ;
How wide is his command !

? 3 He saw the haﬁoéd:zlend in sin:
He felt his pity move:
How sad the statme world wasin.
How boundless was his love !

— 4 He sent to save ug:.fiom our wo;
His goodness never fails ;
From death and %ﬂk and every foe;
And still his grace prevails.
t 5 Give thanks to God, the heavenly King ;
mercies still endure:

Let all the earth his praises sing ;
His truth is ever sure.

136 Tairp PArT. 7s. Adullum
Solo or 8emi-chorus.
1 LET us, with a joyful mind,
Praise the Lord, for he is kind ;

For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

Solo or Semi-chorus.
2 He, with all-commandin, m‘i%ht.
Filled the new-made world with lights

For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

Solo or Semi-chorus,
8 All things living he doth feed :
His full and'aupglies their need:

For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure. -

Solo or Semi-chorus.
4 He his chosen race did bless,
In the wasteful wilderness:
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Chorea,

For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

Solo or Semi-chorus.

5 He hath, with a piteous eye,

Looked upon our misery :
For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

Chorus.
£ 6 Let us then, with joyful mind
Praise the l.’.ord, ﬁ‘:ryhe is kind :
For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

136 Fourtr Parr. H. M.  Harvick.

Semmd-chorus,
1 GIVE thanks to God most high,
The universal Lord ;
The sovereign King of kings:
And be his grace adored.

Thy mercy, Lord, And ever sure
Shall still endure, Abides thy word.

Semi-chorus.
2 How mighty is his hand!
‘What wonders hath he done!
He formed the earth dnd seas,
And spread the heavens alone.

Chorus,
His power and grace And let his name

Are still the same; Have endless praise.

Semi-chorus.
3 He saw the nations lie,
All perishing in sin,
d pitied the sad state
he ruined world was in.

Thy mercy, Lord, And ever sure
Shall still endure ; Abides thy word.

. Semi-cheres.
4 He sent his only Son
To save us from our wo
From Satan, sin, and death,

And every hurtful foe.:
Chorus.

His power and grace And let his
Are still the sung, Haveendless
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Chorws.
5 Give thanks aloud to God,
To God the heavenly King ;
And let the spacious earth,
His works and glories sing.
Thy mercy, Lord, ' And ever sure

Shall still endure; Abides thy word.
137 First Parr. 108.  Savannah.
Lamenting the Desolations of Zion.

1 AIDNG the banks where Babel’s current flows, '

Our captive bands in deep despondence strayed,
‘While Zion’s fall in sad remembrance rose,

Her friends, her children, mingled with the dead.

2 The tuneless harp, that once with joy we utrung
‘When praise em’ployed and mirth inspired the 'y,
 J In mournful silence—on the willows hung,
La  And growing grief prolonged the tedious day.

=f 118 Our hard op| , to increase our wo,
With taunting smiles a song of Zion claim;
Bid sacred praise in strains melodious flow, :
While they blaspheme the great Jehovah’s name.

=p 4 But how, in heathen chains, and Jands unknown,
Shall Israel’s sons a song of Zion raise !—
O hapless Salem, God’s terrestrial throne,
Thou land of glory—sacred mount of praise ;—

5 If e’er my memory lose thy lovely name,
If my cold heart negleet my race,
Let dire destruction seize this guilty frame ;'
My hand shall perish>and my voice shall cease.

187  _Srconp Pasr. L. M. Senderland.

1 WHEN we, our wearied limbs to rest,
wSat down by l{)ﬁoulldfgu hrat}?s’ stream,
e wept—with doleful thoughts oppressed,
And Zion was our mou.rnﬁfl thenlx’g '

2 Our harps, that, when with joy we sung,
Were wont their tuneful parts to bear,
With silent strings, neglected hung,
On wglolow trees that withered
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3 How shall we tune our voice to sing,

Or touch our harps with skilful hands?
Shall hymns of joy, to God our King,
Be sung by slaves in foreign lands?

4 O 8Salem, our once happy seat!
When I of thee forgetful &)rove,
Let then my trembling hand forget
The tuneful strings with art to move.

wf § If I to mention thoe forbear,
Eternal silence seize iy tongue ;

> OrifI sing one cheerful air,

f Till thy deliverance is my song.

1387 TaRD PArT. L: M. ° Danvers

1 WHY, on the bendini willows hung,
lsrael! still sleeps thy tuneful string ?—
8till mute remains thy sullen tongue,
And Zion’s song denies to sing

2 Awake !—thy sweetest raptures raise ;
Let harp and voice unite their strains:
< Th)y promised King his sceptre sways ;
f esus, thine own Messiah, reigns !

— 8 No taunting foes the song require:
No strangers mock thy captive chain:
But friends provoke the silent lyre,
And brethren ask the holy strain.

4 Nor fear thy Salem’s hills to wrong,
If other lands thy triumph share:
< A heavenly city claims thy song;
A brighter Salem rises there.

— 5 By foreign streams no longer roam ;

or, weeping, think of Jordan’s flood :
< In every clime behold a home,
’ In every temple see thy God.

187 Fourntr Part. 8. M. Pentonville

1 I LOVE thy kingdom, Lord,
The houss of thine sbode,”
‘The church, our blest Redeemer saved
With his own precious blood.
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2 I love thy church, O 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 cares and toils be gi
'Till toils and cares shall en

— 4 Beyond my highest joy
prize her heavenly ways,
Her sweet communion—solemn vows,
f Her hymns of love and praise.

— § Jesus, thou friend divin
Our Saviour, and our King,
f Tlév hand from every snare and foe,
hall great deliverance bring.

' @ Sure as thy truth shall last,

— 'To Zion shall be given

f The brightest glories earth can yield,
And brighter bliss of heaven.

138 L. M. Brewer.
Praise for divine Protection.

1] 1TH all my powers of heart and tongue,
w ) i} praiseympyo Maker in my song;
Angels shall hear the notes I raise,
Approve the song, and join the praise.

P 2 To God I cried, when troubles rose ;
He heard me, and subdued my foes ;
He did my rising fears contro
mf  And strength diffused through all my soul

— 3 Amid a thousand snares I stand,
Upheld and guarded by thy hand;
y words my fainting soul revive,
And keep my dying faith alive.

f 4 I'll sing thy truth and mercy, Lord;
T’ll sing the wonders of thy word ;
Not all the works and names below,
8o much thy power and glory show.
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139 First Parr. L. M. Lynn.
Omniscience and Omnipresence of God.
# 1 ], ORD,thouhastsearched and seenme thro’
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 :
wf  Awake—asleep—at home—abroad,
I am surrounded still with God.

? 4 Amazing knowledge !—vast and great!

f  What large extent !—what lofty height!
My =oul, with all the powers I boast,
Is in the boundless prospect lost.

Af 5 Oh may these thoughts possess my breast,
Where’;ar 1 r(---e--wbereI::r I rest ;y
Nor let my weaker passions dare

Len Consent to sin—for God is there.

139 Seconp Parr. L. M. Bathk.

1 THOU, Lord, by strictest search hast known
My rising up and lying down
My secret thoughts are known to thee,
Known long before conceived by me.

2 Could I so false, so faithless prove,
To leave thy service, and thy love—
Where, Lord, could 1 thy presence shun,
Or from thy dreadful glory rumr?

3 If up to heaven 1 take my flight,
’Tis there thou dwell’st, enthroned in light;
Or sink to hell’s infernal plains,
*Tis there almighty vengeance reigns.

4 Or should 1 try to shun thy sight,
genen]th thefsable }:vings of night,
ne glance from thee—one piercing ra
Would kindle darkness into I:lay. &
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5 The veil of night is no disguise,
No screen from thy all-searching eyes ;
Through midnight shades thoufind’st thy way,
As in !ile blazing noon of day. .
A% 6 Search, O my God! my thoughts and heart,
If mischief Izrks in lmyyp:u'tu;g

Correct me, where I go astray,
And guide me in thy perfect way.

139 Tuamp Parr. L. M. Bath.
God owr Creator and Preserver.

1 "TWAS from thy hand, my God, I came,
A work of such a curious frame :
In me thy fearful wonders shine,
And each proclaims thy skill divine,

2 Great God, my feeble nature pays
Linmortal tribute to thy praise ;
Thy thoughts of love to me surmount
The power of numbers to recount.

3 These on mf heart are still impressed ;
With these ﬂve mine eyes to rest ;
And at my waking hour I find
God and his love possess my mind.

139 Fourta Part. C. M. Dundee
Omniscience and Omnipresence of God.

Af 1 IN all my vast concerns with thee,
In vain my soul would
To shun thy presence, or flee
The notice of thine eye.

2 Thine all-surrounding siglit surveys
My rising and my rest,
My public walks—my private ways,
And secrets of my breast.

3 My thoughts lie to the Lord,
fore theﬁ’re lormed within ;

And ere my lips pronounce the word,
He knogaa’ e sense 1 mean.
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mf 4 Oh'! wondrous knowledge—deep and high!
> Where can a creature hide ?
~  Within thy circling arms I lie,

Enclosed on every side. -
mf 5 So let thy grace surround me still,

And li eg: bulwark prove,

To guard my soul from every ill,
. Secured by sovereign love.

139 Fiern Part. C. M.  Spewer

1 LORD, where shall guilty souls retire,
Forgotten and unknown ?
In hell they meet thy dreadful fire,
In heaven thy glorious throne.

2 Should I suppress my vital breath,
To 'scape the wrath divine ;
Thy voice would break the bars of death,
d make the grave resign.

3 If, winged with beams of morning light,
! ﬁ‘y; ﬁ{ond the west ;
Thy hand,

which must support my flight,
ould soon betray my rest.

4 If o’er my sins I think to draw
The curtains of the night ;
The flaming eyes that dguar(i thy law,
Would turn the shades to light.

5 The baums of noon—the midnight hour,
Are bdth alike to thee:
Af  Oh may I ne’er provoke that power,
From which I eannot flee.

139 Sixra Parr. C. M.  Modfeld.
God our Creator and Preserver.

1 WHEN I with pleasing wonder stand,
And all my frame survey ;
Lord, 'tis thy work—I own thy hand
That built my humble clay.

2 My flesh with fear and wonder stands,
{‘he product of thy skill ;
And hourly ble

Thy thoughts (;f ﬂvgm hands,
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3 And when I count thy mercies o’er,
They fill me with surprise ;
Not all the sands that spread the shore
To equal numbers rise.

4 These on my heart by night I keep ;
How kind, how dear to me!
Oh! may the hour that ends my sleep
Still find my thoughts with thee ! .

139 SeveNTH PART. C. M. Dundee.

1 JEHOVAHLGod! thy gracious power
On every hand we see ;
Oh may the blessings of each hour
Lead all our thoughts to thee !

2 If, on the wings of morn, we speed
'o earth’s remotest bound,
Thy hand will there our journey lead,
hine arm our path surround.

3 Thy sower is in the ocean deeps,
And reaches to the skies;

Thine eye of mercy never sleeps,
Thy goodness never dies.

4 From morn till noon—till latest eve
Thy handLO God, we see ;
And all the blessings we receive,
Proceed alone from thee:

5 In all the varying scenes of time,
On thee our hopes depend
In eve lie-—in every clime,
Qur Father and our Friénd.

140 8. M. Hudson.
Divine Protection acknowledged and implored. '
1 JEHOVAH, Gnd most high!
Thou art the God I own:
?  Oh let my supplicating cry
"Be heard before thy throne.

— 2 Great God, thy sovereign power
Salvation can imnpart :
Thy shield, in every dangerous hour,
sheltered o’er my heart.
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8 Do thou my foes repel,
Their dark designs restrain; .
t  Bo shall the powers of earth or hell
my soul in vain.

141 L M. Winchester.
. Daily Devotion.

1 Y God, accept my early vo
M Like mominpﬁ ingense Yn thl‘:l'g house;
And let my nightly worship rise,

Sweet as the evening sacrifice.

2 Watch o’er my lips, and guard them, Lord,
From every rash and heegﬁass word";’

Nor let my feet incline to tread
The guilty path, where sinners lead.

3 Oh, may the righteous, when I stray,
Smite, and reprove mmy wandering way ;
Their gentle words, like ointment shes,

<  Shall never bruise, but cheer my bead.

mp 4 When I behold them pressed with grief,
I'll cry to heaven for their relief’;

< And by my warm petitions, prove

nf How much 1 prize their faithful love.

143 L M Medway
Longing for Spiritual Light and Comyfort.

Y righteous Judge—my gracious God
M Hegr, when 1 sgread ry;ngr hands abmu’d;
1 cry for succor from thy thron
Oh! make thy truth and mercy known.

2 For thee I pray—for thee I mourn ;
When wilt thou, gracious Lord, return?
8Shall all my joys on earth remove ?
Wilt thou forever hide thy love ?
3 1lift my hands to thee again,
And thirst like parched lands for rain;
Oh'! let me hear thy gracious voice—
8o shall my weary soul rejoice. °
4 My thoughts in musing silence trace
e ancient wonders of thy
Thence I derive a glimpse oF hope,
To bear my sinking spirit up. ’

Ar]
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§ Teach me, O Lord, thy holy will,
And lead me to thy heiven{y hill:
Oh let the Spirit of thy love
Conduct me to thy courts above.

144 First Part. C.M. Stamford,
¢ 1 FOREVER 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 in the heavenly fight,
And guards me through the war.

3 A friend and helper so divine
My fainting hope shall raise ;
He makes the florious victory mine,
And his shall be the praise

144 SeconD Part. C. M. Bether.
God’s cundescending Goodness to Man.

1 LORD, what is man—poor feeble m
Born of the earth at grst? o
His life a shadow—light and vain,
8till hastening to the dust.

2 Oh! what is feeble, dying man,
Or all his sinful race,
That God should make it his concern
To visit him with grace !—

8 That God who darts his lightnings down,
‘Who shakes the worlds above,
Waiile terrors wait his awful frown—
¢ How wondrous is his love!

145 First Part. L. M. WincRester.
All Praise due to God.
1 Y God, my king, thy various praise
M Shall fill {he rg;nm{m of my '(‘l';ys;

Th ce employ my humble tongue,
Tllfmh lndpglg'ry zaise the aongg.u
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2 The wings of every hour shall bear
Some thankful tribute to thine ear;
And every setting sun shall see
New works of duty done for thee.

-3 Thx works with boundless glory shine,
And speak t.h&;:m;esty divine ;

f  Let every realm with jo tgn-ociaim
The sound and honor of thy name.

4 Let distant times and nations raise
The longosuccessicn of thy praise ;
And unborn ages make my song
The joy and triumph of their tongue.

? 5 But wbe can speak thy wondrous deeds?
Thy greatness all our thoughts exceeds;

f  Vast—and unsearchable thy ways!

£  Vast—and immortal be thy praise!

145 Szconp Parr. C. M. St. Ann's

1 LONG as I live, I'll bless thy uame,
My King, my God of love;
My work and joy shall be the same,
n brighter worlds above.

2 Great is the Lord—his power unknown,
Oh let his praise be great ;
I’ll sing the honors of thy throne,
Thy works of grace repeat.

3 Thy grace shall dwell upon my tongue,
while my lips rejoice,
The men who hear my sacred song,
Shall jain their cheerful voice.

4 Futhers to sons shall tell thy name,
And children learn thy ways;
Ages to come thy truth preclaim,
And nations sound thy praise.

8 The world is governed by thy hand,
y saints are ruled by love ;
f And thine eternal kingdom stands,
Though rocks and ﬁills remove.



PSALMS W

145 Tamrp Parr. C. M. Corinth.

mp 1 SWEET is the memory of thy grace,
My God, my heavenly Kingy;

< Let age to age thy righteousness

t In sounds of glory sing.

11 2 God reigns on high—but ne’er confines
His goodness to the skies ;
Through all the earth his bounty shines,
And every want supplies.

? 3 How kind are thy compassions, Lord!
How slow thine anger moves !—

<  But soon he sends his pardoning word,

f To cheer the souls he loves.

ol 4 Sweet is the memory of thy grace,
My God, my heavenly lelg 3

<  Let age to age thy righteousness

f In sounds of glory sing.

145 Founte ParTr. C. M. Berwick

:¥ 1 GREAT is the Lord !—our souls adore'
We wonder while we praise ;
Tl'g power, O God, who can explore,
r equal honor raise ?

2 How large thy tender mercies are!
How wide thy grace extends!
On thy beneficence and care
‘The universe depends.

8 Thy praise shall be my constant theme,
ow wondrous is thy power!
I'll speak the honors of thy name,
And bid the world adore.

f 4 Thy name shall dwell upon my tongue,
ile suns shall set and rise ;
And tune my everlasting song

In realms beyond the skies.
145 Firra Part. C. M.  Dunchurch
1 LET every t e thy goodness speak,
Thou sove:e';g: Loryd of all

Thy powerful hands uphold the weak,"
Iusomae the poor tulﬂn fall.
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2 With longing eyes thy creatures wait’
On theg‘:':)gr (ﬂily foyod 5
Thy liberal hand provides their meat,
d fills their mouths with good.

3 Thy mercy never shall remove
m men of heart sincere ;
Thou sav'st the souls whose humble love
Is joined with holy fear.

4 My lips shall dwell upon thy praise,
.yAn spread thy famp: abrzas_;
Let all the sons of Adam raise
The honors of their God.

145 Sixra Parr. C. M.  Bedford

1 TO thee, my righteous King and Lord,
My grateful soul I'll raise ;
From day to day thy works record,
And ever sing thy praise.

2 Thy greatness human thought exceeds;
hy glory knows no end ;
The lasting record of thy deeds
Through ages shall descend.

8 Thy wondrous acts, th er, and ]
y constant theme a’hm, roigh
That son%shall be my soul’s delight,
Which breathes in praise to thee.

mp 4 The Lord is bountiful and kind,
His anger slow to move;
Al shall his tender mercies find,
And al his goodness prove.

~ 5 From all thy works, O Lord, shall spring
The souni'l of joy and m{le;
Thy saints shall of thy glory sing,
show the world thy ways.

f 6 Throughout all ages shall endure
Thine high dorminian, drm and sure,
ine hi ini
Forevegr sh:ilmrlrl‘;;!m.
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146 First Parr. L. M.  Mendos.
Praise to God for his Perfections and Providence.

1 PRAISE Ke the Lord—my heart shall join
In work so pleasant, so divine;
My days of praise shall ne’er be past,
w%lile life, aud thought, and being last.

2 Happy the man, whose hopes rely
On Israel’s God—he made the sky.,
And earth, and seas, with all their trau.,
And none shell find his promise vain.

3 His truth forever stands secure ;
He saves the oppressed—he feeds the poor;
He helps the stranger in distress,
The widow and the fatherless.

4 He loves the saints—he knows them well,
But turns the wicked down to hell ;—
f Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns;
Praise him in everlasting strains.

146  Secowp Parr. L.P. M. &8t Helen'’s.

1 I'LL praise my Maker with my breath;
And when my voice is lost in death,
Praise shall employ my nobler powers:
My days of praise shall ne’er be
Wihile life, and thought, and being last,
Or immortality endures.

2 How blest the man whose hopes rely
On Israel’s God—he made the sky,
And earth, and seas, with all their train;
His truth forever stands secure ;
He saves the o‘[:ﬁ)ressed—he feeds the poer,
And none shall find his promise vain. ~

3 I'll praise him, while he lends me breath ;
Axr’ when m vo';:::is lost in Md‘em.h,
raise shall em; my nobler pewerss: -
M dl{: of praise ih{ﬂ zo’er be:pass,: J
W’hﬂo ife, and thought, and being lass;
Or immlonnlity endures
2
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C.M. Warwick.

1 WITH songs and honors sounding loud,

Address the Lord on high ;

Over the heavens he spreads his cloud,
And waters veil the sky.

2 He sends his showers of blessing down
T'o cheer the plains below ;
He makes the grass the mountains crown,
And corn in valleys grow.

3 His steady councils change the face
Of each revolving year;
He bids the sun cut short his race,
And wintry days appear.

4 His hoary frost, his fleecy snow
Descend and clothe the ground;
The liquid streams forbear to flow,
In icy fetters bound.

5 He sends his word and melts the snow,
The fields no longer mourn
p  He calls the warmer gales to {)low,
- And bids the spring return.

8 The changing wind—the flying clou
Obey lu’g nﬁ hty word : ying d,

f Wi

ith songs and honors loﬂm}jfg loua,

Praise ye the sovereign Lo

148

First Parr. L. M. Old Hundred.

f 1 J,OUD hallelujahs to the Lord, [dwrell:

From distant worlds, where creatures

Let heaven bogin the solemn word,
And sound it dreadful down to hell.

2 Wide as his vast dominion lie,
Make the Creator’s name be known;
Loud as his thunder shout his praise,
And sound it lofty as his throne.

P<3 Jehovah !-'tis a glorious word !
mf Oh! may it dwell on every tongue |

saims, who best have known the

Are bound to raise the noblest song.
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4 of the wonders of that love
Vhich Gabriel plays on every chord -
f From all below—and all abow:
T Loud hallelujahs to the Lord !

148 Seconp Part. S. M. 8¢t Thomas.

11 1 LET every creature join
YTI‘)) pra.isels tllll’ eter:lhal God ;begin
e heavenly hosts, the son 3
And soun{l his name abrogad.

2 Thou sun, with golden beams,
YAnd mo;)in,hwi paler rays ;ﬂ
e sta! ts, ye twinkling flames,
Shinl:yto gour aker’s prugse.

3 He built those worlds above,
And fixed their wondrous frame :
By his command they stand or move,
And ever speak his name.

4 By all his works above,
is honors be expressed ;
But saints, who taste his saving love,
Should sing his praises best.

148 Tawp Parr. C.P.M. Rapture. Kew.

'" 1 BEGIN, my soul, th’ exalted lay,
Let each enral])]tured thought obey,
And praise th’ Almighty’s name :
Lo ! heaven and earth, and seas and skies,
In one melodious concert rise,
To swell th’ inspiring theme.

2 Thou heaven of heavens, his vast abode,
Ye clouds, proclaim zour Maker God ;
P! Ye thunders, speak his power:
— Lo! onthe ligi)tning’s fiery wing
<  ln triumph walks th’ eternal King:
> ‘Th’ astonished worlds adore.

— 3 Ye deeps, with roaring billows rise,
To 'oinptsl’ne thunders ogf the skies,
f raise him, who bids you roll ;—
P gzgrail;lie in s_oﬁell)' notes t}_ec_lalr;, .
r? whispering breeze of yielding air,
-And breathe i¥to the sou{1 & o
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— 4 Wake, all ye soaring throngs, and sing ;
Ye futhere’g wnrbltaxra of th‘e’:;pring,

=p Harmonious anthems raise
To him who shaped your finer moulthl
Who tipped your glittering wings with gold,

- And tunedy your voice to praise.

f 5 Let man, by nobler passions swayed,
Let man, in God’s own image made,
His breath in praise employ ;
'?‘pread wide his Maker’s name around,
ill heaven shall echo back the sound,
In songs of holy joy.

148 Fourt Part. H. M. Darwell’s.

" 1 YE boundless realms of joy,
Exalt your Maker's name:
His g(x)-aise your songs employ
Above the starry frame :
Your voices raise, | And seraphim,
Ye cherubim, To sing his praise.

2 Let all adore the Lord,
And praise his holy name,
By whose almighty word
hey all from nothing came;
And all shall last, His firm decree
From changes free ; Stands ever fast.

148 Firrr Part. H. M. Harwick-

" 1 YE tribes of Adam, join
" With heaven, and earth, and seas,
And offer notes divine
To your Creator’s praise.
Ye holy thron | In worlds of light
Of angels bright, Begin the song.

2 The shining worlds above
In glorious order stand,
Or in swift conrses move
H By hli‘s aupr‘cime coni‘ma.nd.
e spake the wor: “rom nothing came
And all their frame I To praise t.l;megl.old.
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3 Let al the nations fear
HTIE“? Godhit:ntr;ll:l above ;

e bri near,
Andnrg:konl.’h:m taste his Jove :
‘While earth and sky His saints shall raise

Attempt his praise, His honors high.

148 Sixto Parr. 8s& 7s. Westberough.
¢ 1 PRAISE the Lord! ye heay. adore him ;
Praise him, angels in the height;

Sun and moon, rejoice before him;
Praise him, all ye stars of light!
Hallelujah, Amen.

2 Pre‘i,le lt‘grehl.nrd:—’i"or he-hnt‘l:b?oken H
orlds his voice ;
Laws which n’::gr gm be bro s
For their guidance he hath
Hallelujah, Amen.

3 Praise the Lord—for he is glorious;
Never shall his promise fail ;
God hath 1nade his saints victorious,
8in and death shall not prevail.
Hallelujah, Amen.

4 Praise the God of our salvation,
Hosts on high his power proclaim ;
Heaven and earth, and all creation,
raise and ify his name !
allelujah, Amen.

149  FuwsrParr. C.M. Nottingham:

11 1 ALL ye that love the Lord, rejoice,
A An!i let your songs be new ;
Amidst the chureh, with cheerful voice,
His later wonders shew.

2 The Jews, the people of his grace,
Shall their Rgﬁegmer sing ;
And Gentile nations join the praise,
‘While Zion owns her King.

3 The Lord takes pleamure in the just, -
om sinners treat with scorn ;
The meek, who lie despised in dust,
de:u%l; :hall adorn.
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4 Saints shall be joyful in their King,

And ke e ot ey sin
n © the 80! n glo:
For God shall raise the dead.’

5 When Christ his judgment-seat ascends,
And bids the world appear,
Thrones are pre or all his friends,
‘Who humbly loved him here,

149 Seconp Part. 10s & 11s. St. MickaePs.

111 O PRAISE ye the Lord! prepare your glad voice,
His praise in the great assembly tv sing;

In their great Creator let all men m‘:)lce‘ ,
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.

8 With glgdry sdorned, his people shall sin
To God, who defence and plenty supplies:
Their loud acclamations to him, their great King,
Thro’ earth shall be sounded, and reach to the

4 Ye angols above, his glories who’ve sung,
In loftiest notes, now publish his praise:
We martals, delighted, would borrow your H
Would join in your numbers, and chant to yourlays.

150 Fmsr Parr. L. M. Braver,

111 ()H praise the Lord in that blest place,
From whence his goodness largely flows:
.Praise him in heaven—where he his face
Unveiled in perfeet glory shows.

2 Praise him for all the mighty aets,
‘Which he in our behalf hath done ;
His kindmess this return exacts,
With which our praise should equal run.

3 Let all who vital breath enjoy,
The breath he doth to them afford,
In ﬂeuu returns of praise employ :
t every creature praise the Lord.
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150 Seconp Parr. L. M. Rothwell

£111 PRAISE ye the Lord—let praise employ,

In his own courts, your songs of joy ;
‘The spacious firmament around ’
Shall echo back the joyful sound.

2 Recount his works in strains divine,
His wondrous works—how bright they shine!
Praise him for all his mighty y
Whose greatness all your praise exceeds.

3 Awake the trumpet’s lofty sound,
To spread your sl:::red lgasure round ;
Awake each voice—and strike each string,
And to the solemn organ sing.

4 Let all, whom life and breath inspire,
Attend, and join the blisstul choir;
But chiefly ye, who know his word,
Adore, and love, and praise the Lord !

150 Tuirp PArT. C. M. St. Ann's.

11 1 IN God’s own house pronounce his praise,
His grace he there reveals ;
To heaven your joy and wonder raise,
For there his glory dwells.

2 Let all your sacred passions move,
‘While you rehearse his deeds;
But still the work of saving love,
Your highest praise exceeds.
3 All that have motion, li:it: and breath
YPmlEﬂim your Makeri est ; 4
et when my voice expires in death,
My soul lhy;ll praisex'gim best.

150 Fourta Parr. 6s & 4s. Italian Hymn.
1 PRAISE ye Jehovah’s name, .
Praise throuﬁh bis courts proclaim,
Rise and adore:
High o’er the heavens above
8ound his great acts of love,
While his rich grace we prove,
Vast as his power.
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2 g:“w‘}:t t‘ye trumpet raise
nds of triumphant praise,
Wide as his ﬁgno: P .
There let the harp be found ;
Organs, with solemn soun
Ro _Jour deep notes
Filled with his name.

3 While his high praise ye sing,
Shake every sounding string ;
.. Bweet the accord !
He vital breath bestows;
Let every breath that flows
His noblest fame disclose—
Praise ye the Lord.

150 Fiere Parr. 7s. Lincoln
1 PRAISE the Lord—his glory bless—
Praise him in his holiness;
Praise him as the theme inspires,
Praise him as his fgme req?;rel.

2 Let the trumpet’s lofty sound

- Spread its loudest notes around ;
Let the harp unite in praise, -
With the sacred minstrel’s lays:

3 Let the organ join to bless
God, the Lord of righteousness ;
Tune your voice to syread the fame
Of the great Jehovah’s name.

4 All who dwell beneath his light,
In his praise your hearts unite ;
While the stream of song is ‘fourod.
Praise and magnify the f_or
150  Sixra Parr. 7s. Pleyel's Hyma
t'*1 PRAISE—oh graise the name divine,
Praise him at the hallowed shrine; -
Let the firmament on high
To its Maker’s praise reply.
2 All who vital breath enjoy,
In his praise that breath employ §

Heaven and earth the chorus join
Praise—oh praise the name divine.
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1 L M.

TO God the Father—God the Son,

J/ ﬁ:«}i‘ God the Spiﬁt—(lmrlee in one,
onor, praise, and glory given,
By all on ’egrth—nnd l:l’ h‘uven.

2 C. M.

’ LET God, the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adore’d,
‘Where there are works to make him known
Or suints to love the Lord.

3 S M

YE angels round the throne,
/ And saints that dwell below,
Worshil; the Father—love the Son,
And bless the Spirit too.

4 H M

TO God the Father’s throne
"4 Perpetual honors raise ;
Glory to God the Son;
To God the Spirit ii‘raise :
With all our powers, hy name we sing,
Eternal King, While faith adores,

5 7s.

SING we to our God above

./ Praise eternal gs his love.
Praise him, all ye heavenly host,
Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

6 8. 7 4.

GREAT Jehovah! we adore thee,
v God the Father, God the Son,
God the Spirit, joined in glory
On the same eternal throne :
Endless praises
To Jchovah, three in one.
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THE HOLY SCRIPTURES,

C. M. Dedbam. Medfoed
1 Revelation welcomed.
1 HAIL, sacred truth! whose piercing ra;
Dispel the shades of night ;pl o
Diffusing Q’er the mental world,
The healing beams of light.
2 Jesus, thy word, with friendly aid,
Restores our wanderirig feet ;
Converts the sorrows of tghe mind
- To joys divinely sweet.
3 Oh! send thy light and truth abroad,
In all their radiant blaze ;
f  And bid ti’ admiring world adore

The glories of thy grace. o
2 L. M. Duke Strest.
Divine Authority of the Bible.

1 'TWAS by an order from the Lord,
The ancient ts)ropheté spoke’his word ;
His Spirit did their tongues inspire,
And warm their hearts with heavenly fire.
2 Great God! mine eyes with pleasure look
On the dear volume of thy book ;
There my Redeemer’s face I see, -
And read his name who died for me.
3 Let the false raptures of the mind
Be lost and vanish in the wind:
Here I can fix my hope secure ;
This is thy word—and must endure.
s C. M Christmas. Tolland.
_ The Bible the Light of the World.
' 1 WHAT glory gilds the sacred page,
Majestic, like the sun:

It gives a light to every age;
t gives— gat borrows nune
D
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2 The power that gave it still supplies
The gracious light and heat:
Its truths upon the nations rise ;
They rise—but never set.

£11 3 Let everlasting thanks be thine
For such a bright display,
As makes a world of darkness shine
With beams of heavenly day.

4 My soul rejoices to pursue
he steps of him I love,
Till q:ory reaks upon my view
In brighter worlds above.

4 C. M. Devizes. Aringtos

1 HOW precious is the book divine,
.By inspir?tion given!
Bright as a lamp, its doctrines shine,
‘o guide our souls to heaven.

> 2 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts,

mp n this dark vale of tears;

mf 11 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 ;
f Till we behold the clearer light
Of an eternal day.
5 C. M. Warwick. Medfied

The Bible suited to the Wants of Mankind.

1 FATHER of mercies, in thy ward
‘What endless glory shines '
Forever be thy name adored
For these celestial lines!

2 Here may the wretched sons of want
Exhaustless riches find ;

‘Riches, above what earth can grant,
And iasting as the mind.

3 Here sﬂringa of consolation rise
To cheer the fainting mind ;
And thirsty souls receive sup&lies,
And sweet refreshment fin

1V
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4 Here the Redeemer’s welcome voice
S(rr.eads heavenly peace around ;
And life, and everlasting jo,
Attend the blissful sound!

5 Oh may these heavenly pages be
My ever dear delight;
And still new beauties may I see,
And still increasing light !
6 Divine Instructer, gracious Lord,
thou forever near;
Teach me to love thy sacred word,
And view my Saviour there !

C. P. M. Columbia. Aithiome.
1 HOW precious, Lord, thy sacred word !
What light and joy those leaves afford
To souls in deep distress !
Thy precepts guide our doubtful way,
Tl'iy ear forbids our feet to stray,
hy promise leads to rest.
2 Thy threatenings wake our slumbering eyes,
And warn us where our danger lies ;
But 'tis thy gospel, Lord,
That makes the guilty conscience clean,
Converts the soul, and conquers sin,
And gives a free reward.

C. M, * Litchdeld. Eustis,

1 OPPRESSED with guilt, and full of fears,
‘wlhplome to thee, tx‘x;ly Lord;
1le'not a ray o ope a ars,
But in thy hgly worI:l. ppo
2 The volume of my Father’s grace
Does zall my grief dispel ;
Here I behold my Saviour's face,
And learn to do his will.
3 Here living water freely flows,
To cleanse me from my sin;
*Tis here the tree of knowledge grows,
Nor danger dwells therein.
4 Oh! may thy counsels, mighty God,
M% rozin yfeet comn’nm;
Nor I forsake the happﬂ road,
That leads to thy right hand.
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LM Usbridge. Ward
8 Delight in the Scriptures.
1 I LOVE the sacred book of God ;
No other can its place su%;;l‘i':
It points me to the saints’ abode,
d lifts my joyful thoughts on high.

2 Blest book ! in thee my eyes discern
The image of my absent Lord:

From thine instructive page I learn

The joys his presence will afford.

8 But while 'm here, thou shalt supply
His place, and tell me of his love :
D’ll read with faith’s discerning eye,
And thus partake of joys above.

9 o.M Ormond. Dundes
1 GREATGod! with wonderand with praise,
On all thy works I look ;
But still thy wisdom, power, and grace,
Shine bnightest in thy book.

2 Here are my choicest treasures hid ;
Here my best comfort lies ;
Here my desires are satisfied,
And here my hopes arise.

3 Lord, make me understand thy law;
8how what my faults have been;

And from thy gospel let me draw
Pardon i‘og ail xg; 8in. _
10 L. M. Bath. Hingham

1 NOW let my soul, eternal King!
To thee its grateful tribute bring :
My knee with humble homage bow :
My tongue perform its solemn vow.

2 All nature sings thy boundless love,
In worlds below—and worlds above:
But in thy blessed word I trace,
Diviner wonders of thy grace.
8 There what delightful truths I read?
>  There I behold the Saviour bleed:
—  His name salutes my listening ear,
Revives my heart, and checks my fear
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4 There Jesus bids my sorrows cease,

- And gives my laboring conscience peace;
—  Raises my grateful passions high,

And points to mansions in the sky.
=f 5 For love like this, oh let my song,

Through endless years, thy praise prolong ;

Let distant climes thy name adore,

Till time and nature are no more.

BEING AND ATTRIBUTES OF GOD.

L. M. Lowell. Springfield. Duanstan.
11 Ecxistence of God manifest from his Works.
1 THERE is a God—all nature speak:
Through earth,and air,and sea,and skies ;
8ee, from the clouds his glory breaks,
When earliest beams of morning rise.
2 The rising sun, serenely bright,
Throughout the world’s extended frame,
Inscribes, in characters of light,
His mighty Maker’s glorivus name.
mp 3 Ye curious minds, who roam abroad,
And trace creation’s wonders o’er,
Confess the footsteps of your God ;j—

P Bow down before him—and adore.
2 C. M. London. Burford.
| Eternity of God.

1 GREAT God! how infinite art thou }—
What worthless worms are we !—
Let all the race of creatures bow,
And pay their praise to thee.
2 Thy throne eternal ages stood,
seas or stars were made :
Thou art the ever-living God,
Woere all the nations dead.
3 Eternity, with all its years,
Stands present in thy view :
To thee there’s nothing old appears ;
] Great God ! there’s nothing new.
4 Our lives through various scenes are drawn,
And vexed with trifling cares;
—  While thine eternal thought moyes on
mf Thine ﬁl}disturbed affairs.
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P 5 Great God! how infinite art thou !
What worthless worms are we !—
—  Let all the race of creatures bow,

f And pay their praise to thee.
l 3 C. M. Greenfield. Berwic
God the Creator.

1 ETERNAL Wisdom, thee we praise,
Thee all thy creatures sing ;
While with t y namwe, rocks, hills, and sea
And heaven’s high palace ring.
2 Thy hand—how wide it spread the sky!
ow glorious to behold!
Tinged with a blue of heavenly dye,
And starred with sparkling gok{

3 'I'l’nll ﬁlories blaze all nature round,
nd strike the gazing sight,
Through skies, and seas, and solid ground
With terror and delight.

4 Almighty power, and equal skill
Shine through the worlds abroad 3
Our souls with vast amazement fil,
And speak the builder—God.

5 But still, the wonders of thy grace
Our warmer passions move ;
Here we behold our Saviour’s face,
And we adore his love.

14 C. M. London. Bedfon
1 GREAT first of beings! mighty Lord
Of all this wondrous frame !
Produced by thy creating word,
The world from nothing came.
2 Thy voice sent forth the high command,
'%waa instantly obeyed ; 8 ’
And through thy goodness all things stand
Which by thy power were made.
3 Lord! for thy glory shine the whole ;
They all reflect thy light :
Por this in course the planets roll,
And day succeeds the night.
4 For this the earth its produce yields,
I:‘ozl;lthis the wlaters ﬂgw; be flel
ooming plants adorn the fie
And troes agsl.ln)iring grow. o
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5 Inspu-ed with praise, our minds pursue
'T'his wise an'\)‘l noble end,
That all we think, and all we do,
Shall to thy glory tend.

15 C. M. St. Martin’s,

1 THE God of nature and of grace,
In all his works appears;
His goodness throug the earth we trace,
His grandeur in the spheres.

2 How excellent, O Lord, thy name,
In all creation’s lines!
Spread through eternity, thy fame
With rising lustre shines.
3 Millions before thy ﬁ;resence stand,
‘Who feel, while they adore,
Fulness of joy, at thy right hand,
And pleasures evermore.

16 L.M.  Efingiam. Rothwell

1 NATURE, with all her powers, shall sing .,
Her great Creetor and her King:
Nor air, nor earth, nor skies, nor seas
Deny the tribute of their praise.

2 Ye seraphs, who sit near his throne,
Begin to make his glories known
f Tune hiﬁh your harps, and spread the sound
Throughout creation’s utmost bound.

3 Oh! may our ardent zeal employ

Our loftiest thoughts, and loudest songs ;
Let there be sung, with warmest joy,
Hosanne from ten thousand tongues.

mp 4 Yet, mighty God, our feeble frame
Attempts in vain to reach thr name:

—  The highest notes that angels raise,
Fall far below thy glorious praise.

17 L. M. Ol Hundred. Hague
God self-existent and immutable,
1 ALL-POWERFUL, self-existent God, -
‘Who all creation dost sustain !
Thou wast, and art, and art to come.
And everlasting is thy reign.
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2 Fixed and eternal as thy days,
Each glorious attribute divine,
Through infinite, shall still
With undiminisbed lustre shine.

3 Fountain of being! Source of good !
Immutable dost thou remain;
Nor can the shadow of a change
Obscure the glories of thy reign.
4 Earth may with all her powers dissolve,
1f such the great Creator’s will:
But thou forever art the same ;
«1 am” is thy memorial still.
l 8 C. M. Spencer
God almighty and omnipresent.
1 GREAT God, thy penetrating eye
Pervades my inmost powers:
With awe profound my wondering soul
Falls prostrate, and adores.

2 To be encompassed round with God,

The holy and the just;
mf  Armed with omnipotence to save,
P Or crumble me to dust—

3 Oh, how tremendous is the thought!
eep may it be impressed !
And may thy Spirit irmly grave
This truth within my breast !
~ 4 Begirt with thee, my fearless soul

4 he gloomy vale shall tread ;
f And thou wilt bind th’ immortal crown
Of glory on my head.
19 C. M. Spencer. St. Austin’s.

1 WHERE’ER, through all his works, we send
Our roving eyes abroad,
The various objects all conspire
To lead our souls to God ;—

2 That God, whose word all nature formed,
Whose eye all nature sees ;
Whose hand all nature rules, sustains,
Or crushes, as he please ;—

3 Before whose high and dazzling throne
yriads of angels bow ;
Whose srnile is everlasting bliss—
> Whose frown is endless wa,
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P 4 Low at his feet, then, O my soul,
Mlg p;pstrz;]te ?oma e f;all; .

< ake him thy fear, thy love trust,

=t Thy joy, thy God, thy all,

C. M. Patmos. Rochester
20 God searching the Heart.
11 1 GOD is a spirit, just—and wise ;
e sees our inmost mind ;
In vain to Heaven we raise our cries,
And leave our hearts behind.

2 Nothing but truth before his throne
With honor can appear;

The painted hypocrites are known

Through the disguise they wear.

3 Their lifted eyes salute the skies ;
Their bending knees the ground ;
But God abhors the sacrifice,
Where not the heart is found.

mp 4 Lord, search my thoughts,and try my ways,
d make my soul sincere ;
—  Then shall I stand before thy face,
And find acceptance there.

L. M. Pomfret. Hingham,
21 Wisdom and Knowledge of God.
1 AWAKE, my tongue—thy tribute bring
‘To him who gave thee power to sing ;
Praise him, who is all praise above,
The source of wisdom and of love.

2 How vast his knowledge ! how profound!
A depthwhereallour thoughtsare drowned!
The stars he numbers—and their names
He gives to all those heavenly flames.

3 Through each bright world 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 forever bright—
Praise him, my soul, with sweet delight.
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C. M. Warwick. Litehfield.
Goodness of God seen in his Works.
1 HAIL, great Creator—wise and good !
To thee our songs we raise ;
Nature, through all her various scenes,
Invites us to thy praise.
2 At morning, noon, and evening mild,
Fresh wonders strike our view ;
And while we gaze, our hearts exult,
With transports ever new,
38 Thy glory beams in every star,
Wfichygnds the gloor;y of night;
And decks the smiling face of morn
With rays of cheertul light.
4 The lofty hill—the humble lawn,
With countless beauties shine ;
The silent grove—the awful sha}le,
Proclaim thy power divine.
5 Great nature’s God ! still may these scenes
Our serious hours engage!
8till may our ,grateful heurts consult
Thy works’ instructive page !
6 And while, in all thy wondrous ways,
Thy varied love we see ;
Oh may our hearts, great God, be led
Through all thy works to thee.
L. M Pomfret. Rothwell
Goodness of God.

1 INDULGENT Lord, thy goodness reigns
Through all the wide, celestial plains ;
And thence its streams redundant flow,
And cheer th’ abodes of men below.

2 Through nature’s works its glories shine;
The cares of providence are thine ;

And grace erects our ruined frame,
A fairer temple to thy name.

3 Oh! give to every human heart
To taste and feel how good thou art!
With grateful love and holy fear,

To know how blest thy children are.

4 Let nature burst into a song ;

Ye echoing hills, the notes prolong ;
Earth, seas, and stars, your anthems raise,
All vocal with your Maier’s praise !
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8 M Hudscn. Morningten
24 God our Creator and Benefactor.
1 MY Maker and my King !
To thee my all I owe;
Thy sovereign bounty is the spring,
ence all my hlessings flow.
2 Thou ever good and kind !
A thousand reasons move,
A thousand obligations bind
My heart to grateful love.
3 The creature of thy hand,
On thee alone I live ;
My God, thy benefits demand
ore praise than I can give.
4 Lord, what can I im
When all is thine g:il':;'e H
Thy love demands a thankful heart;
e gift, alas! how poor!
5 Shall I withhold thy due?
And shall my passions rove ?
Lord, form this wretched heart anew,
And fill it with thy love.

6 Oh let thy grace inspire
My soul with strength divine;
Let all my powers to thee aspire,
And all my days be thine.

25 L. M. Danvers, Alfreton
1 THIS frame, O God—these noble powers,
To thy creating hand I owe ;
Thy providence preserves me safe,
d crowns my every wish below.
2 Oft in the visions of the night,
My thoughts o’er all thy mercies rove ;
And, every midnight wakeful hour,
I trace the wonders of thy love.
3 The pleasing, unexhausted theme
Each rising morn my soul pursues—
In fervent prayer ascends to thee,
And still her grateful song renews.
4 Thy mercies; Lord, through endless
all all my raptured powers employ ;
af  Yet endless years will only swell
My wonder, gratitude, and joy.
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26 C. M. Bolton. Great Mijen,
1 YE humble souls, approach your Ged
With songs of sacred praise ;
For he is good—immensely good,
And kind are all his ways.
2 All nature owns his guardian care ;
In him we live and move;
But nobler benefits declare
The wonders of his love.

3 He gave his well beloved Son,
T'o save our souls from sin ;
*Tis here he makes his goodness known,
And proves it all divine.

4 To this sure refuge, Lord, we come,
And here our hope relies ;
A safe defence—a peaceful flome,
When storms of trouble rise.

5 Thine eye beholds, with kind regard,
The souls who trust in thee;
Their humble hope thou wilt reward
With bliss divinely free.

6 Great God, to thy almighty love
What honors shall we raise !
Not all the raptured songs above
Can render equal praise.

P14 C. M. St. John's. Eustis
1 THY goodness, Lord, our souls confisa;
Thy goodness we adore ;
A spring, whose blessings never fail—
A sea without a shore!

2 Sun, moon, and stars, thy love declave
In every golden ray;
Love draws the curtains of the night,
And love brings back the day.
3 Thy bounty every srason crowns,
ith alltythe ﬁss it yields;
With &?yful clusters loads the vi
With strengthening grain, the fields.
4 But chiefly thy compassion, Lord,
Tha in }'}l.: gospel sdc;en H o
ere, hke a sun mercy shin
Without a cloud h%tween. %
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5§ There pardon, peace, and holy joy,
Through Jesus’ name are given ;
He on the cross was lifted high,
That we might reign in heaven.

28 C. M, Howard’s. Brattle Street.
1 WHEN all thy mercies, O my God,
My rising soul surveys,
Transported with the view, I'm lost
In wonder, love, and praise.

2 Unnumbered comforts to my soul
Thy tender care bestowed,
Before my infant heart conceived
From whom those comforts flowed.

3 When in the sli aths of youth
With heedlessp gt(:gapl ran, y
Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,
And led me up to man.

4 Ten thousand thousand precious gifts
My daily thanks employ ;
Nor is the least a cheerful heart,
That tastes those gifts with joy.
5 Through every period of my life,
Thy ‘geoodness i ul'sue;y
And after death, in distant worlds,
The glorious theme renew.
f 6 Through all eternity, to thee
A joyful song I'll raise:
But oh'! eternity’s too short
To utter all thy praise !

29 c. M. Nottingham. London

1 ETERNAL Power—almighty God !
‘Who can aglproach thy throne ?
Accessless light is thine abode,
To angel eyes unknown.
2 Before the radiance of thine eye,
The heavens no longer shine ;
And all the glories of the sky
Are but the shade of thine.
=p 3 Great God, and wilt thou condescend
To cast a look below 2.
To this vile world thy notice bend—-
The;oé seats of sin and wo ?
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4 How strange! how wondrous is thy love!
With trembling we adore:
Not all th’ exalted minds above
Its wonders can explore.
f 8 While golden harps and angel tongues
Resound immortal la{s,
mp  Great God, permit our humble songs
f To rise and speak thy praise.
C. M. Greenfield. Modford.
God is Love.
1 AMID the splendors of thy state,
O God th‘y' love appears’:
] Soft as the radiance of the moon
< Among a thousand stars.

= 2 In all thy doctrines and commands,
Thy counsels and designs,
In evelr work thy hands have framed,
Thy love supremely shines.
f 3 Sinai, in clouds, and smoke, and fire,
B Thzqnders thine awfl'ul name ;
? ut Zion sings, in melting notes,
< The honors of the Lamq)

f1! 4 Angels and men, the news proclaim
ugh earth and heaven above,
And all with holL)transport sing
That God the Lord is love.

81 C. M. Bolton. Ormond
1 COME, ye that know and fear the Lord,
And lift your souls above ;
Let every heart and voice accord,
To sing, that God is love.
2 This precious truth his word declares,
Wﬁﬁs ?Jllll his mgrcies prove; b
ile Christ, th’ atoning Lamb, a
To show, that God is fove. pposrs,
8 Behold his loving-kindness waits, :
For those who from him rove, |
And calls of mercy reach their hearts,
To teach them, God is love. |
4 And oh that you, whose hardened hearts
No fears J hell can move,
> M'? hear the gospel’s milder voice—
=y hat tells you, is love.

g
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— 5 Oh ma{ewe all, while here below,

This best of f)lessings rove ;
Till warmer hearts—in brighter worlds,
Shall shout, that God is [ove.

32 L. M. Duke Street. Dunstan.

"

Condescension of God.

1 THUS saith the high and lofty One,
1 sit upon my he f throne;

My name is —1 dwell on high ;
Dwell in my own eternity.

2 ¢ But I descend to worlds below;
On earth I have a mansion too ;
The humble spirit and contrite
1s an abode of my delight.

3 “The humble soul my words revive,
1 bid the mourning sinner live ;
Heal all the broken hearts I find,
And ease the sorrows of the mind.”

mp 4 Lord, ma thf pardoning grace be niq
e!

mf

Lest we should faint, despair, and di
Then shall our grateful voice declare,
How free thy tender mercies are.

83 H. M. Harwich. Darwell’s.

Faithfulness of God.
1 THE promises I sinlg,
Which sovereign love hath spoke ;
Nor will th’ eternal King
His words of grace revoke:
They stand secure Not Zion’s hill
And steadfast still; | Abides so sure.

2 The mountains melt away,
When once the Judge appears ;
And sun and moon decay,
That measure mortal years ;
But still the same, The promise shines
In radiant lines Through all the flame.

3 Their harmony shall sound
rough my attentive ears,
‘When thunders cleave the ground,
And dissipate the spheres ;
"Midst all the shock I stand serene,
Of that dread scene, Thy word my rock.
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84 C. M. ‘Westmoreland
1 FAITHFUL, O Lord, thy mercies are ;
A Rock that cannot move:
A thousand promises declare
Thy constancy of love.

2 Throughout the universe it reigns,
It stands forever sure ;
And while thy truth, O God, remains,
Thy goodness shall endure.

' 85 6 & 45 Italian Hymn
The Trinity.
1 COME, thou almighty King,
Help us thy name to sing,
elp us to praise!
Father all glorious,
O’er all victorious,
Come and reign over us,
Ancient of Days.

9 Jesus, our Lord, arise,
Scatter our enemies,
Now make them fall!
Let thine almighty aid
Our sure defence be made,
Our souls on thee be stayed—

mp Lord, hear our call!

— 3 Come, thou, incarnate Word,
Gird on thy mighty sword;

» Our prayer attend !

—  Come, and thy people bless,
Come, give thy word success ;
Spirit of holines:

On us descend !

4 Come, holy Comforter,
Thy sacred witness bear,
n this glad hour!
Thou, who almighty art ;
Now rule in every heart,
And ne’er from us depart,
Spirit of power.

f 5 To thee, great One in THRE
The hig}lgest praises be, -
Hence evermore!
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Thy sovereign maj
Mai we in ‘gql;ry:"::,ty
And to eterni
Love and adore!
86 C. M. St. Martin’s., Medford.
Praise to the Trinity.

1 FATHER of glory! to thy name
Immortal praise we give,
Who dost an act of grace proclaim,
And bid us rebels live.
2 Immortal honor to the Son,
Who makes thine anger cease;
Our lives he ransomed with his own,
And died to make our peace.
3 To thy almighty Spirit be
Immortal glory given ;
‘Whose influence brings ue near to thee,
And trains us up for heaven.
4 Let men, with their united voice,
Adore th’ eternal y
f And spread his honors—and their joys,
Through nations far abroad.
— 5 Let faith, and love, and duty join
One general song to raise ;
f Let saints, in earth and heaven, combine
In harmony and praise.

37 L. M. Monmouth, Dresden.
1 FATHER of heaven'! whose love profound
A ransom for our souls hath foun
P Before thy throne we sinners bend H
To us thy pardoning love extend.

— 2 Almighty Son! incarnate Word !
Our tl}I)het, Priest, Redeemer, Lord !

[} Before thy throne we sinners bend ;
To us thy saving grace extend.

— 3 Eternal 8pirit! by whose breath
The soul is raised from sin and death,

' Before thy throne we sinners bend ;
To us thy quickening power extend.

=f 4 Jehovah! Father, ‘Spirit Son !
Mysterious Godhead! Tﬂree in One!

’ Before thy throne we sinners bend
Gme,zsa:don, life, to us extend '
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38 L. M. Hamburg. Medway.
Incomprehensihleness of God.

1 WHAT finite power, with ceaseless toil,
Can fathom the eternal mind ?
Or who th’ almighty Three in One,
By searching to perfection find ?

2 Arlnfels and men in-vain may raise,
armonious, their adoring songs ;
Theirlaboring thoughtssink down oppressed
And praises die upon their tongues.

? 3 Yet would I lift my trembling voice,
A portion of his ways to sing;
And mingling with his meanest works,
< My humble, grateful tribute bring.

C. M. °  Spencer. Dundee

1 HOW wondrous great—how glorious bright
Must our Creator be!
Who dwells amidst the dazzling light
Of an eternal day !

2 Our soaring spirits upwards rise
Toward his celestial throne ;
Fain would we see the blessed Three,
And the almighty One.
8 Our reason stretches all its wings,
And mounts above the skies :
But still how far beneath thy feet
Our grovelling reason lies!
mp 4 Lord, here we bend our humble souls,
And awfully adore ;
< Thy power we feel—thy glory see,
> hy mercy we implore.
— 5 With humble notes we raise the song
To heaven’s almighty King,
f While angels tune their nobler powers,
And sweep th’ immortal string.

40 L. M. Old Hundred. Duke Stroet.
Majesty and Domsinion of God. '
1 COME, O my soul, in sacred lays,
Attempt thﬁr great Creator’s praise:
But, oh, what tongue can speak his fame !
What mortal verse can reach the theme!
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2 Enthroned amid the radiant spheres,
He glory like a garment wears;
To form a robe of light divine,
Ten thousand suns around hiin shine.

3 In all our Maker’s grand desi
Ouinnipotence, with wisdom, shines,
His works, through all this wondrous frame,
Declare the glory of his name.

f 4 Raised on devotion’s lofty wing,
Do thou, my soul, his glories sing ;
And let his praise emﬂlolf thy tongue,
Till listening worlds shall join the song !

41 L. M. Winchester. Retterdam,
1 THE Lord, the God of glory, reigns,
In robes of majesty arrayed ;
His rule Omnipotence sustain
And guidesthe worldsqishandshavemade.

2 Ere rolling worlds began to mov
Or ere the heavens were spread abroad,
Thry awful throne was fixed above ;
rom everlasting thou art God.

3 The swelling floods tumultuous rise,
Aloud the angry tempests roar ;
Lift their proud billows to the skies,
And foam, and lash the trembling shore.
4 The Lord, the mighty God, on high,
Controls the fiercoly raging seas ;
e speaks—and noise and tempest fly,
The waves sink down in gentle peace.
5 '.l‘hﬁv sovereign laws are ever sure,
ternal holiness is thine ; .
And, Lord, thy people shall be pure,
And in tiny lest resemblance shine.
42 L. M, Ralston. Sunderland
Men not comparable to God.
1 SHALL the vile race of flesh and blood
Contend with their Creator, God ?
Shall mortal worms presume to be
More holy, wise, or just, than he?
2 Behold, he puts his trust in none
Of all the spirits round his throne: |
Their natures, when compared with his,
Are neither holy, just, nor wise.
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8 Almighty Power, to thee we bow !
How are we !—how glorious thou'
No more the sons of earth shall dare
With thee—th’ eternal God—compare.

48 L. M. Duke Street. Lowall
Angels the Ministers of God.
1 HIGH on a hill of dazzling light
The King of glory spreads his se
And hosts of angels stretched for flight,
Stand waiting round his awful feet.

2 Are they not all thy servants, Lord ?
At thy command they go and come;
With cheerful haste obey thy word,
And guard thy children to their home

44 L. M, Dunstan. Lov -
Perfections of Gag combined in his Government.
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 shines
And baffles Satan’s deep designs;
His power is sovereign to ful
The noblest counsels of his will.
mp 4 And will this glorious Lord descend
To be my father and my friend ?
f Then let my songs with angels join ;
Heaven is secure, if God be mine.

45 H M Haddam
1 THE Lord Jehovah reiin
His throne is built on high ;

The garments he assumes
. _Are liiht and majesg;
His 'ﬁlories shine o mortal eye
With beams so bright, | Can bear the sigh

2 The thunders of his hand
8till keep the world in awe 3
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His wrath and justice stand
To guard his holy law ;
And where his love His truth confirms
Resolves to bless, And seals the grace.

3 Through all his ancient works
Surprising wisdom shines,
Confounds the powers of hell,
And breaks their cursed designs;

Strong is his arm, | His great deci
And shall fulfil I His govereignr::&.
] 4 And can this mighty King
of glor{l condescend ?
And will he write his name,
¢ My father, and my friend ?—
f 1Ilove his name! I Join all'my powers,
Ilove his word! | And praise the Lord.
46 C. M. Spencer. Londom.
Holiness of God.
1 HOLY and reverend is the name
Of our eternal Kinﬁ;
¢Thrice holy Lord,’ the angels cry—
¢ Thrice holy,’ let us sing!
2 The deepest reverence of the mind,
Lif yich thy hainde, a-holy b
with t ands, a holy heart,
To his sublime abode. v
3 With sacred awe pronounce his name,
Whom words nor thoughts can reach ;
A contrite heart shall please him more
‘Than noblest forms of speech.
4 Thou h?,‘ﬂ God! preserve my soul
From all pollution free ;
<  The pure in heart are t&ﬁ delight,
nf And they thy face shall see.

PROVIDENCE AND GOVERNMENT OF GOD.

47 C. M. Burford. Litchfield
Sovereign Purposes of God.
1 KEEP silence—all created things,
Aund wait your Maker’s nod ; .
My soul stands tremblins while she sings
'i‘he honors of her God.
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9 Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknown
Hang on ‘his firm decree H
He sits on no precarious throne,
Nor borrows leave to be.

3 His providence unfolds his book,
And makes his counsels shine ;
Each opening leaf—and every stroke,
Fulfils some deep design.
4 My God, I would not long to see
y fate, with curious eyes—
What gloomy lines are writ for me,
Or what bright scenes may rise.

8 In thy fair book of life and grace,
Ohyma I find my name, &
Recorded in some humble place,
Beneath my Lord—the Lamb.

48 C. M. Medford. Litchs i
Purposes of God developed by his Providence.
1 GOD moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform ;
He plants his footsteps in the sea,
And rides upon the storm.

2 Deop, in unfathomable mines,
Of never-failing skill,
He treasures up his bright designs,
And works his sovereign will.
3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take;
The clouds ye so much dread
Are big with mercy—and shall break
With 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.
§ His ses will ripen fast
Uxﬂ'olsing every hg?ll‘; ’
The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will be-the flower.

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err,
d scan his work in vain ;
is his own interpreter,

And he will make it plain.
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49 C. M Ormond. Medford.
The Mysteries of Providence.
1 THY way, O Lord, is in the sea;
Thy pat.Ls I cannot trace,
Nor comprehend the mystery
Of thine unbounded grace.
2 'Tis but in part 1 know thy will;
I bless thee for the sight :— )
When will thy love the rest reveal,
In glory’s clearer light ?
f 3 With rapture shall I then survey
'hy providence and grace ;
And spend an everlasting day .
In wonder, love, and praise. :
50 C. M. Channing. Patmos.
Almighty Power and Majesty of God.
f 1 THE Lord our God is clothed with might,
The winds obey his will ;
He speaks—and in his heavenly height
The rolling sun stands still.
2 Rebel, ye waves—and o’er the land
Wi;in threatening aspect roar!
The Lord uplifts his awful hand,
And chains you to the shore.
3 Howl, winds of night! your force combine !
‘Without his high behest,
Ye shall not, in the mountain pine,
Disturb the sparrow’s nest.
4 His voice sublime is heard afar,
In distant peals it dies;
He yokes the whirlwinds to his car,
And sweeps the howling skies.
5 Ye nations, bend—in reverence bend
Ye monarchs, wait his nod,.
And bid the choral song ascend
To celebrate our Go

AT

FALL AND NATURAL CHARACTER OF MAN,

51 8. M. Little Mariboro’. Aylesbury,
Hope from the Gospel only. :
1 GOD’S holy law, transgressed,
ak?l no_tllnling };ut despair ; p .
ened with guilt—with grief oppressed,
‘We find no comfort there.g
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2 Not all our groans and tears,
Nor works, which we have done;
Nor vows, nor promises, nor prayers,
Can e’er for sin atone.
8 Relief alone is fonnd
Jesus’ precious blood :
*Tis this that heals the mortal wound,
. And reconciles to God. .

4 High lifted on the cross,
he spotless victim dies :—
This is salvation’s only source—
Hence all our hopes arise.

52 8. M. Little Mariboro’. Aylesbury.

1 AH, how shall fallen man
Be just before his God !

If he contend in righteousness,
‘We fall beneath his rod.

2 If he our ways should mark
With strict inquiring eyes,
Could we for one of thousand faults
A just excuse devise ?

3 All-seeing, powerful God !
o can with thee contend .
Or who that tries th’ unegua.l strife,
Shall prosper in the end ?
4 The mountains, in thy wrath,
heir ancient seats forsake !
The trembling earth deserts her place,
Her rooted pillars shake !
5 how shall lguil man
ntend with such & God ?

None—none can meet and
But through the Saviour’s blood.

58 8. M. . 8t. Thomas. Calmar.
Christ a Light in Darkness.
Solo or Semi-chorus.
? 1 HOW heavy is the night
That hangs upon our eyes—
f Till Christ, with his reviving light,
Over our souls arise !

» 2 Our guily shﬂftﬂmad
To meet the wrath of Heaven —



HYMNBS. w7

Chorus.
s But in his righteousnees arrayed,
We see our sins forgiven.

Solo or Semi-chorus.
? 3 Unholy and impure
Are all ourt owumdwaylz

4 His hands infected nature cure
With sanctifying grace.

4 Th “of hell agre
-— e powers of hell agree
Topl‘l)old our souls lgnrevain;

Chorus.
He sets the sons of bondage free,
And breaks the cunod.gt:uin.

=p 5 Lord, we adore thy wa
Tl'll‘o bring us near to thd 4 oali
- sovereign power— i
d thinesatg:ing bl 18 grace:

54 C. M. Marlow. Howard’s

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—oh amazing love !—
He ran to our relief.

f 3 Down from the shining seats above
With dio ul haste he fled,

—  Entered the grave in mortal flesh,

’ And dwelt among the dead.

11 4 Oh! for this love let rocks and hills
eir lasting silence break,
And all harmonious human tongues
The Saviour’s praises speak.

§ Angels! assist our mi jo
BS‘t:il;e all your harpsgl:':? Jo g;
ut when you raise your highest notes,
His love{,a.n ne’erybe toldg
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55 c. M. Grafton. Litchfield
»

1 HOW sad our state by nature is!
Our sin—how deep it stains!
And Satan holds our captive minds
Fast in his slavish chains.

?'' 2 But hark! a voice of sovereign grace
Sounds from the sacred word—

uf  ¢Ho! ye despairin sinners; come,
And trust upon the Lord.

— 8 My soul obeys the gracious call

. Xndl;ulz)l:rt% this roliof;. Lo"d

wou ieve thy promise, ;

m  Oh help my unbulief. ’

P 4 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm
811 tt{)" kind arms 1 fagl o

mf  Be thou my strength and righteousness,
My Saviour, and my all.

56 C. M Barby. Spencer

1 GREAT King of glory and of grace !
We own, with humble shame,
How vile is our degenerate race,
And our first father’s name.

2 Wae live estranged, afar from God,
And love the distance well ;
With haste we run the dangerous road,
That leads to death and hell.

3 And can such rebels be restored!

Such natures made divine !

Let sinners see thy glory, Lord,
And feel this power of thine.

mf 4 We raise our Father’s name on high,

Who his own Spirit sends,

To bring rebellious strangers nigh,
And turn his foes to friends.

57 L M. Unbridge

1 ALL-glorious God, what hymns of praise
8hall our transported voices raise !
What ardent love and zeal are due,
While heaven stands open to our view!

3 Once we were fallen—oh how low !
Just on the brink of endless wo;
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When Jesus, from the realms above,
Borne on the wings of boundless love,—
3 Scattered the shades of death and night,
And spread around his heavenly light !
By him what wondrous grace is shown
To souls impoverished and undone!
4 He shows, beyond these mortal shores,
A bright inheritance as ours;
Where saints in light our coming wait,
To share their holy, happy state.

58 L M. Hingham, Malden.

Semi-chorus,
P 1 BURIED in shadows of the night,
We lie till Christ restores the light ;—

f Wisdom descendc::; heal the blind,
And chase the darkness of the mind.

Semi-chorus.
? 2 Ouy guilty souls are drowned in tears,
ill his atoning E&d appears :—

f Then we awake from deep distress,
And sing ¢ the Lord our righteousness.”
59 C. M. Spencer. Grafton,
Death in Trespasses and Sins,
1 HOW helpless guilty nature lies,
Unconscious of her load !
The heart unchanged can never rise
To happiness and God.

2 Can aught beneath a power divine
The stubborn will subdue ?
*Tis thine, eternal Spirit, thine,
To form the heart anew.
3 'Tis thine, the passions to recall,
And upwards bid them rise ;
To make the scales of error fall
From reason’s darkened eyes ;—

4 To chase the shades of death away,

And bid the sinner live:

A beam of heaven—a vital ray,

thine alone to give.
Af 5 Oh! change these wretched hearts of ours,

And give them life divine;

Then shall our passions and our powers,
Almighty Lord, be thine.



HYMNS.

280
60 L. M. Modway. Sunderiand
Grrief for the Sins and Miseries of Men.
Af 1 ARISE, my tender thoughts, arise ;
Let torrents drown my weeping eyes ;
And thou, my heart, with anguish feel
These evils which thou canst not heal.
2 8ee human beings sunk in shame ;
8ee scandals poured on Jesus’ name ;
8ee God insulted through his Son,
The world abused—the soul undone.
3 My heart with reverence hears th{;vord,
And trembles at thy threatenings, Lord ;
1 know the wretched, dreadful end,
To which their careless steps descend.
4 But feeble my comrassion proves,
1t can but weep, where most it loves ;
Great Got}bthy saving grare employ,

And turn these drops of griet to joy.
GOSPEL.
61 8. M. Mornington. Dover.
God’s Purpose of Mercy.

1 THE Lord on high proclaims
His Godhead from his throne;
Mercy and justice are the names
By which he will be known.
2 Ye dying souls, that sit
1n darkness and distress
Look from the borders of the pit
To his recovering grace.
mf 3 Sinners shall hear the sound ;
Their thankful tongues shall own,
Their righteousness and strength are found
In thee, O Lord, alone.
4 In thee ehall lsrael trust,
And see their guilt forgiven ;
Thou wilt pronounce the sinners just,
And take the saints to heaven.

62 L. M. Ralston. Malden.
1 MAY not the sovereign Lord on high
Dispense his favors as he will ;

Choose some to life, while others di
And yet be just and gracious still?
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2 Shall man repl inst the Lo
And call hig Kl:ﬁ?r’s ways unr;i’ust,
‘The thunder of whose dreadful word
Can crush a thousand worlds to dust ?

3 ButLO my soul, if truths so bright
8hould dazzle and confound thy sight, '
Yet still his written will obey,
And wait the great decisive day.

63 L. M. Alfreton. Duke Street.
Object of Christ’'s Advent.
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 might name, and live ;
f A thousand joys his lips afford,
His hands a thousana blessings give.

64 C. M. Corinth. Dundee.
1 COME, happy souls—approach your God
‘With new, melodious songs ;
Come, render to almighty grace
The tribute of your tongues.

2 Bo strange—so boundless was the love
P That l:gtied dying men,
The Father sent his equal Son
To give them life again.
8 Thy hands, dear Jesus, were not armed
ith a revenging roé;
No hard commission to perform—
The vengeance of a God. :

? 4 But all was mercy—all was mi d,
And wrath forsook the thror.e

—  When Christ on the kind errand came,
And brought salvation down.

5 Here, sinners, come and heal your woundsj
Come, wipe your sorrows 3
(Jometi trust the mighty Saviour’s name,

An iou shall never die.
*



a3 HYMNS.

6 See, dearest Lord, our willing souls
Accept thine offered grace ;

f We bless the great Redeemer’s love,
And give the Father praise.

B. M. Bt. Thomas
1 RAISE your triumphant songs
To an immortal tune,
Let all the earth resound the deeds
Celestial grace has done.

2 Bing how eternal love
Its chief beloved chose,
And bade him raise our ruined race
From their abyss of woes.

? 3 His hand no thunder bears,
No terror clothes his brow,
No bolts to drive our guilty souls
To fiercer flames below.

4 '"T'was mercy filled the throne,
And wrath stood silent bg',
When Christ was sent with pardons down
To rebels doomed to die.

— 5§ Now, sinners, dry your tears,

Let hoKeless SOITOW cease ;

Bow to the sceptre of his love,
And take the offered peace.

P 6 Lord, we obey thy call;
We lay an iumble claim
To the salvation thou hast brought,
f And love and praise thy name.

66 H. M. Murnay
Proclamation of the Gospel.
up!1] HARK—hark—the notes of joy,
Roll o’er the heavenly plains !
And seraphs find employ,
For their sublimest strains.
< Some new delight in heaven is known,
T  Loud ring the harps around the throne,
mp!12 Hark—hark—the sounds draw nigh,
—-— The ‘joyful hosts descend ;
Jesus forsakes the sky,
To earth his footsteps bend,
He comes to bless our fallen race,
¢ He comes with messages of grace.
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11 8 Bear—bear the tidings round,
Let every mortal know
What love in God is found,

> ‘What pity he can show.—

< Ye winds that blow—ye waves that roll,
f  Bear the glad news from pole to pole!
"

4 Strike—strike the harps again,

To great Immanuel’s name ;
Arise, ye sons of men,

And loud his grace proclaim.

Angels and men, wake every string,

€ 'Tis God the Saviour’s praise we sing!

67 c. M. Cambridge. Martow.

The Gospel hailed.
1 SALVATION !—oh, the joyful sound !
pleasure to our ears;
A sovereign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.
p 2 Buried in sorrow and in sin,
At hell’s dark door we lay ;—
—  But we arise by grace divine,
To see a heavenly day.
f 3 Salvation!—let the echo fly
The spacious earth around ;
While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.
68 L. M, Uxbridge. Duke Street.
The Object of the Gospel.

' 1 THIS is the word of truth and love,
Sent to the nations from above:
Jehovah here resolves to show
What his almighty grace can do.

2 This remedy did wisdom find,

To heal diseases of the m:nd ;
This sovereign balm, whose virtues can
Restore the ruined creature, man.

3 The gospel bids the dead revive ;
Sinners obey the voice, and live:
Dry hones are raised, and clothed afresh
And hearts of stone are turned to flesh.

4 May but this grace my soul renew,
Let sinners gaze, and hate me too;
The word that saves me does engage
A sure defence from all their rage.
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69 L. M. Alfreton. Dunstes.
The Gospel originating in Sovereign Mercy.
1 GOD, in the gospel of his Son,
Makes his eternal counsels known :
Here love in all its glory shines,
And truth is drawn in fairest lines.
2 Here sinners, of an humble frame,
May taste his grace, and learn his name;
May read, in characters of blood, '
The wisdom, power, and grace of God.
3 Here faith reveals to mortal eyes
A brighter world beyond the skies;
Here shines the light which guides our way
From earth to realms of endless day. °
4 Oh! grant us grace, almighty Lord !
To regd, and mark thy holy word ;
Its truths with meekness to receive,
And by its holy precepts live.

0 C. M Canterbury. Bardy
Salvation by Grace.
P 1 LORD, we confess our numerous faults,
How great our guilt has been
Foolish and vain were all our thoughts,
And all our lives were sin.
t 2 But, oh my soul, forever praise,
Forever love his name,
Who turns thy feet from dangerous ways
Of folly, sin, and shame.
— 3 ’Tis not by works of riﬁhteousnéss,
Which our own hands have done;
! But we are saved by sovereign grace,
Abounding through his Son.
~— 4 'Tis from the mercy of our God,
That all our hopes begin: -
*Tis by the water, and the blood,
Our souls are washed from sin.
P 5 'Tis through the purchase of his death,
o hung upon the tree,
The 8pirit is sent down to breathe
On such dry hones as we.
t 6 Raised from the dead, we live anew:
And é!llllmiﬁed by grace,
We shall appear in glory too,
And see our Father’s face,
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71 L M Usbridge.
! 1 NOW to the power of God supreme
Be everlasting honors given ;
He saves from hell—we bless his name,
He calls our wandering feet to heaven.

2 Not for our duties, or deserts,
But of his own abundant grace,
He works salvation in our heart
And forms a people for his praise.

3 *T'was his own purpose that begun
To rescue rebels doomed to die;

He gave us grace in Christ his Son,
Before he spread the starry sky.

4 Jesus(i the Lord, appears at last,
And makes his Father’s counsels known §
Declares the great transaction past,
And brings immortal blessings down.

5 He dies—and in that dreadful night,
- Did all the powers of hell destroy ;
f He rose ! and brought our heaven o light,
And took possession of the joy.

72 8. M. Silver Street. Pentonville.
1 GRACE !—'tis a charming sound !
Harmonious to the ear!
Heaven with the echo shall resound,
And all the earth shall hear.

2 Grace first contrived a way
To save rebellious man;
And all its steps that grace display
Which drew the wondrous plan.
3 Grace taught my roving feet
To tread the heavenly road:
* And new supplies each hour I meet,
While pressing on to God.
4 Grace all the work shall crown,
Through everlasting days:
It lays in heaven the topmost stone,
And well deserves the praise.

73 C. M. Lanesboro’. Princetoa
The divine Character exhibited in the Gospel.

1 FATHER, how wide thy glory shines!
How high thy wonderz gsnrr
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Known thro’ the earth by thousand signs,
By thousand through the skies.
2 Those mighty orbs proclaim thy power
Their motions speak thy skill ;
And on the wings of every hour,
‘We read thy patience still.

8 But when we view thy strange design
To save rebellious worms,
ere vengeance and compassian join
In their divinest forms ;—
4 Here the whole Deity is known ;
or dares a creature guess
Which of the glories brightest shone—
The justice or the grace..
¢ 8 Now, the full glories of the Lamb
Adorn the heaven! plains;
Bright seraphs learn Immanuel’s name,
And try their choicest strains.
6 Oh, may I bear some humble part
In that immortal song!
Wonder and joy shall tune my heart,
And leve command my tongue.

CHRIST.

7 4 L. M. Park Strost
Nativity of the Seviour.

"1 1 WAKE, O my soul, and hail the morn,

g:: \hnto u: a Savi;)ur’_s borlllx 5,

; how the angels wing their w

To usher in the gforious%ay ! ik
? 2 Hark! what sweet music—what a song—
< Sounds from the bright, celestial threng!
P Sweet song—whose melting sounds impart
=f  Joy to each raptured, listening heart.

3 Come, join the angels in the sky,
Glory to God, who reigns on high;

[ 4 Let peace and love on earth abound,
f ile time revolves and years roll round.
75 7s. Adullum. Pilon.

*" 1 HARK !—the herald angels sin
“ Glory to the new-born%(ing! &
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Peace on earth, and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled !”

2 Joyful, all yo nations, rise,

Join the triumph of the skies;
With th’ angelic host proclai
¢ Christ is born in Bethlehem.

3 Mild, he lays his glory by ;

Borr;, that ﬁan n% moreyn;ny die;
Born, to raise the sons of earth;
Born, to give them second birth. -

4 Veiled in flesh—the Godhead see,
Hail th’ incarnate Deity ;

Pleased as juan with men t’ appear,
See the great immanuel here.

5 Hail the heaven-born Prince of Peace !
Hail the Sun of Righteousness!
Light and life to all he brings,

Risen with healing in his wings.

76 8s & 78. Greenville,
p'! 1 HARK '!'—what mean those holy voices,
Sweetly sounding through the skies ?
Lo! th’ angelic host rejoices ;
Heavenly hallelujahs rise.
2 Hear them tell the wondrous story,
Hear them chant in hymns of joy,
% Glory in the highest—glory!
Glory be to God most high!
8 Peace on earth—good-will from heaven,
Reaching far as man is found.”
“ 8ouls redeemed, and sins forgiven”—
Loud our golden harps shall sound.
4 Christ is born, the great Anointed ;
Heavert and earth his praises sing !
AT  Oh receive whom God appoint,
For your Prophet, Priest, and King.
f 5 Haste, ye mortals, to adore him
arn his name—and taste his joy ;
Till in heaven ye ging before him,
Glory be to God most high!

77 8. M. Southfield. Pentonville.
' 1 BEHOLD! the grace appears,
The blessing promised long;
Angels announce the Saviour near,
n this triumphant song :

- "\A

~A
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2 “ Glory to God on high,
And heavenly peace on earth; -
Good-will to men—to angels joy,
At the Redeemer’s birth !”
3 In worship so divine
Let men emplo( their tongues;
With the celestial host we join,
And loud repeat their songs—
4 ¢ Glory to God on high,
And heavenly peace on earth ;
Good-will to men—to angels joy,
At our Redeemer’s birth I

78 C. M. Devizes. Conway.

£11 1 HIGH let us swell our tuneful notes,
And join th’ angelic throng ;
For angels no such love have known,

To wake the cheerful song.
2 Good-will to sinful men is shown,
? And peace on earth is given;
f For lo ! th’ incarnate Saviour comes

With messages from heaven.

> 3 Justice and grace, with sweet accord,

< His rising beams adorn ;

f Let heaven and earth in concert join—
To us a Saviour’s born.

4 Glory to God! in highest strains,
In highest words be paid ;
His glory by our lips proclaimed,
And by our lives displayed.

79 8. M. B8t.Thomas. Pentonvile

1 WE come with joyful song,
To hail this happy morn:
Glad tidings from an angel’s tongue,
¢This day is Jesus born !”
2 What transports doth his name
To sinful men afford!
f His %lorious titles we proclaim—
A Saviour—Christ—the Lord!
3 Glory to God on high,
Al hail the happy morn:
We join the anthems of the sky—
M sing—¢ The Saviour’s born
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80 8s 73 & 4a. Greenville
Call to worship the new-born Saviour,
1 ANGELS! from the realms of gm,
Wing your flight o’er all the e 3
Ye, who sang creation’s story,

Now proclaim Messiah’s barth :

] Come and worshi
Worship Christ, the new-born King.

— 2 Shepherds! in the field abiding,
atching o’er your flocks by night ;
God with man is now residing,
Yonder shines the heavenly iight:
° Come and worship——
‘Worship Christ, the new-born King.
3 Saints! before the altar bending,
Watching leng in hope and fear,
—  Suddenly the Lord, descending,
In his temple shall appear:
[ Come and worship—
Worship Christ, the new-born King.
4 Sinners! wrung with true repentance,
Doomed for guilt to endless pains,
—  Justice now revokes the sentence,
' Mercy calls you [f!!] break your chains:
? Come and worship—
Worship Christ, the new-born King,
81 8s & 78. Sicllian Hymn
Christ welcomed as a Saviour.

1 IL, thou long-expected Jesus,
rn to set thy (Feople free!
From our sins and fears release us,
Let us find our rest in thee.

2 lsrael’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 God our King,
Born to reign in us forever,
Now thy gracious kingdom bring.
4 By thine own eternal Spirit,
ule in all our hearts alone ;
By thine all-sufficient meri
Raise ‘lzxg to thy glorious ne.
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82 ¢ M. Howard’s. Bolton.
Design of Christ's Advent.
1 HARK! the glad sound! the Savieurcomes,
The Saviour promised long !
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—from thickest films of vice
To clear the mental ray;
And on the eyes oppressed with night—
To pour celestial day.
4 He comes—the broken heart to bind,
The bleeding soul to cure ;
And: with the treasures of his grace,
T enrich the humble poor.
¢ 5 Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim ;

f And heaven’s eternal arches ring
With thy beloved name.
C. M. Arlingion.
88 Names of Christ.

1 TO us a Child of hope is bern,
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,
Forevermore 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,
4 To us a Child of hope is born,
To us a Son is given—
The Wonderful, the Counsellor,
The mighty Lord of heaven.

7. Adullum. Lincols.
1 BRIGHT and joyful is the morn,
For 10 us a Child is born;
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¥From the highest realms of heaven
Unto us a Son is given.

2 On his shoulder he shall bear
Power.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.

85 R ‘ 8. M. Paddington. Eastburn
1 REJOICE in Jesus’ birth!
To us a Son is given,
To us a Child is born on earth,
Who made both earth and heaven!

2 He reigns above the sky,
This universe sustains— .
The God supreme—the Lord most high,
The king Messiah reigns!
3 Th’ almighty God—is he,
Author of heavenly bliss !
The Father of Eternity,
The glorious Prince of Peace !

4 His government shall grow,
From strength to strength proceed ;
His righteousness the church o’erflow,
And all the earth o’erspread.

86 L. M. Uxbridge. Brewer,
Drity and Humanity of Christ.
1 BEFORE the heavens were spread abroad,
From everlasting was the Word ;
With God he was—the Word was God !
And must divinely be adored.

2 By his own power were all things made;
By him supported, all things stand ;
He 1s the wholl)e creation’s head,
And angels fly at his comuand.
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3 Ere sin was born, or Satan fell,
He led the host of moming stars :
His generation who can tel
count the number of his years ?
4 But lo, he leaves those heavenly forms:
The Word descends and dwells in clay,
That he may converse hold with worms,
Dressed in such feeble flesh as they.
8 Mortals with joy beheld his face,
Th’ eternal Father’s only Son:
How full of truth—how full of grace !
When in his eyes the Godhead shone !
6 Archangels leave their high abode,
To learn new mysteries here, and tell
The love of our descendi
The glories of lmmanue
87 L. M.  Winchester. Rotterdam.
Deity, Humiliation, and Exaltation of Christ.
1 NOW for a tune of lofty praise
To great Jehovah’s equal Son!
Awake, my voice, in heavenly lays,
Tell loud the wonders he hath done.
2 Sing, how he left the worlds of ligh
And those bright robes he wore above :
How swift and joyful was his flight,
On wings of everlasting love !
P 3 Deep in the shades of gloomy death,
Th’ almighty captive prisoner lay ;—
f Th’ almighty captive left the earth,
And rose to everlasting day.
4 Among a thousand harps and songs,
Jesus, the God, exalted reigns:
His sacred name fillg all their ton
And echoes through the heavenly plains?
88 L. M. Truro. Shasom
OO Divine Glory displayed in the Person of Christ.
*? 1 NOW to the Lord a noble seng!
Awake, my soul—awake, my tongue ;
Hosanna to th’ eternal name,
And all his boundless love proclaim.
2 See \gb'exg: it shines ian:sus’ face,
e brightest image of his grace ;
God, in the perso;gof his Son,
Has all his mightiest works outdone.
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3 Grace !—'tis a sweet, a charming theme—
My thoughts rejoice at Jesus’ name!
Ye angels, dwell upon the sound ;
Ye heavens, reflect it to the ground !

4 Oh! may 1 reach that happy place
Where he unveils his lovely face !
Where all his beauties you behold,
And sing his name to harps of gold !

89 L. M. Rotterdam. Oid Hundred
Glod the San equal with the Father.
1 BRIGHT King of glory—dreadful God,
Our spirits bow before thy seat ;
To thee we lift an humble thought,
And worship at thine awful feet.

2 A thousand seraphs, strong and bright,
Stand round the glorious Deity ;
But who, among the sons of liﬁht,
Pretends comparison with thee ?

3 Yet there is one, of human frame,
Jesus, arrayed in flesh and blood,
Thinks it no robbery to claim
A full equality with God.

4 Now let the name of Christ, our King,
With equal honors be adored :
His praise let cvery angel sing, .
And all the nations own him Lord.

90 H. M. Watertown. Murray.

Christ a Prophet, Priest, and King,

1 JOIN all the glorious names
Of wisdom, love, and power,

That ever mortals knew,

Or angels ever bore :

All are too mean to speak his worth,

Too mean to set the Saviour forth.

2 Great Prophet of our God,
Our tongues shall bless thy name;
By thee the joyful news
Of our salvation came,—
The joyful news of sins forgiven,
Of hell subdued—and peace with heaven.

3 Jesus, our great High Priest,
Hut;’saihe(f his blngd and died ;
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Our guilty conscience needs
No sacrifice beside :
His precious blood did once atone,
now it pleads before the throne.
4 O thou almighty Lonk
ur Conqueror, and our King ;
Thy sceptre and thy sword,
hy reigning grace we sing:
Thine is the power—oh make us sit
In willing bonds beneath thy feet.

91 C. M. Litchfield. Cerinth.
Christ a Merciful High Prieat.
1 WITH joy we meditate the grace
Of our High Priest above ;
His heart is made of tenderness,
His bowels melt with love.

2 Touched with a sympathy within,
He knows our teeble frame ;
Ho 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 bis 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.

mf
>
92 C. M. Medford. Mariow.
Christ our Intercessor.
1 JESUS, by his own precious blood,
Ascends above the skies,
And, in the presence of our God,
Shows his own sacrifice.
2 Jesus is king !—behold him reign
" __On Zion’s heavenly hill :
He seems the Lamb that had been alain,
And wears his priesthood still.
8 He ever lives tgz in‘t)elarcﬁde,
virt i 3
An I ue of his blood ;

B
ceases not for all to pl
Whocomabyhim:od:t&ad'
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93 . L. M. Rothwell. Bhoel.
Peace and Hope through Christ's Intercession.
1 HE lives—the ﬁreat Redeemer lives!
‘What joy the blest assurance Ggivbs!
And now, before his Father God,
He pleads the merits of his blood.

2 Repeated crimes awake our fears,
And justice armed with frowns appears;
ut in the Saviour’s lovely face,
Sweet mercy amiles—and all is peace !
3 Hence, then, ye black, despairing thoughts—
Above our fears—above our faults,
His dpowerful intercessions rise ;
An

guilt recedes—and terror dies.

4 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.

8 Great Advocate, almighty Friend !
On thee our humble hopes depend ;
Our cause can never, never fail,

For thou dost plead, and must prevail.

9 4 8 M. Dover. Pentonville.
Christ’s Exaltation and Intercession.
1 JESUS, the conqueror, reigns&
In glorious strength arrayed;
His kingdom over all maintains,
And bids the earth be glad.
2 Ye sons of men, rejoice
In Jesus’ migﬁty love:
Lift up your heart—lift up your voice,
To him who rules above.
3 Extol his kingly power,
Adore th’ exalted Son
‘Who died, but lives, to die no more,
High on his Father’s throne.
4 Our advocate with God,
He undertakes our cause,
And spreads through all the earth abroad
The victory of his cross.

95 8 & Ta Sicitian Hymn.
1 JESUS, hail ! enthroned in glory,
There forever to abide ;
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All the heavenly host adore thee,
Seated at thy Father’s side.

2 There for sinners thou art pleading—
There thou dost our glaee prepare ;
Thou for us art interceding,
Till in glory we appear.
3 Worship, honor, power, and blessing,
Thou art worthy to receive :
Loudest praises, without ceasing,
Meet it is for us to give.
4 Help, ye bright, angelic spirits!
B‘r’fn);; youg loudegg, no?lest lays;
Help to einiour Saviour’s merits,
l&lp to chant Immanuel’s praise.

96 L. M. Danvers. Alfteton
Christ a living and almighty Saviour.

1 THE Saviour lives, no more to die:
He lives, the Lord enthroned on high:
He lives, triumphant o’er the grave :
He lives, eternally to save!

2 He lives, to still his servants’ fears:
He lives, to wipe away their tears:
He lives, their mansions to i)re CH
He lives, to bring them safely there!

3 Ye mourning souls, dry up your tears,
Dismiss your floomy doubts and fears :
With cheerful hope your hearts revive,
For Christ, the Lord, is yet alive

4 His saints he loves—and never leaves ;
The contrite sinner he receives :
Abundant grace will he afford,

Till all are present with the Lord!

97 C. M. Patmos. Oukland.
God reconciled in Christ.
1 DEAREST of all the names above,
My Saviour, and my God
‘Who can resist thy heavenfy love,
Or trifle with thy blood?
2 *Tis by the merits of thy death,
he Father smiles in;
"Tis by thine interceding breath,
The Spirit dwells wni men.
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3 Till God in human form I see, -
My thoughts no comfort find:

~ The holy, just, and sacred Three
Are terror to my mind.

4 But if Immanuel’s face appear,
My hope, my joy begins:
His name forbids my slavish fear,
His grace removes my sins.
5 While Jews on their own law rely,
And Greeks of wisdom boast,
I love the incarnate mystery,
And there I fix my trust.

98 C. M.  Stamford. Nottingham,
Access to God by a Mediator.
1 COME, let us lift our joyful eyes
Up to the courts above,
And smile to see our Father there
Upon a throne of love.
2 Come, let us bow before his feet,
And venture near the Lord H
No fiery cherub guards his seat,
Nor double-flaming sword.
3 The peaceful iates of heavenly bliss
Are opened by the Son;
High let us raise our notes of praise,
nd reach th’ almighty throne.
4 o thee ten thousand thanks we bring,
Great Advocate on }:lilgh;
And glory to th’ eternal King
Who lays his anger by.
99 C. M. Grafton. Barby.
Miracles of Christ.
1 JESUS, and didat thou condescend,
When vailed in human clay,
To heal the sick, the lame, the blind,
And drive disease away ?

2 Didst thou regard the beggar’s cry,
And give the blind to see ?—
Jesus, thou Son of David, hear—

Have mercy, too, on me!

3 And didst thou J)ity mortal wo,
And sight and health restore ?—
Oh pity, Lord, and save my soul,
hich needs thy mercy more!
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4 Didst thou thy trembling servant raise,
When sinkxyng in the gvave —
I perish, Lord !—oh, save my soul!
'or thou alone canst save.

100 L. M. : Uzbridge.
Divinity of Christ proved by his Miracles.
1 BEHOLD, the blind their sight receive!
Behold, the dead awake and live !
‘The dumb speak wonders—and the lame
Leup like the hart, and bless his name.
2 Thus doth th’ eternal Spirit own
And scal the mission of the Son
The Father vindicates his cause,
While he hangs bleeding on the cross.
P 3 He dies!—the heavens in mourning stood ;
—  Herises, and appears a God ;
Behold the Lord ascending high,
No more to bleed—no more to die.
4 Hence, and forever from my heart
1 bid my doubts and fears depart ;
And to those hands my soul resign,
Which bear credentials so divine.

l01 L. M. Medway Bath.
Christ a Pattern for his Followers.
1 MY dear Redeemer, and my Lord,
1 read my duty in thy word ;
But in thy life the law appears
Drawn out in living characters.
2 Such was thy truth—and such thy zeal,
Such deference to thy Father’s will,
Such love—and meekness sq divine,
1 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 victory too.
4 Be thou my pattern—make me bear
More of thy gracious image here ;
Then God, the Judge, shall own my name
Among the followers of the Lamb.

102 C. M.  Nottingham. Litchfield.
1 BEHOLD, where, in a mortal form,
Appears each grace divine !
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The virtues, all in Jesus met,
‘With mildest radiance shine.
2 To spread the rays of heavenly light,
To give the mourner joy,
To preach 5lad tidings to the poor,
V&las his divine employ.
3 Midst keen reproach and cruel scorn,
He, meek and patient, stood ;
His foes, ungratetul, sought his life,
‘Who labored for their good.

4 When in the hour of deep distress,
Before his Father’s throne,
With soul resigned, he bowed, and sai
¢ Thy will, not mine, be done !’
5 Be Christ our pattern, and our guide,
His image may we bear!
Oh may we tread his holy steps,
His joy and glory share !

103 C. M.  Nottingham. Medfield.

1 JESUS! exalted far on high,
To whom a name is given ;-
A name surpassing every name,
That’s known in earth or heaven!

2 Before thy throne shall every knee
Bow down with one accord:
Before thy throne shall evelx' tongue
Confess that thou art Lord.

3 Jesus! thou, in the form of God,
Didst e%ua.l honor claim ;
Yet, to redeem our guilty souls,
Didst stoop to death and shame !

4 Oh! may that mind in us be formed,
‘Which shone so bright in thee;
An humble, meek, and lowly mind,
From pride and envy free!
5 To others we would stoop, and learn
To emulate thy love ;
8o shall we bear thine image here,
And share thy throne above.

104 C.M. Nottingham. Poterbore’.

1 IN duties and in sufferings too,
Thy path, my Lord, I'd trace ;
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As thou hast done—so would I do,
Depending on thy grace.
3 Inflamed with zeal, ’twas thy delight
To do thy Father’s will ;
Oh may that zeal my soul excite,
Thy precepts to fulfil.

3 Meekness, humility, and love,
Throu.g.in all th );’onduct shine ;
Ob may my whole deportment prove
A copy, , of thine.

105 L. M. Uxbridge.

1 MAKE us, by thy transforming grace,
Dear Saviour, daily more like thee!
Thy fair example may we trace,
'o teach us what we ought to be!

2 Oh, how benevolent, and kind !
How mild !—how ready to forgive !
Be this the temper of our mind,
And these the rules by which we live.
3 To do his heavenly Father’s will
Was his emﬂloyment and delight ;
Humility and holy zeal
Shone through his life divinely bright.
4 But ah! how blind !'—how weak we are'
How frail '—how apt to turn aside !
Lord, we depend upon thy care,
And ask thy Spirit for our guide.

106 8. M. Hudson. Haverhill.
Christ suffering for our Sins.
P 1 LIKE sheep we went astra.dy,
And broke the fold of God ;

Each wandering in a different way,
But all the downward road.

2 How dreadful was the hour,

‘When God our wanderings laid,

And did at once his vengeance pour
Upon the Shepherd’s head !

— 3 How glorious was the grace,

mh fgn C(llu-ist susg;inseltll the egoko!
8 life and blood the
A ransom for the tlock.el)h pars
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4 But God shall raise his head
OYer all the sons of men,
And make him see a numerous seed,
To recompense his pain.
8 «I'll give him,” saith the Lord,
“ A pertion with the strong :
He shall }l)ossess a large reward,
0!

And hold his honors long.”
C. M. Medfield, Ferry.
107 Hunmiliation of Christ,
1 AND did the holy and the just,
The sovereign 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—
Surprising mercy !—love unknown !
0 suffer—bleed—and die.

3 To dwell with misex;_yh here below,
The Saviour left the skies,
And sunk to wretchedness and wo,
That worthless man might rise.

4 He took the dging traitor’s place,
And suffered in his stead ;

For sinful man—oh wondrous grace !
For sinful man—he bled !

§ O Lord, what heavenly wonders dwell
In thine atoning blood !
By this are sinners saved from hell,
And rebels brought to God.

108 C. M. Dedham. Medford.
1 JESUS! and didst thou leave the sky
For miseries, and for woes?
And didst thou bleed—and groan—and die,
For vile, rebellious foes?

2 Victorious love ! what tongue can tell
e wonders of thy power;
Which conquered all the force of hell,
In that tremendous hour!
8 Is there a heart that will not bend
To thy divine control ?
Descend, O sovercign love, descend,
And ;éok that stubborn soul.
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4 Come, dearest Lord, extend thy reign,
Till rebels rise no more ;
Thy praise all nature then shall join,
d heaven and earth adore.

109 C. M. Bt. Austin's.
Death of Christ on the Cross.
Af ] BEHOLD the Saviour of mankind
Nailed to the shameful tree!
How vast the love that him inclined
To bleed—and die for me!

2 %My God,” he cries—all nature shakes,
And earth’s strong pillars bend !
The temple’s vail in sunder breaks—
The solid marbles rend !
8 “Tis finished—now the ransom’s paid—
Receive my soul,” he cries;
Behold he bows his sacred head—
> He bows his head—and dies!
£11 4 But soon he’ll break death’s envious chain,
And in full glory shine:
Af O Lamb of God—was ever pain,

‘Was ever love like thine!
110 L. M. Medway. Middlebury.

1 STRETCHED on the cross,the Saviour dies:
Hark !—his exl?iring ghroans arise !
See, from his hands—his feet—his side,
Descends the sacred—crimson tide!

2 And didst thou bleed—for sinners bleed ?
And could the sun behold the deed ?
No—he withdrew his cheering ray,
And darkness veiled the mourning day.

3 Can I survey this scene of wo,

Where mingling grief and mercy flow,
And yet my heart so hard remain
As not to move with love or pain

4 Come—dearest Lord, thy grace impart,
To warn this cold, this };tupid healt"t,

Till all its powers and passions move

In melting grief, and ardent love.

111

HARK 8 78 & 4. Greenville
1 ! the voiee of love and me
Sounds aloud from Calvary ! Ty



HYMNS. 308

See! it rends the rocks asunder—
Shakes the earth—and veils the sky!
It is finished !”—
Hear the dying Saviour cry!
2 ¢ It is finished ’—oh, what pleasure
Do these charming words afford !
Heavenly blessings, without measi
Flow to us through Christ the Lord !
«Tt is finished !
Saints, the dying words record !

t 3 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs,
Join to sing the pleasing theme:
All in earth and beaven uniting,
Join to praise Immanuel’s name :
Hallelujah !
Glory to the bleeding Lamb!

112 C. M. Medfield. Ely.
The Atonement the only Ground of Pardon.
1 IN vain we seek for peace with God
By methods of our own:
Blest Saviour! nothing but thy blood
Can bring us near the throne.

2 The threatenings of thy broken law
Impress the soul with dread :
1f God his sword of vengeance draw,
It strikes the spirit dead.

3 But thy atoning sacrifice
Hath answered all demands ;
And peace and pardon from the skies
Come to us by thy hands.

4 'Tis by thy death we live, O Lord !
*Tis on thy cross we rest :
For ever be thy love adored,
Thy name for ever blest.

|13 L. M. Ralston.

1 HOW shall the sons of men appear,
Great God, before thine awful bar?
How may the guilty hope to find
Acceptance with th’ eternal mind ?

2 Not vows, nor groans, nor broken cries,
Not the most costly sacrifice,
Not infant blood profusely spilt,
Will expiate a si?er’s guilt.

~
\d
-y
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3 Thy blood, dear Jesus—thine alone,
sovereign virtue to atone :—

Here will we rest our only plea,
‘When we approach, great aod, to thee.

114 B. M. Olmutz. Haverhill.
1 NOT all the blood of heasts,
On Jewish altars slain,
Could give the guilty conscience peace,
Or wash away the stain.

2 But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
akes all our sins away ;
A sacrifice of nobler name,
And richer blood than tfley.

Af 3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of thine,
While like a penitent 1 stand,

And there confess my sin.

4 M* soul looks back to see
he burdens thou didst bear,

When hanging on the cursed tree,

And hopes her guilt was there.
¢ 5 Believing, we rcjoice

To see the curse remove;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,
And sing his bleeding love.

l l 5 L. M. Uxbridge.
Death and Resurrection of Christ.
p 1 HE dies!—the Friend of sinners dies!
Lo! Salem’s daughters wcep around!
A solemn darkness veils the skies!
A sudden trembling shakes the ground!
2 Ye saints, approach !—the anguish view
Of him who groans beneath your load;
He gives his precious life for you,
For you he sheds his precious blood.
3 Here’s love and Friaf beyond degree !
The Lord of glory dies for men !—
f But, lo! what sudden joys we see !
Jesus, the dead, revives again !
4 The rising God forsakes the tomb ;
Up to his Father’s court he flies ;
Cherubic legions guard him home,
And shout him welcome to the skies!
-
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8§ Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell
How high our great Deliverer reiﬁns;
Sing how he spoiled the hosts of he
And led the tyrant death in chains
6 Sng, “ Live forever, glorious King,
orn to redeem, and strong to save !”
Then ask—*“ O death, where is thy sting !
And where thy victory, boasting grave!”
l .l. 6 C. M. Warwick. Brattle Street.
Sufficiency of the At t
1 THERE is a fountain, filled with blood
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins;
And sinners, plunged beneath that flood,
Lose all their guilty stains.

2 The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain, in his day ;
And there may I, though vile as he,
Wash all my sins away.

3 Thou dying Lamb! thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,
Till all the ransomed church of God
Are saved, to sin no more.

4 Since first, 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 feeble, stammering tongue
Lies silent in the grave—

4 Then, in a nobler, sweeter song,
I’ll sing thy power to save.
‘ 17 7s. Turin.
Christ the Rock of Ages.

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 fear and sin the cure;
Save from wrath, and make me pure.
2 Should my tears forever flow,
Should my zeal no languor know,
This for sin could not atone;
Thou must save, and thou alone :
In my hand no price I bring,
Simpl&tg thy cross I cling.
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3 While I draw this fleeting brea
‘When mine eye-lids close in dea!
‘When I rise to worlds unknown,
And behold thee on thy throne,
Rock of ages! cleft for me,

Let me hide myself in thee.

l l 8 L. M. Medway. Middlebury.
Christ the Physician of the Soul.
1 DEEP are the wounds which sin has made;
‘Where shall the sinner find a cure ?
In vain, alas! is nature’s aid ; <o
The work exceeds her utmost power.

2 But can no sovereign balm be found ?
And is no kind physician nigh,
To ease the pain, and heal the wound,
Ere life and hope forever fly ?

3 Yes, there’s a great physician near;
Look up, my fainting soul, and live!
See, in his heavenly smiles appear
Such help as nature cannot give!

4 See, in the Saviour's dying blood,
Life, health, and blies abundant flow!'
*Tis only that dear sacred flood
Can ease thy pain—and heal thy wo.

119 L. M. Hebron. Nagareth.

1 WHY droops mysoul, with grief oppressed?
Whence these wild tumults in my breast ?
Is there no balm to heal my wound ?

No kind physician to be found ?

2 Raise to the cross thy tearful eyes;
Behold the Prince of glory dies!
He dies extended on the tree,
And sheds a sovereign balm for thee.

3 Dear Saviour, at thy feet I lie,
Here to receive a cure, or die ;
But grace forbids that painful fear—
Almighty grace, which triumphs here.

4 Thou wilt withdraw the poisoned dart,
Bind u, and heal the wounded heart;
With blooming health my face adorn,
And change the gloomy night to morn.
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f 5§ Exult, my soul, with holy jloy;
Hosannas be thy blest employ,
Salvation thine eternal theme,

And swell the song with Jesds’ name.

120 8. M. Pentonville. B8¢. Thomas.
Christ the Bread of Life.
1 BEHOLD the gift of God!
Sinners, adore his name,
Who shed for us his preciaus blood—
Who bore our curse and shame.
2 Behold the living bread
Which Jesus came to give,
By dying in the sinner’s stead,
That he might ever live.
3 The Lord delights to give ;
He knows you’ve nought to buy:
To Jesus haste—this bread receive,
And you shall never die.

‘21 8. M. Pentonville. Dover.
Christ the Sun of Righteonsness.
1 WE lift our hearts to thee
Thou Day-star from on hi H
The sun itself is but thy shade,
Yet cheers both earth and sky.
2 Oh let thy rising beams
Dispel the shades of night ;
And let the glories of thy love,
Come like the morning light.
3 How beauteous nature now !—
How dark and sad before !—
With J'oy we view the pleasing change,
And nature’s God adore.
4 M'aly we this life improve,
o mourn for errors past;
And live this short revolving day
As if it were our last.

122

7s. Tarin.
1 CHRIST, whose glory fills the skies,
Christ, the true, the only light,
8un of Righteousness, arise,
Triumph o’er the shades of night:
y-spring from on high, be near;
Day-star, in my heart appear.
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2 Dark and cheerleas is the morn,
If thy light is hid from me;
Joyless is the day’s remrni
ill thy me::x s beams I see ;
Till they inward light impart,
Glad my eyes, and warm my heart.
3 Visit, then, this soul of mine
Pierce the gloom of sin and grief;
ill me, radiant Sun divine !
Scatter all my unbelief:
More and more thyself display,
Shining to the perfect day.
128 8e & 8. Sicilian Hymn.
Christ the Light of the World.
1 LIGHT of those whose dreary dwelli
Borders on the shades of death ! ling
Rise on us, thyself revealing,
Rise, and chase the clouds beneath.
2 Thou, of life and light Creator!
In our deepest darkness rise ;
Scatter all the night of nature,
Pour the day upon our eyes.

3 8till we wait for thine appearing ,
Life and joy thy beams impart ;
Chasing all our fears, and cheering
Every meek and contrite heart.
4 Save us, in th at compassion,
h thou Pr!ngeof peace and love !
Give the knowledge of salvation,
.Fix our hearts on things above.
5 By thine all-sufficient merit,
Every burdened soul release ;
Every weary, wandering spirit
Guide into thy perfect peace.
.

124 Christ a Refuge.

1 JESUS, Saviour of my soul,
Let me to thy bosom fly ;
While the raging billows roll,
While the tempest still is high:
All my trust on thee is stayed ;
All my help from thee I'bring:
Cover my defenceless head
With the shadow of thy wing.
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2 Other refuge have 1 none—
Helpless hangs my soul on thee:
Leave, oh! leave me not alone!
Still support and comfort me.
Hide me, O my Saviour! hide,
Till the storm of life be past;
Bafe into the haven guide;
Oh, receive my soul at last!

12 5 C. M. Franklin. Dedham,
Christ the Way, Truth, and Life.
1 THOU art the way—to thee alone
From sin and death we flee;
And he who would the Father seek,
Must seek bim, Lord, by thee.

2 Thou art the TRuTE—thy Word alone
True wisdom can impart ;
Thou only canst inform the mind,
And purify the heart.
3 Thou art the Lire—the rending tomb
Proclaims thy conquering 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.

126 S. M.  Hudson, Bt Thomas.
1 JESUS, my truth, m{ way,
M{lsure, unerring light,
On thee mg' feeble soul I stay,
Which thou wilt lead aright.
2 My wisdom, and my guide,
y counsellor thou art ;
Oh never let me leave thy side,
Or from thy paths depart!

127 . M. Darwell’s. Triumph.
Resurrection of Christ.
1 YES! the Redeemer rose,
The Saviour left the dead,
And o’er our hellish foes
High raised his conquering head ;
In wild dismay, all to the ground,
The guards around And sink away.
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2 Behold th’ angelic bands
In full assembly meet,
To wait his high commands,
And worship at his feet.
Joyful they come, From realms of day
And wing their way To Jesus’ tomb.
3 Then back to heaven they fly
The joyful news to bear—
Hark !—as they soar om high,
‘What music fills the air!
Their anthems say— | Hath left the dead—
« Jesus, who bled, He rose to-day.”
4 Ye mortals! catch the sound—
Redeemed by him from hell,
And send the echo round
The globe on which you dwell ;
Transported, cry— ‘ ‘Hath left the dead,
“ Jesus, who bled, No more to die.”

128 7. Bath Abbey. Lincola.

f11 1 ANGELS! roll the rock away!
Death ! yield up thy mighty prey!
See !—he rises from the tomb,
Rises with irnmortal bloom.

2 'Tis the Saviour—seraphs, raise
Your triumphaut shouts of praise ;
Let the earth’s remotest bound
Hear the joy-inspiring sound.

3 Lift, ye saints—lift up your eyes!
Now to glory see him rise !

Hosts of angels on the road
Hail and sing th’ incarnate God.

4 Heaven unfolds its portals wide:
Gracious cont‘ueror, through them ride,
King of glory! mount thy throne,
Boundless empire is thine own.

5 Praise him, all ye heavenlg{ choirs,
Praise, and sweep your golden lyres ;
Praise him in the noblest songs,

Praise him from ten thoysand tongues.

122 BLE C. M. Howard’s. Litchfield.
ST morning, whose first dawning ra
T}llletheld o}tlu' ris?x,lg Gﬁd” 1o & v
at saw him triumph o’er the du:
And leave his darkpabodo.' =
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P 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
. Be'{l‘olﬁolltli the I;lord in vain; .
old the mighty conqueror
And burst ttﬁsiryfeeblg chaiu.nse’
4 To thy great name, almighty Lord
These sacred hours we pay
r And loud hosannas shall procfaim,
The triumph of the day.

130 8. M.  8t. Thomas. Paddington.
Redemption completed by the Resurrection.

"' 1 “THE Lord is risen indeed !"—

. . -chorus,
Then justice asks no more H
Mercy and truth are now.agreed,
‘Who stood opposed before.

2 “The Lord is risen indeed "—

Semi-chorus,
Then is his work performed ;
The mifht captive now is freed,
And death, our foe, disarmed.

3 “The Lord is ris:: indeed !"—

Semi-chorus,
Then hell has lost his prey:
With him is risen the ransomed seed,
o reign in endless day.

4 “The Lord is risen indeed {"—
i-chorus,

Attending ans;éls hear;
Up to the courts of heaven, with speed,
he joyful tidings bear.

Chorus,
¥ 5 Then wake your goiden lyre
And strikey eachgcheerfm csl,lord;
Join, all ye bright, celestial choirs,
To sing our risen Lord.

181 . Edyfield. Lineoln
1 CHRIST, the Lord, is risen to-day,
triumphant hol’y day:
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He endured the cross and grave,
8inners to redeem and save.

2 Lo! he rises—mighty King!
Where, O death! is now tﬁy sting ?
Lo! be claims his native sky !
Grave! where is thy victery ?

3 Sinners! see your ransom paid,
Peace with God forever made :
With your risen Saviour, rise ;
Claim with him the purc ased skies.

4 Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day,
Our triumphent holy day:

Loud the song of victory raise;
8Bhout the great Redeemer’s praise.

l Ts. Pilton. Lincoln.

1 CHRIST, the Lord, is risen to-day,
Sons of men, and angels, say !

Raise your songs of triumph high ;
Sing, ye heavens—and 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, O death, is now thy sting ?
Once he died, our souls to save—
‘Where 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 !
l 88 7s. Lincola. Edpfield.
Darinevs of the Tomb scattered by Christ,

1 MORNING breaks upon the tomb,
Jesus scatters all its gloom !

Day of triumph! through the skies,
Bee the glorious Saviour rise !

2 Ye who are of death afrah

Triumph in the scattered shade ;
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Drive your anxious cares away ;
See the place where Jesus lay.

3 Christians, dry your flowing tears ;
Chase your unbelieving fe!g'l; ’

Look on his deserted grave;
Doubt no more his power to save.
134 8s & 78. Sicillan Bymn.

Christ, the Lamb, enthroned and worshipped.

1 HARK, ten thousand harps and voices,
Sound the note of praise above—
Jesus reigns, and heaven rejoices :
Jesus reigns the God of love:
See, he sits on yonder throne;
Jesus rules the world alone.
2 Jesus, hail ! whose glory brightens
All ebove, and gisgesri{ worth ;
Lord of life—thi smile enlightens,
Cheers, and charms thy saints on earth:
When we think of love like thine,
Lord, we own it love divine.
3 Kinglof' glory, reign forever—
Thine an everlasting crown :
Nothing from thy love shall sever
Those whom thou hast made thine own ;
Happy objects of thy grace,
Destined.to behold thy face.

4 Saviour, hasten thine appearing ;
Bring—oh bring the glorious day,
When, the awful summons hearing,
Heaven and earth shall passaway:
Then with golden harps, we’ll sing—
“ Glory, glory to our King.”
1 ' C.M. '  Devizes. Marlow,
1 BEHOLD the glories of the Lamb,
Amid his Father’s throne ;

Prepare new honors for his name,
And songs before unknown.

2 Let elders worship at his feet,
The charch adore around,
With vials full of odors swee

And harps of sweeter sound.

3 Those are tho prayers of all the saints,
And 2;'hese the hymns they raise :
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Jesus is kind to our complaints,
He loves to hear our praise.

4 Thou hast redeemed our souls with bleod,
Hast set the prisoners free,
Hast made us kings and priests to God,
And we shall reign with thee.

5 Now to the Lamb that once was slain,
Be endless blessings paid ;
Salvation, glory, joy, remain
Forever on his head.

136 C. M. Nottingham. Medford
1 HE, who on earth as man was known,
And bore our sins and Sains,
Now, seated on th’ eternal throne,
The God of glory reigns.
2 His hands the wheels of nature guide
With an unerring skill ;
And countless worlds, extended wide,
Ohey his sovereign will.
3 While harps unnumbered sound his praise,
In yonder world 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 almighty rock thei run,
And find a pleasing shade.

5 How glorious he—how ha(ﬂwy they,
In such a glorious friend !
Whose love secures them all the way,
And crowns them at the end. i

l 37 L. M. Alfreton. Uxbridge.
Christ the Lord of Angels.
1 GREAT God, to what a glorious height
Hast thou advanced the Lord, thy Son!
Angels, in all their robes of ligh
Are made the servants of his throne.
2 Before his feet their armies wait,
And swift as flames of fire they move,
To manaﬁe his affairs of state,
In works of vengeance, or of love.

8 Now they areé sent to guide our feet
Up to gates of thine abode,
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Through all the dangers that we meet,
In trivelling o’er the heavenly road.

4 Lord! when we leave this mortal ground,
And thou shalt bid us rise and come,
8end thy beloved angels down
Safe to conduct our spirits home.

138 L. M. Lowell. Enfleld.
Christ exalted to be a Prince and a Saviowr.

1 EXALTED Prince of Life! we oewn
The royal honors of thy throne:
*Tis fixed by God’s almighty hand,
And seraphs bow at thy command.

2 Exalted Saviour! we confess
The sovereign triumphs of thy grace ;
Wide may thy cross thy virtues prove,
And conquer millions by thy love.

139 C. M, Devizes. Cambridge.
Christ crowned as Lord of All.

1 ALL hail,the great Immanuel’s name !
Let angels prostrate fall :
Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown him Lord of all.

2 Crown him, Ke martyrs of our God,
Who from his altar call ;
Praise him who shed for you his blood,
And crown him Lord of all.

3 Ye chosen seed of 1srael’s race,
A remnant weak and small,
Hail him who saves you by his grace,
And crown him Lord of all.

4 Ye gentile sinners, ne’er forget
e wormwood and the gall ;
Go spread your trophies at his feet,
And crown him Lord of all,
5 Let every kindred—every tribe,
On this terrestrial ball
To him all majesty ascrii)e,
And crown him Lord of all.
6 Oh! that with yonder sacred throng,
We at his feet may fall ;
And join the everlasting sonF,
And crown him Lord of all.
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140 88 7s & 4s. ‘Westborough.
1" 1 LOOK! ye saints—the sight is glorious;
8ee the man of sorrows now,
From the fight returned victorious;
Every knee to him shall bow:
f Crown him'!—crown him !—
Crowns become the victor’s brow.

11 2 Hark !—those bursts of acclamation—
Rark !—thase loud, triumphant chords—
Jesus taukes the highest station :
Oh, what joy the sight affords!
r Crown him !'—crown him!
King of kings, and Lord of lords!

l 41 6s & 4. Italian Hymn.
Christ's final T'riumph.
1 LET us awake our 1«;}13,

8trike up with cheerful voice,
Each creature sing—

Angels, begin the song

Mortals, the strain profong,

In accents sweet and strong,
« Jesus is King.” .

2 Proclaim abroad his name,
Tell of his matchless fame:
What wonders done!
Shout through hell’s dark profound ;
Let all the earth resound,
*Till heaven’s high arch rebound,
¢ Victory is won.” .

3 He vanquished sin and hell,
And our last foe will quell ;
Mourners, rejoice!
His dying love adore—
Praise him, now raised in power,
Praise him forevermore,
With joyful veice.
4 All hail the glorious day,
When through the heavenly way
Lo, he shall come !
P While they who I)ierced him wail—
-<— h ;9 };romlse shalKnot fail ; 4
1nts, see your Ki revail :—
f Great Sagiour, conngnei.’

-~y
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l 42 C. M. Litchfiold. Corinth.
Pity and Condescension of Christ.
1 THE Saviour! oh, what endless charms
Dwell in that blissful sound !

Its influence every fear disarms,
And spreads delight around.
2 Here pardon, life, and joy divine
In rich eftusion flow,
For guilty rebels, lost in sin,
> And doomed to endless wo.
P 3 Tk’ almighty Former of the skies,
w?lt.tl)ops to l«;m: vile a_l:zde H desi
— ile angels view with wondering eyes,
f And haﬁ th’ incarnate God.

4 How rich the depths of love divine!- b
Of bliss, a boundless store!
Af  Dear Saviour, let me call thee mine—
I cannot wish for more !

5 On thee alone my hoi)e relies ;
Beneath thy cross I fall ;

My Lord, my life, my sacrifice,
y Saviour, and my all!

143 C. M. Covington. Baldwin.
1 BEHOLD what pity touched the heart
Of God's eternal Son;
Descending from the heavenly court,
He left his Father’s throne.
2 His living power, and dying love,
Redeeglgd? unhappy nyl;l:ls,
And raised the ruins of our race
To life and God again.
3 To thee, O Lord, our noblest powers
We joyfully resign;
Blest Jesus, take us for thy own,
For we are doubly thine.
l 44 . L. M. Brewer. Montgomery.
Safe trusting in Christ.
1 LET everlasting glories crown
Thy head, my Saviour, and my Lord ;
Thy hands have brought salvation down,
nd writ the blessings in thy word.
? 2 In vain the trembling conscience seeks
Somg 7g?tlid ground to rest upon ;
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—  With deep despair—the spirit bre
Till wezpplm Christq:lone. ks,
8 How well thy blessed truths agree !
How wise and holy thy commands!
T}ﬁr promises—how firm they be !
ow firm our hope, our comfort stands !

145 L. M., Medway. Hague.
1 JESUS, no other nane but thine,
Is given by everlasting love,
To lead our souls to ﬂo&z divine ;
No other name wi d approve.

2 Here let my constant feet abide,
Nor from the heavenly way depart!
PY Let thy good Spirit be my guide,
Direct my steps—and rule my heart.
3 In thee, my gredt almighty Friend,
M{ safety dWells—andtyem divine ;
On thee alone my hopes depend,
Flor life, eternal life is thine.
7s. Pleyel’s Hymn. Edyfisld.
146 Redeeming Love.
1 NOW begin the heavenly theme,
8ing of mercy’s healing stream :
- Ye, who Jesus’ kindness prove,
8ing of his redeeming love.

2 Welcome all, by sin o’ppressed,
Welcome all to Jesus’ rest.
Nothing brought bim from ebove,
Nothing but redeeming love.

3 He subdued th’ infernal powers,
His inveterate foes, and ours:
These he from their empireé drove,
Mighty in redeeming love.

f 4 Hither, then, your tribute bring,
8Strike aloud each joyful string :
Saints below, and saints above,
Join to praise redeeming love.

147 8 & 7s. Sicitian Hymn. Mossina.
1 BAVIOUR, source of every blessing,
ne my heart to grateful lays ;
ams of mercy, never ceasing,
| for ceaseless songs of praise,
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® Teach me some melodious measure,
Sung by reptured saints above ;
Fill my soul with sacred pleasure,
While I sing redeeming love.

3 Thou didst seek me when a stranger,
Wandering from the fold of 5
Thou, to save my soul from danger,
Didst redeem me with thy blood.

4 By thy hand restored, defended,
Safe through life, thus far, I'm come;
8afe, O Lord, when life is ended,
Bring me to my heavenly home.

8s & 7a. Walpole. Greenville.
148 Christ a Friend. '

1 ONE there is, above all others
Well deserves the name of F)riend;
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 P—
But this Saviour died to have us
Reconciled in him to God.
2 When he lived on earth abased,
RIEND 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,
' 8s & 7s. Greenville.
I 49 Christ dwelling in his People.

1 LOVE divine, all love excelling!
Joy of heaven, 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 Come! almiqlht to deliver,
Let us all thy life receive!
Suddenly return—and never,
Never more thy temples leave!
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Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve thee as thy hosts above ;

Pra{, and praise thee without ceasing,
Glory in thy precious love.

L.M.  Usbridge. Duke Street
150 Christ's unchanging Love the Safety of his People.
1" 1 WHO shall the Lord’s elect condemn ?
*Tis God that justifies their souls;
And mercy, like a mighty stream,
O’er all their sins ivinely rolls.
2 Who shall adjudge the saints to hell?
*Tis Christ who suffered in their stead ;
And their salvation to fulfil,
Behold him rising from the dead!
3 He lives !—he lives, and reigns abov
Forever interceding there : :
Who shall divide us from his love ?
Or what shall tempt us to despair ?
4 Not all that men on earth can do,
Nor powers on high—nor powers below,
Shall cause his mercy to remove,
Or wean our hearts from Christ our love.

151 8. M. Pentonville. Hudeon.
1 TO God, the only wise,
Our Saviour, axd our Kin,
Let all the saints below the skies
Their humble praises bring.
2 *Tis his almighty love,
His counsel and his care,
Preserves 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.
4 Then all the chosen seed
Shall meet around the throne,
8hall bless the conduct of his grace,
And make his wonders known.
f 5 Toour Redeemer God,
Wisdomn with power belongs,
Immortal crowns of majesty,
And gverlasting songs.
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l52 C. M. Colchester. Bt. Aun's,

1 FIRM as the earth thy gospel stands,
My Lord, my hope, my trust;
If I am found in Jesus’ hands,
My soul can ne'er be lost.

2 His honor is engaged to save
The meanest of his sheep :
All whom his heavenly Father gave
His hands securely keep.

3 Nor death, nor hell shall e’er remove
His favorites from his breast;
Safe, on the bosom of his love,
Shall they forever rest. :

C. M. Litchfield. Corinth.
158  Gratefud Remembrance of Christ.

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 gratitude we owe
To him who died, our fears to q'uell,
And save from death and wo!

3 While yet in anguish he surveyed
Those pangs he would not flee,
What love his latest words displayed—
“Meet and remember me !”

4 Remember thee !'—thy death, thy shame—

Our sinful hearts to share |

O memory! leave no other name
But his recorded there !

C. M. Graftoa. S¢. Austin's.
154 Godty Borrow from the Sufferings of Christ.
1 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!
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3 Well miﬁht the sun in darkness hide,
And shut his slories in, ‘
When Christ, th’ almighty Saviour, died
For man, the rebel’s sin.
4 Thus might I hide my blushing f
Whileqﬂs dear cros); ap arg ; ace
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,
And melt my eyes to tears.
5 But drops of grief can ne’er repay
HTheL el:i(i love 1 OWf f
ere, Lor ive myself away—
"Tis all thnt% can Xo. ¥

155 c.M. Patmos.
1 HOW condescending, and how kind
Was God’s eternal Son!
Our misery reached his heavenly mind,
And pity brought him down.
2 This was compassion like a God,
That when the Saviour knew
The price of pardon was his blood,
His pity ne’er withdrew.
3 Here let our hearts begin to melt,
‘While we his death record ;
And with our joy for pardoned guilt,
Mourn that we pierced the Lord.

l56 L. M. Medway. Usbridge.
1 THOU Prince of glory, slain for me,
Breathing forﬁiveness in_thy prayer;
That loving, melting look I see,
That bursting sigh, that tender tear.

2 Let me but hear thy dying voice
Pronounce forgiveness in my breast;
MX trembling spirit shall rejoice,
nd feel the calm of heavenly rest.

3 Lord, thine atoning blood apply,
life or death is sweet to me;
In life’s last hour, thy presence, nigh,
From fear shall set my spirit free.

157 c. M. Barby. Grafton.
1 AND can mine eyes, without a tear,
A weeping Saviour see ?
Shall I not weep his groans to hear,
Who groaned and died for me ?
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2 Blest Jesus ! let those tears of thine
Subdue each stubborn foe ;
Come, fill my heart with love divine,
And bid my sorrows flow.

C. M. Great Milton.
158 Love of Christ celebrated.
1 TO our Redeemer’s glorious name
Awake the sacred song!
Oh may his love—immortal flame !—
Tune every heart and tongue.

2 His love, what mortal thought can reach !
‘What mortal tongue display !
Imagination’s utmost stretch
In wonder dies away.

3 Dear Lord, while we adoring pay
Our humble thanks to thee,

May every héart with rapture say,
“The Saviour died for me!”

4 Oh may the sweet, the blissful theme,
Fill every heart and tongue,
Till strangers love thy charming name,
And join the sacred song.

‘.59 8. M. Dover. Pentonville
1 AWAKE, and sing the song
Of Moses and the Lamb!
Wake every heart, and every tongue,
To praise the Saviour’s name!
2 Sing of his dying love—
Sing of his rising power—
Sing how he intercedes ahove,
or us, whose sins he bore.

3 Sing, till we feel our heart
Ascending with our tongue ;
Sing, till the love of sin depart,
And grace inspire our song.
4 Si¥ on your heavenly way,
e ransomed sinners, sing ;
Sing on, rejoicing every day,
In Christ, th’ eternal King.
&5 Boon shall we hear him say,
“Ye blessed children, come !”
8Soon will e call us hence away,
To our eternal home.
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f 6 There shall our raptured tongue

His endless praise proclaim;
p< And sweeter voices tune the song
f Of Moses and the Lamb!

160 C. M. Baldwin. Deerfisld
" 1 AWAKE—awake the sacred song
LeTo our iil‘carnatedl.ord!
t eve eart, and every ton,
Adomr’t'h’ eternal Wor(ll? gue
2 Then shone almighty power and love,
In all their glorious forms,
‘When Jesus left his throne above,
To dwell with sinful worms.
? 3 To dwell with misery here below
The Saviour left the skies,
And stooped to wretchedness and wo,
That worthless man might rise.
£11 4 Adoring angels tuned their songs,
To hail the joyful day ;
With rapture, then, let mortal tongues,
Their grateful worship pay.

161 8s & 78. Sicilion Hymn
1 BRIGHTNESS of the Father’s ’glory!
Shall thy praise unuttered lie ?
Break, each tongue, such guilty silence,
Praise the Lord, who came to die.
2 Hosts of anlgels sang th{ coming,
Watchful shepherds learnt their lays—
Shame would cover us, ungrateful,
Should our tongues refuse their praise.
3 From the highest throne in glory,
To the eross of deepest wo,
All to ransom guilty captives!—
Flow our praise—forever flow !
4 Re-ascend, immortal Saviour !
Leave thy footstool—take thy throme ;
Yet return, and reign forever,
Be the kingdom all thine own!

16? COME, c. M LitchAeld. Barby.
Holy Ghost !-inspire our
With thiney immortal ﬂnm'p e 3 oo
Enlarge our hearts—unloose our tongues,
0 praise the Saviour’s name.
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2 How great the riches of his grace!
He Jeft his throne above;
And, swift to save our ruined race,
He flew on wings of love.
3 Now pardon, life, and joys divine,
In r;% abundance ﬂf‘m{
For guilty rebels, dead in sin,
> And doomed to endless wo.
4 Th’ almighty Former of the skies
Stooped to our low abode ;
—  While angels viewed with wondering eyes,
af And hailed th’ incarnate God.
5 Renew our souls with heavenly strengh,
That we may fully prove &1 ngth
The height, and depth, and breadth, and
Of such transcendent love.
L. M. Gilead. Old Hundred.
163 Worthy the Lamb.
¢ 1 WORTHY the Lamb of boundless sway,
In earth or heaven the Lord of all;
Let all the powers of earth obey,
And low before his footstool fall.
2 Higher—still higher, swell the strain;
reation’s voice, the note prolong;
Jesus, the Lamb, shall ever reign—
Let hallelujahis crown the song.

164 68 & 48. Italian Hymn.

11 1 GLORY to God on high!
Let heaven and earth reply,
¢ Praise ye his name !”
Angels, his love adore,
‘Who all our sorrows i)ore;
Saints, sing for evermore,
“ Worthy the Lamb.”
2 Ye, who surround the throne,
Cheerfully join in one,
Praising his name :
Ye, who have felt his blood
Sealing your peace with God,
Sound through the earth abroad,
“ Worthy the Lamb!”
3 Join all the ransomed race,
Our Lord and God to bless :
Praigeé ye his name.
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In him we will rejoice,

Making a cheerful noise,

Shouting with heart and voice,
“ Worthy tlie Lamb!”

4 Soon must we change our place,
Yet will we never cease
Praising his name :
Still will we tribute bring ;
Hail him our gracious King ;
And through all ages sing,
“ Worthy the Lamb !

165 6 & 4a. Italian Hyms

1t 1 COME, all ye saints of God !
Wide through the earth abroad,
Spread Jesus’ fame:
Tell what his love has done ;
Trust in his name alone ;
Shout to his lofty threne,
“ Worthy the Lamb !”

2 Hence, gloomy doubts and fears!
Dg! up your mournful tears;
well the glad theme:
Praise ye our gracious King,
Strike each melodious string,
Join heart and voice to sing,
“ Worthy the Lamb !

p't 3 Hark—how the choirs ahove,
Filled with the Saviour’s love,
Dwell on his name }—
AT There, too, may we be found,
With light and glory crow:
f Waihile all the heavens resoun
“ Worthy the Lamb !”

166 C M. Devizes. Mariow.

1 COME, let us join our ¢heerful songs,
‘With angels round the throne ;
Ten thousand thousand are their tongues,
But all their joys are one.
2 “ Worthy the Lamb that died”—th
“ :’V 'l‘(;t ge elxlaltle‘;d tlﬁ'}s M— ; :’ i
o the Lamb”—our lips re
“For he was slain for m;.”lps L
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3 Jesus is worthy to receive
Honor and power divine ;
And blessings, more than we can give,
Be, Lord, forever thine.

4 Let all that dwell above the sky,
d air, and earth, and se.

Conspire to lift thy glories high,

And speak thy endless praise.

5 The whole creation join in one
To bless the sacred name
Of him who sits upon the throne,
And to adore the Lamb.

167 L. M. Hingham.

1 WHAT equal honors shall we bring
To thee, O Lord our God, the Lamb,
When all the notes that angels sing
Are far inferior to thy name!

2 Worthy is he that once was slain,
The Prince of Peace, who groaned and
Worthy to rise, and live, and reign  [died,
At his almighty Father’s side.
3 Blessings foreveron the Lamb,
Who bore the curse for wretched men :
Let angels sound his sacred name,
And every creature say—Amen.

. C. M. Dedham: Westford
168 Excellency of Christ.
1 INFINITE excellence is thine,
Thou glorious Prince of Grace!
Thy uncreated beauties shine
ith never-fading rays.

2 Sinners, from carth’s remotest end,
Come bending at thy feet ;
To thee their priyers and songs ascend,
In thee their wishes meet.

3 Millions of happy spirits live
On thy exhaustless store ;
From thee they all their bliss receive,
And still thou givest more.
4 Thou art their triumph, and their joy ;
The{ find their all in thee;
Th"y glories will their tongues employ
hrough all eternity.
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169 C.P. M. Rapture. Hobast.
1 OH, 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.
2 I'd sing the Frecious blood he spilt,
My ransom from the dreadful guilt
Of sin and wrath divine :
I’d ging his glorious righteousness,
In which all-perfect, heavenly dress
My soul shall ever shine.

3 I'd sing the characters he bears,
And aﬁ 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.

4 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 P’ll spend,
Triumphant in his grace.

170 L. M.  Hingham. Bah.

1 WHEN at this distance, Lord, we trace
The various glories of tfxy face,
What transport pours o'er all our breast,
And charms our cares and woes to rest!
2 Away, ye dreams of mortal joy !
Raptures divine my thouﬁhts employ ;
1 see the King of glory shine ;
1 feel his love—and call him mine.
=p 3 Yet still, O Lord, my waiting eyes
To nobler visions long to rise ;
f That grand assembly would I join,
Where all thy saints around thee shine.

l 71 C. M. York. Barby
Supreme Love to Christ.
1 YE earthly vanities, depart ;
Forever hence remove :



HYMNS. ‘39

Jesus alone deserves my heart,
And every thought of love.

2 His heart, where love and pity dwelt
In all their softest forms,
Sustained the heavy load of guilt
For lost, rebellious worms,

3 Can I my bleeding Saviour view,
And yet ungrateful prove ?
And pierce his wounded heart anew,
And grieve his injured love ?
4 Dear Lord, forbid !—oh ! bind this heart—
This roving heart of mine—
8o firm, that it may ne’er depart,
In chains of love divine.

172 C. M, Covington. Rye.
1 DO not 1 love thee, O my Lord ?—
Behold my heart, and see :

And turn each worthless idol out,
That dares to rival thee.

2 Do not I love thee from my soul ?—
Then let me nothing love :
Dead be my heart to every joy,
‘Which thou dost not approve.

3 Is not thy name melodious still
To mine attentive ear ?
Doth not each pulse with pleasure beat
My Saviour’s voice to hear?

4 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock,
T would disdain to feed ;
Hast thou a foe, before whose face
I fear thy cause to plead ?
5 Thou know’st I love thee, O my Lord,
But yet I long to soar
Far from the sphere of mortal joys,
That I may love thee more.

173 c. M. Mansfiold. Eusta
1 BLEST Jesus! when my soaring thoughts
O’er all thy graces rove,
How is my soul in transport lost—
In wonder, joy, and love!

2 Not softest strains can charm my ears,
Like2 él}'v beloved name ;
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—  Nor aught beneath the skies inspire
My hgm with equal flame.

3 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.

f 5 No—thou art precious to my heart—
My portion and my ljoy:
Forever let thy boundless grace
My sweetest thoughts employ.

C. M. Corinth. Chesterfield.
174 Christ precious.
dol 1 JESUS, I love thy charming name ;
*Tis music to my ear;
< Fain would I sound it out so loud,
- That earth and heaven might hear.

2 What'er my noblest powers can wish
In thee doth richly meet ;
Not to mine eyes is light so dear,
Nor friendship half so sweet.
mf 3 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart,
P Inﬁrsheds its fragrance there ;
f>  The noblest balm of all its wounds,

P The cordial of its care !

f 4 Dll speak the honors of thy name,

> With my last laboring breath ;

<  Then, speechless, clasp thee in mine arms,

And trust thy love in death.

175 0: M. Litchfield. Dundee.

dal 1 THOU lovely source of true delight,
Whom I unseen adore; .
Unvail thy beauties to my sight,
That I may love thee more.
f 2 Thy glory o’er creation shines;
ut in thy sacred word
1 readl,)m fairer, brighter lines,
My leedmg—dying Lord,
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— 3 'Tis here, whene’er my comforts droop,

P And sins and sorrows rise—
f Thy love, with cheering beams of hope,
y fainting heart supplies.

P 4 But ah! too soon the pleasing scene
Is clouded o’er with pain;
My gloomy fears rise dark between,
Len And I again complain.
m!! 5 Jesus, my Lord—my life—my light,
< Oh'! cgme with b}iissful raﬁr;
f Break through the gloomy shades of night,
And chase my fears away.

6 Then shall my soul with rapture trace
. The wonders of thy love:
Then shall I see thy glorious face
In endless joy above.

176 C.M. _ Frankiin, Howards

1 THOU blest Redeemer, dying Lamb!
N We lqve1 ii? hﬁar (l)lf thee ;
o music like thy charming name,
Nor half so degr can be. €

2 Oh may we ever hear thy voice!
In mercy to us speak !
In thee, O Lord, let us rejoice,
And thy salvation-seek.
3 Jesus shall ever be our theme,
‘While in this world we stay ;
‘We'll sing of Jesus’ lovely name,
‘When all things else decay.
4 When we appear in yonder cloud,
‘With all his favored throng,
Then will we sing more sweet, more loud,
And Christ shall be our song.

l77 L. M. Bath. Danvers.

1 JESUS! in whom but thee above
Can I repose my trust, my love ?
And shall an earthly object be
Loved in comparison with thee ?

2 How soon,"O Lord, will life decay!
How soon this world will pass away !
Ah! what can mortal friends avai
When heart, and strength, and life shall fail ?
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8 Oh! then be thou, my Saviour, nigh,
And I will triumpil while I die ;
My strength, my portion, is divine,
And Jesus is forever mine!

C. M. Mansfield. Bedford.
178 Fndebtedness to Christ.

1 TO thee, my Shepherd, and my Lord,
A grateful song I’ll raise ;
Oh! let the feeblest of thy flock
Attempt to speak thy praise.

2 But how shall mortal tongue express
A subject so divine ?
Do justice to so vast a theme
praise a love like thine ¢
3 M*life, my joy, my hope, I owe
o this amazing love ;
Ten thousand thousand comforts here,
And nobler bliss above.

4 To thee my trembling spirit flies,

With sin and grief oppressed ;

Thy ﬁemle voice dispels my fears,
And lulls my cares to rest.

t 5 Lead on, dear Shepherd!—led by thee,

No evil shall I fear;

Soon shall 1 reach thy fold above,
And praise thee better there.

179 C. M. Medfield. Dundee.
1 JESUS! to thy celestial light,
My dawn of hope 1 owe;
Once wandering in the shades of night,
And lost in helpless wo.
2 Thy gracious hand redeemed the slave,
Xnﬁrset the prisoner free :
Be all I am—ang all I have,
Devoted, Lord, to thee.
3 Here at thy feet I wait thy will,
And liveyupon thy worX :
Oh! give me warmer love and zeal,
'o serve my dearest Lord.

180 C. M. St Martin’s. Nottingham.
1 AND why do our admiring eyes
These gospel glories see? ~ -
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And whence—doth every heart reply—
Salvation sent to me ?

2 And dost thou, Lord, subdue my heart,
And show my sins forgiven ?
And bear thy witness to my part
Among the heirs of heaven ?

3 Redeemed by thee, most ,gracious Lord,
‘We'll sing our Saviour’s name ;
And while the long salvation lasts,
Its sovereign power proclaim.

L. M. Timsbury. Arnheim.
181 Not ashamed of Christ.

1 JESUS! and shall it ever be—
A mortal man ashamed of thee ?
Ashamed of thee—whom angels praise ?
Whose glories shine through endless days ?

2 Ashamed of Jesus ?—that dear friend
On whofn my hopes of heaven depend ?
No !—~when { blush, be this my shame—
That I no more revere his name.

3 Ashamed of Jesus P—yes, I may,
When I've no guilt to wash away—
No tear to wipe—no good to crave,
No fears to quell—no soul to save!

4 Till then—nor is my boasting vain—
Till then, I boast a Saviour slain !
And oh! may this my glo;ﬁ be—
That Christ is not ashamed of me !

182 C. M. Westmoreland. Colchester.

1 I'M not ashamed to own my Lord,
Or to defend his cause;
Maintain the honor of his word,
The glory of his cross.

2 Jesus, my God !—I know his name—
is name is.all my trust;
Nor will he put my soul to shame,
Nor let my hope be lost.

3 Firm as his throne—his promise standa,
And he can well secure
What I’ve committed to his hands,
Till the decisive hour.
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4 Then will he own my worthless name
Before his Father’s face,
And in the new Jerusalem
Appoint my soul a place.

183 C. M.  Noutingham. Stamford.
1 DEAR Lord, and will thy pardoning love,
Embrace a wretch o vile?
Wilt thou my load of %luilt remove,
And bless me with thy smile ?

2 Hast thou the cross for me endured,
And suffered all my shame ?
And shall I be ashamed, O Lord,
To own thy precious name ?

£11 3 No, Lord—I’m not ashamed of thee,
Nor of thy cause on earth—

Af  Oh do not be ashamed of me,

Lem When I resign iy breath.

wf 4 Be thou my shield—be thou my sun—
Oh guide me all my days,
And let my feet with joy still run
In thy delightful ways.

C. M. Corinth. Canterbury.
184 7 Ingratitude of rejecting Christ.
1 AND will the Lord thus condescend
To visit sinful worins ?
Thus at the door shall mercy stand,
In all her winning forms?

2 Surprising grace !—and shall my heart
nmoved and cold remain ?
Has it no soft—no tender part?
Must mercy plead in vain ?

8 8hall Jesus for admission sue,
A.n}}iis l(l:hlslu'min voic(;l .unl.legr;lui’ d
shall my heart, h1s right u
Remain fo¥eve: barred ?g ©
4 Dear Lord, exert thy conquering grace;
Thy mighty power display:
One beam of glory from thy face
Can melt my sin away.
185 L. M. ¢ Modway.

1 OH stubborn hearts, that could withstand
The efforts of a Saviour’s hand !
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Oh gracious Saviour, who would’st bl
When words and tears could not succ::g’!

2 Dear Lord, in me thy power exert,
Subdue my proud, unfeeling heart,
Then through the earth, in mercy reign,
And reap the fruit of all thy pain.

) 8s & 7s. Benuon. Messina.
186 Rejoicing before the Cross.
1 SWEET the moments, rich in blessing,
‘Which before the cross 1spend ;
Life, and health, and peace possessing,
From the sinner’s dying Friend.

2 Truly blessed is this station,
Low before his cross to lie;
While I see divine compassion
Beaming in his gracious eye.
3 Love and grief my heart dividing,
‘With my tears his feet I’ll bathe ;
Constant still, in faith abiding,
Life deriving from his death.

4 May I still enjoy this feeling,
till to my Redeemer go;
ve his wounds each day more healing,
And himself more truly know.

C. M. Nottingham. Patmos,
I87  The Gospel a Savor of Life or Death.

1t 1 CHRIST and his cross are all our theme :
The mysteries that we speak
Aro scandal in the Jews’ esteem,
And folly to the Greek.

2 But souls enlightened from above
‘With joy receive the word ;
They see what wisdomn, power, and love,
Shine in their dying Lord.
3 The vital savor of his name
Restores their fainting bredth ;
But unbelief perverts the same
To guilt—despair—and death.
4 Till God diffuse his graces down,
Like showers of heavenly rain,
In vain Apollos sows the ground,
And Paul may plant in vain.
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L. M. Bath. Uzxbridge
188  7ne Wortd crucified to us by the Cross.

1 HOW great the wonders of that cross,
Where our Redeemer bled and died !
Its noblest life our spirit draws
From his deep wounds and pierced side.

2 It cost him death to save our lives;
To buy our souls, it cost his own:
And all the heavenl joys he gives
Were bought with agonies unknown.
3 Let sin’s delights be all forgot,
And row less in our esteem :
The love of Christ fill every thought,
And faith and hope be fixed on him!

4 I would forever speak his name,
In sounds to mortal ears unknown ;
With angels join to praise the Lamb,
And worship at his Father’s throne.

189 L. M. Danvers. Luton.

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 God;
All the vain things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to his blood.

3 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 8o 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.

L. M, Bath. Ralston.
190  Fuith contemplating Christ's Sufferings.
1 NOW let our faith grow strong, and ri
And view our Losd in all higlove ;"”’
Look back to hear his deg cries,

Then mount, and see his throne above.
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mp 32 See where he languished on the cross!
Beneath our sins he groaned and died :—
mf  See where lie sits to plead our cause,
By his almighty Father’s side!
3 How shall we, pardoned rebels, show
How much we love our Saviour God ?
Lord! here we’d banish every foe—
We hate the sins which cost thy blood.

191 C. M. Mear. Irish
1 PREPARE us, Lord! to view thy cross,
Who all our griefs hast borne ;
To look on thee, whom we have pierced—
To look on thee, and mourn.
2 While thus wé mourn, we would rejoice,
And, as thy cross we see,
Let each exclaim, in faith and hope—
“ The Saviour died for me !”

L. M. Lowell. Effingham.

] 92 Hosanna to the Son of David.

11 1 WHAT are those soul-reviving strains,
Which echo thus froin Salem’s plains ?
What anthems loud, and louder still,

So sweetly sound from Zion’s hill ?

2 Lo! ’tis an infant chorus sings,
Hosanna to the King of kings :

The Saviour comes '—and babes proclaim
Salvation, sent in Jesus’ name.

3 Nor these alone their voice shall raise,
For we will join this song of praise ;
Still Israel’s children forward press
To hail the Lord their righteousness.

4 Messiah’s name shall joy impart
Alike to Jew and Gentile heart:

He bled for us—he bled for you,
And we will sing hosanna too.

f 5 Proclaim hosannas loud and clear;
See David’s Son and Lord appear!

T All ‘fraise on earth to him be given,

And glory shout through highest heaven} 1
L. M. Alfreton. Duke Street.
193 Christ the Redeemer and Judge.

1 NOW to the Lord, who makes us know
The ggonders of his dying love,
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Be humble honors paid below,
And strains of nobler praise above.

2 "Twas he, who cleansed our foulest sins,

Aud washed us in his precious blood ;

"Tis he, who makes us priests and kings,
And i)rings us rebels near to God.

8 To Jesus, our atoning Priest,
0 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.

L M. Danvers. Bath.
194  7h Church rejoicing in her King.

1 JESUS, thou everlastin% King,
Accept the tribute which we bring ;
Accept the well-deserved renown,
And wear our praises as thy crown.

- 2 Let every act of worship be
Like our espousals, Lord, to thee;
Like that blest hour, when from above
We first received thy pledge of love.

3 The gladness of that hap;iy day,
Our hearts would wish it long to stay
Nor let our faith forsake its hold,
Nor comforts sink—nor love grow cold.

4 Let every moment, as it flies,
Increase thy praise—improve our joys,
4 Till we are raised to sing thy name,
And taste the supper of the Lunb.

195 8. M. Utica. Huden
1 NOT with our mortal eyes
Have we beheld the Lord ;
Yet we rejoice to hear his name,
d love him in his word.
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2 On earth we want the sight
Of our Redeemer’s face ;
Yet, Lord, our inmost thoughts delight
To dwel