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preface.

" /~\ F making of many books there is no end," and of no class of publications

I J can this be said more truthfully than of hymn-books. One good compila-

tion follows another; "the best book possible" appears and is accepted.

In five or ten years, while it is still considered " the best," another comes forward

with a closer adaptation to popular need.

Thirty years ago, when a pastor in Brooklyn, the present compiler prepared his

first collection of hymns and tunes, and issued it under the name of " Songs of the

Church." In 1865 "Songs for the Sanctuary" followed; then, in 1878, came
"Spiritual Songs"; and, in 1884, " Laudes Domini." In the latter book was
embodied the result of all his experience. But suggestions came to him and were

filed away; new tunes appeared; new hymns were written; new wants arose

amorig the churches. A year ago the question was considered of adding to

" Laudes Domini." It seemed better, however, to revise that work entirely, omit-

ting such hymns and tunes as were less used now than when the book was issued.

The publishers, too, were desirous of setting it from new type and making new
plates. The result is seen in the present collection, "The New Laudes Domini."

Of the hymns offered along the ages by the older composers, like Watts and
Wesley, Montgomery, Cowper and Newton, nearly all have been greatly altered

since they were written. Hence the versions of those in modern use appear in

many and various forms of phraseology. The compiler of this work has tried to

choose such as would prove most familiar to the churches into which it would be

likeliest to go. Generally he has obtained his text from the official hymnals of the

denominations, simply accepting the changes he found.

The tunes have been selected because of their fitness to give a voice to the

sentiment of religious feeling which the sacred poetry carries. To have them
correct, artistic, and tasteful, and yet singable and simple, has been his chief

ambition respecting the music. The test of criticism for this book ought to be

found in the use of it. It has the same aim as those have had which have gone

before in this series, namely, to lead the taste of congregations and choirs to higher

and purer reaches of song and tunefulness in their praises of God.

Charles Seymour Robinson.
New York City, October 1, 1892.
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THE NEW

LAUDES DOMINI

KICEA. P. M. J. B. Dykes.

• ly, ho - ly, mer - ci - ful and might - y, God in three per -
;, h!ess-ed Trin-i - ty!

&41fM 'CT^t^^8

Z\)t rriunr GoU.

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty!
Early in the morning our song shall rise

to thee

;

Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty,

God in three persons, blessed Trinity

!

2 Holy, holy, holy! all the saints adore

thee,

Casting down their golden crowns around
the glassy sea

;

Cherubim and seraphim falling down be-

fore thee,

Which wert and art and evermore shalt be.

3 Holy, holy, holy! though the darkness

hide thee,

Though the eye of sinful man thy glory

may not see;

Only thou art holy; there is none beside

thee,

Perfect in power, in love and purity.

4 Holy, holy, holy ! Lord God Almighty

!

All thy works shall praise thy name, in

earth and sky and sea

;

Holy, holy, holy, merciful and mighty

;

God in three persons, blessed Trinity!
Kck-ir.u!J Htbcr.



Opening of Service.

Lowell Mason.

A - gain re - turns the day of ho- ly rest,Which,when he made the world, Je-ho-vah .blessed;

SP#f=F

feg&j^l
When, like his own, he bade our la-bors cease, And all be pi - e - ty and all be peace.

k^^mmm&n^ BES^

% €f)C Hurt's Dap.

Again returns the day of holy rest,

Which, when he made the world, Jehovah

blessed

;

When, like his own, he bade our labors cease,

And all be piety and all be peace.

2 Let us devote this consecrated day

To learn his will, and all we learn obey;

So shall he hear when fervently we raise

Our supplications and our songs of praise.

3 Father in heaven! in whom our hopes

confide,

Whose power defends us and whose pre-

cepts guide,

In life our Guardian and in death our

Friend,

Glory supreme be thine till time shall end.
William Mason.

3 labelling Hlorsijip.

Oh, come, and let us all, with one accord,

Lift up our cheerful voice, and praise the

Lord!

Let us this evening bless his holy Name,

Yea, let us laud and magnify the same.

2 Let universal nature ever raise

A cheerful voice to give him thanks and

praise

;

Let us and all his saints his glory sing,

Who is our blessed Saviour, Lord, and

King.

3 For by his word the heaven and earth

were made,
The earth's foundation also firmly laid

;

All things were done at his divine com-
mand,

And shall tliroughout all ages surely stand.

4 Therefore let all in heaven and earth agreo

To sing his praise in perfect unity
j

Yea, let his servants all, with one accord,

With joyful hallelujahs praise the Lord.
Anon. Vs. o£

4 penitent prajfr.

Father, again in Jesus' name we meet,

And bow in penitence beneath thy feet

;

Again to thee our feeble voices raise,

To sue for mercy, and to sing thy pi-aisc.

2 Lord, we would bless thee for thy cease-

less care,

And all thy work from day to day declare

:

Is not our life with early mercies crowned f

Does not thine arm encircle us around ?

3 Alas ! unworthy of thy boundless love,

Too oft with careless feet from thee we rove

;

But now, encouraged by thy voice, we come,

Returning sinners to a Father's home.

4 Oh,by thatname in which all fullness dwells,

Oh, by that love which every love excels.

Oh, by that blood so freely shed for sin,

Open blest mercy's gate and take us in!



Opening ol Service.

TAROON 10s.

As pants the wearied hart for tooling springs, That sinks cx-hausted in the summer's chase.

rr

So pants my soul for thee,So pants my soul for thee, great King of kings, So thirsts to reach thy sacred dwelling-place.

I
1,-11

i> Psalm 42.

As takts the wearied hart for cooling 3 Lord, thy sure mercies, ever in my sight,

springs, My heart shall gladden through the te-

That sinks exhausted in the summer's dious day;

chase, And midst the dark and gloomy shades of

So pants my soul for thee, great King of night,

kings, To .thee, my God, I'll tune the grateful

So thirsts to reach thy sacred dwelling- lay.

place. 4 Why faint, my soul ? why doubt Jeho-

2 Why throb, my heart? why sink, my van's aid 1

saddening soul? Thy God the God of mercy still shall

Why droop to earth, with various woes prove

;

oppressed? Within his courts thy thanks shall yet ho

My years shall yet in blissful circles roll, paid

—

And peace be yet an inmate of this breast. Unquestioned be his faitlifuluess and love J

Robert L<-.wth.

SAVANNAH. 10s.

Hail.happy day ! Uiou day ofholy rest,What heavily peace and transport fill my breast !When Christ,the God of grace.in love descends,

D.8.—And kindly holds communion with his friends.

O "molurrat.-

Hail, happy day ! thou day of holy rest,

What heavenly peace and transport fill

my breast

!

When Christ, the God of grace, in love

descends,

And kindly holds communion with his

friends.

2 Let earth and all its vanities bo gone,
Move frommy sight, and leavemy soul alone

;

Its flattering, fading glories I despise,

And to immortal beauties turn my eyes.

3 Fain would I mount and penetrate the

skies/

And on my Saviour's glories fix my eyes

;

Oh! meet my rising soul, thou God of

lovo,

And waft it to the blissful realms above

!

Sunon Broone.



Opening of Service.
GLADNESS. 7s, 6°

P*Jij;jjU j|Bg

The dawn of God's new Sabbath
Breaks o'er the earth again,

As some sweet summer morning
After .a night of pain.

It comes as cooling showers

To cheer a thirsting land,

As shades of clustered palm-trees

'Micl weary wastes of sand.

2 Lord, we would bring our burden
.Of sinful thought and deed,

In thy pure presence kneeling

From bondage to be freed

;

O.ur heart's most bitter sorrow

For all our work undone,

So many talents wasted,

So few ti-ue conquests won.

3 Yet still, Lord long-suffering,

Still grant us in our 'need

Here in thy holy presence
.

The saving name to plead

;

And on thy -day of blessings,

Within thy temple walls,

To foretaste the pure worship

Of Zion's golden halls :—

4 Until in joy and gladness

We reach that home at last,

When life's short week of sorrow

And sin and strife is past

;

When angel-hands have gathered

The first ripe fruit for thee,

Father, Son, and Spirit,

Most Holy Trinity

!

Ad* c. cross.

§ Cfjccrful Dfbott'on.

Thine holy day's returning,

Our hearts exult to see

;

And with devotion burning.

Ascend, God, to thee

!

To-day with purest pleasure,

Our thoughts from earth withdraw

;

We search for heavenly treasure.,

We learn thy holy law.

2 We join to sing thy praises,

Lord of the Sabbath dayj

Each voice- in gladness raises

Its loudest, sweetest lay!

Thy richest mercies sharing,

Inspire us with thy love,

By gra^e our souls preparing

For nobler praise above.



Opening of Service.

AURELIA. 7i, «t. D. S. S. Wesley.

mmi^m&^M0mm
day of re;t and glad-ness, day ofjoy and light, balm of care and ead-nese, Most beau-ti-ful, most bright;Hpp«|pi

^m
On thee, the high and low. ly, Bend- lug before the throne, Sing, Ho- ly, Ho • ly, Ho - ly, To the Oreat Three in Ore.

k^^mmm^^^m
9 "Dao of first."

day of rest and gladness,

day of joy and light,

balm of care and sadness,

Most beautiful, most bright;

On thee, the high and lowly,

Bending before the throne,

Sing, Holy, Holy, Holy,

To the Great Three in One.

2 To-day on weary nations

The heavenly manna falls

;

To holy convocations*

The silver trumpet calls,

ME20)EBRA9. 7s, 6s. D.

Where gospel light is glowing

With pure and radiant beams,

And living water flowing

With soul-refreshing streams.

3 New graces ever gaining

From this our day of rest,

We reach the rest remaining

To spirits of the blest.

To Holy Ghost be praises,

To Father and to Son

;

The Church her voice upraises

To thee, blest Three in One.
C. Wordsworth.

Arr. by L. Mason.

(O balm of care and sadness, ' Most beauti • Jul, most bright; ) On thee, the high and low-ly.

bl^Eate#iii^#^i

Bending be- fore the throne. Sing, Ho ly, Ho-Iy, Ho-ly, To the Great Three in One.SMlH^MfWS



Opening ot Service.

MIGDOL. L. M.

m^^mmm^^isispfe
How pleasant, how di Lord of hosts! thy dwellings are!

itojf
[

if-pFP ifif if f fffiflflp

With long de-sire my spir- it faints, To meet th'as- sem - blies of thy saints.

1 P3aIm 84-

How pleasant, how divinely fair,

Lord of hosts ! thy dwellings are

!

With long desire my spirit faints,

To meet the assemblies of thy saints.

2 My flesh would rest in thine abode,

My panting heart cries out for God

;

My God ! my King ! why should I be

So far from all my joys, and thee ?

3 Blest are the saints who sit on high,

Around thy throne of majesty

;

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, and learn thy praise.

5 Cheerful they walk with growing strength.

Till all shall meet in heaven at length

;

Till all before thy face appear,

And join in nobler worship there.
Isaac Watts.

1 1 Psalm 84.

Great God! attend, while Zion sings

The joy that from thy presence springs;

To pend «>nc day with thco on earth

Exceeds a thousand days of mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meanest place

Within thy house, O God of grace

!

Nor tents of ease, nor thrones of power,

Should tempt my feel to leave thy door.

3 God is our sun, he makes our day;
God is our shield, he guards our way
From all the assaults of hell and sin,

From foes without and foes within.

4 God, our King, whose sovereign sway
The glorious hosts of heaven obey,

Display thy grace, exert thy power,

Till all on earth thy name adore

!

Isaac Watts.

1 2 Psalm 92.

Sweet is the work, my God, my King

!

To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing;

To show thy love by morning light.

And talk of all thy truth at night.

2 Sweet is the day of sacred rest

;

No mortal cares shall seize my breast

;

Oh ! may my heart in tune be found,

Like David's harp of solemn sound

!

3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord,

And bless his works, and bless his word;

Thy works of grace, how bright they shine

!

How deep thy counsels ! how divine

!

4 Lord! I shall share a glorious part,

When grace hath well refined my heart,

And fresh supplies of joy are shod,

Like holy oil to cheer my head.

5 Then shall I see, and hear, and know
All I desired or wished below

;

And every power find sweet employ,

In that eternal world of joy.



Opening of Service.

CANOHBURY. L It

1 3 ^Horning-

Awake, my soul, and with the sun

Thy daily stage of duty run
;

Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise

To pay thy morning sacrifice.

2 Awake, lift up thyself, my heart,

And with the angels bear thy part,

Who all night long unwearied sing

High praises to the eternal King.

3 Glory to thee, who safe hast kept,

And hast refreshed me when I slept
;

Grant, Lord, when I from death shall wake,

1 may of endless life partake.

4 Lord, I my vows to thee renew:
Scatter my sins as morning dew

;

Guard my first springs of thought and will,

And with thyself my spirit fill.

5 Direct, control, suggest, this day,

All I.design, or do or say;

That all my powers, with all their might,

In thy sole glory may unite.
Thomas Kea.

My God, my King, thy various praise

Shall fill the remnaut of my days

:

Thy grace employ my humble tongue
Till death and glory raise the song.

2 The wings of even.- hour shall bear

Some thankful tribute to thine ear

;

And every setting sun shall see

New works of duty done for thee.

3 Thy works with sovereign glory shine,

And speak thy majesty divine

:

Let Zion in her courts proclaim

The sound and honor of thy name.

4 But who can speak thy wondrous deeds ?

Thy greatness all our thoughts exceeds

:

Vast and unsearchable thy ways

;

Vast and immortal be thy praise.
Isaac Watts.

it) Eari) tian's Dutira.

New every morning is the love

Our wakening and uprising prove

;

Through sleep and darkness safely brought,

Restored to life, and power, and thought.

2 New mercies, each returning day,

Hover around us while we pray

;

New perils past, new sins forgiven,

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven.

3 If, on our daily course, our mind
Be set to hallow all we find,

New treasures still, of countless price,

God will provide for sacrifice.

4 The trivial round, the common task,

Will furnish all we need to ask,

Room to deny ourselves, a road

To bring us daily nearer God.

5 Only, Lord ! in thy dear love

Fit us for perfect rest above ;

And help us, this and every day,

To live more nearly as we pray.



Opening pf Service.

ST. ALBAN. L M. St. Alban's Tlne-Book.

1

6

l^silm 90.

High in the heavens, eternal God

!

Thy goodness in full glory shines

;

Thy truth shall break through every cloud

That vails and darkens thy designs.

2 For ever firm thy justice stands,

As mountains their foundations keep

:

"Wise are the wonders of thy hands

;

Thy judgments are a mighty deep.

3 From the provisions of thy house
We shall be fed with sweet repast

;

There, mercy like a river flows,

And brings salvation to our taste.

4 Life, like a fountain rich and free,

Springs from the presence of my Lord

;

And in thv light our souls shall see

ANGEL VOICES. P M.

mMt^^mk&dMMgimt
An-gel voic - cs, ev • er sing ing Round thy throne of light— An-gel harps, for ev- er ring-ing,

Rest not day nor night; Thousands only live to bless thee, And con • fess thee, Lord of mightl

^^feg^^ig
ly "lortJof /Higfjt."

Angel voices, ever singing

Round thy throne of light—
Angel harps, for ever ringing,

Rest not day nor night

;

Thousands only live to bless thee,

And confess thee, Lord of might!

2 Thou, who art beyond the farthest

Mortal eye can scan,

Can it be that thou regardest

Songs of sinful man I

Can we feel that thou art near us,

And wilt hear us? Yea, we can !

3 Here, great God, to-day we offer

Of thine own to thee

;

And for thine acceptance proffer,

All unworthily,

Hearts and minds, and hands and voices,

In our choicest melody.

4 Honor, glory, might, and merit,

Thine shall ever be,

Father, Son, and Holy Spirit,

Blessed Trinity!

Of the best that thou hast given,

Earth and heaven render thei
'

Franc's Pott.



AirVMH. L M.

Opening of Service.

jiyinnHi/ipi
longing souls as-pire, With cheerful hope an

M...f
d strong desire, With cheerful hope and strong desire.

^rrr\ ^-Fir-i f T f
it 1 t^n

I tr-£=£

18 "anofclrrBtBt."

Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love,

But there 's a nobler rest above

;

To that our longing souls aspire,

With cheerful hope and strong desire.

2 No more fatigue, no more distress,

Nor sin nor death shall reach the place

;

No groans shall mingle with the songs

That warble from immortal tongues

3 No rude alarms of raging foes,

No cares to break the long repose,

No midnight shade, no clouded sun,

But sacred, high, eternal noon.

4 long-expected day, begin

!

Dawn on these realms of woe and sin
;

Fain would we leave this weary road,

And sleep in death to rest with God.
Philip Doddridge.

19 " EatlD lT
0fas."

My opening eyes with rapture see

The dawn of thy returning day;

My thoughts, God, ascend to thee,

While thus my early vows I pay.

2 Oh, bid this trifling world retire,

And drive each carnal thought away;
Nor let me feel one vain desire

—

One sinful thought through all the day.

3 Then, to thy courts when I repair,

My soul shall rise on joyful wing,

The wonders of thy love declare,

And join the strains which angels sing.

^mr*5i—

t

20 Enbotat'.on.

Come, gracious Lord, descend and dwell,

By faith and love, in every breast;

Then shall we know, and taste, and feel

The joys that cannot be expressed.

2 Come, fill our hearts with inward strength,

Make our enlarged souls possess,

And learn the height, and breadth, and length
Of thine eternal love and grace.

3 Now to the God whose power can do

More than our thoughts and wishes know,

Be everlasting honors done,

By all the Church, through Christ his Son.
Isaac Warts.

£ 1 iSorning ^gmn.

Christ! with each returning morn
Thine image to our hearts be borne

;

And may we ever clearly see

Our God and Saviour, Lor,d, in thee

!

2 All hallowed be our walk this day;

May meekness form our early ray,

And faithful love our noontide light,.

And hope our sunset, calm and bright.

3 May grace each idle thought control,

And sanctify our wayward soul

;

May guile depart, and malice cease,

And all within be joy and peace.

4 Our daily course, Jesus, bless

;

Make plain the way of holiness

:

From sudden falls our feet defend,

And cheer at last our journey's end.
John Chandlei. O.



RAKBM. L If. fit

' ©penfttfl cr service

1 believers

avah's com

" Dag of £rst."

The day of rest once more comes round,

A day to all believers dear;

The silver trumpets seem to sound,

That call the tribes of Israel near j

Ye people all, obey the call,

And in Jehovah's courts appear.

2 Obedient to thy summons, Lord,

We to thy sanctuary come;
Thy gracious presence here afford,

NEWCOTOT. L. P. M.

And send thy people joyful home;
Of thee our King, oh, may we sing,

And none with such a theme be dumb.

3 Oh, hasten, Lord, the day when those

Who know thee here shall see thy face;

When suffering shall for ever close,

And they shall reach their destined place;

Then shall they rest, supremely blest,

Eternal debtors to thy grace.

I '11 praise my Maker with my breath, And,when my voice is lost in death, Praise shall em-ploy my no - bier powers:m^if^^f^^m^
My days of praise shall ne'er be past, While life,and tho't,and be - ing last, Or immor - tal - i - ty en - durea.

-G- -m- -<m- . -p-J-. JL*

^iip^il^pg
23 IPsalm UC.

1 '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 past,

While life, and thought, and being last,

Or immortality endures.

2 Happy the man, whose hopes rely

On Israel's God ;—he made the sky,

And earth, and seas, with all their train:

His truth for ever stands secure;

He saves the oppressed, he feeds the poor;

And none shall find his promise vain.

3 lie loves his saints—ho knows them well,

But turns the wicked down to hell:

Thy God, Zion ! ever reigns

;

Let every tongue, let every age,

In this exalted work engage

:

Praise him in everlasting strains.

4 I '11 praise him while he lends me breath,

And when my voice is lost in death,

Praise shall employ my nobler powers:
My days of praise shall ne'er be past,

While lite, and thought, and being last,

Or immortality endures.



Opening oX Service.

24 t. M. 6L Tanfr-RAEOL

When', streaming from the eastern skies.

The morning light salutes mine eyes,

O Sun of righteousness divine,

On me with beams of mercy shine!

Oh ! chase the clouds of guilt away,
And turn my darkness into day.

2 And when to heaven's all-glorious King
My morning sacrifice I bring,

And, mourning o'er my guilt and shame,

Ask mercy in my Saviour's name

;

Then, Jesus, cleanse me with thy blood,

And be my Advocate with God.

»5

3 When each day's scenes and labors close,

And wearied nature seeks repose,

With pardoning mercy richly blest,

Guard me, my Saviour, while I rest;

And, as each morning sun shall rise,

Oh, lead me onward to the skies!

4 And at my life's last setting sun,

My conflicts o'er, my labors done,

Jesus, thy heavenly radiance shed,

To cheer and bless my dying bed

;

And from death's gloom my spirit raise,

To see thy face and sing thy praise.

William Shrubsole, Jr.

HIHCHMAH. P. M.

=J5E mmmm^^m
Light of Light, en-lighten me! Now a • new the day is dawning; Sun of grace, the shado

9—Jsr^ ##.<>. J. d- 3- 3- J-
Brighten thou my Sabbath morning! With thy joyous sunshine blest, Hap-p;

j£ g^g^ .

p-py is my day of rest.

mmsmmL
rr- t—

r

">,} -.i.igfjtoriicrtt.'*

Light of Light, enlighten me

!

Now anew the day is dawning

;

Sun of grace, the shadows flee,

Brighten thou my Sabbath morning

!

With thy joyous sunshine blest,

Happy is my day of rest.

2 Kindle thou the sacrifice

That upon my lips is lying

;

Clear the shadows from mine eyes,

That, from every error flying,

No strange fire may in me glow
That thine altar doth not know.

3 Rest in me and I in thee,

Build a paradise within me;
Oh, reveal thyself to me,

i Love, who diedst to win me

:

Fed from thine exhaustless urn,

Pure and bright niy lamp shall burn.

2(> "Jountof Jog."

Fount of all our joy and peace,

To thy living waters lead me

;

Thou from cartlr my soul release,

And with grace and mercy feed me

;

Bless thy Word that it may prove

Rich in fruits that thou dost love.

2 Hence all care, all vanity.

For the day to God is holy

:

Come, thou glorious Majesty,

Deign to fill this temple lowly

;

Naught to-day my soul shall move,

Simply resting in thy love.

3 Let me with my heart to-day,

Holy, Holy, Holy, singing,

Rapt awhile from earth away,

All my soul to thee up-springing,

Have ;i foretaste inly given,

How they worship thee in heaven.
Cither-:^
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1 J t.Ji^i^^pi^ Êfe

To hear the people cry

gSSaSfefe
Yes, with a cheer-ful zeal. We haste to Z\

I Ia^gggii^S^fe^^hill, And there our Vows and bon-ors pay.

27 ^32lml22.

How pleased and blest was I,

To hear the people cry,

"Come, let us seek our God to-day!"

Yes, with a cheerful zeal,

We haste to Zion's hill,

And there our vows and honors pay.

2 Zion—thrice happy place-
Adorned with wondrous grace,

While walls of strength embrace thee round

:

In thee our tribes appear,

To pray,' and praise, and hear

The sacred gospel's joyful sound.

8T. SAVIOUR. C. M. -

3 May peace attend thy gate,

And joy within thee wait,

To bless the soul of every guest

:

The man who seeks thy peace,

And wishes thine increase,

A thousand blessings on him rest

!

4 My tongue repeats her vows,

"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.

The Lord of glo-ry is my light, And my sal-va-tion too ; God is my strength,—nor will I fear What all my foei can do.

28 £salm27.

The Lord of glory is my light

And my salvation too

;

God is my strength,—nor will I fear

What all my foes can do.

2 One privilege my heart desires,—

Oh, grant me an abode

Among the churches of thy saints,—

The temples of my God.

3 There shall I offer my requests,

And see thy beauty still

;

Shall hear thy messages of love.

And there inquire thy will.

4 When troubles rise, and storms appear,

There may his children hide;

God has a strong pavilion, where

He makes my soul abide.

5 Now shall my head be lifted high,

Above my foes around;

And Bonga of joy and victory

Within thy temple sound.



Opening ot Service.

WARWICK C M.

Bi^SiiiilPIPI*#fe^J

29 ysalm5.

Lord ! in the morning thou shalt bear

My voice ascending high

;

To thee will I direct my prayer,

To thee lift up mine eye :

—

2 Up to the hills, where Christ has gone
To plead for all his saints,

Presenting at Ids 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 thy delight,

Nor dwell at thy right hand.

4 But to thy house will I resort,

To taste thy mercies there
;

I will frequent thy holy court,

And worship in thy fear.

5 Oh, may thy Spirit guide my feet,

In ways of righteousness

;

Make every path of duty straight,

And plain before my face.

A. Williams.

How did my heart re-joico to hear My friends devoutly say,— "In Zi- on let us all appear, And keep the solemn day.

"

l^^^ggg^gf^^fg^iB
30 P"*" \22.

How did my heart rejoice to hear

My friends devoutly say,—
u In Zion let us all appear,

And keep the solemn day.*'

2 I love her gates, I love the road
;

The Church, adorned with grace,

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

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

;

The Son of David holds his throne,

And sits in judgment there.

4 Peace be within this sacred place,

And joy a constant guest

;

With holy gifts and heavenly grace.

Be her attendants blest.

5 My soul shall pray for Zion still,

While life or breath remains

;

There my best friends, my kindi\ d dwell.

There, God, my Saviour reigns.
bu« Watts.
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6T OEOBOE'8. C K.

And cause the glo • ry of thy face Up - on my heart to shine.And cause the glo • rym^mm^mm
31 "li'gtjUntfjg licrfjt."

Eternal Sun of righteousness,

Display thy beams divine,

And cause the glory of thy face

Upon my heart to shine.

2 Light, in thy light, oh, may I see,

Thy grace and mercy prove,

Revived, and cheered, and blest by thee,

The God of pardoning love.

MAELOW. C. M.

3 Lift up thy countenance serene,

And let thy happy child

Behold, without a cloud between,

The Father reconciled.

4 On me thy promised peace bestow,

The peace by Jesus given ;

—

The joys of holiness below,

And then the joys of heaven.
Charles Wesley.

Arr. by L. Mason.

IS^rti^SiigSSiapiiP
This is the day the Lord hath made; He calls the hours his c\

This is the day the Lord hath made
;

He calls the hours his own ;

Lei heaven rejoice, let earth be glad,

And praise surround the throne.

2 To-day he rose, and left the dead,

And Satan's empire fell;

To-day the saints his triumph spread,

And all liis wonders tell.

3 Hosanna to the anointed King,

To David's only Son
;

l
Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad,And praise surround the throne.

itliillBiSie
Help us, Lord ; descend and bring

Salvation from thy throne.

4 Blest be the Lord who comes to men
"With messages of grace ;

Who conies, in God his Father's name,

To save our sinful race.

5 ITosanna in tho highest strains

The church on earth can raise
j

The highest heavens, in which he reigns.

Shall give him nobler praise.
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OAKSVILLE. C. M,
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33 "IHortijn tfjtEamb!"

Sing we the song of those who stand

Around the eternal throne,

Of every kindred, clime, and land,

A multitude unknown.

2 Life's poor distinctions vanish here

:

To-day the young, the old,

Our Saviour and his flock appear

One Shepherd and one fold.

3 T.oil, trial, sufferings still await

On earth- the pilgrim throng

;

Yet learn we in our low estate

The Church Triumphant's song.

4 "Worthy the Lamb for sinners slain,"—

Cry the redeemed above

;

u Blessing and honor to obtain,

And everlasting love !

"

5
u Worthy the Lamb," on earth we sing,

" Who 'died our souls to save

!

Henceforth, Death ! where is thy sting !

Thy victory, Grave !

"

James Montgomery.

34 13sa!m 122.

With joy we hail the sacred day

Which God hath called his own

;

With joy the summons we obey

To worship at his throne.

2 Thy chosen temple, Lord, how fair!

Where willing votaries throng

To breathe the humble, fervent prayer,

And pour the choral song.

land, A mul - ti • tude un - known.

3 Spirit of grace ! oh, deign to dwell

Within thy church below
j

Make her in holiness excel,

With pure devotion glow.

4 Let peace within her walls be found j

Let all her sons unite

To spread with gratefid zeal around

Her clear and shining light.
Harriet Aubcr.

35 I33alm 132.

Arise, King of grace ! arise,

And enter to thy rest

;

Lo! thy church waits, with longing eyes,

Thus to be owned and blest.

2 Enter, with all thy glorious train,

Thy Spirit and thy word

;

All that the ark did once contain

Could no such grace afford.

3 Here, mighty God ! accept our vows

;

Here let thy praise be spread

:

Bless the provisions of thy house,

And fill thy poor with bread.

4 Here let the Son of David reign,

Let God's Anointed shine
;

Justice and truth his court maintain,

With love and power divine.

5 Here let him hold a lasting throne

;

And, as his kingdom grows,

Fresh honors shall adorn his crown

And shame confound his foes.
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DALEHURST. C. M.

Come.thcu Desire of all thy saints! Our humble strains attend,While with our praises and complaints.Low at thy

kmm^fM IP
30 "Comr, Uoro!"

Come, thou Desire of all thy saints

!

Our humble strains attend,

While with our praises and complaints,

Low at thy feet we bend.

2 How should our songs, like those above,

With warm devotion rise

!

How should our souls, on wings of love,

Mount upward to the skies

!

3 Come, Lord ! thy love alone can raise

In us the heavenly flame ;

Then shall our lips resound thy praise,

Our hearts adore thy name.

4 Dear Saviour, let thy glory shine.

And fill thy dwellings here,

Till life, and love, and joy divino

A heaven on earth appear.

5 Then shall our hearts enraptured say,

Come, great Redeemer ! come;

And bring the bright, the glorious day
;

That calls thy children home.

BEMERTON. C. M. H. \V. Ckeatorf.x

mii^i©
Lord! when we bend be - fore thy throne, And our con • fes - sions pour.

3 7 J6inrrrits.

Lord ! wnen we bend before thy throne,

And our confessions pour,

Oh, may we feel the sins wo own,
And hate what we deplore.

2 Our contrite spirits pitying see
j

True penitence impart:

And Let a healing ray from theo
Brain hope on every heart.

3 "When wo disclose our wants in prayer,

May we our wills resign

;

Nor let a thought our bosom share,

Which is not wholly thine.

4 Let faith each meek petition fill,

And waft it to the skies;

And teach our heart *t is goodness still

That grants it or denies.
Jos. Dacrc Carlylc
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M^$m$^^
Again our earthly cares we leave.And to thy courts repair; A - gain with Joyful feet we come, To meet:t our 8avi»ur here.

itt^isp^i
38 Christ's ^rrsfmr sought.

Again our earthly cares we leave,

And to thy courts repair

;

<\gain with joyful feet we come,

To meet our Saviour here.

2 Great Shepherd of thy people, hear

Thy presence.now display

;

We bow within thy house of prayer

;

Oh ! give us hearts to pray

3 The clouds which vail thee from our sight,

In pity, Lord, remove

:

Dispose our minds to hear aright

The message of thy love.

4 The feeling heart, the melting eye,

The humble mind bestow

;

And shine upon us from on high,

To make our graces grow.

5 Show us some token of thy love,

Our fainting hope to raise
;

And pour thy blessing from above,

That we may render praise.
John Newton.

BEATTTTJDO. C. M

3,} "Curtlt u*.

Now that the sun is gleaming bright,

Implore we, bending low,

That he, the uncreated Light,

May guide us xis we go.

2 No sinful word, nor deed of wrong,
Nor thoughts that idly rove •,

But simple truth be on our tongue,

And in our hearts be love.

3 And while the hours in order flow,

Christ, securely fence

Our gates, beleaguered by the foe,

The gate of every sense.

4 And grant that to thine honor, Lord,
Our daily toil may tend

;

That we begin it at thy word,

And in thy favor end.

5 Now to our God, the Father, Son,

And Holy Spirit, sing

:

With praise to God, the Three in One,
Let all creation ring

J. H. Newman.

J. B DVKE5.

Early, my God, without de-lay, I haste to seek thy face; My thirsty spir-it faints a- way, Without thy cheering grace.

40 $salm 63.

Early, my God, without delay,

I haste to seek thy face

;

My thirsty spirit faints away,
Without thy cheering grace.

2 I 've seen thy glory and thy power
Through all thy temples shine

;

My God, repeat that heavenly hour,

That vision so divine

3 Not life itself, with all its joys,

Can my best passions move,

Or raise so high my cheerful voice,

As thy forgiving love.

4 Thus, -till my last expiring day,

I '11 bless my God and King

;

Thus will I lift my hand to pray,

And tune ray lips to sing.
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Opening of Setvtce.

J. BarnbV.

fgmmggg^^^
When morning gilds the skies, My heart a- wak-ing May Je-sus Christ be praised

^p^jj^^^^i-^a
A - like at work and prayer, To Je« sus I

mm^ ŝ£m
May Je - sub Christ be praised.

\ 1 praise to Christ.

When morning gilds the skies,

My heart awaking cries,

May Jesus Christ be praised

:

Alike at work and prayer,

To Jesus T repair

;

May Jesus Christ ,be praised.

2 To thee, God, above,

I cry with glowing love,

May Jesus Christ be praised

:

This song of sacred joy,

It never seems to cloy

:

May Jesus Christ be praised.

NATIVITY. C. M.

3 Does sadness fill my mind,

A solace here I find
;

May Jesus Christ be praised

:

Or fades my earthly bliss,

My comfort still is this

:

May Jesus Christ be praised.

4 Be this, while life is mine,

My canticle divine

:

May Jesus Christ be praised

:

Be this the eternal song,

Through all the ages long

:

May Jesus Christ be praised.

tegi^#i###a^^%a
Praise waits in Zion, Lord! for thee; There shall our vows be paid ; Thou haat an ear when Binners pray; All flesh shall seek thine aid.

fgj&ipa
42 tfaa!mP5.

Praise waits in Zion, Lord ! for thee

;

There shall our vows be paid
;

Thou hast an ear when sinners pray

;

All flesh shall seek thine aid.

2 Lord! our guilt and fears prevail.

But pardoning grace in thine
;

And thou wilt grant us power and skill.

To conquer every sin.

3 Blest are the men,whom thou wilt choqfse

To bring them near thy face ;

Give them a dwelling in thy house

To feast upon thy grace.

4 Tn answering what thy church requests,

Thy truth and terror shine

;

And works of dreadful righteousness

Fulfill thy kind design.

5 Thus shall the wondering nations see

The Lord is good and just

;

The distant isles shall fly to thee,

And make thy name their trust.
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MIRFIELD. C. M. Arthur Cottma

My soul, how lovely is the place, To which thy God re-sorts ! 'T is heav'n to see his smiling faee.Tho' in his earthly courts.

43 l3"Im &*.

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 gifts the heavenly Dove
Descends and fills the place

;

While Christ reveals his wondrous love,

And sheds abroad his grace.

4 There, mighty God, thy-words declare

The secrets of thy will

;

And still we seek thy mercy there,

And sing thy praises still.

44 i3saIm 25

:

U-

Speak to me, Lord, thyself reveal,

While here on earth I rove
;

Speak to mv heart, and let me feel

The kindling of thy love.

2 With thee conversing, I forget

All time and toil and care
;

Labor is rest, and pain is sweet,

If thou, my God, art here.

3 Thou callest me to seek thy face

;

Thy face, God, I seek —
Attend the whispers of thy grace,

And hear thee inly speak.

4 Let this my every hour employ,

Till -I thy glory see,

Enter into my Master's joy,

And find my heaven in thee.
Charles Wesley.

PETERBORO'.
. C. M.
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45 "Zf)t E:stnij D.id."

Once more, my soul, the rising day
Salutes thy waking eyes

;

Once more, my voice, thy tribute pay
To him that rules the skies.

2 Night unto night his name repeats

The day renews the sound,

Wide as the heaven on which he sits

To turn the seasons round.

3 'T is he supports my mortal frame

;

My tongue shall speak his praise

;

My sins would rouse his wrath to flame,

And yet his wrath delays.

4 Great God, let all my hours be thine,

While I enjoy the light

;

Then shall my sun in smiles decline,

And bring a pleasant night.
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MORNINGTON 8. M. Arr. by L. MaSON

ill ^- f TZ-gr&r
Hail to the Sabbath day! The day di-vinely given,When men to Gcd their homage pay, And earth draws near to heaven.

^giipiiiiSi^i^i^lpI
46 c,,c tUrml Sai,b -it,i-

Hail to the Sabbath day

!

The day divinely given,

When men to God their homage pay,

And earth draws near to heaven.

2 Lord, in this sacred hour,

Within thy courts we bend,

And bless thy love, and own thy power,

Our Father and our Friend.

3 But thou art not alone

In courts by mortals trod

;

Nor only is the day thine own
When man draws near to God.

4 Thy temple is the arch

Of yon unmeasured sky •,

Thy Sabbath, the stupendous march
Of grand eternity.

5 Lord, may that holier day
Dawn on thy servants' sight

;

And purer worhip may we pay
In heaven's unclouded light.

PACKINGTON. S. H.

iiifegagfeagiggliitfa
Withjoyweliftour eyes To those bright realms above, That glorious temple in the skies, Where dwells eternal Love.

I

47 IBnmn of $ratsr.

With joy we lift our eyes

To those bright realms above,

That glorious temple in the skies,

Where dwells eternal Love.

2 Before thy throne we bow,

thou almighty King

;

Here we present the solemn vow,

And hymns of praise we sing.

3 While in thy house we kneel,

With trust and holy fear,

Thy mercy and thy truth reveal,

And lend a gracious ear.

4 Lord, teach our hearts to pray,

And tune our lips to sing

;

Nor from thy presence cast away
The sacrifice we bring.

4S Christian ©utlook.

Now let our voices join

To raise a sacred song

;

Ye pilgrims ! in Jehovah's ways,

With music pass along.

2 See— flowers of p'ara<lise,

In rich profusion, spring;

The sun of glory gilds the path,

And dear companions Brag.

3 See—Salem's golden spires,

In beauteous prospect, vise;

And brighter crowns than mortals wear,

Which sparkle through thv skies.

4 All honor to his name,

Who marks the shining way,

—

To him who leads the pilgrims on

To realms of endless day.
Philip DodJrid^e
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sifppi» spp
Thi« ia the day of light: Let there be light to-day; Day-spring, rise upon our night.And chase its gloom »- wty.
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Lord of the hearts of men,
Thou hast vouchsafed to bless,

From age to age, thy chosen saints

"With fruits of holiness.

2 Here faith and hope and love

Reign in sweet bond allied

;

There, when this little day is o'er.

Shall love alone abide.

3 Oh, love, oh, truth, oh, light

!

Light never to decay!

Oh, rest from thousand labors past

!

Oh, endless Sabbath-day

!

4 Here, bearing the good seed,

ICd cares and tears we come

;

There, with rejoicing hearts, we bear
Our harvest-burdens home.

5 Oh, give us, mighty Lord,

The fruits thyself dost love

;

Soon shalt thou from thy judgment-seat

Crown thine own gifts above.
J. R. Woodford, tr.

49' Daa of 1*it

This is the day of light

:

Let there be light to-day
;

Day-spring, rise upon our night,

And chase its gloom away.

2 This is the day of rest

:

Our failing strength renew

;

On weary brain and troubled breast

Shed thou thy freshening dew.

3 This is the day of peace

:

Thy peace our spirits fill

;

Bid thou the blasts of discord cease,

The waves of strife be still.

4 This is the day of prayer

:

Let earth to heaven draw near

;

Lift up our hearts to seek thee there
;

Come down to meet us here.

5 This is the first of days

:

Send forth thy quickening breath,

And wake dead souls to love and praise,

O Vanquisher of death

!

John EUerton.

CLEVELAJn). 3. M.

igPEffi^B l

1 psalm 92.

Sweet is the work, Lord,
Thy glorious name to sing

j

To praise and pray— to hear thy word.
And grateful offerings bring.

2 Sweet—at the dawning light,

Thy boundless love to tell

;

And when approach the shades of nierht,

Still on the theme to dwell.

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.

4 To songs of praise and joy

Be every Sabbath given,

That such may be our blest employ
Eternally in heaven.

Harriet Auber.
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SYDENHAM. 8. M.

f)»w Cf>e £anctuarj).

How charming is the place

Where my Redeemer, God,
Unvails the beauty of his face,

And sheds his love abroad

!

2 Not the fair palaces,

To which the great resort,

Are once to be compared with this,

Where Jesus holds his court.

3 Hero on the mercy-seat,

With radiant glory crowned,

Our joyful eyes behold him sit

And smile on all around.

4 Give me, Lord, a place

Within thy blest abode,

Among the children of thy grace,

The servants of my God.
Samutl Stennstt.

t}d " Immanucl'5 CSrounTJ."

Come, we who love the Lord,
And let our joys be known

;

Join in a song of sweet accord,

And thus surround the throne.

2 Let those refuse to sing

Who never knew our God

;

But children of the heavenly King
May speak their joys abroad.

3 The men of grace have found
Glory begun below

;

Celestial fruits on earthly ground
From faith and hope may grow.

4 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets

Before we reach the heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.

5 Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry

;
(ground

We're marching through ImmanuePfl
To fairer worlds on high.

54 St fa. 15:3.

Awake, and sing the song
Of Moses and the Lamb

j

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 above
For those whoso sins he bore.

3 Ye pilgrims ! on the road

To Zion's city, sing!

Rejoice ye in the Lamb of God,

—

In Christ, the eternal King.

4 Soon shall we hear him say,

—

"Ye blessed children! come;"
Soon will he call us hence away,
And take his wanderers home.

5 There sliall each raptured tongue
His endless praise proclaim

;

And sweeter voices tune the song
Of Moses and the Lamb.

William liaimuoml.
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My God ! permit my tongue
This joy, to call thee mine;

And let my early cries prevail

To taste thy love divine.

2 My thirsty fainting soul

Thy mercy doth implore;

Not travelers, in desert lands,

Can pant for water more.

3 For life, without thy love,

No relish can afford

;

No joy can be compared to this,—

To' serve and please the Lord.

4 In wakeful hours at night,

I call my God to mind

;

I think how wise thy counsels are,

And all thy dealings kind.

5 Since thou hast been my help,

To thee my spirit flies;

And, on thy watchful providence,

My cheerful hope relies.

6 The shadow of thy wings
My soul in safety keeps;

I follow where my Father leads,

And he supports my steps.

LISBON. S. M.

56 i^™ **

Welcome, sweet day of rest,

That saw the Lord arise!

Welcome to this reviving breast,

And these rejoicing eyes!

t The King himself comes near,

And feasts his saints to-day

;

Bere may we sit and see him here,

And love, and praise, and pray.

3 One day, amid the place

Where my dear Lord hath been,

Is sweeter than ten thousand days

Within the tents of sin.

4 My willing soul would stay

In such a frame as this,

And sit and sing herself away
To everlasting bliss.
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Opening of Service.
Lowell Mason.
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Awake, ye saints, awake!
And hail this sacred day

;

In loftiest songs of praise

Your joyful homage pay!

Come bless the day that God hath blest,

The type of heaven's eternal rest.

2 On this auspicious morn
The Lord of life arose;

He burst the bars of death,

IISCHER. H. M.

Your joy-ful homage pay! Comebless the day that God hath blest,The type of heaven's eternal rest.

And vanquished all our foes;

And now he pleads our cause above,

And reaps the fruits of all his love.

3 All hail, triumphant Lord!

Heaven with hosannas rings,

And earth in humbler strains

Thy praise responsive sings:

Worthy the Lamb that once was slain,

Through endless years to live and reign!
Thom.-\s Cottcrill.

Ait. by L. Mason.^m^^^^mmm
(Welcome, de-light-ful morn, Thou day of s

\ I hail thy kind re-turn;—Lord.make these

{)S JZIrlromf tEIorsfjip.

Welcome, delightful morn,
Thou day of sacred rest;

1 hail thy kind return ;

—

Lord, make these moments blest:

From the low train of mortal toys

I soar to reach immortal joys.

2 Now may the King descend,

And fill his throne of grace;

Thy scepter, Lord, extend,
,

I soar to reach im-mor-tal joys.

While saints address thy face;

Let sinners feel thy quickening word,

And learn to know and fear the Lord.

3 Descend, •celestial Dove,

With all thy quickening powers;

Disclose a Saviour's love,

And bless the sacred hours:

Then shall my soul new life obtain,

Nor Sabbaths be enjoyed in vain.
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Lord of the worlds a - bove I How pleasant, and how fair, The dwellings»f thy love, Thineeartlily

To thine a • bode my heart aspires, With warm desires to see my

^^^m?*^^0$%
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Lord of the worlds above

!

How pleasant, and how fair,

The dwelling of thy love,

Thine earthly temples are

!

To thine abode my heart aspires,

With warm desires to see my God.

2 Oh, happy souls who pray,

Where God appoints to hear

!

Oh, happy men who pay
Their constant service there

!

Thoy praise thee still ; and happy they.

Who love the way to Zion's hill.

3 They go from strength to strength,

Through this dark vale of tears,

Till each arrives at length,

Till each in heaven appears

;

Oh, glorious seat, when God, our King,

Shall thither bring our willing feet

!

Isaac Watts.

60 "i<fl1)t<ntf!gl.crl,t."

Zion ! tune thy voice,

And raise thy hands on high

;

Tell all the earth thy joys,

And boast salvation nigh

;

Cheerful in God, arise and shine,

While rays divine stream all abroad.

2 He gilds thy mourning face

With beams that cannot fade

;

His all-resplendent grace

He pours around thy head

;

The nations round thy form shall vi.-w.

With raster new, divinely crowned.

3 In honor to his name,
Reflect that sacred light

;

And loud that grace proclaim,

Which makes thy darkness bright
\

Pursue his praise, till sovereign love,

In worlds above, the glory raise.

4 There, on his holy hill,

A brighter sun shall rise,

And, with his radiance, fill

Those fairer, purer skies ;

While, round his throne, ten thousand stars,

In nobler spheres, his influence own.
Philip Doddridge.

1 lq«Int 43.

Now, to thy sacred house,

With joy I turn my feet.

Where saints, with morning-vows,

In full assembly meet

:

Thy power divine shall there be shown,

And from thy throne thy mercy shine.

2 Oh, send thy light abroad

;

Thy truth with heavenly ray

Shall lead my soul to God,
And guide my doubtful way

;

I '11 hear thy word with faith sincere,

And learn to fear and praise the Lord.

3 Now in thy holy hill,

Before thine altar, Lord

!

My harp and song shall sound
The glories of thy word

:

Henceforth, to thee, God of grace

!

A hymn of praise my life shall be.
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Coms.my soul,thou must be wak-ing, Now is breaking O'er theearthan - oth - • er day:

Come, to him who made this splendor See thou ren-der All thy fee • ble strength can pay.

f>2 iHorning Song.

Come, ray soul, thou must be waking,

Now is breaking

O'er the earth another day:

Come, to him who made this splendor
j

See thou render

All thy feeble strength can pay.

2 Gladly hail the sun returning:

Ready burning

Be the incense of thy. powers:

For the night is safely ended

;

Cod hath tended

With his care thy helpless hours.

3 Pray that he may prosper ever

Each endeavor,

When thine aim is good and true

;

CHEER. 8s, 7s, 7.

But that he may ever thwart thee,

And convert thee,

When thou evil wouldst pursue.

4 Only God's free gifts abuse not,

Light refuse not,

But his Spirit's voice obey;

Thou with him shalt dwell, beholding

Light enfolding

All things in unclouded day.

5 Glory, honor, exaltation,,

Adoration,

Be to the eternal One

:

To the Father, Son, and Spirit

Laud and merit,

While unending ages run.
H. |. Buckoll. I

W. F. Shekwin.

Halle - lu-jahl fairest morning! Fairei than our words can say I Down we lay the heavy

bur den Of our toil and care to-day; While this morn ofjoy and love Brings fresh vigor from above.
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O- pen now thy gatesof beauty, Zi- on, let me en-ter there; Where my soul injoy-ful du-ty
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Waitsforhim whoanswerspray'r; Oh.how blessed is this place, Filled with sol - ace, light, and grace!

Open now thy gates of beauty,

Zion, let me enter there;

Where my soul in joyful duty

Waits for him who answers prayer:

Oh, how blessed is this place,

Filled with solace, light, and grace.

3 Yes, ray God, I come before thee,

Come thou also down to me

;

"Where we find thee and adore thee,

There a heaven on earth must be.

To my 'heart, oh, enter thou,

Let it be thy temple now.

3 Thou my faith increase and quicken,

Let me keep thy gift divine,

Howsoe'er temptations thicken

;

May thy word still o'er me shine,

As my pole-star through my life,

As my comfort in my strife.

4 Speak, God, and I will hear thee.

Let thy will be done indeed

;

May I undisturbed draw near thee

Whilst them dost thy people feed.

Here of life the fountain flows,

Here is balm for all our woes.
Catherine Wlntwcrth, tr.

\)-± iHornins &pmn.

Hallelujah! fairest morning!
Fairer than our words can

Down we lay the heavy burden
Of our toil and care to-day:

While this morn of joy and love
Brings fresh vigor from above.

2 Sun-day, full of holy glory

!

Sweetest rest-day of the soul

!

Light upon a world of darkness

From thy blessed moments roll

!

Holy, happy, heavenly day,

Thou canst charm our grief away.

3 In the gladness of God's worship
We will seek our joy to-day:

It is then we learn the fullness

Of the grace for which we pray

;

When the word of life is given,

Like the Saviour's voice from heaven.

4 Let the day with thee be ended,

As with thee it has begun

;

And thy blessing, Lord, be granted,

Till earth's days and weeks are done;
That at last thy servants may
Keep eternal Sabbath day.

J.-inf Borthvick, tr.

05 TLlallr lui.ifj

!

Unto thee be glory given,

Word incarnate! evermore;
Thee the spirits blest in heaven,

Thee the angel choirs adore;

Still their hallelujahs rise

Midst the anthems of the skies.

2 We too, bending low before thee,

Lord of all, blest Trinity!

Of thy mercy now implore thee,

That throughout eternity

In thy kingdom we may raise

Hallelujahs to thy praise.
Mri. H >•
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I^^^S^S^L^^

^miMm^^mm^^^m
the week the best, Em-blem of e-ter-nal rest; Day of all the week the best, Emblem of e-ter-cal rat^^a^s^^
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Safely througli another week,

God has brought us on our way

;

Let us now a blessing seek,

Waiting in his courts to-day

:

Day of all the week the best,

Emblem of eternal rest.

2 While we seek supplies of grace,

Through the dear Redeemer's name,

Show thy reconciling face

—

Take away our sin and shame

;

From our worldly cares set free,

—

May we rest this day in thee.

3 Here we come thy name to praise

;

Let us feel thy presence near

;

May thy glory meet our eyes,

While we in thy house appear :

Here afford us, Lord, a taste

< )£' our everlasting feast.

4 May thy gospel's joyful sound

Conquer sinners, comfort saints

;

Make the fruits of grace abound,

Bring relief for all complaints

:

Thus let all our Sabbaths prove,

Till we rest in thee above.
John Newton.

()7 W< ^ 0,8 °a 3 of B«t-

Welcome, sacred day of rest

!

Sweet repose from worldly care

;

Day above all days the best,

When our souls for heaven prepare

;

Day, when our Redeemer rose,

Victor o'er the hosts of hell

:

Thus he vanquished all our foes

;

Let our lips his glory tell.

2 Gracious Lord .' we love this day,

When we hear thy holy word
;

When we sing. thy praise, and pray,

Earth can no such joys afford-

But a better rest remains,

Heavenly Sabbaths, happier days,

Rest from sin, and rest from pains,

Endless joys, and endless praise.
William Browne.

qJ$ Ctiboration.

Light of life, seraphic Fire,

Love divine, thyself impart

;

Every fainting soul inspire ;

Enter every drooping heart

;

Every mournful sinner cheer
;

Scatter all our guilty gloom
;

Father ! in thy grace appear,

To thy human temples come.

2 Come, in this accepted hour.

Bring thy heavenly kingdom in

;

Fill us with thy glorious power,

Set us free from all our sin :

Nothing more can we require,

We will covet nothing less;

Be thou all our heart's desire,

All our joy, and all our peace.
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Pleasant are thy courts above,

In the land of light and love

;

Pleasant are thy courts below

In this land of sin and woe.

Oh, my spirit longs and faints

For the converse of thy saints,

For the brightness of thy face,

King of glory, God of grace!

2 Happy birds that sing and fly,

Round thy altars, Most High!

Happier souls that find a rest,

In their heavenly Father's breast

!

Like the wandering dove that found

No repose on earth around,

They can to their ark repair,

And enjoy it ever there.

3 Happy souls, their praises flow,

Ever in this vale of woe

;

Waters in the desert rise,

Manna feeds them from the skies;

On they go from strength to strength,

Till they reach thy throne at length

;

At thy feet adoring fall,

Who hast led them safe through all.

4 Lord, be mine this prize to win;
Guide me through this world of sin

;

Keep me by thy saving grace,

Give me at thy side a place

;

Sun and shield alike thou art.

Guide and guard my erring heart

;

Grace and glory flow from thee,

Shower, shower them, Lord, on me.
Henry J-". Lyte.

70 "BratanUlobr."

Lord, remove the vail away,

Let us see thyself to-day

:

Thou who earnest from on high,

For our sins to bleed and die,

Help us now to cast aside

All that would our hearts divide

;

With the Father and the Son
Let thy living church be one.

2 Oh, from earthly cares set free,

Let us find our rest in thee

;

May our toils and conflicts cease

In the calm of Sabbath peace

;

That thy people here below
Something of the bliss may know,
Something of the rest and love,

In the Sabbath-home above.

3 Give our souls the spotless dress

Of thy perfect righteousness

;

So at length each welcome guest,

Then shall enter to the feast,

Take the harp and raise the song,

All thy ransomed ones among;
Earthly cares and sorrows o'er,

Joys to last for evermore.
FWMv, t».
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Lowell Mason.
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While we lowly bow before thee,

"Wilt thou, gracious Saviour, hear ?

Wo are poor and needy sinners,

Full of doubt and full of fear
j

Gracioas Saviour,

Make us humble and sincere.

2 Fill us with thy Holy Spirit

;

Sanctify us by thy grace

;

Oh, incline us more to love thee,

And in dust our souls abase.

Hear us, Saviour,

And unvail thy glorious face.

3 None in vain did ever ask thee

For the Spirit of thy love
j

Hear us, then, dear Saviour, hear us

;

Grant an answer from above
;

Blessed Saviour,

Hear and answer from above.
D. C. Coleswortby.

72 " •8'nl> blcaainfl."

Saviour, send a blessing to us,

Send a blessing from above

;

All thy truth and mercy show us,

Be thou here in power and love

;

Grant thy presence,

Be it ours thy grace to prove.

2 Nothing havo we, Lord, without thee,

But thy promise is our stay
;

And thy people must not doubt thee
j

Saviour, now thy power display

;

And let gladness

Fill thy people's hearts to-day.
Thorn." Kelly.

73 "JTatficT.fifaTUfl!"

God Almighty and All-seeing

!

Holy One, in whom we all

Live, and move, and have our being,

Hear us when on thee we call

;

Father, hear us,

As before thy throne we fall.

2 Of all good art thou the Giver
j

Weak and wandering ones are we

;

Then for ever, yea, for ever,

Tn thy presence would we be

;

Oh, be near us,

That we wander not from thee.
F. S. Pi*rjx»t

Glory bo to God the Father,

Glory be to God the Son,

Glory be to God the Spirit,

Great Jehovah, Three in One

:

Glory, glory,

While eternal ages run

!

2 Glory be to him who loved us,

Washed us from each spot and stain
j

Glory be to him who bought us,

Made us kings with him to reign

:

Glory, glory,

To the Lamb that once was slain

!

3 Glory, blessing, praise eternal!

Thus the choir of angels sings;

Honor, riches, power, dominion!

Thus its praise creation brings:

Glory, glory,

Glory to the King of kings.
llur.it ins Bonar.
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In thy name, Lord ! assembling,

We, thy people, now" draw near;

Teach us to rejoice with trembling

;

Speak, and let thy servants hear,

—

Hear with meekness,

—

Hear thy word with godly fear.

2 While our days on earth are lengthened,

May we give them, Lord ! to thee

;

Cheered by hope, and daily strengthened,

May we run, nor weary be,
*
Till thy glory

Without clouds in heaven we see.

3 There, in worship purer, sweeter,

Thee thy people shall adore

;

Tasting of enjoyment greater

Thau they could conceive before >

Full enjoyment,

Full, unmixed, and evermore.
Thomas Kelly.

Yo " Blrss tfjf srrt."

Come, thou soul-transforming Spirit,

Bless the sower and the seed

;

Let each heart thy grace inherit

;

Raise the weak, the hungry feed

!

From the gospel

Now supply thy people's need.

2 Oh, may all enjoy the blessing

Which thy word 's designed to give;

Let us all, thy love possessing,

Joyfully the truth receive;

And for ever

To thy praise and glory live.

Jonathan Evaes,

7 # Go&'s prrsrrtrr

.

God is in his holy temple

;

All the earth keep silence here

;

Worship him in truth and spirit

;

.Reverence him with godly fear

;

Holy, holy

Lord of hosts, our God, appear

!

2 God in Christ reveals his presence,

Throned upon the mercy-seat

;

Saints, rejoice, and sinners, tremble

;

Each prepare his God to meet

;

Lowly, lowly

Bow, adoring, at his feet.
James Montgomery.

7$ Continurt) mrrtings.

Welcome, days of solemn meeting

;

Welcome, days of praise and prayer

;

Far from earthly scenes retreating,

In your blessings we would share

;

Sacred seasons,

In your blessings we would share.

2 Be thou near us, blessed Saviour,

Still at morn and eve the same

;

Give us faith that eannot waver

;

Kindle in us heaven's own flame

;

Blessed Saviour,

Kindle in us heaven's own flame.

3 When the fervent heart is glowing,

Holy Spirit, hear that prayer :

"When the song of praise is flowing,

Let that song thine impress bear

;

Holy Spirit,

Let that song thine impress bear.
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German Evening Hymn.
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To thy pastures fair and large,

Heavenly Shepherd, lead thy charge,

And my couch, with tenderest care,

'Mid the springing grass prepare.

2 When I faint with summer's heat,

Thou shalt guide my weary feet

To the streams that, still and slow,

Through the verdant meadows flow.

3 Safe the dreary vale I tread,

By the shades of death o'erspread,

With thy rod and staff supplied,

This my guard—and that my guide.

4 Constant to my latest end,

Thou my footsteps shalt attend

;

And shalt bid thy hallowed dome
Yield me an eternal home.

James Merrick.

FEPwRIER. 7s.

80 BWHrtt

Softly fades the twilight ray

Of the holy Sabbath day

;

Gently as life's setting sun,

When the Christian's course is run.

2 Peace is on the world abroad ;

'Tis the holy peace of God-
Symbol of the peace within

When the spirit rests from sin.

3 Still the Spirit lingers near,

Where the evening worshiper

Seeks communion with the skies,

Pressing onward to the prize.

4 Saviour ! may our Sabbaths be
Days of joy and peace in thee,

Till in heaven our souls repose,

Where the Sabbath ne'er shall close.

On this day, the first of days, God the Father's name we praise; Who, creation's Fount and Spring,Did the world from darkness bring.

§1 "Jfirstof Dajis."

On this day, the first of days,

God the Father's name we praise

;

Who, creation's Fount and Spring,

Did the world from darkness bring.

2 On this day the Eternal Son
Over death his triumph won

;

On this day the Spirit came
With his gifts of living flame.

3 Father, who didst fashion JHQ

Image of thyself to be,

Fill me with thy love divine.

Let my every thought be thine.

4 Holy Jesus, may I be

Dead and buried here with thee
j

And, by love inflamed, arise

Unto thee a sacrifice.

5 Thou who dost nil gifts impart.

Shine, sweet Spirit, in my heart ;

it'ts, thyself, bestow
;

Make me burn thy love to know.
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To thy temple we re -pair— Lord, we lore to worship there, When within the vail we meet Thee up-on the mercy-seat

I I I I I—

I
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To thy temple we repair-

Lord, we love to worship there,

When within the vail we meet

Thee upon the mercy-seat.

2 While thy glorious name is sung,

Tune our lips—unloose our tongue

;

Then our joyful souls shall bless

Thee, the Lord our Righteousness.

3 While to thee our prayers ascend,

Let thine ear in love attend
j

Hear us, for thy Spirit pleads

—

Hear, for Jesus intercedes.

4 While thy word is heard with awe,
While we tremble at thy law,

Let thy gospel's wondrous love

Every doubt and fear remove,

5 From thy house when we return/

Let our hearts within us burn
;

That at evening we may say

—

"We have walked with God to-day."
James Montgomery.

C. Malan.

wmmmm
suit dis • dain! Shall we seek thee, Lord, in
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vain? Shall
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seek thee, Lord, in vain?

J A. ~ -fl

Lord, we come before thee now,
At thy feet we humbly bow

;

Oh, do not our suit disdain

!

Shall we seek thee, Lord, in vain ?

2 Lord, on thee our souls depend,

In compassion now descend

;

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,

Tune our lips to sing thy praise.

3 In thine own appointed way,
Now we seek thee ; here we stay

;

Lord, we know not how to go,

Till a blessing thou bestow.

4 Comfort those who weep and mourn
;

Let the time of joy return

;

Those that are cast down lift up
;

Make them strong in faith and hope.

5 Grant that all may seek and find

Thee a God supremely kind

;

Heal the sick ; the captive free;

Let us all rejoice in thee.
1 ainmcmd
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Trib-ute with the ear- ly day; For thy mercies, 1

§4- " fflrrrira nrto."

Every morning mercies new
Fall as fresh as early dew

;

Every morning let us pay

Tribute with the early day

;

For thy mercies, Lord, are sure

:

Thy compassion doth endure.

2 Still the greatness of thy love

Daily doth our sins remove
;

Daily, far as east to west,

Lifts the burden from the breast

;

Gives unbought to those who pray

Strength to stand in evil day.

3 Let our prayers each morn prevail,

That these gifts may never fail

;

And, as we confess the sin

And the tempter's power within,

Feed us with the bread of life

;

Fit us for our daily strife.

4 As the morning light returns,

As the sun with splendor burns,

Teach us still to turn to thee,

Ever-blessed Trinity,

With our hands our hearts to raise,

In unfailing prayer and praise.
Horatius Bonar.

On thy church, Power divine,

Cause thy glorious face to shine,

Till the nations from afar

Hail her as their guiding star;

Till her sons, from zone to zone,

Make thy great salvation known.

2 Then shall God, with lavish hand,

Scatter blessings o'er the land
;

Earth shall yield her rich increase,

Every breeze shall whisper peace,

And the world's remotest bound
With the voice of praise resound.

Harriet Aubcr.

§(> Efjc Sabbatf).

Lord, it is thy holy day ;

Here we meet to praise and pray

;

Joining with one heart and mind,

Earthly cares we leave behind.

On the day which thou hast made,

Us in our rejoicings aid.

2 Glad as when the glorious shout

Of the morning stars rang out,

Thee, Creator, will we praise,

And our hymns of triumph raise.

Sun and moon, your songs unite
;

Praise him, all ye stars of light

!

3 Louder yet our strains be borne,

Mindful of that happy morn,

When the world's Kedeemer.rose,

Victor from the grave's repose

;

Who by death subdued the grave:

Mighty he our souls to save.

4 Looking for that rest above,

For the Sabbath of thy love,

Here to-day by hope we rise

To our mansion in the skies :

Here by faith and love prepare

For our endless Sabbath there.
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| Christ,whose glory fills the skies,Christ,the true, the only light,

|8un of Righteousness, a rise,Triumph e'er the shades of night;

Wm$%mm^^£k0̂ m
Day-spring from on high.be near.Day-star in my heart appear.

88 librning.

Now, from labor and from care,

Evening shades have set me free

;

In the work of praise and prayer,

Lord ! I would converse with thee

:

Oh, behold me from above,

Fill me with a Saviour's love.

2 Sin and sorrow, guilt and woe,
Wither all my earthly joys

;

Naught can charm me here below,

But my Saviour's melting voice

;

Lord ! forgive—thy grace restore,

Make me thine for evermore.

3 For the blessings of this day,

For the mercies of this hour,

For the gospel's cheering ray,

For the Spirit's quickening power,

—

Grateful notes to thee I raise

;

Oh, accept my song of praise.
Thomas Hastings.

S. S. Wesley.

87 ^Horning.

Christ, whose glory fills the skies,

Christ, the true, the only light,

Sun of righteousness, arise,

Triumph o'er the shades of night
j

Day-spring from on high, be near,

Day-star in my heart appear.

2 Dark and cheerless is the morn,
If thy light is hid from me j"

Joyless is the day's return,

Till thy mercy's beams I see

;

Till they inward light impart,

Warmth and gladness to my heart.

3 Visit, then, this soul of mine,

Pierce the gloom of sin and grief

;

Fill me, radiant Sun divine

!

Scatter all my unbelief

;

More and more thyself display,

Shining to the perfect day.

As the hart, with ea-ger looks, Panteth for the wa-ter-brooks, So my soul, a - thirst for thee,

89 tfsjlm 42.

As the hart, with eager looks,

Panteth for the water-brooks,

So my soul, athirst for thee,

Pants the living God to see
;

Whi'ii, oh, when, with filial fear,

Lord, shall I to thee draw near?

2 Why art thou east down, my soul ?

God, thy God, shall make thee whole;
Why ;<rt thou disquieted 1

God shall lift thy fallen head,

And his countenance benign

Be the saving health of thine.
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glowing, With fer - vent hearts, oh, let

;)() /Horning praise.

Behold, the shade of night is now receding,

Kindling with splendors fair the dawn is

glowing,

With fervent hearts, oh, let us all implore

him

—

Ruler Almighty

:

2 That he, our God, will look on us in pity,

Send strength for weakness, grant us his

salvation,

And with a Father's pure affection give us

Glory eternal.

3 This grace, oh, grant us, Godhead Ever-

blessed,

Of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost in union,

Whose praises be through earth's most dis-

tant regions

Ever resounding

!

Ray Talnier, tr.

01 Fftrouflb tftr Dan.

BENDING before thee, let our hymn go up-

wards,

Bright as the sunshine breaking from the

darkness,

Thee we implore to guard us on our journey,

Lord God Almighty.

2 Guard us in toil when fain ting in the noon-

day,

Guard us reposing under evening shadows,

Guard us when midnight walks abroad in

heaven.

Lord God Almighty.

3 If the dread foe assail us with tempta-

tion,

Hear us, Lord, and save us from his dan-

ger,

Oh, keep us pure, oh, lead us to thy pres-

ence,

Lord God Almighty.

4 Glory to thee, Father Everlasting!

Glory to thee, Son and Holy Spirit

!

One in three persons, infinite, unchanging!

Lord God Almighty.
John Coleridge.

92 Eliciting rjraisr.

'Mid evening shadows let us all be watch-

ing,

Ever in psalms our deep devotion waking,

And with one voice hymns to the Lord, the

Saviour,

Sweetly be singing.

2 That to the holy King our songs ascend-

ing,

We worthily, with all his saints, may enter.

The heavenly temple, joyfully partaking

Life everlasting.

3 This grace, oh, grant us, Godhead Ever-

blessed,

Of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost in union.

Whose pituset 1'<J through earth's most dis-

tant regions

Ever resounding

!
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IMTEGER Hi, 5 F F Flemminc

Night's shadows fall - ing men to rest are calling ; Rest we, pos • sess • mg heavenly peace and

, J J
f
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1

biess-ing. This w« im - plore thee, falling down be • fore thee, Great King of Clo - ry I

93 "Sing of dSlorg!"

Night's shadows falling men to rest are

calling

;

Rest we, possessing heavenly peace and
blessing

:

This we implore thee, falling down before

thee,

Great King of Glory

!

2 Saviour, hear us ! Son of God, be

near us

!

Thine angels send us ; let thy love attend us

:

He nothing feareth, whom thy presence

cheereth,

Light his path cleareth.

3 Be near, relieving all who now are griev-

ing;

Thy visitation be our consolation

:

Oh, hear the sighing of the faint and dying;

Lord, hear our crying!

4 Thou ever livest , endless life thou givest

;

Thou watch art keeping o'er thy faithful

sleeping;

In thy clear shining they are now reclining,

All care resigning.

5 Lord of Glory, praise we and adore

thee—
Thee for us given, our true Rest from

heaven

!

Rest, peace, and blessing, we are now pos-

sessing,

Thy name confessing.

y4 Ebrring ronfrssian.

From the recesses of a lowly spirit,

Our humble prayer ascends; Father!

hear it,

Upsoaring on the wings of awe and meek-
ness!

Forgive its weakness

!

2 We see thy hand ; it lea ds us, it supports us

!

We hear thy voice ; it counsels and it courts

us:

And then we turn away ; and still thy kind-

ness

Forgives our blindness.

3 Oh, how long-suffering, Lord ! but thou

delightest,

To win with love the wandering ; thou in-

vitest,

By smiles of mercy, not by frowns or terrors,

Man from his errors.

4 Father and Saviour! plant within each

bosom
The seeds of holiness, and bid them blossom
In fragrance and in beauty bright and vernal,

And spring eternal.

5 Then place them in thine everlasting

gardens,

Where angels walk, and seraphs are the

wardens

;

Where evVy flower, escaped through death's

dark portal,

Becomes immortal



Evening 'CCloreblp.

fj& "5un of mnaoul."

Sun of my soul ! thou Saviour dear,

It is not night if thou be near

:

Oh, may no earth-born cloud ariso

To hide thee from thy servant's eyes

!

2 When soft the dews of kindly sleep

My weary eyelids gently steep,

Be my last thought—how sweet to rest

For ever on my Saviour's breast

!

3 Abide with me from morn till eve,

For without thee I cannot live

;

Abide with me when night is nigh,

For without thee I dare not die.

4 Be near to bless me when I wake,

Ere through the world my way I take

;

Abide with me till in thy love

I lose myself in heaven above.
John Keble.

9G iibrninfl SfjaUo&w.

Again, as evening's shadow falls,

We gather in these hallowed walls

;

And evening hymn and evening prayer

Rise mingling on the holy air.

2 May struggling hearts, that seek release,

Here find the rest of God's own peace

;

And, strengthened here by hymn and prayer,
Lay down the burden and the care.

3 God our Light, to thee we bow ;

Within all shadows standest thou

:

Give deeper calm than night can bring,

Give sweeter songs than life can sing.

4 Life's tumult we must meet again,

We cannot at the shrine remain

;

But in the spirit's secret cell,

May hymn and prayer for ever dwell.
Samuel Longfellow.

EVENING HYMN. L. M.

*)*7 iafafning flong.

Glory to thee, my God, this night,

For all the blessings of the light

;

Keep me, oh, keep me, King of kings!

.Beneath thine own almighty wings.

2 Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son,

The ill which I this day have done
;

That with the world, myself, and thee,

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread

The grave as little as my bed

:

Teach me to die, that so I may
Rise glorious at the judgment-day.

4 Oh, let my soul on thee repose,

And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close

!

Sleep, which shall me more vigorous make,

To serve my God when I awake.

5 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow

;

Praise him, all creatures here below

;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host;

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!
Thomaj Ken.
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:re the sun set, The 6ick, O Lord, a • round thee lay;_
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vhat joy they went a - wayl

*)S Best at EbrntfDr.

At even, when the sun was set,

The sick, Lord, around thee lay;

Oh, in what divers pains they met

!

Oh, with what joy they went away

!

2 Once more, t is eventide, and we
Oppressed with various ills draw near:

What if thy form we cannot see ?

We know and feel that thou art here.

3 Saviour Christ, our woes dispel

;

For some are sick, and some are sad,

And some have never loved thee well,

And some have lost the love they had.

4 And some have found the world is vain,

Yet from the world they break not free,

AKGELUS. L. M.

And some have friends who give them pain,

Yet have not sought a friend in thee.

5 And none, Lord, have perfect rest,

For none are wholly free from sin ;

And they who fain would serve thee best,

Are conscious most of wrong within.

6 Saviour Christ, thou too art man

;

Thou hast been troubled, tempted, tried

;

Thy kind but searching glance can scan

The very wounds that shame would bide.

7 Thy touch has still its ancient power

;

No word from' thee can fruitless fall

;

Hear in this solemn evening hour,

And in thy mercy heal us all.

Henry Twells.

JOHANN G. W. SCHErFLER.

At ev - en, when the sun was set, The sick, O Lord, a • round thee lay;

ppgii^i^Ppip^pip
&

Oh, in what di - vers pains they met! Oh, with what joy they weni a • way!

H^E^igl^Pg



Evening XQorsbip.
EVENING PRAISE. P. M W F Sherwin.

ISgiipp^i^gppi
the West; Heav'n is touch-ing earth with rest: Wait and wor - ehip while the night

m^m&mm*

HeaVn and earth are full of thee! Eeav'n and earth are prais-ing thee, Lord most high!

il.

90 *' Dan is *nirifl."

Day is dying in the West

;

Heaven is touching earth with rest:

Wait and worship while the night

Sets her evening lamps alight

Through all the sky.

Cho.—
Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of Hosts

!

Heaven and earth are full of thee

!

NELLINE. 7s, 5.

Heaven and earth are praising thee,

Lord most high !

2 Lord of life, beneath the dome
Of the universe, thy home,
Gather us who seek thy face

To the fold of thy embrace,

For thou art nigh.—Cho.
Mary A. Lathbury.

W F Shf.rwin.

Ho-ly Father, cheer our way With thy love's perpetual ray; Grant us, ev-ery clos-ing day, Light at evening time.

100 liurninjj jLinmn.

Holy Father, cheer our way
With thy love's perpetual ray ;

Grant us, every closing day,

Light at evening time.

2 Holy Saviour, calm our fears,

When earth's brightness disappears;

Grant us, in our later years,

Light at evening time.

3 Holy Spirit, be thou nigh,

When in mortal pains we lie ;

Grant us, as we come to die,

Light at evening time.

4 Holy, blessed Trinity !

Darkness is not dark with thee

;

Those thou keenest always see

Light at evening time.
R H. RobiotOn.
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PARACLETE. It, 5.

101 " life for ffarrmorr."

When* the day of toil is done,

When the race of life is run,

Father, grant thy wearied one

Rest for evermore.

2 When the strife of sin is stilled,

When the foe within is killed,

Be thy gracious word fulfilled,

—

u Peace for evermore."

3 When the darkness melts away
At the breaking of the day,

Bid us hail the cheering ray,

—

Light for evermore.

4 When the heart by sorrow tried

Feels at length its throbs subside,

Bring us, where all tears are dried,

Joy for evermore.

5 When for vanished days we yearn,

Days that never can return,

Teach us in thy love to learn

Love for evermore.

6 When the breath of life is flown,

When the grave must claim its own,

Lord of life, be ours thy crown,

—

Life for evermore.
John Elterton.

102 "3rBua, fjrar mg rrg!"

Thou who didst on Calvary bleed,

Thou who dost for sinners plead,

Help me in my time of need

;

Jesus, hear my cry.

2 In my darkness and my grief,

With my heart of unbelief,

I, who am of sinners chief,

Lift to thee mine eye.

3 Foes without and fears within,

With no plea thy grace to win,

But that thou canst save from sin,

To thy cross I fly.

4 Others, long in fetters bound,
There deliverance sought and found,

Heard the voice of mercy sound
;

Surely so may I

5 There on thee I cast my care

;

There to thee I raise my prayer

;

Jesus, save me from despair,

—

Save me, or I die.

6 When the storms of trial lower,

When I feel temptation's power,

In the last and darkest hour,

Jesus, be thou nigh.
James D. Burns.

103 ISranrr for parton.

God of pity, God of grace

:

When we humbly seek thy face,

Bend from heaven, thy dwelling-place

:

Hear, forgive, and save.

2 When we in thy temple meet,

Spread our wants before thy feet,

Pleading at the mercy-seat

:

Look from heaven and save.

3 When thy love our hearts shall .fill,

And we long to do thy will,

Turning to thy holy hill

:

Lord, accept and save,

4 Should we wander from thy fold,

And our love to thee grow cold,

With a pitying eye behold

:

Lord, forgive and save.

5 Should the hand of sorrow press,

Earthly care and want distress,

May our souls thy peace possess;

Jesus, hear and save.

6 And whate'er our cry may be,

When we lift our hearts to thee,

From our burden set us free

:

Hear, forgive, and save.



Evening tUorsbip.

104: "Departing Dag."

The radiant mora hath passed away,

And spent too soon her golden store

;

The shadows of departing day
Creep on once more.

2 Our life is but a lading dawn

;

Its glorious noon how quickly past

!

Lead us, O Christ, when all is gone,

Safe home at last.

3 Oh, by thy soul-inspiring grace,

Uplift our hearts to realms on high

;

Help us to look to that bright place

Beyond the sky ;

—

4 Where light and life and joy and peace

In undivided empire reign,

And thronging angels never cease

Their deathless strain ;

—

5 Where saints are clothed in spotless white,

And evening shadows never fall

;

Where thoU, eternal Light of light,

Art Lord of all

!

Godfrey Thring.

1 05 " mc fo,loto H»«"

Through good report and evil, Lord,

Still guided by thy faithful word,

—

Our staff, our buckler, and our sword,

We follow thee.

2 With enemies on every side,

We lean on thee, the Crucified

;

Forsaking all on earth beside,

We follow thee.

3 Master, point thou out the way,
Nor suffer thou our steps to stray

;

Then in that path that leads to day
We follow thee.

4 Thou hast passed on before our face

;

Thy footsteps on the way we trace
j

Oh, keep us, aid us by thy grace

:

We follow thee

!

5 Whom have we m the heaven above,

Whom on this earth, save thee, to love T

Still in thy light we onward move
;

We follow thee!
Horatius Bora/.

106 Sabbatf) rrst.

Hail, sacred day of earthly rest,

From toil secure and trouble free;

Hail, quiet spirit, bringing peace
And joy to me.

z A holy stillness, breatinng calm
And peace on all the world around,

Uplifts my soul, God, to thee,

Where rest is found.

3 No sound of jarring strife is heard

As now the weekly labors cease
;

No voice, but those that sweetly sing

Sweet songs of peace.

4 Accept, God, my hymn of praise

That thou this restful day hast given,

Sweet foretaste of that endless day

Of rest in heaven.
Cci(tty Thrinf, tit



JEreiUnfl lUorsbip.
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My God, is any hour so sweet,

From blush of morn to evening star,

As that which calls me to thy feet

—

The hour of prayer ?

2 Then is my strength by thee renewed

;

Then are my sins by thee forgiven
;

Then dost thou cheer my solitude,

With hopes of heaven.

3 No words can tell what sweet relief

Here for my every want I find:

pascal. e»,68 .

AS-*:

What strength for warfare, balm for grief,

What peace of mind !

4 Hushed is each doubt, gone every fear,

My spirit seems in heaven to stay}

And ev'n the penitential tear

Is wiped away.

5 Lord, till I reach yon blissful shore,

No privilege so dear shall be

As thus my inmost soul to pour

In prayer to thee.

E J Hopkinv

I OS ^ fbfr' in 3 f)our.

The Sabbath-day has reached its close,

Yet, Saviour, ere I seek repose,

Grant me the peace thy love bestows

:

Smile on my evening hour.

: Weary I come to thee for rest

;

Hallow and calm my troubled breast

;

Grant me thy Spirit for my guest

Smile on my evening hour.

3 Let not the gospel seed remain

Unfruitful, or be sown in vain ;

Let heavenly dews descend like rain :

Smile on my evening hour.

4 Jesus, Lord enthroned on high,

Thou hearest the contrite spirit's sigh
,

Look down on me with pitying eye

:

Smile on my evening hour.

5 My only intercessor thou,

Mingle thy fragrant incense now
With every prayer, and every vow

:

Smile on my evening hour.

6 And, oh , when time's short course shall en.l

And death's dark shades around impend.

My God, my everlasting Friend,

Smile on my evening hour
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Sweet is the light of Sab • bath eve, And 30ft the eun-beama ling-'ring there;

For. these blest hours the world leave, Waft • ed on wings of faith and prayer.

109 Sabbath. ISbr.

Sweet is the light of Sabbath eve,

And soft the sunbeams lingering there;

For these blest hours the world I leave,

Wafted on wings of faith and prayer.

2 The time, how lovely and how still

!

Peace shines and smiles on all below
;

The plain, the stream, the wood, the hill,

All fair with evening's setting glow.

3 Season of rest ! the tranquil soul

Feels sweet the calm, and melts to love,

And while these sacred moments roll,

Faith sees the smiling heaven above.

4 Nor will our days of toil be long

;

Our pilgrimage will soon be trod
;

And we shall join the ceaseless song,

The endless Sabbath of our God.
James Edmeston.

110 "Catrof JUcabrn."

How sweet to leave the world awhile,

And seek the presence of our Lord

!

Dear Saviour ! on thy people smile,

And come, according to thy word.

2 From busy scenes we now retreat,

That we may here converse with thee

:

Ah, Lord ! behold us at thy feet

;

Let this the M gate of heaven" be.

3 "Chief of ten thousand!" now appear,

That we by faith may see thy face 1

Oh, speak, that we thy voice may hear,

And let thv presence fill this place.
Ttv,m»»Kr!ly

HI ffiibrr of first.

Come, Holy Spirit! calm my mind,
And fit me to approach my God

;

Remove each vain, each worldly thought,

And lead me to thy blest abode.

2 Hast thou imparted to my soul

A living spark of holy fire ?

Oh, kindle now the sacred flame -,

Make me to burn with pure desire.

3 A brighter faith and hope impart,

And let me now my Saviour see
;

Oh, soothe and cheer my burdened heart,

And bid my spirit rest in thee.
Sicwart

112 Enboration.

Far from my thoughts, vain world, begone!

Let my religious hours alone :

Fain would mine eyes my Saviour see :

1 wait a visit, Lord, from thee.

2 My heart grows warm with holy fire,

And kindles with a pure desire

:

Come, my dear Jesus ! from above,

And feed my soul with heavenly love.

3 Blest Saviour ! what delicious fare,

How sweet thine entertainments are

!

Never did angels taste, above,

Redeeming grace and dying love.

4 Hail, great Immauuol, all-divine!

In thee thy Father's glories thine :

Thou brightest, sweetest, fairest One
That eyes have teen, or angeh known !
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Great God! to thee eve-ning song With hum - ble grat • i- tude

m̂^mrn^

113 Cto.hsM.

Great God! to thee my evening song

With humble gratitude I raise;

Oh, let thy mercy tune my tongue,

And fill my heart with lively praise.

2 My days unclouded as they pass,

And every gentle, rolling hour,

Are monuments of wondrous grace.

And witness to thy love and power.

3 Seal my forgiveness in the blood

Of Jesus; his dear name alone

1 plead for pardon, gracious God

!

And kind acceptance at thy throne.
Anne Steele.

114 "SfBirr of Nations."

WHEN shades of night around us close,

And weary limbs in sleep repose,

The faithful soul awake may be,

And longing sigh, Lord, to thee.

2 Thou true Desire of nations, hear;

Thou Word of God, thou Saviour dear;

In pity heed our humble cries,

And bid at length the fallen rise.

3 Oh, come, Redeemer, come and free

Thine own from guilt and misery;

The gates of heaven again unfold,

Which Adam's sin had closed of old.

6. All praise, eternal Son, to thee,

Whose advent doth thy people free;

Whom with the Father we adore
And Holy Ghost for evermore.

Tr fr C Coffin

lit) "Bltss us trjis rbr !"

Father, who didst all things make,
That heaven and earth might do thy will,

Bless us this eve for Jesus' sake,

And for thy work preserve us still.

2 Son, who didst redeem mankind,
And set the captive sinner free,

Keep us this eve with peaceful mind,
That we may safe abide with thee.

3 Holy Ghost, who by thy power
Dost sanctify the church elect,

Seal us this eve, and hour by hour
Our bodies guard, our souls direct.

4 Praise to the Father, and the Son,
Spirit, equal praise to thee;

All glory be to God alone,

Now, and throughout eternity!
H. 8. HeathcoK.

110 "GoH.sf)m."

Lo, God is here !—let us adore

!

And own how dreadful is this place

!

Let all within us feel his power,

And, silent, bow before his face.

2 Lo, God is here ! him day and night

United choirs of angels sing:

To him, enthroned above all height,

Let saints their humble worship bring.

3 Lord God of hosts ! oh, may our praise

Thy courts with grateful incense fill!

Still may we stand before thy face,

Still hear and do tby sovereign will.

J
Wejlej tr.
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lif^fe^J
Come, pure hearts, in sweetest meaa-urfca Sing of those who spread the treas-urc 9 la the ho - ly Oocpels shrioed;

1 'r^^
Bless-ed tid-ing» of sal-va-tion, Peace on earth their proc-la-ma-tion,. Love from God to lost man • kind.

117 WitUs of Salbation.

Come, pure hearts, in sweetest measures

Sing of those who spread the treasures

In the holy Gospels shrined;

Blessed tidings of salvation,

Peace on earth their proclamation,

Love from God to lost mankind.

2 See the rivers four that gladden

With their streams the better Eden
Planted by our Lord most dear

;

Christ the fountain, these the waters;

Drink, Zion's sons and daughters,

Drink and find salvation here.

3 Oh, that we, thy truth confessing,

And thy holy word possessing,

Jesus, may thy love adore

;

Unto thee our voices raising,

Thee with all thy ransomed praising,

Ever and for evermore.
R. Campbell, tr.

IIS "Brlibrr ua from tfail."

Father, in high heaven dwelling,

May our evening song be telling

Of thy mercy large and free

:

Through the day thy love hath fed us,

Through the day thy care hath led us,

With divinest charity.

2 This day's sins, oh, pardon, Saviour!

Evil thoughts, perverse behavior,

Envy, pride, and vanity

;

From all evil us deliver;

Save us now, and save us ever,

thou Lamb of Calvary!

3 Whilst the night-dews are distilling,

Holy Ghost, each heart be filling

With thine own serenity;

Softly let our eyes be closing,

Loving souls on thee reposing,

Ever-blessed Trinity.
George Rawsou.

119 Efarrtina Song.

Upward where the stars are burning,

Silent, silent in their turning,

Round the never changing pole •,

Upward where the sky is brightest,

Upward where the blue is lightest,

—

Lift I now my longing soul.

2 Far beyond the arch of gladness,

Far beyond these clouds of sadness,

Are the many mansions fair:

Far from pain and sin and folly,

In that palace of the holy—
I would find my mansion there.

3 Where the Lamb on high is seated,

By ten thousand voices greeted

:

Lord of lords, and King of kings

!

Son of man, they crown, they crown him,

Son of God, they own, they own him,

With his name the palace rings.

4 Blessing, honor, without measure,

Heavenly riches, earthly treasure,

Lay we at his bless6d feet

:

Poor the praise that now we render,

Loud shall be our voices yonder,

When before his throne we meet.
H Itfca Pon*f
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Three In One, and One in Three, Ec-ler of the earth

m
i sea, Hear us, while we lift to thee Ho - ly chant and ptalm.

J-ppi
120 Cbrning psalm.

Three in One, and One in Three,

Ruler of the earth and sea,

Hear us, while we lift to thee

Holy chant and psalm.

2 Light of lights ; with morning, shine;

Lift on us thy light divine

;

And let charity benign

Breathe on us her balm.

3 Light of lights ; when falls the even,

Let it close on sin forgiven

;

Fold us in the peace of heaven,

Shed a vesper calm.

4 Three in One, and One in Three,

Darkling here we worship thee

;

With the saints hereafter we
Hope to bear the palm.

Gilbert Rorison.

121 Jtsus, habc mrrrn.

Lord of mercy and of might,

Of mankind the life and light,

Maker, Teacher, Infinite

;

Jesus, hear and save

!

2 Strong Creator, Saviour mild,

Humbled to a mortal child,

Captive, beaten, bound, reviled;

Jesus, hear and save !

3 Throned above celestial things,

Borne aloft on angels' wings,

Lord of lords, and King of kings,

Jesus, hear and save

!

4 Soon to come to earth again,

Judge of angels and of men,
Hear us now, and hear us then,

Jesus, hear and save !

JesTis, Shepherd of the sheep,Who thy Father's Sock dost keep,

mmm
Safe we wake and safe we sleep. Guard-ed still by thee.

122 "Chr fooUtrps cf thr flork.-

Jesus, Shepherd of the sheep,

Who thy Father's flock dost keep,

Safe we wake and safe we sleep,

Guarded still by thee.

2 In thy promise firm we stand,

None can pluck us from thy hand,

Speak—we hear—at thy command,
We will follow thee.

3 By thy blood our souls were bought,

By tby life salvation wrought,

By thy light our feet are taught,

Lord, to follow thee.

4 Father, draw us to thy Son

;

Wc with joy will follow on,

Till the work of grace is done,

And from sin set free—

5 We iu robes of glory dressed,

Join the assembly of the blest,

Gathered to eternal rest,

In the fold with thee.
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The shad-cv/3 of the eve-ning hours Fall from the dark'ning sky, Up • on the fragrance
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thy children from on high, And hear U3 while we pray.

123 einiiiflftt.

The shadows of the evening hours

Fall from the darkening sky,

Upon the fragrance of the flowers

The dews of evening lie

;

Before thy throne, Lord of heaven

!

We kneel at close of day

;

Look on thy children from on high,

And hear us while we pray.

2 The sorrows of thy servants, Lord,

Oh, do not thou despise,

But let the incense of our prayers

Before thy mercy rise
;

The brightness of the coming night

Upon the darkness rolls

;

With hopes of future glory chase

The shadows of our souls.

3 Slowly the rays of daylight fade

;

So fade within our heart

The hopes in earthly love and joy,

That one by one depart

;

Slowly the bright stars, one by one,

Within the heavens shine :
—

Give us, Lord, fresh hopes in heaven,

And trust in things divine.

4 Let peace, Lord ! thy peace, God ?

Upon our souls descend,

From midnight fears, and perils, thou

Our trembling hearts defend

:

Give us a respite from our toil,

Calm and subdue our woes

;

Through the long day we suffer, Lord,

Oh, give us now repose

!

Adelaide A. Procter.

124 ^salrn 134.

Shine on our souls, eternal God,
With rays of beauty shine

!

Oh, let thy favor crown our days,

And all their round be thine!

Did we not raise our hands to thee,

Our hands might toil in vain;

Small joy success itself could give,

If thou thy love restrain.

2 With thee let every week begin,

With t hoe each day be spent;

For thee each fleeting hour improved,

Since each by thee is lent.

Thus cheer us through this desert road,

Till all our labors <,

And heaven refresh our weary souls

With everlasting p<
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wea-ry soul, On thee, when sorroi

i i i
,

Dear Befuge of my wea-ry «cul, On thee, when sorrows rise.Outhee.when waves of trouble roll, My fainting hope relies.
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Dear Refuge of my weary soul,

On thee, when sorrows rise,

On thee, when waves of trouble rol!,

My fainting hope relies.

2 To thee I tell each rising grief,

For thou alone canst heal

;

Thy word can bring a sweet relief

For every pain I feel.

3 But oh, when gloomy doubts prevail,

I fear to call thee mine

;

The springs of comfort seem to fail,

And all my hopes decline.

4 Yet, gracious God, where shall I flee?

Thou art my only trust

;

And still my soul would cleave to thee,

Though prostrate in the dust.

5 Thy mercy-seat is open still,

Here let my soul retreat,

With humble hope attend thy will,

And wait, beneath thy feet.
Anne Steel;.

£ £ O Coming Song to Cftrist.

To thee, Christ, we ever pray,

And blend our prayer with tears;

Thoa pure and holy One, alway
Protect our night of years!

2 Our hearts shall be at rest in thee,

In sleep they dream thy praise;

And to thy glory faithfully

They hail the coming days.

3 Give us a life that cannot fail!

Refresh our spirits then

;

Let blackest night before thee pale

;

And bring thy light to men.

4 Our vows in song we pay thee still,

And, at this evening hour,

May all tliat we have purposed ill

Be right through perfect power.

1 2 7 " Wumblr CI)ougf)tB."

Our Father, hear our longing prayer,

And help this prayer to flow,

That humble thoughts, which are thy

May live in us and grow. [c-are,

2 For lowly hearts shall understand
The peace, the calm delight

Of dwelling in thy heavenly land,

A pleasure in thy sight.

3 Give us humility, that so

Thy reign may come within,

And when thy children homeward go,

We too may enter in.

4 Hear us, our Saviour! ours thou art,

Though we are not like thee ;

Give us thy Spirit in our heart,

Large, lowly, trusting, free.
r.eoive MacDonaM.

liO looking atoag.

Hail, tranquil hour of closing day

!

Begone, disturbing care

;

And look, my soul, from earth, away
To him who heareth prayer.

2 How sweet the tear of penitence
Before his throne of grace !

While to the contrite spirit's sense

He shows his smiling face.

3 How sweet, through long-remembered
His mercies to recall, [years,

And pressed with wants and grief and
To trust his love for all

!

[fears,

4 How sweet to look in thoughtful hope
Beyond this fading sky,

And hear him call his children up
To his fair home on high !

5 Calmly the day forsakes our heaven
To dawn beyond the west

;

So let my soul in life's last even
Retire to glorious rest.
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IVEHTIDE. 10«.

A - bide with me : fast falls the e-ven-tide; The darkness deepens ; Lord, with me a - bide !

m
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Whenoth-er help - ers fail, and comforts flee, Help of the helpless, oh, a - bide with me!

120 Ebrntng of tfjf Oaj>.

Abide with me : fast falls the eventide

;

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me a-

bide!

When other helpers fail, and comforts flee,

Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me

!

2 Not a brief glance I beg, a passing word,

But as thou dwell'st with thy disciples, Lord,

Familiar, condescending, patient, free,

Come, not to sojourn, but abide with me.

3 I need thy presence every passing hour

:

What but thy grace can foil the tempter's

power ?

Who like thyself my guide and stay can be ?

Thro' cloudand sunshine, oh, abide withme!
Henry F. Ljte.

1 30 labming of lib.

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day;

Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away

:

Change and decay in all around I see

;

thou, who chaugest not, abide with me

!

2 Come not in terrors, as the King of kings

;

But kind and good, with healing in thy

wings,

Tears for all woes, a heart for every plea

;

Come, Friend of sinners, and abide with me

!

3 I fear no foe, with thee at hand to bless,

Ills have no weight, and tears no bitten* as \

Where is Death's sting ? where, Grave, thy

victory ?

1 triumph still, if thou abide with me.

4 Hold thou thy cross beforemy closing eyes

;

Shine through the gloom, and point me to

the skies

;

Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain

shadows flee

:

In life, in death, Lord, abide with me !

Henry F. Lytr.

131 "® k°rt °f ElrssintJ."

Lord, who by thy presence hast made light

The heat and burden of the toilsome day,

Be with us also in the silent night,

Be with us when the daylight fades away.

2 Oh, speak a word of blessing, gracious

Lord

!

Thy blessing is endued with soothing

power

;

On human hearts worn out with toil, thy

word
Falls soft and gentle as the evening

shower.

3 Come then, Lord, and deign to be our

guest,

After the day's confusion, toil, and din
;

Oh, come to bringuspeace,andjoy,andrest,

To give salvation, and to pardon sin

!

4 Bind Up the wounds, assungo the aching

smart

Left in each bosom from the day just

past,

And let us on a Father's loving heart

Forget our griefs, and find swtet r<
.

t ;it

last.
Rl. h^r.l Mamic. li
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The hours of day are ver, TheeverungcallsushcmejOncemoretctbee.OFa-tker, With thankful heart* we come;

And own thy love en • changing, Thro' days and years the same.

Cbi'Iigf)t grantr.

The hours of day are over,

The evening calls us home
;

Once more to thee, Father,

With thankful hearts we come
j

For all thy countless blessings

We praise thy holy name,
And own thy love unchanging,

Through days and years the same.

2 For this, Lord, we bless thee,

For this, we thank thee most,

The cleansing of the sinful,

The saving of the lost

;

GUIDE. T», 6L

Lord of mer-cy and ofmight, God and Father of us i

D.c —Lirten,whilat to thee we raise Songs of pray'r and songs ol

133 " Gibr ub tfjB p««."

Lord of mercy and of might,

God and Father of us all,

Lord of day, and Lord of night,

Listen to our solemn call:

Listen, whilst to thee we raise

Songs of prayer and songs of praise.

2 Shed within our hearts, oh, shed
Thine own Spirit's living flame

—

Love for all whom thou hast made,

The Teacher ever present,

The Friend for ever nigh,

The home prepared by Jesus

For us above the sky.

3 Lord, gather all thy children

To meet thee there at last,

When earthly tasks are ended,

And earthly days are past

;

With all our dear ones round us

In that eternal home,
Where death no more shall part us,

And night shall never come

!

John Ellerton.

Love for all who love thy name

:

Young and old together bless.

Clothe oar souls with righteousness.

3 Father, give to us thy peace:

May our life on earth be blest

;

When our trials here shall cease.

May we enter into rest,

—

Rest within our home above,

Thee to praise, and thee to love.
Reginald Hebe*.
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131 Cf)t mrrcjjsrat.

Jesus, where'er thy people meet.

There they behold thy mercy-seat

;

Where'er they seek thee thou art found,

And every place is hallowed ground.

2 For thou, within no walls confined,

Inhabitest the humble mind

,

Such ever bring thee where they come,

And going, take thee to their home.

3 Great Shepherd of thy chosen few,

Thy former mercies here renew j

Here to our waiting hearts proclaim

The sweetness of thy saving name.

4 Here may we prove the power of prayer,

To strengthen faith and sweeten care,

To teach our faint desires to rise,

And bring all heaven before our eyes.

5 Lord, we are few, but thou art near

Nor short thine arm, nor deaf thine ear

:

Oh, rend the heavens, come quickly down,
And make a thousand hearts thine own.

William Cowj)«-

RET2EAT. L. M. Thos. Hastincs.

f^P^P
135 B»e«ma*«t

From every stormy wind that blows,

From every swelling tide of woes,

There is a calm, a sure retreat

;

'T is found beneath the mercy-seat.

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds

Th<- oil of gladness on our heads,—

A place than all besides more sweet;

It is the blood-bought mercy-seat.

3 There is a scene whero spirits blend,

"Where friend holds fellowship with friend

;

Though sundered far, by faith they meet,

Around one common mercy-seat.

• 4 There, there, on eagle wings we soar,

And sense and sin molest no more,

And heaven comes down our souls to greet,

And glory crowns the nurcy-seat!
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136 "IB&at tfjou toilt."

As'D dost tbou say, "Ask what thou wilt?"

Lord, I would seize the golden hour

:

I pray to be released from guilt.

And freed from sin and Satan's power.

z More of thy presence, Lord, impart

;

More of thine image let me bear

:

Erect thy throne within my heart,

And reign without a rival there.

3 Give me to read my pardon sealed,

And from thy joy to draw my strength

:

Oh! be thy boundless love revealed

In all its height and breadth and length.

4 Grant these requests—I ask no more,

But to thy care the rest resign

:

Sick, or in health, or rich, or poor,

All shall be well, if thou art mine.
John Newton.

Solon Wilder

There it a calm, a sure re - treat: 'Tia found be • neath the mer - cy • »eat.

rnz

IgPplpiffl
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I love to steal awhilectostealawhilea.way From every cumbering care, And spend the hours of setting day In humble, grateful prayer.

mmmm
137 Bftirtmcnt.

1 love to steal awhile away

From every cumbering care,

And spend the hours of setting day

In humble, grateful prayer.

2 I love in solitude to shed

The penitential tear,

And all his promises to plead,

Where none but God can hear.

3 I love to think on mercies past,

And future good implore,

And all my cares and sorrows cast

On him whom I adore.

4 I love by faith to take a view

Of brightest scenes in heaven

;

The prospect doth my strength renew,

While here by tempests driven.

5 Thus, when life's toilsome day is o'er,

May its departing ray

Be calm at this impressive hour,

And lead to endless day.
Mrs. Pho«t>e H. Brown.

SOUTErORT. C M.

Bitlip
Geo. Kincsley.

There is an eye that never sleeps Beneath the wing of night
j
There h

Am
i ear that never shuts When sink the beams of light.

138 iSraner ijaa poW.

There is an eye that never sleeps

Beneath the wing of night

;

There is an ear that never shuts

When sink the beams of light.

2 There is an arm that never tires,

When human strength gives way

;

There is a love that never fails,

When earthly loves decay.

3 That eye is fixed on seraph throngs;

That arm upholds tho sky;

That ear is filled with angel songs;

That love is throned on high.

4 But there's a power which man can wield

When mortal aid is vain,

That eye, that arm, that love to reach,

That listening car to gain.

5 That power isprayer, which soars on high,

Through Jesus, to the throne;

And moves the hand which moves the world,

To bring salvation down ! ^^ ft^^
139 •* CTtoo or trjrrr."

Wherever two or three may meet,

To worship in thy name,

Bending beneath thy mercy-scat,

This promise they may claim:—

2 Jesus in love will condescend

To bless the hallowed place:

The Saviour will himself attend,

And show his smiling face.

3 How bright the assurance! gracious Lord,

Fountain of peace and love,

Fulfill to us thy precious word,

Thy loving-kindness prove.
T(,o_ Hist^
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HOLY TRINITY. C. M. J. Bakkbv.
59

s i 'T is here I find a safe retreat When storm and tempests rise.

1 40 ^> f "'"I"-*"'-

Dear Father, to thy mercy-seat

My soul for shelter flies

:

'T is here I find a safe retreat

When storms and tempests rise.

2 My cheerful hope can never die,

If thou, my God, art near
;

Thy grace can raise my comforts high,

And banish every fear.

3 My great Protector and my Lord,

Thy constant aid impart

;

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

!

4 Oh, never let my soul remove
From this divine retreat

!

Still let me trust thy power and love,

And dwell beneath thv feet.

BROWNING. C. M.

1 4:

1

" EE«r3. f)«bg : kt>nt."

Approach, my soul ! the mercy-seat,

Where Jesus answers prayer

;

There humbly fall before his feet,

For none can perish there.

2 Thy promise is my only plea,

With this I venture nigh

:

Thou callest burdened souls to thee,

And such, Lord ! am I.

3 Bowed down beneath a load of sin,

By Satan sorely pressed
;

By war without, and fears within,

I come to thee for rest.

4 Be thou my shield and hiding-place,

That, sheltered near thy side,

I may my fierce accuser face,

And tell him—thou hast died.

5 Oh, wondrous Love— to bleed and die,

To bear the cross and shame,

That guilty sinners, such as I,

Might plead thy gracious name

!

John Ncvton.
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Our heav'nly Father calls,And Christ invites us near; Withboth.our friendship shall be sweet, And our com-mnnion dear.

142 "Gob pitirs."

Our heavenly Father calls,

And Christ invites us near;

With both, our friendship shall be sweet,

And our communion dear.

2 God pities all our griefs

:

He pardons every day

;

Almighty to protect our souls,

And wise to guide our way.

3 How large his bounties are

!

What various stores of good,

Diffused from our Redeemer's hand,

An'd purchased with his blood!

4 Jesus, our living Head,

We bless thy faithful care
;

Our Advocate before the throne,

And our Forerunner there.

5 Here fix, my roving heart!

Here wait, my warmest love

!

Till the communion be complete,

In nobler scenes above.
Philip Doddridge.

LANOTON. 8. M

X4«> " Cfjt thronf of grart."

BeholI) the throne of grace!

The promise calls me near;

There Jesus shows a smiling face,

And waits to answer prayer.

2 That rich atoning blood,

Which sprinkled round I see,

Provides for those who come to God
An all-prevailing plea.

3 My soul ! ask what thou wilt

;

Thou canst not be too bold:

Since his own blood for thee he spilt,

What else can he withhold ?

4 Thine image, Lord, bestow,

Thy presence and thy love;

I ask to serve thee here below,

And reign with thee above.

5 Teach me to live by faith

;

Conform my will to thine

:

Let me victorious be in death,

And then in glory shine.
John Newton.

Arr. by Streetfield.

^^sm-iiiraMpgip!
Jetu«,who know* full well The heart of ev-ery saint, Invito! ui all our jrief to tell, To pray and never faint

144 Emp°'

Jesus, who knows full well

The heart of every saint,

Invites us all our grief to tell,

To pray and never faint.

2 He bows his gracious ear,

—

We never plead in vain

;

Then let us wait till he appear,

And pray, and pray again.

3 Jesus, the Lord, will hear

His chosen when they cry
;

Yes, though he may a while forbear,

He'll help them from on high.

4 Then let us earnest cry,

And never faint in prayer;

He sees, he hears, and, from on high,

Will make our cause his care.
J.ihn Newton.
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145 C&f lart'f jHrrrg.

Sweet is thy mercy, Lord

;

Before thy mercy scat

My soul, adoring, pleads thy word,

And owns thy mercy sweet.

2 My need, and thy desires,

Are all in Christ complete

;

Thou hast the justice truth requires,

And I thy mercy sweet.

3 Where'er thy name is blest,

Where'er thy people meet,

There I delight in thee to rest,

And find thy mercy sweet.

4 Light thou my weary way,

Lead thou my wandering feet,

That while I stay on earth I may
Still find thy mercy sweet.

5 Thus shall the heavenly host

Hear all my songs repeat,

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

My joy, thy mercy sweet.
J. S. B. Monseli.

BHOADS. 8. M

146 W)f iort'B ^rr.sfT.

Our heavenly Father ! hear

The prayer we offer now ;

—

" Thy name be hallowed far and near!

To thee all nations bow

!

2 u Thy kingdom come !—thy will

On earth be done in love,

As saints and seraphim fulfill

Thy perfect law above !

3 "Our daily bread supply,

While, by thy word, we live;

The guilt of our iniquity

Forgive, as we forgive.

4 " From dark temptation's power,

—

From Satan's wiles defend

;

Deliver in the evil hour,

And guide us to the end.

5
u Thine, then, for ever be
Glory and power divine

!

The sceptre, throne, and majesty

Of heaven and earth are thine."
James Montgomery.

C. Warwick Jordan.

mff&,UKmm^mm
east; Nev- er to mur-mur at thy stay, Or wish my tut kr-ingt lets.I want a heart to pray,—To pray and nev-«r c

J \ ( Jar prrffct ^Submission.

1 want a heart to pray,—
To pray, and never cease

;

Never to murmur at thy stay,

Or wish my sufferings less.

2 This blessing, above all,

—

Always to pray,— I want
;

Out of the deep on thee to call,

And never, never faint.

a
3 I rest upon thy word,

—

The promise is for me

;

My succor and salvation, Lord,

Shall surely come from thee.

4 But let me still abide,.

Nor from my hope remove,

Till thou my patient spirit guide

Into thy perfect love.
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KORTON 7».

S-5

Arr. fr WaRTENSBB

I cannot let thee go, Till a blessing thou be-stow; Do not turn a-way thy face, Mine '6 an urgent, pressing case.

]48 Grn. 32:2(5.

Lord! I cannot let thee go,

Till a blessing thou bestow;

Do not turn away thy face,

Mine's an urgent, pressing case.

2 Once a sinner, in despair,

Sought thy mercy-seat by prayer;

Mercy heard and set him free-

Lord! that mercy came to me.

3 Many days have passed since then,

Many changes I have seen;
.

SPRINGFIELD. 7e.

£5

Yet have been upheld till now

;

Who could hold me up but thou?

4 Thou hast helped in every need—
This emboldens me to plead

;

After so much mercy past,

Canst thou let me sink at last?

5 No—I must maintain my hold;

'T is thy goodness makes me bold;

I can no denial take,

Since I plead for Jesus' sake.
JohnNewi

E MlNSHALL.

ifiiMfi\m
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y place; If we live a life of prayer, God is present every-wbere.They who seek the throne of grace Find that throne in every p
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They who seek the throne of grace

Find that throne in every place;

If we live a life of prayer,

God is present everywhere.

2 In our sickness and our health,

In our want, or in our wealth,

If we look to God in prayer,

God is present everywhere.

3 When our earthly comforts fail,

When the foes of life prevail,

'T is the time for earnest prayer;

God is present everywhere.

4 Then, my soul, in every strait,

To thy Father come, and wait;

He will answer every prayer;

God is present everywhere.

loO Guirt communion.

Stealing from the world away,

We are come to seek thy face;

Kindly meet us, Lord, we pray,

Grant us thy reviving grace.

2 Yonder stars that gild the sky

Shine but with a borrowed light;

We, unless thy light, be nigh,

Wander, wrapt in gloomy night.

3 Sun of Righteousness! dispel

All our darkness, doubts, and fears;

May thy light, within us dwell,

Till eternal day appear*.

4 Warm our hearts in prayer and praise,

Lift our every though.1 above;

Hear the grateful songs we raise,

Fill us with thy perfect love.
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him -self has bid thee pray

lt)l S ^rjgrr in nrrfc.

Come, my soul, thy suit prepare,
Jesus loves to answer prayer;
He himself has bid thee pray,
Therefore will not say thee nay.

2 With my burden I begin:

—

Lord! remove this load of sin;

Let thy blood for sinners spilt,

Set my conscience free from guilt

3 Lord! I come to thee for rest;

Take possession of my breast

;

INNOCENTS. 7 S

Wfc£

There, thy blood-bought right maintain,
And, without a rival, reign.

4 While I am a pilgrim here,
Let thy love my spirit cheer;
As my Guide, my Guard, my Friend,
Lead me to my journey's end.

5 Show me what I have to do,
Every hour my strength renew;
Let me live a life of faith,

Let me die thy people's death.
John Nevrton.

Arr. by W H Monk.mmpwmmmmmm
S*eet the Uine.exceeding sweet! When the saints together meet.When the Saviour is the theae.When theyjoy to sing ofhim.

lOZ Brorrmmfl Hcbr.

Sweet the time, exceeding sweet!
When the saints together meet,
When the Saviour is the theme,
When they joy to sing of him.

2 Sing we then eternal love;
Such as did the Father move:
He beheld the world undone,
Loved the world, and gave his Son.

3 Sing the Son's amazing love;
How he left the realms above,

Took our nature and our place,
Lived and died to save our race.

4 Sing we, too, the Spirit's love;
With our stubborn hearts he strove,
Filled our minds with grief and fear,
Brought the precious Saviour near.

5 Sweet the place, exceeding sweet,
Where the saints in glory meet

j

Where the Saviour's still the theme,
Where they see and sing of him.

George Burdti
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Prayer is the breath ofGod in man, Re-turn-ing whence it came; Love is the sacred fire within, And prayer the rising flame.
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Prayer is the breath of God in man,
Returning whence it came

;

Love is the sacred fire within,

And prayer the rising flame.

2 It gives the burdened spirit ease,

And soothes the troubled breast

;

Yields comfort to the mourning soul,

And to the weary rest.

3 When God inclines the heart to pray,

He hath an ear to hear

;

To him there 'a music in a sigh,

And beauty in a tear.

4 The humble suppliant cannot fail

To have his wants supplied,

Since he for sinners intercedes,

Who once for sinners died.
Benjamin Beddome.

BYEFIELD. C. M.

154
Far from the world, Lord, I flee,

From strife and tumult far

;

From scenes where Satan wages still

His most successful war.

2 The calm retreat, the silent shade,

With prayer and praise agree;

And seem by thy great bounty made
For those who follow thee.

3 There, if thy Spirit touch the soul,

And grace her mean abode
;

Oh ! with what peace, and joy, and love,

She then communes with God.

4 Author and Guardian of my life

!

Sweet Source of light divine,

And—all harmonious names in one

—

My Saviour !—thou art mine

!

William Cowper.

Thos. Hastings.

SPfflfflMI
Prayer is the soul's sincere desire, Un-uttered < expressed; The motion of a hidden fire That trembles in the breast

4A-H^^MMiirMifr^
4 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath,

The Christian's native air

:

His watchword at the gates of death

—

He enters heaven with prayer.

5 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice,

Returning from his ways ;

While angels in their songs rejoice,

And cry—" Behold he prays!"

6 thou, by whom we come to God

—

The Life, the Truth, the Way;
The path of prayer thyself hast trod

;

Lord ! teach us how to pray.
Jainei Montgomery.

155 "Cfhorb ficprans."

Prayer is the soul's sincere desire,

Unuttered or expressed

;

The motion of a hidden fire

That trembles in the breast.

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh,

The falling of a tear,

The upward glancing of an eye,

When none but God is near.

3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech

That infant lips can try;

Prayer the sublimest strains that reach

The Majesty on high.
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n the wea-ry, §e«k- ing reit, To thy goodness flee; When the heavy • la • den cast All their load on thee;
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WHEN the weary, seeking rest,

To thy goodness flee

;

When the heavy-laden cast

All their load on thee;

When the troubled, seeking peace,

On thy name shall call;

When the sinner, seeking life,

At thy feet shall fall;

Hear then in love, Lord, the cry,

In heaven, thy dwelling-place on high.

2 When the worldling, sick at heart,

Lifts his soul above;
When the prodigal looks back
To his Father's love;

Winn the proud man from his pride
Stoops to seek thy face;

When the burdened brings his guilt

To thy throne of grace
;

Hoar then in love, O Lord, the cry,

In heaven, thy dwelling-place on high.

3 When the stranger asks a home,
All his toils to end

;

When the hungry craveth food,

And the poor a friend
j

When the sailor on the wave
Bows the fervent knee

;

When the soldier on the field

Lifts his heart to thee;

Hear then in love, Lord, the cry,

In heaven, thy dwelling-place on high.

4 When the man of toil and care,

In the city crowd,

When the shepherd on the moor,
Names the name of God;

When the learned and the high,

Tired of earthly fame,

Upon higher joys intent,

Name the bles.-ed Name;
Hear then in love, Lord, the cry,

In heaven, thy dwelling-place on high
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CORDE NATUrf. P. M.

Voices in Uniion

Arr. by A S. Sl'LLIVai

Christ, to thee,with God the Father, And, O Ho - ly Ghost, to thee, Hymn and chant, and high thanks-

giv - ing, And un-wear . led prais • es be, Hon • or, glo • ry, and do - min - ion,

lOl iPraiar EEnrra0inB.

Christ, to thee, with God the Father,

And, Holy Ghost, to thee,

Hymn, and chant, and high thanksgiving,

And unwearied praises be,

Honor, gloi-y, and dominion,

And eternal victory,

Evermore and evermore.

2 ye heights of heaven, adore him;
Angel-hosts, his praises sing:

All dominions, bow before him,

And extol our God and King;

Let no tongue on earth be silent,

Every voice in concert ring,

Evermore and evermore,

3 Land and honor to the Father,

Laud and honor to the Sun,

Laud and honor to the Spirit,

Ever Three and ever ( toe :

Consubslantial, co-c ternal,

While unending ages run,

Evermore and evermore!
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OLD HUXDBZD. L M.

15S £«alinl00

Before Jehovah's awful throne,

Ye nations! bow with sacred joy:

Know that the Lord is God alone;

He can create, and he destroy

2 His sovereign power, without our aid,

Made us of clay, and formed us men;
And when, like wandering 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?

4 We '11 crowd thy gates with thankful songs,

High as the heavens our voices raise;

And earth, with her ten thousand tongues,

Shall 1111 thy courts with sounding praise.

5 Wide as the world is thy command,
Vast as eternity, thy love;

Firm as a rock thy truth must stand,

When rolling years shall cease to move.
Isaac Watts.

159 VhulmlOO.

All people that on earth do dwell,

Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice:

Him serve with mii-th, his praise forth tell,

Come ye before him and rejoice.

2 Know that the Lord is God indeed;

Without our aid he did us make:

We are his flock, he did us feed,

And for his sheep he doth us take.

3 Oh, enter then his gates with praise,

Approach with joy his courts unto

:

Praise, laud, and bless his name always,

For it is seemly so to do.

a For why? the Lord our God is good,
His mercy is for ever sure

;

His truth at all times firmly stood,

And shall from age to age endure.
William Kethe,.

1 60 Boiobgn.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow,

Praise him, all creatures here below

;

Praise him above, }'e heavenly host

;

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
Thomas Kea

lol Doio!och.

To God the Father, God the Son,

And God the Spirit, Three in One,
Be honor, praise, and glory given,

By all on earth, and all in heaven.

162 Psalm 117.

From all that dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator's praise arise

:

Let the Redeemer's name be sung,

Through every land, by every tongue.

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord!
Eternal truth attends thy word:
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore,

Till sun shall rise and set no more.



General praise.

163 SfODfulBOnfl.

Sing to the Lord a joyful song;

Lift up your hearts, your voices raise

;

To us his gracious gifts belong,

To him our songs of love and praise.

2 For life and love, for rest and food,

For daily help and nightly care,

Sing to the Lord, for he is good,

And praise his name, for it is fair :—

3 For strength to those who on him wait,

His truth to prove, his will to do,

MONSELL. P. M.

Praise ye our God, for he is great,

Trust in his name, for it is true:

—

4 For joys untold that daily move
Round those who love his sweet employ,

Sing to our God, for he is love,

Exalt his name, for it is joy :

—

5 For life below, with all its bliss,

And for that life, more pure and high,

That inner life, which over this

Shall ever shine, and never die.

J. S. D. Monsell.

W. F. Sherwin.

rnmm^

J ()4: " Bfautg of fjolinrss."

Worship the Lord in the beauty of holiness

;

Bow down before him, his glory proclaim;

With gold of obedience, and incense of low-

liness,

Kneel.and adore him ; the Lord is his name!

3 Fear not to enter his courts in the slen-

derness

Of the poor. wealth thou wouldst reckon
as thine;

Truth in its beauty, and love in its tenderness,

These are the offerings to lay on hisshrine.

Low at his feet lay thy burden of care- 4 These, though we bring them in tremb-
folni ling and tearfulness,

Hijrh on his heart he will bear it for thee; lie will accept for the Name that is dear;

Comfortthysorrows,andanswerthyprayer- Mornings of joy give for evenings of t.-ar-

fuln< fulness, [fenr.

Guiding thy steps as may best for thee be. Trust for our trembling, and hope for our
J S. U Monsell.



General praise.
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165 llulmOS.

Praise, Lord, for thee in Zion waits

;

Prayer shall besiege thy temple gates

;

All flesh shall to thy throne repair,

And find, through Christ, salvation there.

2 How blest thy saints ! how safely led!

How surely kept ! how richly fed !

Saviour of all in earth and sea,

How happy they who rest in thee

!

3 Thy hand sets fast the mighty hills,

Thy voice the troubled ocean stills;

Evening and morning hymn thy praise,

And earth thy bounty wide displays.

4 The year is with thy goodness crowned

;

Thy clouds drop wealth the world around

;

Through thee the deserts laugh and sing,

And nature smiles and owns her King.

5 Lord, on our souls thy Spirit pour

;

The moral waste within restore

;

Oh, let thy love our spring-tide be,

And make us all bear, fruit to thee.
Hen/y F. Ljrte.

Geo. Kincsley.

106 -»»«.-
Lord God of Hosts, by all adored

!

Thy name we praise with one accord
;

The earth and heavens are full of thee,

Thy light, thy love, thy majesty.

2 Loud hallelujahs to thy name
Angels and seraphim proclaim;

Eternal praise to thee is given

By all the powers and thrones in heaven.

3 The :i]>ostles join the glorious throng,

The prophets aid to swell the song,

The noble and triumphant host

Of martyrs make of thee their boast.

4 The holy church in every place

Throughout the world exalts thy praise

;

Both heaven and earth do worship thee,

Thou Father of eternity!

5 From day to day, Lord, do we
Highly exalt and honor thee

;

Thy name we worship and adore,

World without end for evermore.
John r.amtvH »lt.
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KOTTINOIIAJL C M. I. LLARK.

Lift up to Ood the voice ofprtdse, Whose breath our soule inspired; Loud and more loud the anthem raise,With grateful ardor fired.

sgg^e^|ec^i#ff#pig
1 6*7 "^ boirr of pn,Bf
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Lift up to God the voice of praise,

Whose breath our souls inspired;

Loud and more loud the anthem raise,

With grateful ardor fired.

2 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

Whose goodness, passing thought,

Loads every minute, as it flies,

With benefits unsought.

3 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

From whom salvation flows,

Who sent his Son our souls to save

From everlasting woes.

4 Lift up to God the voice of praise,

For hope's transporting ray,

Which lights, through darkest shades of

death,

To realms of endless day.

id hie wonderful name; The name all-victorious ofJesus ex- tol

;

rious.he rules overall.

i i

Te servants of Ood,your Master proclainiiAnd publish a-broad his wonderful name ; The name all- victorious ofJesns ex- tol
j

l> 8.—His kingdom is glorious,he rules over all.

I

168 " Sanation to (Sot)."

Ye servants of God, your Master pro-

claim,

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 great congregation his triumph 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 worship the

Lamb.

4 Then let us adore and give him his right,

All glory, and power, and wisdom and

might;

All honor and blessing, with angels above,

And thanks never ceasing, and infinite love.
Charles Wcilcy.

\60 " t&c-nshtp thr Hinfl."

Oh, worship the King, all-glorious above,

And gratefully sing his wonderful love;

Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of

days, [praise.

Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with

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

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space;

His chariots of wrath the deep thunder-

clouds form,

And dark is his path on the wings of the

storm.

3 Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite 1

It breathes in the air, it shines in the light,

It streams from the hills, it descends to the

plain,

And sweetly distils in the dew and the rain.

4 Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,

In thee do we trust, nor find thee to fail;

Thy mercies how tender! how linn to tlio

end

!

Our Maker, Defender, Redeemerand Friend.
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With »oags ud hon-on eottnd-ing loud, Ad - dress the Lord en high; • ver the heav'ns he spreads his c loud
D.S.—He males the grass the mountains crown

;

n
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170 l3s3lmlA7.

With songs and honors sounding loud,

Address the Lord on high
;

Over the heavens he spreads his cloud,

And waters vail the sky.

He sends his showers of blessings down,

To cheer the plains below

;

He makes the grass the mountains crown,

And corn in valleys grow.

2 His steady counsels change the face

Of the declining year;

He bids the sun cut short his race,

And wintry days appear.

His hoary frost, his fleecy snow,
Descend and clothe the ground

;

The liquid streams forbear to flow,

In icy fetters bound.

3 He sends his word and melts the snow,
The fields no longer mourn

;

He calls the warmer gales to blow,

And bids the spring return.

The changing wind, the flying cloud,

Obey his mighty word

:

With songs and honors sounding loud
Praise ye the sovereign Lord.

Isaac Watts.

171 Psalm 139.

Jehovah God ! thy gracious power
On even* hand we see

;

Oh, may the blessings of each hour
Lead all our thoughts to thee.

Thy power is in the ocean deeps,

And reaches to the skies

;

Thine eye of mercy never sleeps,

Thy goodness never dies.

2 From morn till noon, till latest eve,

The hand of God we see
;

And all the blessings we receive,

Ceaseless proceed from thee.

In all the varying scenes of time,

On thee our hopes depend
;

In every age, in every clime,

Our Father and our Friend.
John Thomson..

1/2 9lpb"i an& ©mtfla.

To him that loved the souls of men,
And washed us in his blood,

To royal honors raised our head,

And made us priests to God,

—

To him let every tongue be praise,

And every heart be love,

All grateful honors paid on earth,

And nobler songs above.

2 Behold, on flying clouds he comes

!

His saints shall bless the day ;

While they that pierced him sadly mourn
In anguish and dismay.

Thou art the First, and thou the Last

;

Time centers all in thee,

The Almighty God, who was, and is,

And evermore shall be.
Isaac Watts.
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8TUTT0AED. 8s, 7s.

Praise to thee.thou great Creator! Praise to thee from every tongue; Join.my sval,w»th every creature, Join the uni-ver-sal song.

173 " ^fn tfjousarrt) blfssinjjs."

Praise to thee, thou great Creator!

Praise to thee from every tongue
;

Join, my soul, with every creature,

Join the universal song.

2 Father! source of all compassion!

Pure, unbounded grace is thine

:

Hail the God of our salvation,

Praise him for his love divine

!

3 For ten thousand blessings given,

For the hope of future joy,

CARTER. 88,7s.

Sound his praise through earth and heaven,

Sound Jehovah's praise on high

!

4 Praise to God, the great Creator,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

;

Praise him, every living creature,

Earth and heaven's united host.

5 Joyfully on earth adore him,

Till in heaven our song we raise

;

Then enraptured fall before him,

Lost in wonder, love, and praise!
John Fawcett.

E. S. Carter.

God is love ; his mercy brightens All the path in which we rove; Bliss he wakes and woe he lightens ; God is wisdom.God is lc

ESErffffjff
1 74 JLJlisbom ant lobr.

God is love ; his mercy brightens

All the path in which we rove

;

Bliss he wakes and woe ho lightens;

God is wisdom, God is love.

2 Chance and change are busy ever;

Man decays, and ages move;
But his mercy wancth never

;

God is wisdom, God is love.

3 Ev'n the hour that darkest seemeth,

Will his changeless goodness prove;

From the gloom his brightness streameth

God is wisdom, God is love.

4 He with earthly cares entwineth

Hope and comfort from above;

Everywhere his glory shineth
;

God is wisdom, God is love.

175 Dibinc 19trfrrtionB.

God, my King, thy might confessing,

Ever will I bless thy name
;

Day by day thy throne addressing,

Still will I thy praise proclaim.

2 Nor shall fail from memory's treasure,

Works by love and mercy wrought

—

Works of love surpassing measure,

Works of mercy passing thought.

3 Full of kindness and compassion,

Slow of anger, vast in love,

God is good to all creation;

All his works his goodness prove.

4 All thy works, Lord, shall bless thee,

Thee shall all thy saints adore;

King supreme shall they confess thee,

And proclaim thy sovereign power.
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BARBER. 8. ML
73
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ir Might, With ho-ly fer - vor sing; Let hearts and instruments unite To praise our heavenly Kin*.

M
176 Psalm 81.

Sing to the Lord, our Might.

With holy fervor sing

;

Let hearts and instruments unite

To praise our heavenly King.

2 This is his sacred house

;

And this his festal day,

When he accepts the humblest vows
That we sincerely pay.

3 The Sabbath to our sires

In mercy first was given
;

The church her Sabbath still requires

To speed her on to heaven.

4 And we, like them of old,

Are in the wilderness
;

And God is now as near his fold

To pity and to bless.

5 Then let us open wide

Our hearts for him to fill

;

And he that Israel then supplied,

Will keep his Israel still.
Henry F, Lyte.

SILVER STREET. S. M.

T-TT
177 "BlrestfjclLorD."

Stand up, and bless the Lord,

Ye people of his choice

;

Stand up, and bless the Lord your God,
With heart and soul and voice.

2 Though high above all praise,

Above all blessing high,

Who would not fear his holy name,
And laud, and magnify ?

3 Oh, for the living flame

From his own altar brought,

To touch our lips, our souls inspire,

And wing to heaven our thought

!

4 God is our strength and song,

And his salvation ours

:

Then be his love in Christ proclaimed,

With all our ransomed powers.

5 Stand up, and bless the Lord;
The Lord your God adore

;

Stand up, and bless his glorious name,
Henceforth, for evermore.

James Montgomery.

Come.sound his praise abroad.And hymns of glo • ry sing! J$ - ho-vah is the eov

f^r
178 Usain, 95.

Come, sound his praise abroad,

And hymns of glory sing

:

Jehovah is the sovereign God,
The universal King.

2 He formed the deeps unknown
;

He l'hw the seas their bound;
The watery worlds are all his own,
And all the solid ground.

3 Come, worship at his throne,

Come, bow before the Lord

:

We are his work, and not our own,
He formed us by his word,

4 To-day attend his voice,
• okc Ins rod

;

Come, like the people of his choice,

And own our gracious God.



74 General ipraiae.

W£SLEY. 7». D. Lowell Mason

sam̂ ^iMjijjijjjaiifliHJ i

< Songs of praisethe angels sang, Heav'n with hallelujahs rang,
{ When Je- ho-vah's work be-gun,When he spake.and it was done. ) Songs ofpraise awoke the morn,

When the Prince of Peace was bcrn; Songs ofpraise arose, when he Cap-tive led cap-tiv

J ^ \j Singing to Cob.

Songs of praise the angels sang,

Heaven with hallelujahs rang,

When Jehovah's work begun,

When he spake, and it was' done.

Songs of praise awoke the morn,
When the Prince of Peace was born

;

Songs of praise arose, when he
Captive led captivity.

2 Heaven and earth must pass away

—

Songs of praise shall crown that day

;

God will make new heavens and earth

—

Songs of praise shall hail their birth.

And shall man alone be dumb,
Till that glorious kingdom come?
No ; the Church delights to raise

Psalms and hymns and songs of praise.

3 Saints below, with heart and voice,

Still in songs of praise rejoice

;

Learning here, by faith and love,

Songs of praise to sing above.

Borne upon their latest breath

Songs of praise shall conquer death
;

Then, amid eternal joy,

Songs of praise their powers employ.
J aines Montgomery.

Thou who art enthroned above,

Thou by whom we live and move!

Oh, how sweet, with joyful tongue,

To resouud thy praise in song

!

Sweet the day of sacred rest.

When devotion fills the breast,

When we dwell within thy house,

Hear thy word, and pay our vows..

2 From thy works our joys arise,

O thou only good and wise

!

Who thy wonders can declare ?

How profound thy counsels are

!

Warm our hearts with sacred fire;

Grateful fervors still inspire

;

All our powers, with all their might,

Ever in thy praise unite.
C. Sandys.

181 "iiartf) ano lUfabfn."

From the vast and vailed throng,

Round the Father's heavenly throne,

Swells the everlasting song

:

Glory be to God alone!

Round Immanuel's cross of pain

Mortal men, in tribes unknown,
Sing to him who once was slain :

Glory be to God alone!

2 Blend, ye raptured songs, in one,

Men redeemed, your Father own
;

Angels, worship ye the Sen :

Glory be to God alone !

Spirit, 'tis within thy light,

Streaming far from cross and throne,

Earth and heaven their songs unite:

Glory bo to God alone!
Hcrvey Doddridge Canie.
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HONTTOK. It. D.

Hail, thrice-holy, God most high! Lord of all the heavenly powers, Be the same loud an

182 "CtDtum."

God eternal, Lord of all!

Lowly at thy feet we fall

:

All the world doth worship thee

;

We amidst the throng would be.

All the holy angels cry,

Hail, thrice-holy, God most high!

Lord of all the heavenly, powers,

Be the same loud anthem ours.

2 Glorified apostles raise,

Night and day, continual praise;

Hast thou not a mission too

For thy children here to do?

With the prophet's goodly line

We in mystic bond combine;
For thou hast to babes revealed'

Things that to the wise were sealed.

3 Martyrs, in a noble host,

Of thy cross are heard to boast

;

Since so bright the crown they wear,

We with them thy cross would bear.

All thy church,, in heaven and earth,

hail thy spotless birth ;—
I on the judgment-throne,

Number us among thine own !

1S3 "Cn ISicflsiB."

Glory be to God on high,

—

God, whose glory fills the sky

;

Peace on earth to man forgiven,

—

Man, the well-beloved of heaven.

Sovereign Father, Heavenly King!
Thee we now presume to sing

;

Glad thine attributes confess,

Glorious all, and numberless.

2 Hail, by all thy works adored!

Hail, the everlasting Lord!
Thee with thankful hearts we prove,—

God of power, and God of love

!

Christ our Lord and God we own,

—

Christ the Father's only Son;

Lamb of God, for sinners slain,

Saviour of offending man.

3 Jesus ! in thy name we pray,

Take, oli, take our sins away!
Powerful Advocate with God!
Justify as by thy blood.

Hear, for thou, O Christ ! alone,

Art with thy great Father one;

One the Holy Ghost with f

One supreme eternal Three.
Ch^rlrt Wesley.'



7& General praise.

THORKE. 10*.

Oh.whatthe joy and the glo- ry must be, Those endless Sabbaths the blcss-ed ones see,

m$mm m̂*^m3Mk$
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Crowns for the valiant, to wea - ry ones rest; God shall be all, and in all ev- er blestl

miim^^mmmm
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Oh,.what the joy and the glory must be,

Those endless Sabbaths the blessed ones see,

Crowns for the valiant, to weary ones rest;

God shall be all, and in all ever blest

!

2 Truly Jerusalem name we that shore,

Vision of peace, that brings joy evermore

!

Wish and fulfilment can severed be ne'er,

Nor the thing prayed for come short of

the prayer.

3 There, where no troubles distraction can'

bring,

We the sweet anthems of Zion shall sing,

While for thy grace, Lord, their voices of

praise,

Thy blessed people eternally raise.

4 There dawns no Sabbath, no Sabbath is

o'er,

Those Sabbath-keepershave one evermore;

One and unending is that triumph-song

Which to the angels and us shall belong.

5 Low before him with our praises we fall,

Of whom, and in whom, and through whom
are all

;

Of whom, the Father ; and in whom, the

Son;
Through whom, the Spirit, with them ever

one.
J. M. Ncalc, ti.

185 Glorg to thf Hamb.

Blessing, and honor, and glory, and
power,

Wisdom, and riches, and strength, ever-

more,

Give ye to him who our battle hath won,
Whose are the kingdom, the crown, and

the throne.

2 Dwelleth the light of the glory with him,

Light of a glory that cannot grow dim,

Light in its silence and beauty and calm,

Light in its gladness and brightness and
balm.

3 Ever ascendeth the song and the joy,

Ever descended] the love from on high,

Blessing, and honor, and glory, and praise,

This is the theme of the hymns that we
raise.

4 Life of all life, and true Light of all

light,

Star of the dawning, unchangingly bright,

Sun of the Salem whose lamp is the Lamb,
Theme of the ever-new, ever-glad psalm

!

5 Give wo the glory and praise to the Lamb,
Take we the robe and the harp and the

palm,

Sin-,' we the song of the Lamb that was slain,

Dying in weakness, but rising to reign.
IMatius Bonar.
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WAAKAH. 10k

Hon - or and glo - ry, thanksgiving, and praiae, Mak • er of all things, to thee we up-raiae;mmm
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Ood iht Al-might-y, the Fa -ther. the Lord; God by the an • gelso • beyed and a - dored.

1S(> GoD <n Crratum.

Honor and glory, thanksgiving and praise,

Maker of all tinners, to thee we upraise;

God the Almighty, the Father, the Lord;

God by the angels obeyed and adored.

2 Thou art the Father of heaven and earth
;

Worlds uncreated to thee owe their birth

;

All the creation, thy voice when it heard,

Started to light and to life at thy word.

3 Onward the sun and tho moon on their

march
Span with tho rainbow the firmament's arch

;

Stars yet unknown, and whose light is to

come,
Find in creation their place and a home.

4 Earth with the mountain, the river, the

plain,

Sky with the dew-drop, the wind, and the

rain,

Beast of the forest, wild bird of the air,

All are thy creatures, and all are thy care.

5 Ocean the restless, and waters that swell,

Lightnings that flash over flood, on
Own thee the Master Almighty, and call

Thee tho Creator, the Father of all.

6 Yea, thou art Father of all, and thy love

Pity for man that is fallen doth nunc;
Sharing our nature, though sinless, thy Sun
Came to redeem us, by Satan undoue.

7 God in three Persons! give ear to our

prayer

;

Thought, word, and deed in thine image re-

pair
;

Guide us in life, and protect to the last ;

And, at thine advent, Lord, pardon the past.
Ed«ln A. Dayman,

1 S 7 3ngr !»' tSor»»)ip.

Stars of the morning, so gloriously bright,

Filled with celestial resplendence and light

;

These thai, where night never followeth clay,

Raise the M Thrice-holy " song ever and aye!

2 These are thy counselors: these dost thou

own,
God of Sabaoth ! the nearest thy throne;

These are thy ministers; these dost thou
send,

Help of the helpless ones! man to defend.

3 Wh.n by thy word earth was first poised

in space

;

"When the far planets first sped on their

rare
j

When was completed the six days' employ,

Then "all the sons of God shouted for joy !

4 Still let them succor us ; still let them
fight,

Lord of angelic hosts, battling for right!

Till, where their anthems they ceaselessly

poor,

We with the angels may bow and adore!
Jcfci M. Ncale.tr.



78 General praise.

WORSHIP, lis, 10s.

Praise him who will with glo-ry crown the low-Iy, And with sal- va-tion beau-ti- fy the meek.

Q.-

188 "tfraise Hefjobaf)."

Praise ye Jehovah ! praise the Lord most

holy,

Who cheers the contrite, girds with

strength the weak

;

Praise him who will with glory crown the

lowly,

And with salvation beautify the meek.

2 Praise ye Jehovah ! for his loving-kind-

ness,

And all the tender mercy he hath shown

;

Praise him who pardons all our sin and
blindness,

And calls us sons, and takes us for his

own.

3 Praise ye Jehovah!' source of all our
blessings

;

Before his gifts earth's richest boons wax
dim;

Resting in him, his peace and joy possessing,

All tilings are ours, for we have all in

him.

4 Praise ye the Father! God the Lord,

who gave us,

With full and perfect love, his only Son

;

Praise ye the Son! who died himself to

save us

;

Praise ye the Spirit ! praise the Three
in One!

Lady Margaret C. Campbell.

180 p - M - Tune-LEONL

The God of Abraham praise,

Who reigns enthroned above,

Ancient of everlasting days,

And God of love !

Jehovah ! great I AM

!

By earth ami heaven confessed;

1bow and bios the sacred name,

For ever blest

!

2 The God of Abraham praise!

At whose supreme command
From earth I rise, ami seek the joys

At his right hand :

1 all on earth forsake,

Its wisdom, fame, and power,

And him my only portion make,
My shield and tower.

2 The God of Abraham praise

!

Whose all-sufficient grace

Shall guide me all my happy days
In all my ways :

lie calls a worm his friend!

lb- calls himself my God !

And he shall save me to the end

Through Jesus' blood

!

Thomas (Jim



DAWH lis, 10a.

General f>ratt3C. 79

^.j ij J IMHtt&MlWJ \ 1 1

Now when the dus • ky shadesof night re-treat-ing Be • fore the sun's red banner swiftly flee;

Now, when the ter - rors of the dark are fleeting, O Lord, we lift ourthankful hearts tothee:—

mm^mmm^ssmm
190 Chr t.flht of thr lorb.

Now, when' the dusky shades of night re-

treating

Before the sun's red banner swiftly

flee;

Now, when the terrors of the dark are

fleeting,

Lord, we lift our thankful hearts to

thee :

—

2 To thee, whose word, the fount of life

unsealing,

When hill and dale in thickest darkness

lay,

Awoke bright rays across the dim earth

stealing,

And bade the" eve and mora complete

the day.

leoni. p. M.

-M- Fah J l J j^ Fat

3 Look from the height of heaven, and send

to cheer us

Thy light and truth, and guide us on-

ward still

;

Still let thy mercy, as of old, be near us,

And lead us safely to thy holy Jiill.

4 So, when that morn of endless light is

waking,

And shades of evil from its splendors flee,

Safe may we rise, this earth's dark vale for-

saking,

Through all the long bright day to dwell

with thee.

5 Be this by thee, God thrice holy, granted,

Father, Son, and Spirit, ever blest

;

Whose glory by the heaven and earth is

chanted,

Whose name by men and angels is confest.
Anon., 1853.

Arr. by Rabbi Leoni.

The God of Abrah'm praise, Who reign* enthion'd above, An - cient of ev- er -last - ing days, And God of love!

kariffj^fiApffM^fprf^f ifffH

Je • ho-Tab! great I AM I By earth andheav'n con-fessed; I bow and bless the sa-cred name, For ft - er blest!

j^^l
1—

r

name, Fc
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8o Close ot Service.

GRATITUDE. L. M. Thos. Hastings.

^i\fi\iji\^m \um\Mm\iM

isH
^e it.&%&$0gmm$m

1 »i 1 " 13frpttual blessings."

My God, how endless is thy love

!

Thy gifts are every evening new

;

And morning mercies, from above,

Gently distill, like early dew.

102 Brnrtiiction.

The peace which God alone reveals,

And by his word of grace imparts,

Which only the believer feels,

Direct, and keep, and cheer our hearts!

2 Thou spread'st the curtains of the night, 2 And may the holy Three in One,

Great Guardian of my sleeping hours

;

The Father, Word, and Comforter,

Thy sovereign word restores the light, Pour an abundant blessing down
And quickens all my drowsy powers. On every soul assembled here!

3 I yield my powers to thy command

;

To thee I consecrate my days

;

Perpetual blessings from thy hand
Demand perpetual songs of praise.

3 Praise God, from whom all blessings flow;

Praise him, all creatures here below

;

Praise him above, ye heavenly host

!

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

HEBRON. L. M. Lowell Mason.

Siiiiiirt^p^Si^fgB

^mmmm
193 Ktenfns.

Thus far the Lord has led me on

;

Thus far his power prolongs my days;

And every evening shall make known
Some fresh memorial of his grace.

2 Much of my time has run to waste,

And I, perhaps, am near my home,
But he forgives my follies past,

And gives me strength for days to come.

3 I lay my body down to sleep;

Peace is the pillow for my head

;

While well-appointed angels keep
Their watchful stations round my bed.

4. Thus when the night of death shall come,

My flesh shall rest beneath the ground,

.And wait thy voice to break my tomb,

With sweet salvation in the sound.
Isaac Watt*.

1,J-1 Dismissal.

Dismiss us with tin* blessing. Lord!

Help US to feed upon thy word;
All that has been amiss, forgive,

And let thy truth within us live.

2 Though we are guilty, thou art good;
Wash all our works in Jesus' blood;

Give every burdened soul release,

And bid us all depart in peace.



Close ot Service.

8ABBATA. C. M.

pfpup^^psi^^
Now let the dew of heav'r

m^^
de scend, And right - eous fruits a - bound.

£=wm^mm
19d " I3rrriam sr ctJ."

Almighty God, thy word is cast

Like seed into the ground

;

Now let the dew of heaven descend,

And righteous fruits abound.

2 Let not the foe of Christ or man
This holy seed remove,

But give it root in every heart

To bring forth fruits of love.

3 Let not the world's deceitful cares

The rising plant destroy,

But let it yield, a hundred-fold,

The fruits of peace and joy.

4 Nor let thy word, so kindly sent

To raise us to thy throne,

Return to thee, and sadly tell

That we reject thy Son.
John Cawo

ELIZABETHTOWN. C 11

1% "Btrpus."

Another day is past and gone,

God, we bow to thee

;

Again, as nightly shades come on,

To thy defence we flee.

2. Forgive us all the evil done,

The good undone, to-day

;

And keep us from the Wicked One,

Now, Father, and for aye.

3 When shall that day of gladness come,

Ne'er sinking in the west

;

That country and that blessed home,
Where none shall break our rest

;
—

4 Where we, God, preserved beneath

The shelter of thy wing,

For evermore thy praise shall breathe,

And of thy mercy sing ?

Isaac Williams, tr.

Geo. Kingslhy.

rals that hear and know The gospel'6 j oyful sound ; Peace shall attend the path they g-o,And light their steps surround.

T
Blest are the souls that hear and know
The gospel's joyful sound

;

Peace shall attend the path they go,

And light their steps surround.

2 Their joy shall bear their spirits up
Through their Redeemer's name

;

His righteousness exalts their hope,

Nor Satan dares condemn.

3 The Lord, our glory and defence,

Strength and salvation gives;

Israel! thy King for ever reigns,

Thy God for ever lives.



32 Close ot Service.

8HIELD. 8s, 7s, 7a.

!ii^§pglpiiliIF:gi§^
in

Through the day thy love has spared us ; Now we lay us down to rest, Through the si - lent watches guard us,

m
^a^sp^^^i

Let no foe our peace mo • lest;
V

m^mm^mmm
198 Quiring Crust.

Through the day thy love has spared i

Now we lay us down to rest,

Through the silent watches guard us,

Let no foe our peace molest
j

Jesus! thou our Guardian bej

Sweet it is to trust in thee.

MURIEL. 8s, 7s, 7s.

2 Pilgrims here on earth, and strangers,

Dwelling in the midst of foes,

Us and ours preserve from dangers

;

In thine arms may we repose,

And when life's short day is past

Rest with thee in heaven at last.

Thorns Kf lly.

C. Gounod.^^^^^^^^^m
Saviour, now the day ending, And the shades of evening fall, Let thy Ho-ly Dove descending.

\m*^fmm^£M§£m^
S#iiappii^^^gi

Bring thy mer-cy to us all; Set thy seal on every heart, Je-sus, bless us ere we

N#i#ptf^gga^gi
190 parting bluing.

Saviour, now the day is ending,

And the shades of evening fall,

Let thy Holy Dove descending,

Bring Ihy mercy to us all

;

Set thy seal on every heart,

JOSH . bless us ere we part !

2 Comfort those in pain or sorrow,

Watch each Bleeping child of thine
;

Let us all arise to-morrow,

Strengthened by thy grace divine
j

Set thy seal on every heart,

Jesus, bless us ere we part

!

3 Pardon thou each deed unholy ;

Lord, forgive each sinful thought;

Make us contrite, pure, and lowly,

By thy irre.it example taught:

Set thy seal on every heart,

Jesus, bless us ere we part

!

S.irah Doudney.



Close of Service.

ELLERTON. 10s. E. J. Hopk
83

^^^^^m^^m
Sav-iour, a - gain to thy dear name With one ac - cord our part-ing hymn of praise

We rise to bless thee ere our worship cease, And now, de -part - ing, wait thy word of peace.

200 "Goinpracr."

Saviour, again to thy dear name we raise

With one accord our parting hymn of praise;

We rise to bless thee ere our worship cease,

And now, departing, wait thy word of

peace.

2 Grant us thy peace upon our homeward
way

;

With thee began, with thee shall end the day;

Guard thou the lips from sin, the hearts

from shame,
That in thishouse have calledupon thy name.

HENLEY, lis, 10s. .0.

3 Grant us thy peace, Lord, through the

coming night

;

Turn thou for us its darkness into light

;

From harm and danger keep thy children

free,

For dark and light are both alike to thee.

4 Grant us thy peace throughout our earth-

ly life,

Our balm in sorrow, and our stay in strife;

Then, when thy voice shall bid our conflict

cease,

Call us, Lord, to thine eternal peace.
John Ellcrton.

_„_ Lowell Mason.

^01 "£rust, Btrrnntl), ralmnrss."

„ . - xi . • 1 ,
And ^e will ever trust each unknown mor-Father ! in thy mysterious presence kneel- row .

t, .

ing
'

,

,

. m . .. ,, .. , Thou wilt sustain us till its work is
Fain would our souls feel all thy kind- ^

ling love

;

For we are weak, and need some deep re- 3 ^°w
>
Father! now in thy dear presence

vealing kneeling,

Of trust, and strength, and calmness 0ur sP irits >'earn to tCtl % kindling

from above. l°ve
>

2 Lord! we have wandered forth through
NoW make

,

us str0n^ we need thy deeP

doubt and sorrow, nf
/*'".

*i .™«. A ,

And thou hast made each step an on-
0f

'l™
1

'
™d strenSth .

and calmness

ward one

;

from above.
Samuel Johnson.



Cloee ot Service.

ms^mmp
202 " <5uart atrt> sabt

.
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The day is past and over

:

All thanks, Lord ! to thee
j

We 'pray thee now that sinless

The hours of dark may be \

O Jesus ! keep us in thy sight,

And save us through the coming night.

2 The joys of day are over;

We lift our hearts to thee

;

And ask thee that offenceless

The hours of dark may be j

O Jesus ! make their darkness light,

And save us through the coming night.

columba. P. M.

3 The toils of day are over;

We raise our hymn to thee

;

And ask that free from* peril

The hours of dark may be

;

O Jesus ! keep us in thy sight,

And guard us through the coming night,

4 Be thou our souls' preserver,

God ! for thou dost know
How many are the perils

. Through which we have to go j

loving Jesus! hear our call,

And guard and save us from them all.

J. It Neale, U.

H. S. Irons.^^^^^mtikk^^
HerThe sun is sink-ing fast, The daylight dies Let love awake, and pay evening sac-rl • fice.

bs^iiigiig^ppl^ii
203 "Snto tbg fianTJBl"

The sun is sinking fast,

The daylight dies

;

Let love awake, and pay
Her evening sacrifice.

2 As Christ upon tho cross

His head inclined,

And to his Father's hands

His parting soul resigned}—

3 So now herself my soul

Would wholly givo

Into his* sacred charge,

In whom all spirits live.

4 Thus would I live
;
yet now

Not I, but ho

In all his power and love

Henceforth alive in mo.

5 One sacred Trinity!

One Lord divine!

May I be ever his,

And he fur ever mine.
LilwaM Caiwall, Ir.



Close of Service.

NIGHTFALL. Hi, 5.

85

2 -* "fl *
Now God be with us, for the night ia clos-ing, The light . and dark-r.ess are of his dis

pos-ing, And "neath his shad - ow here to rest we yield us; For he will 6hield us.

kffLi t
j

f tiammm^¥m
ir-r

3 Let pious thoughts be ourswhen sleep o'er-

takes us

;

Our earliest thoughts be thine when morning
wakes us

;

All sick and mourners, we to thee commend
them,

Do thou befriend them.

4 We have no refuge, none on earth to aid us,

Save thee, Father! who thine own hast

made us

;

But thy dear presence will not leave them
lonely

Who seek thee only. c. winkworth, &.

J. Barnby.

U£()-j " lort rbcrlagtinjj."

Now God be with us, for the night is clos-

ing*

The light and darkness are of his disposing

;

And 'neath his shadow here to rest we yield

us;

For he will shield us.

2 Let evil thoughts and spirits flee before

us,

Till morning cometh, watch, Father ! o'er

us;

In soul and body thou from harm defend us,

Thine angels send us.

CL0ISTEB8. lit, 5.

m^mmim^^^
Father, thy name be praised, thy kingdom giv'n ; Thy will be done on earth as 'tis in heaven;

X.

205 tfriarT ana #rai«r. 2 Praise be to thee through Jesus our sal-

Fathek, thy name be praised, thy kingdom vation,

given
;

God, three in one, the Ruler of creation,

Thy will be done on earth as 't is in heaven

;

High throned, o'er all thine eye of mercy
Keep us in life ; forgive our sins ; deliver casting,

Us now and ever. Lord everlasting! cwinkwofth.tr.



86 Close ot Service.
DENHIS. S. M An. fr. H. G. Naceli.

By day, by night, at home, a

^-4- -J- -3-

I would be still with thee.

s^^^^£=|j=tf=p^[

206 " Still faitfjtfjff."

Still, still with thee, my God,
I would desire to be

:

By day, by night, at home, abroad,

I would be still with tkee.

2 With thee, when dawn comes in,

And calls me back to care,

Each day returning to begin

With thee, my God, in prayer.

3 With thee, when day is done,

And evening calms the mind

;

The setting, as the rising, sun
With thee my heart would find.

4 With thee, in thee, by faith

Abiding I would be

;

By day, by night, in life, in death,

I would be still with thee.
James D. Bums.

207 "fceraretf,."

How gentle God's commands

!

How kind his precepts are!

Come, cast your burdens on the Lord,

And trust bis constant care.

2 Beneath his watchful eye

His saints securely dwell

;

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

3 Why should this anxious load

Press down your weary mind ?

Haste to your heavenly Father's throne,

And sweet refreshment find.

4 His goodness stands approved,
Unchanged from day to day :

I '11 drop my burden at his feet,

And bear a song away.
Philip Doddridge.

J. Barnbv.

to#§B^Pffj#y##5EPi
208 Sabbath tntirl).

The day of praise is done;

The evening shadows fall

;

Yet pass not from us with the sun,

True Light that lightenest all

!

2 Around thy throne on high,

Where night can never be,

The white-robed harpers of the sky
Bring ceaseless hymns to thee.

3 Too faint our anthems here

;

Too soon of praise we tire
;

But oh, the strains how full and clear

Of that eternal choir

!

4 Shine thou within us, then,

A day that knows no end,

Till songs of angels and of men
In perfect praise shall blend.



Close of Service.

scmnujni. s m.

spisi
Onee nan, before we pert. Oh, blew the SaTionr*e name ! Let eTery teniae and eTery heart Adore and praiee the tune.

20*) *' Dismission.

Once more, before we part.

Oh, bless the Saviour's name

!

•ry tongue and every heart

Adore and praise the same.

2 Lord, in thy gTace we came,
That blessing: still impart;

"We met in Jesus' sacred name,
In Jesus' name we part.

3 Still on thy holy word
Help us to feed, and grow,

Still to go on to know the Lord,

And practice what we know.

4 Now, Lord, before we part,

Help us to bless thy name:
Let evenr tongue and every heart

Adore and praise the same.
Joseph Hart.

210
The swift declining day,

How fast its moments fly

!

While evening's broad and gloomy shade
Gains on the western sky

2 Ye mortals, mark its pace,

And use the hours of light

;

And know, its Maker can command
At once eternal night.

3 Give glory to the Lord,

Who rules the whirling sphere

;

Submissive at his footstool bow,
And seek salvation there.

4 Then shall new luster break
Through death's impending gloom,

And lead you to unchanging light,

In your celestial home.
Fhflip Doddridge.

LKLAOT. a K L. M. FOSEEKY.

m^mm^mmmaM^m
Tie day is part ud gone, The evening ihadee 2p-pear; Oh, may we al! re • member well The night tf death draws near!

211 *oau *v™.

The day is past and gone,

The evening shades appear

;

Oh, may we all remember well

The night of death draws near

!

2 We lay our garments by,

Upon our beds to reel

;

So death will soon disrobe us all.

Of what we here poei

3 Lord, keep us safe this night,

Secure from all our fears

;

May angels guard us while we sleep,

Till morning light appears.

4 And when we early

And view the unwearied sun,

May we set out to win the prize/

Ami after glory run.

5 And when our days are past,

And we from time remove.

Oh, may we in thy bosom rest,

The bosom of thv love

!

John Leland.



Close of Service.
GENNESABET. 10s. 8L

m^mma^m
The day is gently sinking to a close, Fainter and yet more faint the sunlight glows; Brightness of thy Father's glory, thou,

Eternal Light of light, be with us now ; Where thou art present,darkness cannot be : Midnight is glorious m i.O Lord.with thee

212 ••»«.!••

The day is gently sinking to a close,

Fainter and yet more faint the sunlight

glows

;

Brightness of thy Father's glory, thou,

Eternal Light of light, be with us now

;

Where thou art present, darkness cannot

be:

Midnight is glorious noon, Lord, with

thee.

2 Thou, who in darkness walking didst ap-

pear

Upon the waves, and thy disciples cheer,

HAYDN. 3. M.

Come, Lord, in lonesome days, when storms

assail,

And earthly hopes and human succors fail

:

When all is dark, may we behold thee nigh,

And hear thy voice, "Fear not, for it is I."

3> The weary world is mouldering to decay,

Its glories wane, its pageants fade away

;

In that last sunset, when the stars shall

fall,

May we arise, awakened by thy call,

With thee, Lord, for ever to abide

In that blest day which has no eventide.

Lord, at this closing hour, Es-tab-lish every heart Upon thy word of truth and power, To keep us when we part.

-«- • ------ l.-#-*Jti

213 " £l08»'«3 %°ur."

Lord, at this closing hour,

Establish every heart

Upon thy word of truth and power,

To keep us when wo part.

2 Peace to our brethren give

;

Fill all our hearts with love
j

In faith, and patience may we live,

And seek our rest above.

3 Through changes, bright or drear,

We would thy will pursue
,

And toil to spread thy kingdom here,

Till we its glory view

4 To God, the only wise,

In every age adored,

Let glory from the church arise-

Through Jesus Christ our Lord
!'



Close of Service.

PHILIPPI. 7t. 10 1.

wmm&gm&^mm&L
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Father, by thy love and power, Comeaa-gain the eve-ning hour: Light has vanished, la-bors cease, Weary creaturea

, f T llfi-r* JV .ff l*

1
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2 1 t ^r tDrninS tour.

Father, by thy love and power,

Comes again the evening hour

:

Light has vanished, labors cease,

Weary creatures rest in peace

;

Thou, whose genial dews distill

On the lowliest weed that grows,

Father, guard our couch from ill,

Grant thy children sweet repose

:

We to thee ourselves resign,

Let our latest thoughts be thine.

2 Blessed Trinity, be near

Through the hours of darkness drear;

Then, when shrinks the lonely heart,

Thou, God, most present art.

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

Watch-o'er our defenceless head

;

Let thy angels' guardian host

Keep all evil from our bed;
Till the flood of morning rays

Wake us to a song of praise.
Joseph Atuuce.

215 B- * Tum-HAYDH.

God of the prophets' power!

God of the gospel's sound!

Move glorious on,—send out thy voice

To all the nations round.

2 With hearts and lips unfeigned,

We bless thee for thy word

;

We praise thee for the joyful news,

Which our glad ears have heard.

3 Oh, may we treasure well

The counsels thai we hear,

Till righteousness and holy joy

In all our hearts appear.

4. Water the sacred seed,

And give it large increase;

May neither fowls, nor rocks, nor thorns,

Prevent the fruits of peace.

5 And though we sow in tears,

Our souls at last shall come,
And gather in our sheaves with joy

At heaven's great harvest -home.



MATTHIAS. L. M. 61.

Close of Service.

pgmmmgg^mm^
Sweet 8avlonr, bless us ere we go: Thy word in -to oar minds in-still: And make onr lukewarm hearts to glow

fl IT
With low-ly love and fervent will. Thro' life's long day,And death's dark night.0 gen - tie Je-sus, he . onr light

216 "Err foe go."

Sweet Saviour, bless us ere we go

:

Thy word into our minds instill

:

And make our lukewarm hearts to glow
With lowly love and fervent will.

Ref.—Through life's long day,

And death's dai'k night,

gentle Jesus, be our light.

2 The day is gone, its hours have run,

And thou hast taken count of all,

HOLLEY. 7s.

The scanty triumphs grace hath won,
The broken vow, the frequent fall.

—

Rep.

3 Do more than pardon
;
give us joy,

Sweet fear, and sober liberty,

And simple hearts without alloy

That only long to be like thee.—Rep.

4 For all we love, the poor, the sad,

The sinful unto thee we call

;

Oh, let thy mercy make us glad;

Thou art our Jesus, and our all.

—

Rep.
Frederick W. Fabcr.

2 1 *7 Separation.

For a season called to part,

Let us now ourselves commend
To the gracious eye and heart

Of our ever present Friend.

* Jesus, hear our humble prayer;

Tender Shepherd of thy sheep!

Let thy mercy and thy care

All our souls in safety keep.

3 In thy strength may we bo strong;

Sweeten every cross and pain :

Give us, if we live, ere long

Here to meet in peace again.

218 &2mn a« parting.

Thou, from whom we never part,

Thou, whose love is everywhere,

Thou, who seest every heart,

Listen to our evening prayer.

2 Father, fill our hearts with love,

Love unfailing, full and free

;

Love that no alarm can move,

Love that ever rests on thee.

3 Heavenly Father! through the night

Keep us safe from every ill

;

Cheerful as the morning light,

Mav we wake to do thy will.

IHa l.tc Follrn.



8EYM0UB. 7a.

Close of Sexvicc.

tei#JNi^iJ^ii^i
Arr. fr. Von Webei

Soft • ly now the light of Jay Fades up - on my sight a • wayj

219 Ebtning.

Softly now the light of day

Fades upon my sight away

;

Free from care, from labor free,

Lord, I would commune with thee.

2 Thou, whose all-pervading eye

Naught escapes without, within,

Pardon each infirmity,

Open fault, and secret sin.

3 Soon, for me, the light of day

Shall for ever pass away

;

Then, from sin and sorrow free,

Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee.

4 Thou who, sinless, yet hast known
All of man's infirmity

;

Then from thine eternal throne,

Jesus, look with pitving eye.
G. W. Doane.

BEMINSTEB. 7s.

220 Sabbatfj Efaming.

For the mercies of the day,

For this rest upon our way,

Thanks to thee alone be given,

Lord of earth and King of heaven

!

2 Cold our services have been,

Mingled every prayer with sin :

But thou canst and wilt forgive

;

By thy grace alone we live.

3 While this thorny path we tread,

May thy love our footsteps lead

;

When our journey here is past,

May we rest with thee at last.

4 Let these earthly Sabbaths prove
Foretastes of our joys above;

While their steps thy children bend
To the rest which knows no end.

"O. P."—Missionary Minstrel, tSat

Bkistol Collection.

How may he who from the dead Brought the Shepherd of the sheep, Jesus Christ,our King and Head,All our souls in safety keep.

221 Closing Brnrtirtion.

Now may he who from the dead
Brought the Shepherd of the sheep,

1 ini-t, our King and Head,
All our souls in safety keep.

2 May he teach us to fulfill

What is pleasing in his sight

;

Perfect us in all his will,

And preserve us day and night.

222 s«°i°5s.

Praise the God of our salvation

;

Praise the Father's boundless love;

Praise the Lamb, our expiation

;

Praise the Spirit from above :

—

2 Author of the new creation,

Him by whom our spirits live;

—

Undivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give!



Close of Service.

223 Kftt flilflrim.

Gently, Lord, oh, gently lead us,

Through this lonely vale of tears;

Through the changes thou 'st decreed us,

Till our last great change appears.

2 When temptation's darts assail us,

When in devious paths we stray.

Let thy goodness never fail us,

Lead us in thy perfect way.

VESPER HYMN. 8s, 7s. D.

3 In the hour of pain and anguish,

In the hour when death draws near,

Suffer not our hearts to languish,

Suffer not our souls to fear.

4 And when mortal life is ended,

Bid us in thine arms to rest,

Till, by angel bands attended,

We awake among the blest.
Thonas Hastings.

An-, by L. Mason.

I Saviour,breathe an evening blessing, Ere re - pose our spir-its seal; 1

\ Sin and want we come confessing; Thou canst save,and thou canst heal. > Tho' destruction walk a

round us, Tho'the ar-row near us fly.Angel guards from thee surround us.We are safe if thouartnigh.

224 lifatning blfBBinjj.

Saviour, breathe an evening blessing,

Ere repose our spirits seal

;

Sin and want we come confessing;

Thou canst save, and thou canst heal.

Though destruction walk around us,

Though the arrow near us fly,

Angel guards from thee surround us,

We are safe if thou art nigli.

2 Though the night be dark and dreary,

Darkness cannot hide from thee>

Thou art he who, never weary,

Watcheth where thy people be.

Should swift death- this night o'ertake us,

And our couch become our tomb,

May the mom in heaven awake us,

Clad in light and deathless bloom.
James Ertmeston.
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God of our salvation! hear us; Bless,oh,bless us, ere we go; When we join the world, be near us,
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Lest we cold and careless grow. Saviourl keep us; Saviour! keep us; Keep us safe from every foe.
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God of our salvation ! hear us;

Bless, oh, bless us, ere we go

;

When we join the world, be near us,

Lest we cold and careless grow.

Saviour ! keep us

;

Keep us safe from every foe.

2 As our steps are drawing nearer

To our everlasting home,

May our view of heaven grow clearer,

Hope more bright of joys to come;
And, when dying,

May thy presence cheer the gloom.

GREENVILLE. 8», 7s, 4s.

226 "iort, fsrrpus."

Keep us, Lord, oh, keep us ever

:

Vain our hope, if left by thee;

We are thine ; oh, leave us never,

Till thy glorious face we see;

Then to praise thee

Through a bright eternity.

2 Precious is thy word of promise,

Precious, to thy people here;

Never take thy presence from us,

Jesus, Saviour, still be near:

Living, dying,

May thy name our spirits cheer.

J. J. Rousseau.

I
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Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing,

Fill our hearts with joy and peace;

Let us each, thy love possessing,

Triumph in redeeming grace;

Oh.

Traveling through this wilderness.

2 Thanks we give, and adoration,

For thy gospel's joyful sound,

May the fruits of thy salvation

In our hearts and lives abound;
May thy presence

With us evermore be found.

3 So, whene'er the signal's given,

Us from earth to call away

;

Borne on angels' wings to heaven,

Glad to leave our cumbrous clay,

May we, r< adv.

Rise and reign in endless day.
John Fawcett
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Hear my prayer, heaven - ly Fa • ther, Ere lay me down to sleep:
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Hear my prayer, heavenly Father,

Ere I Lay me down to sleep

:

Bid thine angels, pure and holy,

Round my bed their vigil keep.

2 Great my sins are, but thy mercy
Far outweighs them every one;

Down before thy cross I cast them,

Trusting in thy help alone.

3 Keep me, through this night of peril,

Underneath its boundless shade

;

Take me to thy rest, I pray thee,

When my pilgrimage is made.

4 None shall measure out thy patience

By the span of human thought;

None shall bound the tender mercies

Which thy holy Son has brought.

5 Pardon all my past transgressions

;

Give me strength for days to come;
Guide and guard me with thy blessing,

Till thine angels bid me home.
Harriet Parr.

229 "Cum --3. •Ink."

Heavenly Father, grant thy blessing'

On the teaching of this day.

That our hearts, thy fear possessing,

May from sin be turned away.

2 Have we wandered ? oh, forgive us,

•• wished from truth to rove?

Turn, oh, turn us, and receive us,

And incline us thee to love.
Am i . i-}t-

230 "Cljou fjcarrst."

Lord ! in love and mercy save us,

For our trust is all in thee

:

In that cleansing fountain lave us,

Which alone can make us free

!

2 Weary, life's rough billows breasting,

Through the long lone dismal night,

Grant that calmly, on thee resting,

We may wait for morning light.

3 Lord ! we pray, and know thou hearest,

For thy promises are true:

Grant the heart-wish that is dearest

;

He who knows can also do

!

A. J. Symington.

2 O 1 Slrssing sougrjt

Gracious Saviour, thus before thee

With our varied want and care}

For a blessing we implore thee,

Listen to our evening prayer

!

2 By thy favor safely living,

With a grateful heart we raise

Songs of jubilant thanksgiving;

Listen to our evening praise.

3 Through the day, Lord, thou hast given

Strength sufficient for our need;

Cheered us with sweet hopes of heaven,

Helped -and comforted indeed.

4 Lord, we thank thee, and adore thee,

For the solace of thy love;

And rejoicing thus before thee,

Wait thy blessing from above!
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232 Sue' 1 Guarttani^tp.

Saviour, to thee we raise our hymn of glad-

ness;

Once more at evening's hour we look to

heaven above

:

Far, far behind to leave earth's toil and
sadness

—

[love.

So resting only on thy great redeeming

2 May this day's sins, we pray thee, all be

pardoned

;

Grant us thy absolution, give thy grace

to cheer

;

Oh, never let our hearts by sin be hardened,

But keep our conscience tender, give us

holy fear.

3 Now day is done, and all its labors

ended,

Close thou, Lord, our weary eyes in

gentle sleep

;

So may we ever be by thee defended—
Oh, may thy guardian angels round us

vigil keep

!

4 Our souls restore, renew our powers, and
make us

Strong in thy strength to rise and greet

the morning light

;

And at the last, blessed Saviour, take us
To dwell with thee in that glad land which

knows no night

!

w. j. Foxell.

BT. 8TLVXSTEB. 8», 1%. J. B. Dykes.
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233 Dae is ©farr.

Now the day is over,

Night is drawing nigh,

Shadows of the evening

Steal across the sky.

2 Jesus, give the weary
Calm and sweet repose

;

With thy tenderest blessing

May our eyelids close.

3 Grant to little children

Visions bright of thee

;

8T0CKWELL. 8s, 7s.

Shadows of the evening Steal a- cross the sky.

Guard the sailor tossing

On the deep blue sea.

4 Through the long night-watches,

May thine angels spread

Their white wings above me,
Watching round my bed.

5 When the morning wakens,
Then may I arise,

Pure and fresh and sinless

In thy holy eyes.
S. Baring-Could.

D. E. Jones.

May the grace of Christ our Saviour,And the Father's boundless love, With the Holy Spirit's favor, Rest upon us from_a • hove

!

234: Brnrtittton.

May the grace of Christ our Saviour,

And the Father's boundless love,

With the Holy Spirit's favor,

Rest upon us from above.

2 Thus may we abide in union
With each other and the Lord,

And possess, in sweet communion,
Joys which earth cannot afford.

John Newton.

235 *«n«rt.

Lo, the day of rest declineth,

Gather fast the shades of night;

May the Sun which ever shineth,

Fill our souls with heavenly light

!

2 While thine ear of love addressing

Thus our parting hymn we sing,

Father, grant thine evening blessing,

Fold us safe beneath thy wing!
Chandler Kobbins.

23G p>alm23:2.

Heavenly Shepherd, guide us, feed us,

Through our pilgrimage below,

And beside the waters lead us,

Where thy flock rejoicing go.

2 Lord, thy guardian presence ever,

Meekly bending, we implore

;

We have found thee, and would never,

Never wander from thee more.
J. Bickerstcth, alL

237 Dismissal.

Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing;

Bid us now depart in peace

;

Still on heavenly manna feeding,

Let our faith and love increase.

2 Fill each breast with consolation;

Up to thee our hearts we raise

;

When we reach our blissful station,

Theu we'll give thee nobler praise.
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i.Darknesa and light; Who the day for toil hast given, For rest the night ; May thine angel-
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God, that madest earth and heaven,

Darkness and light;

Who the day for toil hast given,

For rest the night;

May thine angel-guards defend us,

Slumber sweet thy mercy send us,

Holy dreams and hopes attend us,

This livelong night.

as, Ho - ly dreams and hopes attend us, This live-long night.

2 Guard us waking, guard us sleeping,

And when we die,

May we in thy mighty keeping

All peaceful lie

:

When the last dread call shall wake us,

Do not thou our God forsake us,

But to reign in glory take us

With thee on high.
R. Heber: R. Whately.

BREAD OF LIFE. 6s. 4s.

i^g&^^^^^te
Break then the bread of life, Dear Lord, to me, As thou didst break the loaves Be • side the
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- yond the sa-credpage I seek thee, Lord; My spir-it pants for thee,

ifflnptf i
rrprMi

2'V>) "Br; Ga!i!rr."

BREAK thou the bread of life,

Dear Lord, to me,

As thou didst break the loaves

Bebide the sea

;

Beyond the sacred page
Lord;

My spirit pants for thee,

living Word!

2 Bless thou the truth, dear Lord,

To me—to me—
As thou didst bless the bread

By Galilee;

Then shall all bondage cease,

All fetters fall

;

And I shall find my peace,

My All-in- All!
Miry A. La*hbv.ry.
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Book of grace, and book of glory ! Gift of God to age and youth, Wondrous is thy eacTed rtory, Bright,bright with truth.

240 siftofffiott.

Book of grace, and book of glory!

Gift of God to age and youth,

Wondrous is thy sacred story,

Bright, bright with truth.

2 Book of love ! in accents tender

Speaking unto such as we

;

May it lead us, Lord, to render

All, all to thee.

3 Book of hope ! the spirit, sighing,

Sweetest comfort finds in thee,

As it hears the Saviour crying,

"Come, come to me!"

4 Book of life, when we, reposing,

Bid farewell to friends we love,

Give us, for the life then closing,

Life, life above.
Thoma; MackelUr.

UXBRIDGE. L. M. Lowell Mason

241 ysalmtS.

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 changing light,

And nights and days thy power confess

;

.But the blest volume thou hast writ

Reveals thy justice and thy grace.

3 Sun, moon, and stars convey thy praise

Round the whole earth, and never stand

;

So, when thy truth began its race,

It touched and glanced on every land.

4 Nor shall thy spreading gospel rest,

Till through the world thy truth lias run,

Till Christ has all the nations blessed,

That see the light, or feel the sun.

242 l*,alm 10.

Great Sun of Righteousness, arise !

Oh, bless the world with heavenly light

!

Thy gospel makes the simple wise:

Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right.

2 Thy noblest wonders here we view,

In souls renewed and sins forgiven :—

Lord, cleanse my sins, my soul renew,
And make thy word my guide to heaven

bMK WIN*

24ft tfMini 10.

Almighty Lord, the sun shall fail,

The moon forget her nightly tale,

And deepest silence hush on high,

The radiant chorus of the sky;

—

2 But fixed for everlasting years,

Unmoved, amid the wreck of spheres,

Thy word shall shine in cloudless day.

When heaven and earth have penned away.
Robert Grant.
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Where love in all its

244: Cf)f GosprI tnorft

God, in the gospel of his Son,

Makes his eternal counsels known:
When 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.

2—*—L o
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glo - ry shines, And truth is drawn in fair

Hip
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 read and mark thy holy word;

Its truth with meekness to receive,

And by its holy precepts live.

Benjamin Beddome.

R. K.RELTZEK.

24^ Cfcmfan lititunrr.

Upon the 1 page
The gather* d beams of ages shine

;

And. as it hastens, every age

But makes its brightness more divine.

2 On mightier wing, in loftier flight,

From year to year does knowledge soar;

And* as it soars, the Gospel light

Becomes effulgent more and more.

3 More glorious, still, as centuries roll.

New regions blest, new powers unfurled,

Expanding with the expanding soul,

Its radiance shall oYrflow the world—

4 Flow to restore, but not destroy;

As when the cloudless lamp of day
Pours out its Hoods of light and joy,

And sweeps the lingering mists away.
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Cbc Scriptures.

The Spirit breathes upon the word,And brings the truth to sight j Precepts and promis - es af-fcrd A sanctify-ing light
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246 Psalm U 9.

The Spirit breathes upon the word,

And brings the truth to sight
j

Precepts and promises afford

A sanctifying light.

2 A glory gilds the sacred page,

Majestic, like the sun

;

It gives a light to every age ;—
It gives, but borrows none.

3 The hand, that gave it, still supplies

The gracious light and heat

;

Its truths upon the nations rise,—

They rise, but never set.

4 Let everlasting thanks be thine,.

For such a bright display,

As makes a world of darkness shme

With beams of heavenly day.

5 My soul rejoices to pursue

The steps of him I love,

Till glory breaks upon my view,

In brighter worlds above.

R
247 tf*"lm n9 -

How shall the young secure their hearts,

And guard their lives from sin ?

Thy word the choicest rules imparts

To keep the conscience clean.

2 When once it enters to the mind,

It spreads such light abroad

;

The meanest souls instruction find,

And raise their thoughts to God.

3 'T is like the sun, a heavenly light,

That guides us all the day

;

And, through the.dangers of the night,

A lamp to lead our way.

4 Thy precepts make me truly wise

;

I hate the sinner's road

;

I hate my own vain thoughts that rise,

But love thy law, my God!

5 Thy word is everlasting truth j

How pure is every page

!

That holy book shall guide our youth,

And well support our age.
Iaa; Watt

Fr. Temple Melodies.

How precious is the book divine, By inspiration giv-en! Bright as a lamp ite doctrines shine, To guide our souls to heaVn.

I

248 tfsaIm m -

How precious is the book divine,

By inspiration given

!

Bright as a lamp its doctrines shine,

To guide our souls to heaven.

2 O'er all the strait and narrow way
Its radiant beams are cast

;

A light whose never weary ray

Grows brightest at the last.

3 It sweetly cheers our drooping hearts.

In this dark vale of tears
;

Life, light, and joy, it still imparts,

And quells our rising fears.

4. This lamp, through all the tedious night

Of life, shall guide our way,

Till we behold a clearer light

Of an eternal day.
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Oh, how I love thy holy law

!

'Tis daily my delight;

Ami thence my meditations draw
Divine advice by night.

2 How doth thy word my heart engage

!

How well employ my tongue!

And in my tiresome pilgrimage

Yields me a heavenly song.

3 Am I a stranger, or at home,

'Tis my perpetual feast

:

Not honey dropping from the comb,

So much allures the taste.

4 No treasures so enrich the mind,

Nor shall thy word be sold

For loads of silver well-refined,

Nor heaps of choicest gold.

5 When nature sinks, and spirits droop,

Thy promises of grace

Are pillars to support my hope,

And there I write thy praise.

250 " EntJlrss Dlorn."

Father of mercies! in thy word
What endless glory shines !

For ever be thy name adored,

For these celestial lines.

2 Here, the fair tree of knowledge grows,

And yields a free repast

;

Sublimer sweets than nature knows
Invite the longing taste.

3 Here, the Redeemer's welcome voice

Spreads heavenly peace around

;

And life and everlasting joys

Attend the blissful sound.

4 Oh, may these heavenly pages be
My ever dear delight

;

And still new beauties may I see,

And still increasing light.

5 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord

!

Be thou for ever near;

Teach me to love thy sacred word,

And view my Saviour there.

YORK. C. M. Scotch Psalter.

Oh, that the Lord would guide my ways To keep his statutes still : Oh, that my God would grant me grace To know and do his will.

piftipilii^ifiPia
251 Psalm 119.

Oh, that the Lord would guide my ways
To keep his statutes still:

Oh, that my God would grant me grace

To know and do his will.

2 Oh, send thy Spirit down, to write

Thy law upon my heart

;

Nor let my tongue indulge deceit

Or act the liar's part.

3 Order my footsteps by thy word,

And make my heart sincere;

Let sin have no dominion, Lord

!

But keep my conscience clear.

4 Make me to walk in thy command*
'Tis a delightful road;

Nor let my head, or heart, or hands.

Offend against my God.
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O Wis-dom from on high,O Word of God in - car • nate, O Wis-dom from on high, O truth unchanged, un •
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from the hallowed page, A Ian- tern to our footsteps. Shines on from age to

252 2Tf)f ei;urff)'s Gift.

word of God incarnate,

Wisdom from on high,

Truth unchanged, unchanging,
Light of our dark sky!

We praise thee for the radiance

That from the hallowed page,

A lantern to our footsteps,

Shines on from age to age.

2 The Church from her dear Master

Received the gift divine,

And still that light she liftcth

O'er all the earth to shine.

It is the golden casket

Where gems of truth are stored,

It is the heaven-drawn picture

Of Christ the living Word.

3 Oh, make thy Church, dear Saviour,

A lamp of burnished gold,

To bear before the nations

Thy true light as of old
;

Oh, teach thy wandering pilgrims

By this their path to tract 1

,

Till, clouds and darkness ended,

They see thee face to face.
William W. a™.

253 »«IraW.

The heavens declare thy glory.

The firmament thy power;

Day unto day the story

Repeats from hour to hour

:

Night unto night replying,

Proclaims in every land,

O Lord, with voice undying
The wonders of thy hand.

2 How perfect, just, and holy

The precepts thou hast given;

Still making wise the lowly,

They lift the thoughts to heaven:

How pure, how soul-restoring,

Thy gospel's heavenly ray,

A brighter radiance pouring

Than noon of brightest day!

3 All heaven on high rejoices

To do its Maker's will;

The stars with solemn voices

Resound thy praises still:

So let my whole behavior,

Thoughts, words, and actions he,

Lord, my strength, my Saviour,

One ceaseless song to thee.
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Be - fore thy first cre - a - tions. O Lord, the same as now,

2 0-4 Eorrlastinfl.—\)s. I

O God, the Rock of Ages,
Who evermore hast been,

"What time the tempest rages,

Our dwelling-place serene

:

Before" thy first creations,

Lord, the same as now,
To endless generations,

The Everlasting thou!

2 Our years are like the shadows
On sunny hills that lie,

Or grasses in the meadows
That blossom but to die

:

A sleep, a dream, a story,

By strangers quickly told.

An unremaining glory

Of things that soon are old.

3 thou who canst not slumber,
Whose light grows never pale,

Teach us aright to number
Our years before they fail!

On us thy mercy lighten,

On us thy goodness rest,

And let thy Spirit brighten

The hearts thyself hast blessed!
E. H. Bickersteth.

-.»)) ©mniprisrnt.

On mountains and in valleys

Where'er we go is Qod
j

The cottag« and the palace,

A die* ire his abode.

With watchful eye abiding

Upon us with delight

;

Our souls, in him confiding,

He keeps both day and night.

2 Above me and beside me,
My God is ever near,

To watch, protect, and guide me,
Whatever ills appear.

Though other friends may fail me;,
In sorrow's dark abode,

Though death itself assail me,
I 'm ever safe with God.

Tr. fr. the Dutch.

£f)\y Sobfrn'gn Eofar.

T is not that I did choose thee,

For, Lord ! that could not be

;

This heart would still refuse ihee

;

But thou hast chosen me ;—
Hast, from the sin that stained me,
Washed me and set me free,

And to this end ordained me,
That I should live to thee.

2 'T was sovereign mercy called me.
And taught my opening mind

;

The world had else enthralled me,
To heavenly glories blind.

My heart owns none above thee;
For thy rich grace I thirst

;

This knowing,—if I love thee,

Thou mu>t have loved me first.

jo>iah CeaAv.
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Fa-ther of heaven, whose love pro-found A ran - som for our souls hath found,

$m¥¥i

M
Be - fore thy throne we sin - ners bend; To us thy pardoning love'

fEE*=F^£5Bwmmmmmmmmjfe

257 ^ f Srinlta.

Father of heaven, whose love profound
A ransom for our souls liath found,

Before thy throne we sinners bend

;

To us thy pardoning love extend.

<2 Almighty Son—incarnate Word

—

Our Prophet, Priest, Redeemer, Lord!

Before thy throne we sinners bend;
To us thy saving grace extend.

3 Eternal Spirit ! by whose breath

The soul is raised from sin and death,

—

Before thy throne we sinners bend

;

To us thy quickening power extend.

4 Jehovah !—Father, Spirit, Son

!

Mysterious Godhead !—-Three in One

!

Before thy throne we sinners bend;

Grace, pardon, life to us extend.
Edward Cooper.

2t)S OnBcarrrjablcnrBB.

With deepest reverence at thy throne,

Jehovah, peerless and unknown!
Our feeble spirits strive, in vain,

A glimpse of thee, great God ! to gain.

2 Who, by the closest search, can find

The eternal, uncreated "Mind ?

Nor men, nor angels can explore

Thy heights of love, thy depths of power.

3 That power we trace on every side;

Oh, may thy wisdom be our guide

!

And while we live, and when we die,

May thine almighty love be nigh.
Edmund Butcher.

259 Hongrsuffrrinfl.

God of my life, to thee belong

The grateful heart, the joyful song

:

Touched by thy love, each tuneful chord

Resounds the goodness of the Lord.

2 Yet why, dear Lord, this tender care t

Why doth thy hand so kindly rear

A useless cumberer of the ground,

On which so little fruit is found ?

3 Still let the barren fig-tree stand

Upheld and fostered by thy hand:

And let its fruit and verdure be
A grateful tribute, Lord, to thee.

Elizabeth Scott.

2GO IHnstrrs.

Wait, my soul ! thy Maker's will

;

Tumultuous passions, all be still!

Nor let a murmuring thought arise

;

His ways are just, his counsels wise.

2 He in the thickest darkness dwells.

Performs his work, the cause conceals;

But, though his methods are unknown,
Judgment and truth support his throne.

3 In heaven, and earth, and air, and seas,

Kites his firm decrees
;

And by his saints it stands con;

That what be does is ever best,

4 Wait, then, my soul ! submissive wait,

Prostrate before his awful scat

;

And, 'mid the terrors of his rod,

Trust in a wise and gracious God.
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O Love Di-vine! that stooped to share Our sharpest pang, our bit t'rest tear
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Love Divine ! that stooped to share

Our sharpest pang:, our bitterest tear,

On thee we cast each earth-borne care,

We smile at pain, while thou art near

2 Though long the weary way we tread,

And sorrow crown each lingering year,

No path we shun, no darkness dread,

Our hearts still whispering, thou art near,

1 When drooping pleasure turns to grief,

And trembling faith is changed to fear,

The murmuring wind, the quivering leaf,

Shall softly tell us thou art near.

4. On thee we fling our burdening woe,

O Love Divine, for ever dear

;

Content to suffer while we know,
Living or dying, thou art near!

O. W Holmes.

262 DiMnf Erobftrncr.

God of the world ! thy glories shine,

Through earth and heaven with rays divine
j

Thy smile gives beauty to the flower,

Thine anger to the tempest power.

2 God of eternal life ! thy love

Doth every stain of sin remove

;

The cross, the cross,— its hallowed light

Shall drive from earth her cheerless night.

3 God of all goodness ! to the skies

Our hearts in grateful anthems rise

;

And to thy service shall he given

The rest of life, thp whole of heaven.

263 CfceCrinita

Blest Trinity ! from mortal sight

Vailed in thine own eternal light

!

"We thee confess, in thee believe

;

To thee with loving hearts we cleave.

2 Father! thou most holy One

!

God of God ! Eternal Son!
Holy Ghost ! thou Love Divine

!

To join them both is ever thine.

3 Eternal Father ! thee we praise
;

To thee, Son ! our hjtnns we raise
;

Holy Ghost ! we thee adore

!

One mighty God for evermore.
Henry W Eaker.

264. Gob our TLi'rtt.

All holy, everliving One

!

With uncreated splendor bright

!

Darkness may blot from heaven the sun.

Thou art my everlasting light.

2 Let every star withold its ray

;

Clouds hide the earth and sky from sigh*

Fearless I still pursue my way
Toward thee, my everlasting light.

3 Thou art the only source of day

,

Forgetting thee alone is night

;

All things for which we hope or pray

Flow from thine everlasting light

4 Still nearer thee my soul would rise,

Thus she attains her highest flight.

And, as the eagle sunward flies,

Seeks thee, her everlasting light.
Thom.u Hill.
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HUMILITY. L. M.

Lord! thou hast searched and seen me through; Thine eye com-mands,with pierc - ing view,
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Lord ! thou hast searched and seen me 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
;

Awake, asleep, at hbme, abroad,

I am surrounded still with God.

4 Amazing knowledge, vast and great

!

What large extent ! what lofty height

!

MELCOMBE. L. M.

My soul, with all the powers 1 boast

Is in the boundless prospect lost.

5 Oh, may these thoughts possess my breast,

Where'er I rove, where'er I rest
j

Nor let my weaker passions dare

Consent to sin, for God is there.

266 JaiUjfulnrss.

Oh, for a strong, a lasting faith

To credit what the Almighty saith

!

To embrace the message of his Son

!

And call the joys of heaven our own

!

2 Then, should the earth's old pillars shake,

And all the wheels of nature break,

Our steady souls should fear no more
Than solid rocks when billows roar.

^te^rt^ifi
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BLESS, my soul ! the living God ;

Call home thy thoughts that rove abroad
j

Lei all the ppwers, within me, join

In work and worship so divine.

2 Bless, my soul ! the God of grace
;

His favors claim thy highest praise:

Why should the wonders lie hath wrought

Be lost in silence, and forgot ?

3 'Tis he, my sonl ! 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 the whole earth his power confess,

Let the whole earth adore his grace:
The ( [entile with the Jew shall join,

In work and worship so divine.
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BttributCB.
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i speak his fame? What mortal verse reach the theme?

mm^mmmmmmm
2OS CoVsoIorc

Come, my soul ! in sacred lays

Attempt thy great Creator's praise:
But, oh, what tongue can speak his fame ?

What mortal verse can reach the theme ?

2 Enthroned amid the radiant spheres,
Be glory liU »

• a garment wears;
To form a robe of light divine,

Ten thousand suns around him .shine.

3 In all our Maker's grand designs,

Almighty power with wisdom shines;
His works through all this wondrous frame
Declare the glory of his name.

4 Raised on devotion's lofty wing,
Do thou, my soul, his glories sing;
And let his praise employ thy tongue,
Till listening worlds shall join the song!

Thomas BlacKiock.

-»().! GHScartfjablrnrss.

What finite power, with ceaseless toil,

Can fathom the eternal Mind I

Or who th' almighty Three in One
By searching, to perfection find ?

2 Angels and men in vain may raise,

Harmonious their adoring son^s
;

Tin- laboring thought sinks down, opprest,
And praises die upon their tongues.

5 Y.t would I lift my trembling voice
A portion of his ways to sing

:

And mingling with his meanest work
My humble, grateful tribute bring.

270 Goofinrss.

Triumphant Lord, thy goodness reigns
Through all the wide celestial plains;
And its full streams unceasing flow
Down to the abodes of men below.

2 Through nature's work 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 reverent fear,
To know how blest thy children are.

Philip Doddridge.

271 13salm 29.

Give to the Lord, ye sons of fame,
Give to the Lord renown and power;

Ascribe due honors to his name,
And his eternal might adore.

2 The Lord proclaims his power aloud,
O'er all the ocean and the land

;

His voice divides the watery cloud,
And lightnings blaze at liis command.

3 The Lord sits Sovereign on the flood
;

The Thunderer reigns for ever King;
But makes his church his blest abode,
Where we his awful glories sing.

4 In gentler language, there the Lord
The counsels of his grace in

Amid the raging storm, his won!
Speaks peace and coinage to our hearts.
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CREATION. L. M. D.

C The spacious firm - a- ment on high, With all the blue e - the - real sky, |

\ And spangled heav'ns.a shin-ing frame, Their great O - rig - i - nal (Omit.'. )) pro-claim:
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The spacious firmament on high,

With all the blue ethereal sky,

And spangled heavens, a shining frame,

Their great Original proclaim :

The unwearied sun, from day to day,

Does his Creator's power display
j

And publishes to every land

The work of an almighty hand. *>

2 Soon as the evening shades prevail,

The moon takes up the wondrous tale

:

And nightly, to the listening earth,

Repeats the story of her birth
;

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.

3 What though in solemn silence, all

Move round the dark terrestrial ball,—

What though no real voice nor sound

Amid their radiant orbs be found,

—

In reason's ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice,

For ever ringing as they shine,

—

"The hand thai made us is divine."
Joseph Addison,

£ 7 O ^n l t> f 5easona.

Eternal Source of every joy,

Well may thy praise our lips employ,
While in thy temple we appear,

To hail thee, sovereign of the year!

Wide as the wheels of nature roll,

Thy hand supports and guides the whole,

The sun is taught by thee to rise,

And darkness when to vail the skies.

2 The flowery spring at thy command,
Perfumes the air, adorns the land

;

The summer rays with vigor shine,

To raise the corn, to cheer the vine.

Thy hand, in autumn, richly pours,

Through all our coasts redundant stores:

And winters, softened by thy care,

No more the face of horror wear.

4 Seasons and months, and weeks and days,

Demand successive songs of praise;

And be the grateful homage paid,

With morning light and evening shade.

Here in thy house let incense rise,

And circling Sabbaths bless our <\ , >,

Till to those lofty heights we soar,

Where days and yean revolve no more.
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Lord of all being ; throned afar,

Thy glory flames from sun and star;

Center and soul of every sphere,

Yet to each loving heart how near

!

2 Sun of our life, thy quickening ray
Sheds on our path the glow of day;

Star of our hope, thy softened light

Cheers the long watches of the night.

3 Our midnight is thy smile withdrawn

;

Our noontide is thy gracious dawn
;

Our rainbow arch thy mercy's sign
;

All, save the clouds of sin, are thine!

4 Lord of all life, below, above,

Whose light is truth, whose warmth is love,

Before thy ever-blazing throne

We ask no luster of our own.

5 Grant us thy truth to make us free.

And kindling hearts that burn for thee,

Till all thy living altars claim

One holy light, one heavenly flame!
Oliver Wendell Holmes.

*J < .
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Lord, how mysterious are thy ways! •

How blind are we, how mean our praise

!

Thy steps no. mortal eyes explore;

'T is ours to wonder and adore.

t God ! I do not ask to see

What in futurity shall be

;

Let light and bliss attend my days,

And then my future hours be praise.

3 Are darkness and distress my share ?

Give me to trust thy guardian care

;

Enough for m'e, if love divine

At lengih through every cloud shall shine.

4 Yet this my soul desires to know,
Be this my only wish below

;

That Christ is mine !—this great request,

Grant, bounteous God, and I am blest.
Anne Steele.

£ i\y Sobfrrtgntn.

Lord, my weak thought in vain would climb

To search the starry vault profound

;

In vain would wing her flight sublime,

To find creation's outmost bound.

2 But weaker yet that thought must prove
To search thy great eternal plan,

—

Thy sovereign counsels, born of love.

Long ages ere the wdrld began.

3 When my dim reason would demand
Why that, or this, thou dost ordain,

By some vast deep I seem to stand,

Whose secrets I must ask in vain.

4 When doubts disturb my troubled breast,

And all is dark as night to me,
Here, as on solid rock, i

Tliat so it seemetli good to thee.

5 Be this my joy, that evermore
Thou rulest all things at thy will

.

Thy sovereign wisdom I adore,

And calmly, sweetly, trust thee still.

Ray Palmer.
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J. B. Dykes.
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God ! we praise thee, and
That thou the only Lord

And everlasting Father art,

By all the earth adored.

2 To. thee all angels cry aloud;

To thee the powers on high,

Both cherubim and seraphim,

Continually do cry :

—

3 holy, holy, holy Lord,

Whom heavenly hosts obey,

8T. ANN'S. C. M.

The world is with the glory filled

Of thy majestic sway !

4 The apostles' glorious company,
And prophets crowned with light,

With all the martyrs' noble host,

Thy constant praise recite.

5 The holy church throughout the world,

Lord, confesses thee,

That thou the eternal Father art,

Of boundless majesty.

Keep silence, all created things! And wait your Maker's nod; My soul stands trembling, while she sings The honors ofher God.

isifei^*
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Keep silence, all created things!

And wait your Maker's nod
;

My soul stands trembling, while she sings

The honors of her God.

2 Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknown,
Hang on his firm decree

;

He sits on no precarious throne,

Nor borrows leave to be.

3 His providence unfolds the book,

Aud makes his counsels shine;

Each opening leaf, and every stroke.

Fulfills some deep design.

4 My God ! I would not long to «ee

My fate with curious eyes

—

What gloomy lines are writ for me,

Or what bright scenes may rise.

5 In thy fair book of life and grace,

Oh, may I find my name
Recorded in some humble place,

Beneath my Lord, the Lamb.
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Thc Lord, our God, is full of 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

With 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,

STERXHOLD. C. M.

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 whirlwind 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 your God.
Henry Kirke White.

280 lEaifsts-—13«. 13.

The Lord descended from above,

And bowed the heavens most high :

And underneath his feet he cast

The darkness of the sky.

2 On cherub and on cherubim
Full royally he rode :

And on the wings of mighty 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.

4 The Lord will give his people strength,

Whereby they shall increase ;

And he will bless his chosen flock

With everlasting peace.

5 Give glory to his awful name.
And honor him alone ;

Give worship to his majesty,

Upon his holy throne.
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soar: Thy mer - cy o'er my life has flowed; That mer cy I a dore.
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While thee I seek, protecting Power!

Be my vain -wishes stilled;

And may this consecrated hour

With better hopes be rilled

;

Thy love the power of thought bestowed

;

To thee my thoughts would soar:

Thy mercy o'er my life has flowed

;

That mercy I adore.

2 In each event of life how clear

Thy ruling hand I see!

Each blessing to my soul more dear

Because conferred by thee.

In every joy that crowns my days,

In every pain I bear,

My heart shall find delight in praise

Or seek relief in prayer.

3 When gladness wings my favored hour,

Thy love my thoughts shall fill

;

Resigned, when storms of sorrow lower,

My soul shall meet thy will.

My lifted eye, without a tear,

The gathering storm shall see
;

My steadfast heart shall know no fear

;

That heart will rest on thee.
Helen M. Williams.

282 13sa!mU6.

What shall I render to my God,
For all his kindness shown ?

My feet shall visit thine abode,

My songs address thy throne.

2 Among the saints that fill thine house,

My offering shall be paid

;

There shall my zeal perform the vows,

My soul in anguish made.

3 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

!

How great thy grace to me

!

My life, which thou hast made thy caro,

Lord, I devote to thee.
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When all thy mercies, my God!
My rising soul surveys,

Transported with the view, I 'm lost

In wonder, love, and praise.

Unnumbered comforts, to my soul,

Thy tender care bestowed,

Before my infant heart conceived

From whom those comforts flowed.

2 When, in the slippery paths of youth,

With heedless steps, I ran,

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe,

And led me up to man.

Ten thousand, thousand precious gifts

My daily thanks employ
;

'

Nor is the least a cheerful heart,

That tastes those gifts with joy.

3 Through every period of my life,

Thy goodness I '11 pursue

;

And after death, in distant worlds,

The glorious theme renew.

Through all eternity, to thee

A joyful song I '11 raise

;

For, oh, eternity 's too short

To utter all thy praise

!

dowks. c. M.
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Lowell Mason.

Come, ye that know and fear the Lord, And raise your tho'ts above : Let every heart and voice ace
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3 Behold his patience, bearing long

With those who from him rove

;

Till mighty grace their heart subdues,

To teach them—" God is love."

4 Oh, may we all, while here below,

This best of blessings prove

;

Till warmer hearts, in brighter worlds,

Proclaim that " God is love.''

284 I"*-

Come, ye that know and fear the Lord,

And raise your thoughts above :

Let every heart and voice accord,

To sing that " God is love."

2 This precious truth his word declares,

And all his mercies prove

;

. the gift of gifts, appears,

To show thnt " God is love."



$oD :-Cbe jfatber.

My God,how wonderful thou art, Thy maj-esty how bright! Hew glorious is thy mercy-seat.In depths ofburning light!
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My God, how wonderful thou art,

Thy majesty liow bright

!

How glorious is thy mercy-seat,

In depths of burning light!

2 How dread are thine eternal years,

everlasting Lord

!

By prostrate spirits day and night

Incessantly adored.

3 Oh, how I fear thee, living God,

With deepest, tenderest fears,

AUDITE. C. M. D.

m^
And worship thee with trembling hope,

And penitential tears.

4 Yet I may love thee too, Lord,

Almighty as thou art,

For thou hast stooped to ask of me
The love of my poor heart.

5 No earthly father loves like thee,

No mother half so mild

Bears and forbears, as thou hast done
With me, thy sinful child.

Frederick W. Faber.

A. S. Sullivan.
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ir help in ages past.Our hope for years to come; Our shelter from the stormy blast,And our eternal home!
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Under the shadow of thy throne Thy saints have dwelt secure; Sufficient is thine arm alone,And our defence is 6ure.Amen.
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Our God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come ;

Our shelter from the stormy blast,

And our eternal home!
Under the shadow of thy throne

Thy saints have dwelt secure;

Sufficient is thine arm alone,

And our defence is sure.

2 Before the hills in order stood,

Or earth received her frame,

Fn.m everlasting thou art God
To endless years the BAme.

A thousand ages, in thy sight,

Are like an evening gone;

Short as the watch that ends the night

Before the rising sun.

3 Time, like an ever-rolling stream

Bean all its sons away ;

They fly, forgotten, aa a dream
Dies at the opening day.

Our God, our help in ages past,

Our hope for years to come,

Be thou our guard while troubles last,

And our eternal home.
I»M Witls,
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Fa - thcr! how wide thy glo ry shines! How high thy wonders rise! Known thro' the earth by
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Father! how wide thy glory shines!

How high thy wonders rise

!

Known through the earth by thousand signs

By thousand through the skies

Those mighty orbs proclaim thy power,

Their motions speak thy skill

;

And on the wings of every hour,

We read thy patience still.

2 But, when we view thy strange design

To save rebellious worms,

Where vengeance and compassion join

In their divinest forms,

—

Here the whole Deity is known
;

Nor dares a eroatnn g

Which of the glories brightest shown,

The justice, or the grace.

3 Now the full glories of the Lamb
Adorn the heavenly plains ;

Bright seraphs learn ImmanueFs name,
And try their choicest strains.

Oh, may I bear some humble part,

In that immortal song
;

Wond»r and joy shall tune my heart

And love command my tongue.

2SS SftSfoVatwrt.

There is a book, who runs may read,

Which heavenly truth imparts,

And all the lore its scholars ne£d,

Pure eyes and Christian hearts

The works of God above, below
)

Within us and around,

Are pages in that book, to show
How God himself is found.

2 The glorious sky, embracing all.

Is like the Maker's love,

Wherewith encompassed, great and small

In peace and order move.
The Moon above, the Church below,

A wondrous race they run,

But all their radiance, all their glow,

Each borrows of its Sun.

3 Two worlds are ours : 't is only sin

Forbids us to descry

The mystic heaven and earth within.

Plain as the sea and sky.

Thou, who hast given me eyes to see

And love this sight so fair,

Give me a heart to find out thee,

And read thee every where.
Johr. KeUe.
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The mercies of my God and King

.

My tongue shall still pursue

:

Oh, happy they, who, while they sing

Those mercies, share them too

!

As bright and lasting as the sun,

As lofty as the sky,

From age to age thy word shall run,

And chance and change defy.

2 The covenant of the King of kings

Shall stand for ever sure

;

Beneath the shadow of thy wings

Thy saints repose secure.

In earth below, in heaven above,

Who, who is Lord like thee ?

Oh, spread the gospel of thy love,

Till all thy glories see !

Henry F. Lyte.

290 Gootmrss.-tfs. 1*3.

SWEET is the memory of thy grace,

My God, my heavenly King

;

Let age to age thy righteousness

In sounds of glory sing.

God reigns on high ; but ne'er confines

His goodness to the skies:

Through the whole earth his bounty shines

And every \v;uit supplies.

#Si
2 With longing eyes thy creatures wait

On thee for daily food
;

Thy liberal hand provides their meat,

And fills their mouth with good.

How kind are thy compassions, Lord

!

How slow thine anger moves

!

But soon he sends his pardoning word
To cheer the souls he loves.

Isaac Warts.

291 fHB»trrS .

Thy way, Lord, is in the sea

;

Thy paths I cannot trace,

Nor comprehend the mystery
Of thine unbounded grace.

As through a glass, I dimly see

The wonders of thy love ;

How little do I know of thee,

Or of the joys above

!

2 'T is but in part I know thy will

;

I bless thee for the sight \

When will thy love the rest reveal,

In glory's clearer light ?

With rapture shall I then survey

Thy providence and grace ;

And spend an everlasting day,

In wonder, love and praise.
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In all my vast concerns with thee,

In vain ray soul would try

To shun thy presence, Lord ! or flee

The notice of thine eye.

2 Thine all-surrounding sight surveys

My rising and my rest,

My public walks, my private ways,

And secrets of my breast.

3 My thoughts lie open to the Lord,

Before they 're formed within
;

DUNDEE. C. M.

And, ere my lips pronounce the word,

He knows the sense I mean.

4 Oh, wondrous knowledge, deep and high,

Where can a creature hide ?

Within thy circling arms I lie,

Enclosed on every side.

5 So let thy grace surround me still,

And like a bulwark prove,

To guard my soul from every ill,

Secured by sovereign love.

^SggWlpi^p&!lp
Great God ' how infinite art thou ! What worthless worms are we ! Let the whole race of creatures bow,And pay their praise t« thee

^Spplip^plp^
21M Etfrmtn.

QbsaT God! how infinite art thou!

What worthless worms are we!
Let the whole race of creatures bow,

And pay their praise to thee.

2 Thy throne eternal ages stood,

i b or stars were made :

Thou art the ever-living God,

Were all the nations dead.

3 Eternity, with all its years,

Stands present in thy view .

To thee there 'a nothing old appears

—

Great God ! there 'a nothing new.

4 Our lives through various scenes are drawn

,

And vexed with trifling cares
;

While thine eternal thought moves on
Thine undisturbed affairs.

5 Great God! how infinite art thou!
What worthless worms are we!

Let the whole race of cretturea bow,
And pay their praise to thee.
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NOEL. C. M. D. Ait. by A S Sullivan

sdom, with its

IPS
O uod, thy power is der-ful, Thy glo • ry passing bright; Thy wisdom, with its
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294 msmn
God, thy power is wonderful,

Thy glory passing bright

;

Thy wisdom, with its deep on deep,

A rapture to the sight.

1 see thee in the eternal years

In glory all alone,

Ere round thine uncreated fires

Created light had shone.

2 I see thee walk in Eden's shade,

I see thee all through time

;

Thy patience and compassion seem

New attributes sublime.

I see thee when the doom is o'er,

And outworn time is done,

Still, still incomprehensible,

God, yet not alone.

3 Angelic spirits, countless souls,

Of thee have drunk their till

;

And to eternity will drink

Thy joy and glory still.

little heart of mine! shall pain

Or sorrow make thee moan,

When all this Cod is all Cor thee,

A Father all thine own 1

295 tfrrfections.

I sing the almighty power of God,

That made the mountains rise,

That spread the flowing seas abroad,

And built the lofty skies.

1 sing the wisdom that ordained

The sun to rule the day
;

The moon shines full at his command,
And all the stars obey.

2 I sing the goodness of the Lord,

That filled the earth with food

;

He formed the creatures with his word,

And then pronounced them good.

Lord ! how thy wonders are displayed

Where'er I turn mine eye '

If I survey the ground I tread,

Or gaze upon the sky

!

3 There 's not a plant or flower below

But makes thy glories known ;

And clouds arise, and tempests blow,

By order bom thy throne

Creatures that borrow life from thee

Are subject to thy care ;

There's not a place where we ''an flee,

But Cod is present there
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LIVING STREAM. C. H D.
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My Shepherd will supply my need,

Jehovah is his name

;

In pastures fresh he makes me feed,

Beside the living stream.

He brings my wandering spirit back,

When I forsake his ways

;

And leads me, for his mercy's sake.

In paths of truth and grace.

2 When I walk through the shades of death,

Thy presence is my stay
;

A word of thy supporting breath,

Drives all my fears away.

Thy hand, in sight of all my foes,

Doth still my table spread
;

My fup with blessings overflows,

Thine oil anoints my head.

3 The sure provisions of my God
Attend me all my days

;

Oh, may thine house be mine abode,

And all my works be praise :

There would I find a settled rest,

While others go and come,

—

No more a stranger, or a guest,

But like a child at home.
,tU| Wilts.

297 © ur Jattjrr.-^s. 31.

My God, my Father !— blissful name

!

Oh, may I call thee mine ?

May I, with sweet assurance, claim
A portion so divine ?

This only can my fears control,

And bid my sorrows fly

:

What harm can ever reach my soul,

Beneath my Father's eye ?

2 Whate'er thy providence denies,

I calmly would resign

;

For thou art just, and good, and wise

;

Oh, bend my will to thine.

Whate'er thy sacred will ordains,

Oh, give me strength to bear

;

And let me know my Father reigns,

And trust his tender care.

3 If pain and sickness rend this frame,
And life almost depart,

Is not thy mercy still the same,
To cheer my drooping heart 1

My God, my Father ! be thy name
•lace and my stay

;

Oh, wilt thou seal my humble claim,

And drive my fean B
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Thou gTace divine encircling all, A soundless.sboreless sea! Wherein at last our souls must fall, Love ofGod most free!

298 Gxitt B'O'ru-

Thou grace divine encircling all,

A soundless, shoreless sea!

Wherein at last our souls must fall,

Love of God most free!

2 And though we turn us from thy face,

And wander wide and long,

Thou hold'st us still in thine embrace,

Love of God most strong!

3 The saddened heart, the restless soul,

The toil-worn frame and mind,

Alike confess thy sweet control,

Love of God most kind

!

4. And filled and quickened by thy breath,

Our souls are strong and free

To rise o'er sin and fear and death,

Love of God, to thee

!

Eliia Scuddet.

299 i" Katwe.

Lord, when my raptured thought suiveys

Creation's beauties o'er,

All nature joins to teach thy praise,

And bid my soul adore.

2 Where'er I turn my gazing eyes,

Thy radiant footsteps shine

;

Ten thousand pleasing wonders rise,

And speak their source divine.

3 On me thy providence has shone
With gentle smiling rays

;

Oh, let my lips and life make known
Thy goodness and thy praise.

4 All-bounteous Lord, thy grace impart

!

Oh, teach me to improve
Thy gifts with humble, grateful heart,

And crown them with thy love.

ITALIAN HYMN. 6s, 4s.

liiiiifitB
300 "One JnCfjrtc."

Come, thou Almighty King,
Help us thy name to sing,

Help us to praise

:

Father! all-glorious,

O'er all victorious,

Come, and reign over us,

Ancient of Days

!

2 Come, thou incarnate Word,
Gird on thy mighty sword

;

Our prayer attend
;

Come, and thy people bless,

And give thy word success,

Spirit of holiness!

On us descend.

3 Come, holy Comforter

!

Thy sacred witness bear,

In this glad hour

:

Thou, who almighty art,

Now rule in every heart,

And ne'er from us depart,

Spirit of power

!

4 To the great One in Threo,

The highest praises be,

Hence evermore

!

His sovereign majesty

May we in glory see,

And to eternity

Love and adore.
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1LOJ0AH. C. M. Fr. G. Rossini.

301 JaiibfulntM.

Begin, my tongue, some heavenly theme,

And speak some boundless thing

;

The mighty works, or mightier name
Of our eternal King.

2 Tell of his wondrous faithfulness,

And sound his power abroad
;

Sing the sweet promise of his grace,

The lpve and truth of God.

3 His very word of grace is strong,

that which built the skies

;

The voice that rolls the stars along,

.-:s all the promises.

4 Oh, might I hear thy heavenly tougue

But whisper, " Thou art mine !

"

Those gentle words should raise my song
To notes almost divine.

Isaac Watts.

302 Pwttnw.

God moves in a mysterious way
Hifl wonders to perform:

He plants his footsteps in the sea,

And rides upon the storm.

2 Deep in unfathomable mines
01 never-failing skill,

'ires up his bright designs,

And works his sovereign will.

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take !

The • i.ucli dread,

Are hie: with mercy, and will break
In blessings <»u your head.

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,

But trust him for his grace
;

Behind a frowning providence

He hides a smiling face.

5 His purposes will ripen fast,

Unfolding every hour

;

The bud may have a bitter taste,

But sweet will be the flower.

6 Blind unbelief is sure to en*,

And scan his work in vain
;

God is his own interpreter,

And he will make it plain.
i Cowper

303 aolinrw.

Holy and reverend is the name
Of our Eternal King,

Thrice holy Lord ! the angels cry

;

Thrice holy ! let us sing.

2 The deepest reverence of the mind,
Pay, my soul ! to God

,

Lift with thy hands a holy heart

To his sublime abode.

3 With sacred awe pronounce his name,
Whom words nor thoughts can reach;

A broken heart shall please him more
Than the best forms of speech.

4 Thou holy God ! preserve our souls

From all pollution free;

The pure in heart are thy delight,

And they thy Cace shall see.

John Nerrtnain.
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Holy Father, hear my cry; Holy Saviour, bend thineear; Holy Spirit.come tnounigh: Father, Saviour, 8pir - it, hear!
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Holy Father, hear my cry

;

Holy Saviour, "bend thine ear

;

Holy Spirit, come thou nigh •

Father, Saviour, Spirit, hear

!

Father, save me from my sin

;

Saviour, I thy mercy crave ;

Gracious Spirit, make me clean :

Father, Son, and Spirit, save

!

2 Father, let me taste thy love

;

Saviour, fill my soul with peace

;

Spirit, come my heart to move

:

Father, Son, and Spirit, bless!

Father, Sou, and Spirit—thou

One Jehovah, shed abroad

All thy grace within me now
;

Be my Father and my God

!

Horatius Bonai.

305 "molfl. l)0ln. {join'

Holy, holy, holy, Lord
God of Hosts ! when heaven and earth.

Out of darkness, at thy word
Issued into glorious birth,

All thy works before thee stood.

And thine eye beheld them good,

While they sung with sweet accord,

Holy, holy, holy Lord *

2 Holy, holy, holy ! thee,

One Jehovah evermore,

Father, Son, and Spirit ! we,

Dust and ashes, would adore :

w^mmi
Lightly by the world esteemed,

From that world by thee redeemed,
Sing we here with glad accord,

Holy, holy, holy Lord !

3 Holy, holy, holy! all

Heaven's triumphant choir shall sing,

While the ransomed nations fail

At the footstool of their King.
Then shall saints and seraphim.

Harps and voices, swell one hymn,
Blending in sublime accord,

Holy, holy, holy Lord!

30C) «*«*»««.
Lord of earth ! thy forming hand
Well this beauteous frame hath planned;

Woods that wave, and hills that tower,

Ocean rolling in his power

:

Yet, amid this scene so fair,

Should I cease thy smile to share,

What were all its joys to met
Whom have I on earth but theef

2 Lord of heaven ! beyond our sight

Shines a world of purer light ;

There in love'd unclouded reign

Parted hands shall meet again :

Oh, that world is passing fair!

Vet, if thou wert absent there,

What were all its joys to roe T

Whom have I in heaven but thee?
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Hath blessed us on our way With countless gifts of love, And still is ours to - day.

J

»>07 ttourttrcus Carr.

Now thank we all our God,
With heart, and hands, and voices,

Who wondrous things hath done,

In whom the world rejoices

;

Who from our mother's arms

Hath blessed us on our way
With countless gifts of love,

And still is ours to-day.

2 Oh, may this bounteous God
Through all our life be near us,

With ever joyful hearts

And blessed peace to cheer us

;

To keep us in his grace,

And guide us when perplexed,

And free us from all ills

In this world and the next.
C. WinWwonh, tr.

30S Etcrmtn.

THOU essential Word,
Who wast from everlasting

With God, for thou wast God

;

On thee our burden casting,

Saviour of our race.

Welcome indeed thou art,

ier, Fount of Grace,

To this my longing heart.

2 Come, self-existent Word,
And speak thou in my spirit

;

The soul where thou art heard,

Doth endless peace inherit.

Thou Light that lightenest all,

Abide through faith in me,
Nor let me from thee fall,

Xor seek a guide but thee,
C. \Vi:,U«-orth. t,

300 lirwrErrnrf.

To thee, God, we raise

Our vofce in choral singing

;

We come with prayer and praise,

Our hearts1
oblations bringing

:

Thou art our fathers' God.
And ever shalt be ours

;

Our lips and lives shall laud

Thy name, with all our powers.

2 Thy goodness, like the dew
On Hermon's hill descending,

Is every morning new,

And tells of love unending.
We bless thy tender care

That led our wayward feet,

Past every fatal snare,

To streams and pastures sweet.

3 We bless thy Son, who bore
The cross, for sinners dying;

Thy Spirit we adore,

The precious blood applying.

Let work and worship send
Their incense unto thee;

Till song and service blend,

Beside the crystal sea.
Arthur T. !'iers>n
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Oh, for a shout of joy,

Worthy the theme we sing

;

To this divine employ
Our hearts and voices bring1

;

Sound, sound, through all the earth abroad,

The love, the eternal love of God.

2 Unnumbered myriads stand,

Of seraphs bright and fair,

Or bow at thy right hand,

And pay their homage there

;

But strive in vain with loudest chord,

To sound thy wondrous love, Lord.

3 Yet sinners saved by grace,

In songs of lower key,

In every age and place,

Have sung the mystery,

—

Have told in strains of sweet accord,

Thy love, thy sovereign love, Lord.

4 Though earth and hell assail,

And doubts and fears arise,

The weakest shall prevail,

And grasp the heavenly prize,

And through an endless age record

Thy love, thy changeless love, Lord.
J. Young.

311 CoyeZrutfj.

The promises 1 sing,

Which sovereign love hath spoke
;

Nor will the Eternal King
His words of grace revoke

,

They stand secure and steadfast still

;

Not Zion's hill 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, in radiant lines

The promise shines through all the flame.

3 Their harmony shall sound
Through my attentive ears,

When thunders cleave the ground
And dissipate the spheres

;

Midst all the shock of that dread scene,

I stand serene, thy word my rock.
Philip Doddridge.

312 Sobcrrirjntn.

To HIM that chose us first,

Before the world began
;

To him that bore the curse

To save rebellious man ;

To him that formed our hearts anew,

Is endless praise and glory due.

2 The Father's love shall run

Through our immortal songs
;

We bring to God the Son
Hosannas on our tongues;

Our lips address the Spirit's name
With equal praise and zeal the same.

3 Let every saint .

And angel round the throne,

For ever bless and love

The sacred Three in One ;

Thus heaven shall raise his honors high.

When earth and time grow old and die.
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Wc give immor-tal praise For God the Father's love, For all our comforts here, And
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better hopes a - bove: He sent his own e - ter-nal Son To die for sins that we had done.

313 WfCrimta.

We give immortal praise

For God the Father's love,

For all our comforts here,

And better hopes above

:

He sent his own eternal Son
To die for sins that we had done.

2 To God the Son belongs

Immortal glory too,

Who bought us with his blood

From everlasting woe

:

And now he lives, and now he reigns,

And sees the fruit of all his pains.

3 To God the Spirit's name
Immortal worship give,

Whose new-creating power
Makes the dead sinner live

»

His work completes the great design,

And fills the soul with joy divine.

4 Almighty God! to thee

Be endless honors done,

The undivided Three,

Tlu; great and glorious One :

Where reason fails, with all her powers,

There faith prevails and love adores.
Isaa. Witts.

314 l§salm93.

The Lord Jehovah reigns

;

Hi* throne is built on high
;

The garments he assumes
Are light and majesty

;

His glories shine with beams so bright

No mortal eye can bear the sight.

2 The thunders of his hand
Keep the wide world in awe;

His wrath and justice stand

To guard his holy law
;

And where his love resolves to bless,

His truth confirms and seals the grace*

3 And can this mighty King
Of glory condescend,

And will he write his name,
My Father and my Friend ?

1 love his name, I love his word

;

Join all my powers, and praise the Lord \

Isaac Watts.

1 1> £b* 2-ibing Got.

The Lord Jehovah lives,

And blessed be my Rock4-
Though earth her bosom heaves
And mountains feel the shock,

Though oceans rage and torrents roar,

He is the same for evermore.

2 The Lord Jehovah lives,

The dying sinner's Friend;

How freely he forgives

The follies that offend

!

He wipes the penitential tear,

Bids faith and hope the spirit cheer.

3 The Lord Jehovah lives

To hear and answer prayer

;

Whoe'er in him believes

And trusts his guardian care,

A Father's tender love shall know,
Whence living streams of comfort flow.

Thoioai Hastings.
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ho- ly, singing, Lord of hosts, thou Lord most high.
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Lord, thy glory fills the heaven

;

Earth is with its fullness stored ;

Unto thee be glory given,

Holy, holy, holy Lord

!

Heaven is still with anthems ringing
j

Earth takes up the angels' cry,

Holy, holy, holy, singing,

Lord of hosts, thou Lord most high.

2 Ever thus in God's high praises,

Brethren, let our tongues unite,

While our thoughts his greatness raises,

And our love his gifts excite

;

With his seraph train before him,

With his holy church below,

Thus unite we to adore him,

Bid we thus our anthem flow.

3 Lord, thy glory fills the heaven
;

Earth is with its fullness stored;

Unto thee be glory given,

Holy, holy, holy Lord

!

Tims thy glorious name confessing,

We adopt the angels' cry,

Holy, holy, holy, blessing

Thee, the Lord our God most high !

317 Gra"-

Lord, with glowing heart I 'd praise thee

For the bliss thy love bestows
j

For the pardoning grace that saves me,
And the peace that from it flows

:

Help, God, my weak endeavor,

This dull soul to rapture raise

;

Thou must light the flame, or never

Can my soul be warmed to praise.

2 Praise, my soul, the God that sought thee,

Wretched wanderer, far astray
;

Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee

From the paths of death away ;

Praise, with love's devoutest feeling.

Him who saw thy guilt-born fear,

And, the light of hope revealing,

Bade the blood-staiued cross appear.

3 Lord, this bosom's ardent feeling

Vainly would my lips express

:

Low before thy footstool kneeling,

Deign thy suppliant's prayer to bless
;

Let thy grace, my soul's chief treasure,

Love's pure flame within me raise

;

And, since words can never measure,

Let my life show forth thy praise.
PnacfcS. Key.
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There 's a wideness in God\i mercy,
Like the wideness of the sea

:

There 's a kindness in his justice,

Which is more than liberty.

There is welcome for the sinner,

And more graces for the good;
There is mercy with the Saviour

;

There is healing in his blood.

2 There is no place where earth's sorrows
Are more felt than up in heaven

;

There is no place where earth's failings
Have such kindly judgment given.

There is plentiful redemption
In the blood that has been shed

j

There is joy for all the members
In the sorrows of the Head.

3 For the love of God is broader
Than the measure of man's mind

;

And the heart of the Eternal
Is most wonderfully kind.

If our love were but more simple,
We should take him at his word

;

And our lives would be all sunshine
In the sweetness of our Lord.

Frederick W. Faber.

There's a w.deness in Gods mercy. Like the wideness of the sea: There 'sakindness >n his jus-tife.

^3

*£££
I v v v l 1 1[» f»li i i i \, i u-«i r c l l 11 \

l t*\
^F



©oo: -ti?e ffatber.

Arr. by H. LaMSON.

What our Father dees is well; Bless-ed truth his children tell ! Tho' he send for plen- ty want.
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Tho' the har-vest store be scant, Yet we rest up- on his love, Seek-ing bet- tcr things a-bove.Tho' the har-vest store be scant, Yet we rest up- on his love, Seek-ing bet- tcr things a-bove.

3 What our Father does is well;

May the thought within us dwell

;

Though nor milk nor honey flow

In our barren Caanan now,
God can save us in our need,

God can bless us, God can feed.

4 Therefore unto him we raise

Hymns of glory, songs of praise

;

To the Father, and the Son,

And the Spirit, Three in One,

Honor, might, and glory be,

Now, and through eternity

!

Heury \V. Baker, tr.

Spanish Melody.

310 Brnrftccnt tLGiotiom.

What our Father does is well

;

Blessed truth his children tell

!

Though he send for plenty want,

Though the harvest store be scant,

Yet we rest upon his love,

Seeking better things above.

2 What our Father does is well

;

Shall the wilful heart rebel?

If a blessing he withhold

In the field, or in the fold,

Is it not himself to be

All our store eternally %

SPANISH HYMN. 78,61.
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Great Creator! who this day

From thy perfect work didst rest,

By the souls that own thy sway
Hallowed be its hours and blest;

Cares of earth aside be thrown,

This day given to heaven alone.

2 Saviour! who this day didst break

The dark prison of the tomb,

Bid my slumbering soul awake,

Shine through all its sin and gloom

;

Let me, from my bonds set free,

Rise from sin, and live to thee.

3 Blessed Spirit! Comforter!

Sent this day from Christ on high,

Lord, on me thy gifts confer,

Cleanse, illumine, sanctify;

All thine influence shed abroad;

Lead mc to the truth of God.
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Holy, holy, holy Lord,
God of hosts, eternal King,

By the heavens and earth adored;
Angels and archangels sing,

Chanting everlastingly

To the blessed Trinity.

2 Thousands, tens of thousands stand,
Spirits blest, before the throne,

Speeding thence at thy command,
And, when thy commands are done,

Singing everlastingly

To the blessed Trinity.

3 Cherubim and seraphim
Vail their faces with their wings

;

Eyes of angels are too dim
To behold the King of kings,

While they sing eternally

To the blessed Trinity.

4 Thee apostles, prophets theo,

Thee the noble martyr band,
Praise with solemn jubilee,

Thee, the church in every land ;

Singing everlastingly

To the blessed Trinity.

5 Hallelujah ! Lord, to thee,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

;

Godhead one, and Persons three

;

Join us with the heavenly host,
Singing everlastingly

To the blessed Trinity.
C. Wordsworth.

322 man's Sbf.

Oh, give thanks to him who made
Morning light and evening shade;
Source and giver of all good,
Nightly sleep and daily food

;

Quickener of our wearied powers

;

Guard of our unconscious hours.

2 Oh, give thanks to nature's King,
Who made every breathing thing:
His., our warm and sentient frame.

His, the mind's immortal flame.
Oh, how close the ties that bind
Spirits to the Eternal Mind

!

3 Oh, give thanks with heart and lip,

For we are his workmanship;
And all creatures are his care

:

Not a bird that cleaves the air
Falls unnoticed ; but who can
Speak the Father's love to man 1

4 Oh, give thanks to him that camo
In a mortal, suffering frame

—

Temple of the Deity-
Came, for rebel man to die

;

In the path himself hath trod,

Leading back his saints to God.
Josiah Conder.

323 Cfit Bafj* of Brtfjlrfjfm.

As with gladness men of old
Did the guiding star behold,
As with joy they hailed its light,

Leading onward, beaming bright
j

So, most gracious Lord, may we
Evermore be led to thee.

2 As with joyful steps they sped,
Saviour, to thy manger bed,
There to bend the knee before
Thee whom heaven and earth adore

;

So may we with willing feet
Ever seek the mercy-seat.

3 As they offered gifts most rare
At thy cradle rude and bare,
So may we with holy joy,

Pure and free from sin's alloy,

All our costliest treasures bring,
Christ, to thee our heavenly King.

4 Holy Jesus, every day
Keep us in the narrow way

;

And, when earthly things are past,
Bring our ransomed souls at last

Where they need no star to guide,
Where no clouds thy glory hide.
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Oh,come,all ye faithful, Joy -ful-ly triumphant, To Bethlehem hasten now with glad ac-cordj Lo! in a
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Oh, come, all ye faithful,

Joyfully triumphant,

To Bethlehem hasten now with glad accord

;

Lo ! in a manger
Lies the King of angels

;

Oh, come, let us adore him, Christ the Lord.

2 Raise, raise, choirs of angels,

Songs of loudest triumph,

Through heaven's high arches be your

praises poured

:

Now to our God be

Glory in the highest

;

Oh, come, let us adore him, Christ the Lord.

3 Amen ! Lord, we bless thee,

Born for our salvation,

Jesus ! for ever be thy name adored

;

Word of the Father,

Late in flesh appearing

;

Oh, come, let us adore him. Christ the Lord.
William Mercer, tr.

OSWALD. 8s, 7s. J. B. Dykes.

325 fffte Ulan Song.

Hark, the hosts of heaven are singing

Praises to the new-born Lord,

Strains of sweetest music flinging,

Not a note or word unheard.

2 On this night, all nights excelling,

God's high praises sounded forth,

While the angels' songs were telling

Of the Lord's mysterious birth.

3 Through the darkness, strangely splendid

Flashed the light on shepherds' eyes;

As their lowly flocks they tended,

Camo new tidings from the skies.

4 All the hosts of heaven are chanting

Songs with power to stir and thrill,

And the universe is panting

Joy's deep longings to fulfill.

5 On this day then through creation

Let the glorious hymn ring out ;

, Let men hail the gnat salvation,
11 God with us,

1
' with song and shout.
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Christ is born ; tell forth his fame

!

Christ from heaven ; his love proclaim

;

Christ on earth ; exalt his name

!

Sing to the Lord, world, with exultation;

Break forth in glad thanksgiving, every

nation

;

For he hath triumphed gloriously!

2 Man in God's own image made,

Man, by Satan's wiles betrayed,

Man, on whom corruption preyed,

Shut out from hope of life and of salvation,

To'-day Christ maketh him a new creation

;

For he hath triumphed gloriously

!

3 He, the Wisdom, Word, and Might;
God, and Son, and Light of Light

;

Undiscovered by the sight

Of earthly monarch or infernal spirit,

Incarnate was that we should heaven inherit

:

For he hath triumphed gloriously!
John M. Neale, tr.

i^^B^ppIm
Hark! what mean those holy voices, Sweetly warbling in the skies! Sure, th' angelic host rejoices—Loudest hallelujahs ris«.
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Hark! what mean those holy voices,

Sweetly warbling in the skies ?

Sure, the angelic host rejoices

—

Loudest hallelujahs rise.

2 Listen to the wondrous story,

Which they chant in hymns of joy;

—

" Glory in the highest, glory;

Glory be to God most high!

3 " Peaee on earth, good-will from heaven,

Reaching far B8 man is found ;

Souls redeemed, and sins forgiven;

—

Loud our golden harps shall sound.

4 " Christ is born, the great Anointed ;

Heaven and earth his glory sing:

Glad, receive whom God appointed.

For your Prophet, Priest, and King.

5 "Hasten, mortals! to adore him,

Learn his name and taste his joyj

Till in heaven you sing befqre him,

—

Glory be to God most high !"'
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Brightest and best of the sons of the

morning

!

Dawn on our darkness and lend us

thine aid

;

Star of the East, the horizon adorning,

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid.

2 Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are

shining;

Low lies his head with the beasts of the

stall

:

Angels adore him, in slumber reclining.

Maker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all

!

3 Say shall we yield him, in costly de-

votion,

Odors of Edom, and offerings divine ?

Gems of the mountains, and pearls of the

ocean,

Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the

mine?

4 Vainly we offer each ample oblation,

Vainly with gold would his favor secure

:

Richer, by far, is the heart's adoration

;

Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.

5 Brightest and best of the sons of the

morning

!

Dawn on our darkness and lend us

thine aid
;

Star of the East, the horizon adorning,

Guide where our infant Redeemer is

laid.
Reginald Heber.

329 "Baugf)frr of Zion!"

Daughter of Zion! awake from thy sad-

ness :

Awake, for thy foes shall oppress thee

no more;
Bright o'er thy hills dawns the day-star

of gladness;

Arise! for the night of thy sorrow is

o'er.

2 Strong were thy foes, but the arm that

subdued them,

And scattered their legions, was might-

ier far

;

They fled like the chaff from the scourge

that pursued them

;

For vain were their steeds and their

chariots of war

!

3 Daughter of Zion ! the power that hath

saved thee,

Extolled with the harp and tho tim-

brel should be:

Shout! for the foe is destroyed that en-

slaved thee.,

The oppressor is vanquished, and Zion is

free! Anon., 1830.
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CHO.-Shout the glad tidings, exultingly sing

;

Jerusalem triumphs, Messiah is King.

i Zion, the marvelous story be telling,

The Son of the Highest, how lowly his

birth;

The brightest archangel in glory excelling,

He stoops to redeem thee, he reigns

upon earth.

Cho.—Shout the glad tidings, etc.

Cho.—Shout the glad tidings, etc.

2 Tell how he cometh; from nation to nation,

The heart-cheering news let the earth

echo round;

How free to the faithful he offers salvation

:

How his people with joy everlasting are

crowned

!

Cho.—Shout the glad tidings, etc.

Cho.—Shout the glad tidings, etc.

3 Mortals, your homage be gratefully

bringing,

And sweet let the gladsome hosanna
arise

;

Ye angels, the full hallelujah be singing

;

One chorus resounds through the earth

and the skies.

Cho.— Shout the glad tidings, etc.
W A. Muhlcnbeig.
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All praise to thee, eternal Lord,

Clothed in a garb of flesh and blood

;

Choosing a manger for thy throne,

While worlds on worlds are thine alone

!

2 Once did the skies before thee bow;

A virgin's arms contain thee now;

Angels, who did in thee rejoice,

Now listen for thine infant voice.

3 A little child, thou art our guest,

That weary ones in thee may rest;

Forlorn and lowly is thy birth,

That we may rise to heaven from earth.

4 Thou comest in the darksome night

To make us children of the light;

To make us, in the realms divine,

Like thine own angels round thee shine.

5 All this for us thy love hath done:

By this to thee our love is won
;

For this we tune our cheerful lays,

And shout our thanks in ceaseless praise.
Tr. it. Martin Luther.

332 Incarnation.

Before the heavens were spread abroad,

From everlasting was the Word

;

Witli God he was, the Word was God!

And must divinely be adored.

2 Ere sin was born, or Satan fell,

He led the host of morning stars:

His generation who can tell,

Or count the number of his years?

3 Butlo, h^Jeaves those heavenly forms:

The Word descends and dwells in clay,

That he may converse hold with worms,
Dressed in such feeble flesh as they.

4 Mortals with joy behold his face,

The eternal Father's only Son:

How full of truth, how full of grace,

When in his eyes the Godhead shone!

5 Archangels leave their high abode,

To learn new mysteries here, and tell

The love of our descending God,
The glories of Immanuel.

Isaac Watts.

333 "(SobfoitfjfHr."

Eternal Father, when to thee,

BeyOnd all worlds, by faith I soar,

Before thy boundless majesty

I stand in silence and jadore.

2 But, Saviour, thou art by my side;

Thy voice I hear, thy face T see

:

Thou art my friend, my daily guide;

God over all, yet God with me!

3 And thou, Great Spirit, in my heart

Dost make thy temple day by day:

The Holy Ghost of God thou art,

Yet dwellest in this house of clay.

4 Blest Trinity, in whom alone

All things created move or rest,

High in the heavens thou hast thy throne,

Thou hast thy throne within my breast.
Hervey D. Cause.
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When*, marshaled "on the nightly plain,

The glittering host bestud the sky,

One star alone, of all the train,

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye.

Hark! hark! to God the chorus breaks

From every host, from every gem;
But one alone the Saviour speaks,

—

It is the Star of Bethlehem.

2 Once on the raging seas I rode,

The storm was loud, the night was dark,

The ocean roared, and rudely blowed
The wind that tossed my foundering bark.

Deep horror then my vitals froze;

Death-struck, I ceased the tide to stem;
"When suddenly a star arose,

It was the Star of Bethlehem

!

3 It was my guide, my light, myall;
It bade my dark forebodings cease,

And through the storm and danger's thrall

It led me to the port of peace.

Now safely moored, my perils o'er,

I'll sing, first in night's diadem,

For ever and for evermore,

The Star, the Star of Bethlehem

!

Henry KirVe White.

OOf) "Jftbm of Salrm."

When Jordan hushed his waters still,

And silence slept on Zion's hill

;

When Salem's shepherds through the night
Watched o'er their flocks by starry light

;

Hark ! from the midnight hills around,
A voice of more than mortal sound
In distant hallelujahs stole,

Wild murmuring o'er the raptured soul.

2 On wheels of light, on wings of flame,

The glorious hosts of Zion came
;

High heaven with songs of triumph rung,
While thus they struck their harps and sung:
" Zion! lift thy raptured eye;

The long-expected horn- is nigli

:

The joys of nature rise again,

The Prince of Saiem comes to reign.

3 " He comes to cheer the trembling heart,

:. and his host depart

;

Again the Daystar gilds the gloom,
Again the bowers of Eden bloom."

Zion! lift thy raptured eye

;

The long-expected hour is nigh:

i of nature rise again,

The Prince of Salem comes to reign.



1 36
CAROL. C M D.

Zbc XorO 3C9U0 Cbrist.

&l^m&&&&^mm

To touch their harps of gold;" Peace to the
To hear the an- gels sing.

rth, goodwill to rnen.From heaver sail-gracious King." '

t)3b %bt Snaps' Song.

It came upon the midnight clear,

That glorious song of old,

From angels bending near the earth,

To touch their harps of gold

;

" Peace to the earth, good-will to men,
From heaven's all-gracious King:"

The earth in solemn stillness lay,

To hear the angels sing.

2 Still through the cloven skies they come,

With peaceful wings unfurled;

And still celestial music floats

O'er all the weary world

;

Above its sad and lowly plains

They bend on heavenly wing,

And ever o'er its Babel sounds,

The blessed angels sing.

CHEISTMAS. C. M.

3 ye, beneath life's crushing load,

Whose forms are bending low,

Who toil along the climbing way,
With painful steps and slow ;

—

•Look up ! for glad and golden hours

Come swiftly on the wing

;

Oh, rest beside the weary road,

And hear the angels sing!

4 For lo ! the days are hastening on,

By prophet-bards foretold,

When with the ever-circling years

Comes round the age of gold!

When peace shall over all the earth

Its final splendors fling,

And the whole world send back the song
Which now the angels sing

!

Edwin H. Sears.

Arr. fr. Handel.
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While shepherds watched their flocks by night, AH seated on the ground; The an -gel of the

Lord came down, And glo - ry shone a-round. " Fear not," said he,—for mighty dread Had seized their
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While shepherds watched their flocks by
All seated on the ground

;

[night*

The angel of the Lord came down,
And glory shone around.

u Fear not," said he,—for mighty dread

Had seized their troubled mind,

—

" Glad tidings of great joy I bring,

To you aud all mankind.

2 " To you, in David's town this day,

Is born of David's line

The Saviour, who is Christ, the Lord,

And this shall be the sign :

—

The heavenly babe you there shall find

To human view displayed,

All meanly wrapped in swathing bands,

And in a manger laid."

3 Thus spake the seraph—and forthwith

Appeared a shining throng
Of angels, praising God, who thus

Addressed their joyful song:

—

" All glory be to God on high,

And to the earth be peace

;

Good- will henceforth from heaven to men
Begin, and never e<

338 Sngrls' fausic.

Calm on the listening ear of night

Come heaven's melodious strains,

Where wild Judea stretches far

Her silver-mantled plains.

Celestial choirs, from courts above.

Shed sacred glories there,

And angels, with their sparkling lyres,

Make music on the air.

2 The answering hills of Palestine

Send back the glad reply,

And greet from all their holy heights

The Dayspring from on high

:

O'er the blue depths of Galilee

There comes a holier calm;

And Sharon waves in solemn praise

Her silent groves of palm.

3 "Glory to God!" the lofty strain

The realms of ether fills;

How sweeps the song of solemn joy

O'er Judah's sacred hills!

" Glory to God ! " the sounding skies

Loud with their anthems ring:

"Peace on the earth; good-will to men,
From heaven's eternal King."
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Ait. h. Mendelssohn

Hark 1 the her -aid an-gcls sing "Glo-ry to the new-born King; Peace on earth, and mer-cy mild,

Join the triumph of the skies; j With th' angelic host proclaim,

Christ is born in Beth-le -hem ! With th' angelic host proclaim, Christ is born in Beth-le - hem !
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Hark ! the herald angels sing
M Glory to the new-born King

;

Peace on earth, and mercy mild,

God and sinners reconciled !

"

Joyful, all ye nations, rise,

Join the triumph of the skies

;

With the angelic host proclaim,

Christ is born in Bethlehem

!

2 Christ, by highest heaven adored

;

Christ, the everlasting Lord

;

Late in time behold him come,

Offspring of the Virgin's womb :

Vailed in flesh the Godhead see

;

Hail the incarnate Deity,

Pleased as man with men to dwell

;

Jesus, our Immanuel

!

3 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

:

Mild he lays his glory by,

Born that man no more may die

:

Born to raise the sons of earth,

Born to give them second birth.
Charles \V-<,|,-y.

340 * " fff" CTOTist Of <Sot>."

He has come ! the Christ of God
Left for us his glad abode
Stooping from his throne of bliss,

To this darksome wilderness.

He has come ! the Prince of Peace

;

Come to bid our sorrows cease
j

Come to scatter with his light

All the shadows of our night.

2 He the mighty King has come !

Making this poor earth his home

;

Come to bear our sin's sad load

;

Son of David, Son of God!
He has come, whose name of grace

Speaks deliverance to our race

;

Left for us his glad abode

;

Son of Mary, Son of God

!

3 Unto us a child is born

!

Ne'er- has earth beheld a morn,
Among all the morns of time,

Half so glorious in its prime.

Unto us a Son is given

!

He has come from God's own heaven,

Bringing with him from above

Holy peace and holy love.
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341 ItalmfiS.

Joy to the world; the Lord is come!
Let earth receive her King;

Let every heart prepare him room,

And heaven and nature sing.

3 No more let sins and sorrows grow,

Nor thorns infest the ground

;

He comes to make his blessings flow

Far as the curse is found.

2 Joy to the earth ; the Saviour reigns; 4 He rules the world with truth and grace,

Let men their songs employ; And makes the nations prove
While fields and floods,rocks, hillsand plains, The glories of his righteousness,

Repeat the sounding joy. And wonders of his love.

342 7«- D Tune-HERALD ANGELS.

Hail the night, all hail the morn,
When the Prince of Peace was born
When, amid the wakeful fold,

Tidings good the angels told.

Now our solemn chant we raise

Duly to the Saviour's praise

;

Now with carol hymns we bless

Christ the Lord, our righteousness.

2 While resounds the joyful cry,

" Glm-y be to God on high,

Peace on earth, good-will to men !"

Gladly we respond, " Amen !

"

Thus we greet this holy day,

Pouring forth our festive lay

;

Thus we tell, with saintly mirth,

Of Immanuers wondrous birth.'

343 *»• D - Tans-IIEBALD AffGELS.

God with us ! oh, glorious name

!

Let it shine in endless fame

;

God and man in Christ unite

;

Oh, mysterious depth and height

!

God with us! the eternal Son
Took our soul, our flesh, and bone;
Now, ye saints, his grace admire,

Swell the song with holy fire.

2 God with us ! but tainted not
With the first transgressor's blot;

Yet did he our sins sustain,

Bear the guilt, the curse, the pain.

God with us ! oh, wondrous grace

!

Let us see him face to face

;

That we may fmmanuc! sing,

As we ought, our God and King!
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Angels,from the realmsof glo-ry, Wingyour flight o'er all the earth; Yewhosang creation's sto-ry,
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Angels, from the realms of glory,

Wing your flight o'er all the earth
;

Ye who sang creation's story,

Now proclaim Messiah's birth

:

Come and worship,

—

Worship Christ, the new-born King.

2 Shepherds in the field abiding,

Watching o'er your flocks by night,

God with man is now residing

;

Yonder shines the infant light

:

Come and worship,

—

Worship Christ, the new-born King.

3 Sages, leave your contemplations,

—

Brighter visions beam afar

:

Seek the great Desire of nations

:

Ye have seen his natal star

:

Come and worship,

—

Worship Christ, the new-born King.

4 Saints, before the altar bending,
WT

atching long in hope and fear,

Suddenly the Lord, descending,

In his temple shall appear

:

Come and worship,—
Worship Christ, the new-born King.

5 Sinners, wrung with true repentance,

Doomed for guilt to endless pains,

Justice now revokes the sentence,

—

Mercy calls you,—break your chains

:

Come and worship,

—

Worship Christ, the new-born King.
James Montgomery.

J. G. Ebeling.

All my heart this night re-joic - es, As I hear, far and near. Sweetest an -gel voi - ces
;

"Christ is bornl M theirchoirsaresing-ing, Till the air everywhere Now with joy is ring-ing.
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Of the Father's love begotten,

Ere the worlds began to be,

He, the Alpha and Omega,
He the source, the ending he,

Of the things that are, that have been,

And that future years shall see,

Evermore and evermore!

2 At his word the worlds were framed

;

He commanded ; it was done

:

Heaven and earth and depths of ocean
In their threefold order one

;

All that grows beneath the shining

Of the moon and burning sun,

Evermore and evermore

!

3 He is found in human fashion,

Death and sorrow here to know,
That the race of Adam's children,

Doomed by law to endless woe,

May not henceforth die and perish

In the dreadful gulf below,

Evermore and evermore!
J. M. Neaic. u.

u4(> JTorrtofti ant) iHanifrstrb.

He is here, whom seers in old time
Chanted of, while ages ran

;

Whom the writings of the prophets

Promised since the world began

:

Then foretold, now manifested,

To receive the praise of man,
Evermore and evecmore

!

2 Praise him, ye heaven of heavens!
Praise him, angels in the height

!

Every power and every virtue,

Sing the praise of God aright

:

Let no tongue of man be silent,

Let each heart and voice unite,

Evermore and evermore

!

3 Thee let age, and thee let manhood,
Thee let choirs of infants sing

;

Thee the matrons and the virgins,

And the children answering :

Let their modest song re-echo,

And their heart its praises bring,

Evermore and evermore

!

J. M. Nealc.tx.

347 *•*• Tnne-BOITS.

All my heart this night rejoices,

As I hear, far and near,

Sweetest angel voices

;

u Christ is born ! " their choirs are singing,

Till the air everywhere
Now with joy is ringing.

2 For it dawns, the promised morrow
Of his birth, who the earth

Rescues from her sorrow.

God to wear our form descendeth
;

Of his grace to our race

Here his Son he lendeth.

3 Come, then, let us hasten yonder;
Here let all, great and small,

Kneel in awe and wonder.
Love him who with love i^ yearning

;

Hail the Star, that from far

Bright with hope is burning
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little town of Bethlehem,

How still we see thee lie

!

Above thy deep! and dreamless sleep,

The silent stars go by

;

Yet in thy dark streets shineth

The everlasting Light

;

The hopes and fears of all the years

Are met in thee to-night.

2 For Christ is born of Mary,
And gathered all above

;

"While mortals sleep, the angels keep

Their watch of wondering love.

O morning stars, together

Proclaim the holy birth !

And praises sing to God the King,

And peace to men on earth.

3 How silently, how silently,

The wondrous gift is given!

So God imparts to human hearts

The blessings of his heaven.

No ear may hear his coming,

But in this world of sin,

Where meek souls will receive him still,

The dear Christ enters in.

4 holy child of Bethlehem

!

Descend to us, we pray

;

Cast out our sin, and enter in,

Be born in us to-day.

We hear the Christmas angels

The great glad tidings tell

;

Oh, come to us, abide with us,

Our Lord Immanuel

!

Phillips Brooks.

349 BrHjlrfjtm Star.

As shadows cast by cloud and sun

Flit o'er the summer grass,

So, in thy sight, Almighty One,

Earth's generations pass.

And as the years, an endless host,

Come swiftly pressing on,

The brightest names that earth can boast

Just glisten and are gone.

2 Yet doth the star of Bethlehem shed

A luster pure and sweet;

And still it leads, as once it led,

To the Messiah's feet.

Father, may that holy star

Grow every year more bright,

And send its glorious bean.

To fill the world with light.
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Once in royal David's city

Stood a lowly cattle shed,

Where a mother laid her Baby,
In a manger for his bed

:

Mary was that mother mild,

Jesus Christ her little child.

2 He came down to earth from heaven
Who is God and Lord of all,

ADd his shelter was a stable,

And his cradle was a stall;

With the lowly, poor, and mean,
Lived on earth our Saviour then.

3 And/through all his wondrous childhood,

He would honor and obey,

Love, and watch the lowly maiden
In whose gentle arms he lay :

Christian children all must bo

Mild, obedient, good as he.

4 Oh, our eyes at last shall see him,

Through his own redeeming love

;

For that child so dear and gentle

Is our God in heaven above;

And he leads his children on

To the place where he is gone.

5 Not in that poor lowly stable,

With the oxen standing by,

We shall see him ; but in heaven,

Set at God's right hand on high
;

When like stars his children crowned

All in white shall wait around.
Mrs. C. F. Alexander

352 "BlrMftEort!"

Shout, earth ! from silence waking,
Tune with joy thy varied tongue

;

Shout ! as when from chaos breaking

Sweetly flowed thy natal song

:

Shout ! for thy Creator's love

Sends redemption from above.

2 Downward from his star-paved dwelling

Comes the incarnate Son of God

;

Countless voices, thrilling, swelling,

Tell the triumphs of his blood

:

Shout ! he comes thy tribes to bless

With his spotless righteousness.

3 See his glowing hand uplifted

!

Clustering bounties drop around
;

Rebels ev'n are richly gifted,

Pardon, peace, and joy abound

!

Shout, earth ! and let thy song
Ring the vaulted heavens along.

4 Call him blessed ! on thy mountains
In thy wild and citied plains

;

Call him blessed ! where thy fountains

Speak in softly murmuring strains.

Let thy captives, let thy kings

Join the lyre of thousand strings.

5 Blessed Lord, and Lord of blessing

!

Pour thy quickening gifts abroad

;

Raptured tongues, thy love confessing,

Shall extol the living God.
Blessed, blessed, blessed Lord

!

Heaven shall chant no other word.
W. H. Hmvergnl.
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Oxe there is, above all others,

Well deserves the name of Friend

;

His is love beyond a brother's,

Costly, free, and knows no end

:

They who once his kindness prove

Find it everlasting love.

2 "WTrie.li of all our friends, to save us,

Could or would have shed his blood ?

But our Jesus died to have us

Reconciled in him to God

:

This was boundless love indeed

!

Jesus is a friend in need.

3 When he lived on .earth abased,
u Friend of sinners " was his name

j

Now above all glories raised,

He rejoices in the same

;

Still he calls them brethren, friends,

And to all their wants attends.

4 Could we bear from one another
What he daily bears from us f

Yet this glorious Friend and Brother
Loves us though we treat him thus

:

Though for good we render ill,

He accounts us brethren still.

5 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

:

But when home our souls are brought.

We will love tLee as we ought.

354 foaling tftt Sir*.

Thou to whom the sick and dying
Ever came, nor came in vain,

Still with healing word replying

To the weary cry of pain

;

Hear us, Jesus, as we meet,

Suppliants at thy mercy -seat..

2 Every care and every sorrow,

Be it great, or be it small

;

Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow,

When,, where'er it may befall

;

Lay we humbly at thy feet,

Suppliants round thy mercy-seat.

3 Still the weary, sick, and dying
Need a brother's, sister's care

;

On thy higher help relying,

May we now their burden share

:

Bringing all our offerings meet,

Suppliants to thy mercy-seat.

4 May each child of thine be willing,

Willing both in hand and heart,

Every law of love fulfilling,

Every comfort to impart

:

Ever bringing offerings meet,

Suppliants at thy mercy-seat.

5 Then shall sickness, sin, and sadness

To thy healing power yield

;

Till the sick and sad in gladness,

Rescued, ransomed, cleansed, healed,

Shall the saints together meet,

Pardoned at thy judgment- seat!
Godfrey Thnng.
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How sweetly flowed the gospel sound
From lips of gentleness and grace,

When listening thousands gathered round,

And joy and gladness filled the place

!

2 From heaven he came, of heaven he spoke,

To heaven he led his followers' way

;

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke,

Unvailing an immortal day

3 " Come, wanderers, to my Father's home,
Come, all ye weary ones, and rest :

"

Yes, sacred Teacher, we will come,

Obey thee, love thee, and be blest

!

4 Decay then, tenements of dust

;

Pillars of earthly pride, decay :

A nobler mansion waits the just,

And Jesus has prepared the way.
John Bowrinjr

356 ' ffiols, HJarmlrBS."

How beauteous were the marks divine,

That in thy meekness used to shine,

That lit thy lonely pathway, trod
'

In wondrous love, Son of God !

2 Oh, who like thee, so calm, so bright,

So pure, so made to live in light ?

Oh, who like thee did ever go
So patient through a world of woe?

3 Oh, who like thee so humbly bore

The scorn, the scoffs of men, before ?

So meek, forgiving, godlike, high,

So glorious in humility?

4 Even death, which sets the prisoner free,

Was pang, and scoff, and scorn to thee

;

Yet love through ail thy torture glowed,

And mercy with thy life-blood flowed.

5 Oh, in thy light be mine to go,

Illuming all my way of woe

!

And give me ever on the road

To trace thy footsteps, Son of God.
Arthur C Coxet

357 " H?r $«Irti fftinn."

Whex, like a stranger on our sphere,

The lowly Jesus wandered here,

Where'er he went, affliction fled,

And sickness reared her fainting head.

2 The eye that rolled in irksome night,

Beheld his face—for God is light;

The opening ear, the loosened tongue,

His precepts heard, his praises sung.

3 With bounding steps the halt and lame,

To hail their great Deliverer came

;

O'er the cold grave he bowed his head,

He spake the word, and raised the dead

4 Despairing madness, dark and wild,

In his inspiring presence smiled

;

The storm of horror ceased to roll,

And reason lightened through the soul.

5 Through paths of loving-kindness led,

Where Jesus triumphed we would tread ,

To all, with willing hands dispense

The gifts of our benevolence.
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How shall I follow him I serve?

How shall I copy him I love ?

Nor from those blessed footsteps swerve,

Which lead me to his seat above 1

2 Lord,should my path through suffering lie

Forbid it I should e'er repine

;

Still let me turn to Calvary,

Nor heed my griefs, remembering thine.

3 Oh, let me think how thou didst leave

Untasted every pure delight,

To fast, to faint, to watch, to grieve,

The toilsome day, the homeless night :—

4 To faint, to grieve, to die for me

!

Thou earnest not thyself to please

:

And, dear as earthly comforts be,

Shall I not love thee more than these t

5 Yes ! I would count them all but loss,

To gain the notice of thine eye

Flesh shrinks and trembles at the cross.

But thou canst give the victory.

BOCZDJGEAM. L M Loweu. Mason

359 £{>< Btbmr gattrrn.

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 so divine,

I would transcribe and make them mine.

3 Cold mountains and the midnight air

Witnessed the fervor of thy prayer
;

The desert thy temptations knew,

Thy conflict and thy 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.
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On Jordan's bank the Baptist's cry

Announces that the Lord is nigh

;

Awake, and hearken, for he brings

Glad tidings of the King of kings.

2 Then cleansed be every breast from sin

;

Make straight the way for God within

;

Prepare we in our hearts a home,

Where such a mighty guest may come.

3 For thou art our salvation, Lord,

Our refuge, and our great reward

;

Without thy grace we waste away,

Like flowers that wither and decay.

4 To heal the sick stretch out thine hand,

And bid the fallen sinner stand;

Shine forth, and let thy light restore

Earth's own true loveliness once more.
John Chandler, tr

3ul Kf)f !£ntrg into 3fruaalfm.

Ride on ! ride on in majesty

!

In lowly pomp.ride on to die

.

Christ, thy triumphs now begin

O'er captive death and conquered sin.

2 Ride on ! ride on in majesty !

The last and fiercest strife is nigh

:

The Father on his sapphire throne

Awaits his own anointed .Son.

3 Ride on ! ride on in majesty \

In lowly pomp ride on to die ;

How thy meek head to mortal pain
;

Then take, God, thy power, and reign.

362 3fsus* iBiratlfB.

Oh, love, how deep! how broad! how high!

It fills the heart with ecstasy,

That God, the Son of God, should take

Our mortal form, for mortals' sake.

2 For us he prayed, for us he taught,

For us his daily works he wrought,

—

By words and signs and actions thus

Still seeking, not himself, but us.

3 To him whose boundless love has won
Salvation for us through his Son,

To God the Father glory be,

Both now and through eternity.
JohnM Neale.tr

OOO *^ f transfiguration.

Oh, wondrous type, oh, vision fair,

Of glory that the Church shall share,

Which Christ upon the mountain shows,

Where brighter than the sun he glows'

2 With shining face and bright array,

Christ deigns to manifest to-day

What glory shall be theirs above,

Who joy in God with perfect love

3 And faithful hearts are raised on high

By this great vision's mystery

;

For which in joyful strains we raise

The voice of prayer, the hymn of praise

4 Father, with the Eternal Son,

And Holy Spirit, eve* One,

Vouchsafe to bring us by thy grace

To see thy glory face to face.
JohnM Nt4le. it
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Master, let me walk with thee

In lowly paths of service free

;

Tell me thy secret ; help me bear

The strain of toil, the fret of care.

2 Help me the slow of heart to move
By some clear winning word of love;

Teach me the wayward feet to stay,

And guide them in the homeward way.

CRUSADERS' HYMN. P. M.

3 Teach me thy patience ! still with thee

In closer, dearer company,
In work that keeps faith sweet and strong,

In trust that triumphs over wrong.

4 In hope that sends a shining ray

Far down the future's broadening way

;

In peace that only thou canst give,

With thee, Master, let me live

!

Washington Gladden.

Arr. by R. S. Willis.
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Fairest Lord Jesus ! Ruler of all nature

!

thou of God and man the Son!
Thee will I cherish, thee will I honor,

Thou ! my soul's glory, joy, and crown.

2 Fair are the meadows, fairer still the

woodlands,

Robed in the blooming garb of spring;

Jesus is fairer! Jesus is purer!

Who makes the woeful heart to sing.

3 Fair is the sunshine, fairer still the

moonlight,

And the twinkling starry host

;

Jesus shines brighter! Jesus shines purer!

Than all the angels heaven can boast
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Oh, see how Jesus trusts himself

Unto our childish love

!

As though by his free ways with us

Our earnestness to prove.

His sacred name a common word
On earth he loves to hear

j

There is no majesty in him
Which love may not come near.

ATHENS. C. M. D.

:
.
The light of love is round his feet,

His paths are never dim

;

And he comes nigh to us when we
Dare not come nigh to him.

Let us be simple with him then,

Not backward, stiff, nor cold,

As though our Bethlehem could be
What Sinai was of old.

Frederick W. Faber.'.

•o. Arr. fr. Giardini.
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The Saviour! oh, what endless charms
Dwell in the blissful sound

!

Its influence every fear disarms,

And spreads sweet comfort round.

The almighty Former of the skies

Si doped to our vile abode
;

Whileangels viewed with wondering eyes

And hailed the incarnate God.

2 Oh, the rich depths of love divine !

Of bliss a boundless store

!

Dear Saviour, let me call thee mine;
I cannot wish for more.

On thee alone my hope relies,

Beneath thy cross I fall

;

My Lord, my Life, my Sacrifice,

My Saviour, and my All

!
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Weary, and worn, and sad; I found in him
that life- giv - ir.g stream; My thirst was quei
biro my Star, my Sun; And in that light

a rest-ing-place, And he hath made me glad
ch'd.my soul revived. And now I live in him
of life I "11 walk, Till all my journey 's done
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I heard the voice of Jesus say,

—

"Come unto me and rest;

Lay down, thou weary one, lay down
Thy head upon my breast !

"

I came to Jesus as I was,

Weary, and worn, and sad
j

1 found in him a resting-place,

And he hath made me glad.

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

—

" Behold, I freely give

The living water j thirsty one,

Stoop down, and drink, and live
!"

I came to Jesus, and I drank

Of that life-giving stream ;

My thirst was quenched, my soul revived,

And now I live in him

3 I heard the voice of Jesus say,

—

"I am this dark world's light
;

Look unto me, thy morn shall rise,

And all thy day be bright!"

1 looked to Jesus, and I found

In him my Star, my Sun

;

And in that light of life 1 11 walk,

Till all my journey 's done.
Hera ti:is Bcnai

309 £*>' \?nUti 13attrrn.

Let worldly minds the world pursue,

It has no charms for me
;

Once I admired its trifles too,

But grace has set me free.

As by the light of opening day,

The stars are all concealed
;

So earthly pleasures fade away,

When Jesus is revealed

2 Creatures uo more divide my choice,

I bid them all depart

;

His name, and love, and gracious voice,

Have fixed my roving heart.

But may I hope that thou will own
A worthless worm like me 1

Now, Lord ! I would be thine alone,

And wholly live to thee.
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We may not climb the heavenly steeps

To bring the Lord Christ down
;

In vain we search the lowest deeps,

For him no depths can drown

2 But warm, sweet, tender, even yet

A present help is he

;

And faith has yet its Olivet,

A.nd love its Galilee.

3 The healing of the seamless dress

Is by our beds of pain;

We touch him in life's throng and press,

And we are whole again.

4 Through him the first fond prayers are said

Our lips of childhood frame
;

The last low whispers of our dead
Are burdened with his name.

5 Lord and Master of us all,

Whate'er our name or sign,

We own thy sway, we hear thy call,

We te.st our lives by thine

!

John G. Whittier.

Lowbll Mason

Oh, could I speak the match-less worth, Oh, could I sound the glories forth Which in my Saviour ehine!
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Oh, could I speak the matchless worth,

Oh, could I sound the glories forth,

Which in my Saviour shine

!

1 'd soar and touch the heavenly strings,

And vie with Gabriel while he sings

In notes almost divine.

2 I 'd sing the precious blood he spilt,

My ransom from the dreadful guilt

Of sin and wrath divine

!

I 'd sing his glorious righteousness,

In which all-perfect heavenly dress

My soul shall ever shine.

3 I 'd sing the characters he bears,

And all the forms of love he wears,

Exalted on his throne .

In loftiest songs of sweetest praise,

I would to everlasting days
Make all his glories known.

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 I '11 spend,

Triumphant in hu grace.
Samuel Medley
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Majestic sweetness sits enthroned

Upon the Saviour's brow

;

His head with radiant glories crowned,

His lips with grace o'erflow

2 No mortal can with him compare.

Among the sons of men ;

Fairer is he than all the fair

That fill the heavenly train.

3 He saw me plunged in deep distress.

He flew to my relief

;

For me he bore the shameful cross,

And carried all my grief.

4 To him I owe my life and breath,

And all the joys I have
;

He makes me triumph over death,

He saves rae from the grave.

5 To heaven, the place of his abode,

He brings my weary feet

;

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

6 Since from his bounty I receive

Such proofs of love divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give,

Lord ! they should all be thine.
Samuel Stennett.

373 Cb< Namr Jrsufl.

There is a name I love to hear

;

I love to sing its worth
;

It sounds like music in mine ear

—

The sweetest name on earth.

2 It tells me of a Saviour's love

Who died to set me free
;

It tells me of his precious blood—
The sinner's perfect plea.

3 It tells me of a Father's smile

Beaming upon his child
;

It cheers me through this "little while,

*

Through desert, waste, and wild.

4 It tells of One whose loving heart

Can feel my smallest woe—
Who in each sorrow bears a part

That none can bear below

5 It bids my trembling soul rejoice,

And dries each rising, tear
;

It tells me in a "still small voice."

To trust, and not to fear
Frederick Whitfield
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Behold, where, in a mortal form,

Appears each grace divine

!

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 glad tidings to the poor,

Was his divine employ.

3 'Mid keen reproach and cruel scorn,

He meek and patient stood

;

His foes, ungrateful, sought his life,

Who labored for their good.

4 In the last hour of deep distress,

Before his Father's throne, .

With soul resigned he bowed and said,

—

"Thy will, not mine, be done!"

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.
William Enfield.

375 « lontla life.

A PILGRIM through this lonely world,

The blessed Saviour passed;

A mourner all his life was he,

A dying Lamb at last.

2 That tender heart which felt for all,

For all its life-blood gave;

It found on earth no resting-place,

Save only in the grave.

3 Such was our Lord ; and shall we fear

The cross, with all its scorn ?

Or love a faithless evil world

That wreathed his brow with thorn?

4 No ! facing all its frowns or smiles,

Like him, obedient still,

We homeward press through stoi*m or calm,

To Zion's blessed hill.
Edward Denny.

37l> jfor our Example.

What grace, O Lord, and beauty shone
Around thy steps below

;

What patient love was seen in all

Thy life and death of woe.

2 For ever on thy burdened heart

A weight of sorrow hung

;

Yet no ungentle, murmuring word
Escaped thy silent tongue.

3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile,

Thy friends unfaithful prove;

Unwearied in forgiveness still,

Thy heart could only love.

4 Oh, give us hearts to love like thee!

Like thee, Lord, to grieve

Far more for others' sins, than all

The wrongs that we receive.

5 One with thyself, may every eye,

In us, thy brethren, see

The gentleness and grace that spring

From union, Lord ! with thee.
EdwjrJ Denny.
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Thou art the Way : to thee alone

From sin and death we flee

;

And he who would the Father seek,

Must seek him, Lord, by thee.

2 Thou art the Truth : thy word alone

True wisdom can impart

;

Thou only canst inform the mind,

And purify the heart.

r
3 Thou art the Life : 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.
George W Doanc.

Mill
\V. B. Bradbury.mmmmm
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Lord, as to thy dear cross we flee,

And pray to be forgiven,

So let thy life our pattern be,

And form our souls for heaven.

2 Help us, through good report and ill,

Our daily cross to bear

;

Like thee, to do our Father's will,

Our brother's griefs to share.

3 Let grace our selfishness expel,

Our earthliness refine

;

And kindness in our bosoms dwell

As free and true as thine.

4 If joy shall at thy bidding fly,

And griefs dark day come on,

We, in our turn, would meekly cry,

"Father, thy will be done!"

5 Kept peaceful in the midst of strife,

Forgiving and forgiven,

Oh, may we lead the pilgrim's life,

And follow thee to heaven!
John H. Curacy.

379 "Shall iurjorfltt."

Jesus! thy love shall we forget,

And never bring to mind
The grace that paid our hopeless debt,

And bade us pardon find ?

2 Shall we thy life of grief forget,

Thy fasting and thy prayer

;

Thy locks with mountain vapors wet,

To save us from despair ?

3 Gethsemane can we forget—
Thy struggling agony

When night lay dark on Olivet,

And none to watch with. thee?

4 Our sorrows and our sins were laid

On thee, alone on thee

;

Thy precious blood our ransom paid—
Thine all the glory be

!

5 Life's brightest joys we may forget

—

Our kindred cease to love;

But he who paid our hopeless debt,

Our constancy shall prove.
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Lord Jesus! when I' think of thee,

Of all thy love and grace,

My spirit longs and fain would see

Thy beauty, face to face.

2 And though the wilderness I tread,

A barren, thirsty ground,

With thorns and briars overspread,

Where foes and snares abound-;

—

3 Yet in thy love such depths I see,

My soul o'erflows with praise

—

Contents itself, while, Lord, to thee

A joyful song I raise.

4 My Lord, my Life, my Rest, my Shield,

My Rock, my Food, my Light

;

Each thought of thee doth constant yield

Unchanging, fresh delight.

5 My Saviour, keep my spirit stayed,

Hard following after thee

;

Till I, in robes of white arrayed,

Thy face in glory see.

381 lyrist's rartbls tfitrj.

O Lord, we now the path retrace

Which thou on earth hast trod,

To man thy wondrous love and grace,

Thy faithfulness to God

!

2 Thy love, by man so sorely tried,

Proved stronger than the grave

;

The very spear that pierced thy side

Drew forth the blood to save.

3 Unmoved by Satan's subtle wiles,

Or suffering, shame, or loss,

Thy path uncheered by eartlily smiles,

Led only to the cross.

4 Lord, with sorrow and with shame,
We meekly would confess,

How little we, who bear thy name,
Thy mind, thy ways, express.

5 Give us thy meek, thy lowly mind;
We would obedient be,

And all our rest and pleasure find

In fellowship with thee.

right c. M.
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382 " ©ut Infirmities."

Jesus, and didst 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 pity mortal woe,

And sight and health restore?

Then pity, Lord, and save my soul,

Which needs thy mercy more.

4 Didst thou regard thy servant's cry,

When sinking in the wave ?

I perish, Lord, oh, save my soul I

For thou alone canst mve.
Mrs. Amelia Wjkeford.
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Oh, where is he that trod the sea t

Oil, where is he that spake,

—

And demons from their victims flee,

The dead from slumber wake?
The palsied rise in freedom strong,

The dumb men talk and sing,

And from blind eyes, benighted long,

Bright beams of morning spring.

2 Oh, where is he that trod the sea?

'T is only he can save;

To thousands hungering wearily,

A wondrous meal he gave:

Full soon, celestially fed,

Their plenteous food they take

;

'T was springtide when he blest the bread,

'T was harvest when he brake.

3 Oh, where is he that trod the sea?

My soul ! the Lord is here

:

Let all thy fears be hushed in thee,

And leap, and look, and hear.

Thy utmost needs he '11 satisfy:

Art thou diseased or dumb?
Or dost thou in thy hunger cry ?

Behold thy Helper come!
T T Lyach

383 "SrsuB is Goto."

Jesus is God ! The glorious bands
Of holy angels sing

Songs of adoring praise to him,

Their Maker and their King.

He was true God in Bethlehem's crib,

On Calvary's cross true God,
He who in heaven eternal reigned,

In time on earth abode.

2 Jesus is God ! If on the earth

This blessed faith decays,

More tender must our love become,
More plentiful our praise.

We are not angels, but we may
Down in earth's corners kneel,

And multiply sweet acts of love,

And murmur what we feel.

3 Jesus is God ! Let sorrow come,
And pain, and every ill

;

All are worth while, for all are means
His glory to fulfill

;

Worth while a thousand years of life,

To speak one little word,

If only by our faith we own
The Godhead of our Lord

!
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Saviour, precious Saviour,

Whom yet unseen we love,

name of might and favor,

All other names above

;

Cho.—We worship thee, we bless thee,

To thee alone we sing

;

We praise thee and confess thee,

Our holy Lord and King.

2 Bringer of salvation,

Who wondrously hast wrought,

Thyself the revelation

Of love beyond our thought ;

—

Cho.

3 In thee all fullness dwelleth,

All grace and power divine;

The glory that excelleth,

Son of God, is thine;—Cho.

4 Oh, grant the consummation

Of this our song above,

In endless adoration

And everlasting love

;

Cho.—We worship thee, we bless thee,

To thee alone we sing;

We praise thee and confess thee,

Our gracious Lord and King.
Frances R. Havergal.

386 "C£I.tf,13alms."

All glory, laud, and honor
To thee, Redeemer, King!

To whom the lips of children

Made sweet hosannas ring.

Thou art the King of Israel,

Thou David's royal Son,

Who in the Lord's name comest,

The King and blessed One.

2 The company of angels

Are praising thee on high,

And mortal men, and all things

Created make reply.

The people of the Hebrews
With palms before thee went,

Our praise and prayer and anthems

Before thee we present.

3 To thee before thy passion

They sang their hymns of praise;

To thee now high exalted

Our melody we raise.

Thou didst accept their praises;

Accept the prayers we bring,

Who in all good delightest,

Thou good and gracious King.
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To thee, my God and Saviour!

My heart exulting sings,

Rejoicing iu thy favor,

Almighty King of kings!

1 'II celebrate thy glory,

With all thy saints above,

And tell the joyful story

Of thy redeeming love.

2 Soon as the morn with roses

Bedecks the dewy east,

And when the sun reposes

Upon the ocean's brcatt,

My voice, in supplication,

Well-pleased the Lord shall hear:

Oh, grant me thy salvation,

And to my soul draw near.

3 By thee, through life supported,

I '11 pass the dangerous road,

With heavenly hosts escorted.

Up to thy bright abode;

Then cast my erown before f hop,

And, all my conflicts o'er,

Unceasingly adore thee :

—

What could an angel morel

3SS C^ilbun's Susannas.

When, his salvation bringing,

To Zion Jesus came,

The children all stood singing

Hosanna to his name

;

Nor did their zeal offend him,

But, as he rode along.

He let them still attend him,

Well pleased to hear their song.

2 And since the Lord retaineth

His love for children still,

Though now as King he reigneth

On Zion's heavenly hill,

We '11 flock around his banner,

Who sits upon the throne,

And raise a loud hosanna,

To David's royal Sun.

3 For should we fail proclaiming
Our great Redeemer's m

The stones, our silence shaming*
Would their hosanna raise.

But should we only render

The tribute of our \

No; while our hearts are tender.

They, too, should be the Lord's.
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u Come unto me, ye weary,

And I will give you rest."

Oh, blessed voice of Jesus,

Which comes to hearts opprest;

It tells of benediction,

Of pardon, grace, and peace,

Of joy that hath no ending,

Of love which cannot cease.

2 "Come unto me, dear children,

And I will give you light."

Oh, loving voice of Jesus,

Which comes to cheer the night:

Our hearts were filled with sadness,

And we had lost our way,

But morning brings us gladness,

And songs the break of day.

3 "Come unto me, ye fainting,

And I will give you life."

Oh, peaceful voice of Jesus,

Which comes to end our strife:

The foe is stern and eager,

The fight is fierce and long;

But thou hast made mo mighty,

And stronger than the strong.

4 "And whosoever cometh
I will not cast him out."

Oh, patient love of Jesus,

Which drives away our doubt:

Which calls us,—very sinners,

Unworthy though we be

Of love so free and boundless,

—

To come, dear Lord, to thee.
William C. Di*.

390 Wnin tfrgun tfrlofo.

1 build on this foundation,

—

That Jesus and his blood

Alone are my salvation,

The true eternal good.

To mine his Spirit speaketh

Sweet words of soothing power,

How God to him that 9eeketh

For rest, hath rest in store.

2 My merry heart is springing,

And knows not how to pine :

*T is full of joy and singing,

And radiancy divine.

The sun whose smiles so cheer mo
Is Jesus Christ alone:

To have him always near me
Is heaven itself begun.
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Oh, how shall I receive thee,

How meet thee on thy way
;

Ble^t hope of every nation,

My soul's delight and stay ?

Jesus, Jesus, give mo
Now by thine own pure light,

To know whate'er is pleasing

And welcome in thy sight.

2 Thy Zion palms is strewing,

And branches fresh and fair

;

My soul in praise awaking,
Her anthem shall prepare.

Perpetual thanks and praises

Forth from my heart shall spring

And to thy name the service

Of all my powers I bring.

3 Ye, who with guilty terror

Are trembling, fear no more

:

With love and grace the Saviour
Shall you to hope restore.

He comes, who contrite sinnere
Will with the children place,

The children of his Father,

The heirs of life and grace.
Arthur T Ruiscll

392 Wtb. 13:13.

My Saviour, I would own thee

Amid the world's proud scorn,

The world that mocked and crowned thee
With diadenl of thorn

;

The world that now rejects thee
Makes nothing of thy love,

Counts not the grace aud pity

That brought thee from above.

2 My Lord, my Master, help me,
To walk apart with thee

Outside the camp, where only
Thy beauty I may see:

Far from the world's loud turmoil,

Far from its busy din,

Far from its praise and honor,
Its unbelief and sin.

3 Oh, keep my heart at leisure

From all the world beside,

In close communion, eyer

Thus with thee to abide-
So all thy whispered breathings

Of love and truth to hoar

;

And hail thee with rejoicing,

When thou shalt soon appear
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We saw thee not when thou didst come
To this poor world of sin and death,

Nor e'er beheld thy cottage home
In that despised Nazareth

;

But Ave believe thy footsteps trod
Its streets and plaius, thou Son of God.

2 We did not see thee lifted high,

Amid that wild and savage crew

;

Nor heard thy meek, imploring cry,
" Forgive, they know not what they do

!

Yet we believe the deed was done.

394 14M raUj, CTrutfj. Itfr.

light, whose beams illumine all

From twilight dawn till perfect dav,
Shine thou before the shadows fall

That lead our wandering feet astray:
At morn and eve thy radiance pour,
That youth may love and age adore.

2,0 Way, through whom our souls draw
To yon eternal home of peace, ' [near

Where perfect love shall cast out fear,

And earth's vain toil and wandering cease
;

In strength or weakness may we see
W Inch shook the earth, and vailed the sun. Our heavenward path, Lord, thro' thee.

3 We stood not by the empty tomb,
Wherein thy sacred body lay

;

Nor sat within that upper room,
Nor met thee in the open way

;

But we believe that angels said,

" Why seek the living with the dead?"

4 We did not mark the chosen few,

When thou didst thro' the clouds ascend,
First lift to heaven their wondering view,
Then to the earth all prostrate bend

;

Yet we believe that mortal eyes

Beheld thee taken to the skies.

5 And now that thou dost reign on high,

And thence thy waiting people bless,

No ray of glory from the sky
Doth shine upon our wilderness

;

But we believe thy faithful word,
And trust in our redeeming Lord.

3 Truth, before whose shrine we bow,
Thou priceless pearl for all who seek,

To thee our earliest strength we vow,
Thy love will bless the pure and meek;

When dreams or mists beguile our sight,
Turn thou our darkness into light.

4 Life, the well that ever flows
To slake the thirst of those who faint.

Thy power to bless what seraph knows?
Thy joy supreme what words can paint?

In earth's last hour of fleeting breath
Be thou our Conqueror over death.

5 Light, O Way, Truth, Life,

Jesus, born mankind to save,

Give thou thy peace in deadliest strife,

Shed thou thy calm on stormiest wave
j

Be thou our Hope, our Joy, our Dread,
Lord of the living and the dead.
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As OPT with worn and weary feet,

We tread earth's rugged valley o'er,

The thought, how comforting and sweet,

Christ trod this very path before

!

Our wants and weaknesses he knows,
From life's first dawning till its close.

2 Does sickness, feebleness, or pain,

Or sorrow in our path appear ?

The recollection will remain,

More deeply did he suffer here
;

His life how truly sad and brief,

Filled up with suffering and with grief.

3 If Satan tempt our hearts to stray,

And whisper evil things within,

So did he in the desert way
Assail our Lord with thoughts of sin

:

When worn, and in a feeble hour,

The tempter came with all his power.

4 Just such as I, this earth he trod,

With every human ill but sin
;

And, though indeed the very God,
As I am now, so he has been

;

My God, my Saviour, look on me
With pity, love, and sympathy.

Jamet Edraeston

39u Bibiiu anrj fcnman.

love, who formedst me to wear
The image of thy Godhead here

;

Who soughtest me with tender care

Thro' all my wanderings wild and drear

;

Love, I give myself to thee,

Thine ever, only thine to be.

2 Love, who ere life's earliest dawn
On me thy choice has gently laid

;

Love, who here as Man wast born,

And like to us in all things made

;

Love, I give myself to thee,

Thine ever, only thine to be.

3 Love, who ence in time wast slain,

Pierced thro' and thro' with bitter woe ,

Love, who wrestling thus didst gain

That we eternal joy might know

;

Love, I give myself to thee,

Thine ever, only thine to be.
C Winkworih. »

397 Chf Gooti Sfjrpfifrt.

The Lord my pasture shall prepare,

And feed me with a shepherd's care

;

His presence shall my wants supply,

And guard me with a watchful eye

:

My noon-day walks he shall attend.

And all my midnight hours defend.

2 When in the sultry glebe I faint,

Or on the thirsty mountain pant,

To fertile vales and dewy meads,
My weary, wandering steps he leads,

Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow,

Amid the verdant landscape flow.

3 Though in a bare and rugged way,

Through devious, lonely wilds I stray,

Thy bounty shall my pains beguile,

The barren wilderness shall smile,

With sudden greens and herbage crowned.

And streams shall murmur all around
Joceph IddhM
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Jesus wept'! those tears are over,

But Lis heart is still the same

;

Kinsman, Friend, and elder Brother,

Is his everlasting name.
Saviour, who can love like thee,

Gracious One of Bethany ?

2 When the pangs of trial seize us,

When the waves of sorrow roll,

I will lay my head on Jesus,

Pillow of the troubled soul.

Surely, none can feel like thee,

Weeping One of Bethany

!

3 Jesus wept ! and still in glory,

He can mark each mourner's tear

;

Living to retrace the story

Of the hearts he solaced here.

Lord, when I am called to die,

Let me think of Bethany.

4 Jesus wept ! that tear of sorrow

Is a legacy of love

;

Yesterday, to-day, to-morrow,

He the same doth ever prove.

Thou art all in all to me,
Living One of Bethany

!

John R. Macdufl

STABAT MATER. P. M. Old Melody.
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Near the cross was Mary weeping,

There her mournful station keeping,

Gazing on her dying Son

:

There in speechless anguish groaning,

Yearning, trembling, sighing, moaning,

Through her soul the sword had gone!

2 But we have no need to borrow

Motives from the mother's sorrow,

At our Saviour's cross to mourn.

'T was our sins brought him from heaven,

These the cruel nails had driven :

All his griefs for us were borne.

3 When no eye its pity gave us,

When there was no arm to save us,

He his love and power displayed
;

By his stripes he wrought our healing;

By his death, our life revealing.

He for us the ransom paid.

4 Jesus, may thy love constrain us,

That from sin we may refrain us,

In thy griefs may deeply grieve:

Thee our best affections giving,

To thy glory ever living,

May we in thy glory live.

J W. Alexander, tr.
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In the cross of Christ I glory.

Towering o'er the wrecks of time
;

All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.

2 When the woes of life o'ertake me,

Hopes deceive, and fears annoy,

Never shall the cross forsake me :

Lo ! it glows with peace and joy.

3 Whe;i the sun of bliss is beaming

Light and love upon my way,

ARIMATHZA. P. M-

From the cross the radiance, streaming,

Adds more luster to the day.

4 Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,

By the cross are sanctified

;

Peace is there that knows no measure,

Joys that through all time abide.

5 In the cross of Christ I glory,

Towering o'er the wrecks of time

;

All the light of sacred story

Gathers round its head sublime.
John Bowrinjj.

J. B. Calkin-;.

So rest, our Rest, thou ever bltst.Thy grave with sinters making: By thy precious death* from em Our dead souls awai-ing.
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So REST, our Rest, thou ever blest,

Thy grave with Burners making:

By thy precious death, from sin

Our dead souls awaking.

2 Here hast thou lain after much pain

Life of our life, reposing

:

Round thee now a rock-hewn grave,

Rock of Ages, closing.

3 Breath of all breath ! we know from death

Thou wilt our dust awaken ;

Wherefore should we dread the grave,

Or our faith be shaken t

4 To us the tomb is but a room
Where we lie down on roses

:

He, who dying conquered death,

Sweetly there reposes.

5 The body dies—naught else—and lies

In dust until victorious

From the grave it shall arise

Beautiful and glorious.

6 Meantime we will, Jesus, still

Deep in remembrance lay thee,

Musing on thy death ;
in death

Be with us, we pray thee.
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'T is midnight ; and on Olive's brow
The star is dimmed that lately shone

:

'T is midnight ; in the garden, now
The suffering Saviour prays alone.

2 'T is midnight ; and from all removed,

The Saviour wrestles lone with fears;

Ev'n that disciple whom he loved

Heeds not his Master's grief and tears.

3 'T is midnight ; and for others' guilt

The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood

;

Yet he that hath in anguish knelt

Is not forsaken by his God.

4 'T is midnight ; and from ether-plains

Is borne the song that angels know
;

Unheard by mortals are the strains

That sweetly soothe the Saviour's woe.
William B. Tappan.

403 "Tia jrintsfjfb!"

" 'T IS finished ! "—so the Saviour cried,

And meekly bowed his head and died

:

"T is finished !"—yes, the race is run,

The battle fought, the victory won.

2 'T is finished !—all that heaven foretold

By prophets in the days of old

;

And truths are opened to our view
That kings and prophets never knew.

3 'T is finished ! Son of God, thy power
Hath triumphed in this awful hour

;

And yet our eyes with sorrow see

That life to us was death to thee.

4 'T is finished !—let the joyful sound
Be heard through all the nations round

:

'T is finished !—let the triumph rise,

And swell the chorus of the skies.
Samuel Stennett.

S5aip^i=gpipigg|p
•'T is midnight; and on 01 • ive's brow The star is dimmed that late-ly shone

:
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'T is mid - night; in the gar - den, now The suffering Sav - lour prays a - lone.
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When I sur • vey the won -drous cross, On which the Prince of gto - ry died,
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404- "Ojr tUorrtrroua CroM."

"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 so rich a crown ?

4 His dying crimson, like a robe,

Spreads o'er his body on the tree
;

Then I am dead to all the globe,

And all the globe is dead to me.

5 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.

Isaac Watts.

405 "SnSB.tr

Jesus, whom angel hosts adore,

Became a man of griefs for me

;

In love, though rich, becoming poor,

That I through him enriched might be.

2 Though Lord of all, above, below,

He went to Olivet for me

;

There drank my cup of wrath and woe,

When bleeding in Gethsemane.

3 The ever-blessed Son of God
Went up to Calvary for me

;

There paid my debt, there bore my load,

In his own body on the tree.

4 Jesus, whose dwelling is the skies,

Went down into the grave for me

;

There overcame my enemies,

There won the glorious victory.

5 'T is finished all : the vail is rent,

The welcome sure, the access free :

—

Now then, we leave our banishment,

Father, to return to thee

!

ST. CE0S3. L. M. J. B. Dykes.

'i i
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40l> " ®Ppn tfje Cross."

O Jesus, we adore thee,

Upon the cross, our King

:

We bow our hearts before thee

;

Thy gracious Name we sing

:

That Name hath brought salvation,

That Name, in life our stay
j

Our peace, our consolation

When life shall fade away.

2 Yet doth the world disdain thee,

Still pressing by thy cross

:

Lord, may our hearts retain thee ;

—

All else we count but loss.

The grief thy soul endured,

Who can that grief declare ?

Thy pains have thus assured

That thou thy foes wilt spare.

3 Ah, Lord, our sins arraigned thee,

And nailed thee to the tree

:

Our pride, Lord, disdained thee;

—

Yet deign our hope to be.

glorious King, we bless thee,

No longer pass thee by

;

O Jesus, we confess thee

Our Lord enthroned on high.
Arthur T. RussclL

407 Cfit lamb of (SoU.

Lamb of God ! still keep me
Near to thy wounded side

;

'T is only there in safety

And peace I can abide

!

What foes and snares surround me,

What doubts and fears within

!

The grace that, sought and found me,

Alone can keep me clean.

2 'T is only in thee hiding

I know my life secure—
Only in thee abiding,

Tho conflict can endure

:

Thine arm the victory gaineth

O'er every hateful foe

;

Thy love my heart sustaineth

In all it£ care and woe.

3 Soon shall my eyes behold thee,

With rapture, face to face

;

One half hath not been told me
Of all thy power and grace

:

Thy beauty, Lord, and glory,

The wonders of thy love,

Shall be the endless story

Of all tho saints above.
James G. Deck.
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O tacrwi Haad,now wouaded, With gTief tad shame weighed down,How scornfolly surrounded With thorns, thine only crown;

to call 1sacred Head,what glo-ry, What bliss.till now was thine! Yet. though despised and go-ry, I ioy to call tiee mine..
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408 at ^ eroM -

sacred Head, now wounded,
With grief and shame weighed down,

Now scornfully surrounded

With thorns, thine only crown

;

sacred Head, what glory,

What bliss, till now was thine

!

Yet, though despised and gory,

I joy to call thee mine.

2 What thou, my Lord, hast suffered

.1 for sinners' gain:

Mine, mine was the transgression,

But thine the deadly pain
j

Lo, here I fall, my Saviour

!

'T is I deserved thy place

;

Look on me with thy favor,

Vouchsafe to me thy grace.

3 What language shall I borrow,

To thank thee, dearest Frietfd,

For this, thy dying sorrow,

Thy pity without end ?

Lord, make me thine for ever,

Nor let me faithless prove
:

'

Oh, let me never, never.

Abuse such dying love.

4 Be near when I am dying,

Oh, show thy cross to me

!

And for my succor flying,

Come, Lord, and set me free

!

These eyes, new faith receiving,

From Jesus shall not move

;

For he who dies believing,

Dies safely— through thy love.

J. W. Alexander, xm.

409 "21!--Jarring !"

Liez of the world ! I hail thee

;

Hail, Jesus, Saviour

I to thy cross could yield me,
Might I to thee be near.

Thyself, in all thy fullness,

My Lord, to me impart

:

To thee I come as with me,
Yea, find thee in my heart.

3 Look on me, All- Forgiving!
Low at thy feet I bow

:

Oh, all-divine thou seemest,

As I behold thee now

!

I clasp with tender passion,

Thy feet, so pierced for us,

The cruel wounds deep graven,

O'ersvhelmed to see thee thus 5

3 While here with thee I linger,

Take me, dear Saviour mine J

Oh, draw me to thee closer,

And make me wholly thine

;

Say, "Be thou saved, sinner!"

And gladly at thy call,

On thy sure word relying',

To thee I give my all.

Raj Talnier. a.
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410 Cal&arg.

There is a greeu hill far away,
Without a city wall,

Where the dear Lord was crucified,

Who died to save us all.

We may not know, we cannot tell

What pains he had to bear

;

But we believe it was for us

He hung and suffered there.

2 He died that we might be forgiven,

He died to make us good,

That we might go at last to heaven,

Saved by his precious blood.

There was no other good enough
To pay the price of sin

;

He only could unlock the gate

Of heaven, and let us in.

3 Oh, dearly, dearly, has he loved,

And we must love him too,

And trust in his redeeming blood,

And try his works to do.

For there 's a green hill far away,
Without a city wall,

WTiere the dear Lord was crucified,

Who died to save us all.

Mrs. C. F. Alexander.

CCKCOKE. C. M. D. An-, fr. Conconb.

There is a green hill far a- way, With-out a cit • y wall, Where the dear Lord was

tr1 r 'tr tr
cru -ci-fied, Who died to saveus all. We may notknow.we can-not tell What oains he
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had to bear; But we believe it was for us He hung and suffered there.
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< Hark! the voice of love and mer • cy Sounds a - loud from Cal • va - ry
;

\ See!— it rends the rocks a - sun - der, Shakes the earth, and vails the Bky

:

411 "*tts Jinisbfb!"

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

;

See !
— it rends the rocks asunder,

Shakes the earth, and vails the sky

:

"It is finished!"—
Hear the dying Saviour cry.

2 Now redemption is completed,

Sin atoned, the curse removed,

Satan, death, and hell defeated,

At his rising fully proved.

All is finished

!

Here our hopes do rest unmoved.

3 Finished all the types and shadows
Of the ceremonial law

;

Finished all that God had promised,

Death and hell no more shall awe.

"It is finished!"

Saints, from hence your comfort draw.

4 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs

!

Join to sing the pleasing theme :

All in earth and heaven uniting,

Join to praise Immanuel's name

:

Hallelujah!—
Glory to the bleeding Lamb

!

Jonathan Evans.

BADEA. S. M i Melody.

Oh, perfect life of love! AUr all is finished- now,— AU that he left his throne above To do for us be • low.

m^^^mm^^^m
412 " aliening Sarrifirr."

Oh, perfect life of love !

All, all is finished now,

—

All that he left his throne above
To do for us below.

2 No work is left undone
Of all the Father willed

;

I, his sorrows, one by one,

The Scripture have fulfilled.

3 No pain that we can share

But he has Mt its smart
;

All forms of human grief and care

Have pierced that tender heart.

4 And on his thorn-crowned head,

And on his sinless soul,

Our sins in all their guilt were laid,

That he might make us whole.

$ In perfect love he dies

;

For me he dies, for me

;

O all-atoning Sacrifice,

I cling by faith to thee!
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413 c ') c ^^° H-O"^'

1 saw One hanging- on a tree,

In agony and blood

;

Who fixed his languid eyes on me,

As near the cross I stood.

2 Sure, never, till my latest breath,

Can I forget that look

:

It seemed to charge me with his death,

Though not a word he spoke.

3 Alas ! I knew not what I did,

—

But now my tears are vain

;

Where shall my trembling soul be hid ?

For I the Lord have slain

!

4 A second look he gave, that said,

" I freely all forgive

:

This blood is for thy ransom paid

;

I die that thou mayst live."

5 Thus while his death my sin displays

In all it3 blackest hue,

Such is the mystery of grace,

It seals my pardon too

!

John Newton.

HOLY TRINITY. C. M.

414 " © Cfjrist of Gob !"

Jesus, sweet the tears I shed,

While at thy cross I kneel,

Gaze on thy wounded, fainting head,

And all thy sorrows feel.

2 My heart dissolves to see thee bleed,

This heart so hard before

;

1 hear thee for the guilty plead,

And grief o'erfiows the more.

3 I know this cleansing blood of thino

Was shed, dear Lord, for me

:

For me, for all,— oh, grace divine!—
Who look by faith on thee.

4 Christ of God, spotless Lamb,
By love my soul is drawn

;

Henceforth, for ever, thine I am

;

Here life and peace are born.

5 In patient hope, the cross I '11 bear,

Thine arm shall be my stay

;

And thou, enthroned, my soul shalt spare,

On thy great judgment-day.
Ray Palmer.

J. Barndv.

p^mmmmimm^^
How condescending and how kind Was God's eternal Son ! Our misery reach'd bis heavenly mind, And pity brought htoa down.

419 "^' rtttumbrr? Calbnry."

How condescending and how kind

Was God's eternal Son

!

Our misery reached his heavenly mind,

And pity brought him down.

2 He sunk beneath our heavy woe?,

To raise us to his throne

;

There 's ne'er a gift his hand bestows,

But cost his heart a groan.

3 This was compassion, like a God,
That when the Saviour knew

The price of pardon was his blood,

His pity ne'er withdrew.

4 Now, though he reigns exalted high,

His love is still as gr
Well ho remembers Calvary,

Nor let his saints forgot.
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A-Ias ! and did my Saviour bleed, And did my Sovereign die? Would he devote that sacred head For such a worm as 1

1

41() "Gracr Elnfcnofon."

Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed,

And did my Sovereign die ?

Would he devote that sacred head

For such a worm as I ?

2 Was it for crimes that I had done
He .groaned upon the tree ?

Amazing pity! grace unknown!
And love beyond degree

!

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

When Christ, the great Creator, died

For man, the creature's sin.

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face

While his dear cross appears

;

Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt my eyes to tears.

5 But drops of grief can ne'er repay

The debt of love I owe

;

Here, Lord, I give myself away,
'T is all thaU can do.

Isaac Watts.

417 Suffrrrt) for Sin.

Oh, if my soul were formed for woe,

How would I vent my sighs!

Repentance should like rivers flow

From both my streaming eyes,

•2 'T was for my sins my dearest Lord
Hung on the cursed tree,

And groaned away a dying life

For thee, my soul ! for thee.

3 Oh,
(

how I hate these lusts of mine
That crucified my Lord

;

Those sins that pierced and nailed his flesh

Fast to the fatal wood

!

4 Yes, my Redeemer— they shall die;

My heart has so decreed

;

Nor will I spare the guilty things

That made my Saviour bleed.

5 While with a melting, broken heart,

My murdered Lord I view,

I '11 raise revenge against my sins,

And slay the murderers too.

osler. s. M. Ancient Melody

spfigfppi
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Saviour, who didst come
By water and by blood

;

Confessed on earth, adored in heaven,

Eternal Son of God!

2 Jesus, our life and hope,

To endless years the same
;

We plead thy gracious promises;

And rest upon thy name.

3 By faith in thee we live,

By faith in thee we stand,

By thee we vanquish sin and death,

And gain the heavenly land.

4 Lord, increase our faith
;

Our fearful spirits calm ;

Sustain us through this mortal strife,

Then give the victor's palm

!
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ST. GEORGE'S, BOLTON. 7«, 6t. D.
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From Sinai's cloud of dark-ness The viv - id lightnings play, They serve the God of

ven-geance. The Lord who shall re - pay. Each fault must bring its pen-ance, Each
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enging blade; For God up-holds in jus - tice The laws that he hath made.
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From Sinai's cloud of darkness

The vivid lightnings play,

They serve the God of vengeance,

The Lord who shall repay.

Each fault must bring its penance,

Each sin the avenging blade

;

For God upholds in justice

The laws that he hath made.

2 But Calvary stands to ransom
The earth from utter loss,

In shade than light more glorious,

The shadow of the Cross.

To heal a sick world's trouble,

To soothe its woe and pain,

On Calvary's sacred summit
The Paschal Lamb was slain.

3 The boundless might of Heaven
Its law in mercy furled,

As once tire bow of promise

O'erarched a drowning world.

The law said— As you keep me
It shall be done to you

;

But Calvary prays— Forgive them,

They know not what they do.

4 Almighty God ! direct us

To keep thy perfect Law

!

O blessed Saviour, help us

Nearer to thee to draw

;

Let Sinai's thunders aid us

To guard our feet from sin,

And Calvary's light inspire us

The love of God to win.
John Hay

4m1I Sin arm at ffirtljsfmanr.

My sins, my sins, my Saviour!

Their guilt I never knew
Till, with thee, in the desert

I near thy passion drew
j

Till, with thee, in the garden,

I heard thy pleading prayer,

And saw the sweat -drops bloody,

That told thy sorrow there.

2 Therefore my songs, my Saviour,

Ev'n in this time of woe,

Shall tell of all thy goodness
To suffering man below.

Thy goodness and thy favor,

Whose presence from above,

Rejoice those hearts, my Saviour,

That live in thee and love.

| SB. MunM.ll
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O Je - sus,"Man of Sor- rows," Sole Son of God, the King I What language shall I

' J . f.fl:.l ,f ^f ?-

4:21 " iHatt of ^orrotos."

Jesus, " Man of Son-ows,'1

Sole Son of God, the King

!

What language shall I borrow
Thy boundless love to sing?

No mortal words can measure

The burdens thou didst take,

Accepting pain as pleasure.

All for my sinful sake.

2 By thine own kin neglected—
By trusted ones denied—

By bitter foes rejected,

Thorn-crowned, and crucified,
,

Earth's hatred and affliction

In patience thou didst bear,

Returning benediction

For cross and nail and spear.

3 Had ever love such proving!

Was ever love so priced

!

Ah, what is all my loving

Compared with thine, Christ!

'T is scarcely worth the gaining

—

This paltry heart of mine \

And yet for its obtaining

Thou paid'st a price divine.

422 Cf)t 13irrr£» Site.

Lord Jesus, by thy passion,

To thee I make my prayer;

Thou who in mercy smitest,

Have mercy, Lord, and spare

:

Oh, wash me in the fountain

That floweth from thy side

;

Oh, clothe me in the raiment

Thy blood hath purified

2 Oh, hold thou up my goings,

And lead from strength to strength,

That unto thee in Zion
I may appear at length.

Oh, make my spirit worthy
To join the ransomed throng

;

Oh. teach my lips to utter

That everlasting song.

3 Oh, give that last, best blessing

That even saints can know,
To follow in thy footsteps

Wherever thou dost go.

Not wisdom, might, or glory,

I ask to win above
;

I ask for thee, thee only,

thou eternal Love !

Johann Hernia: n
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Spanish Melody.

Je - sus, Lamb of God, for mf *+— •<-- »—* - -- - '&~
wa-ters o'er me roll, !

1^1
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Jesus, Lamb of God, for me
Thou, the Lord of life, didst die;

Whither— whither, but to thee,
Can a trembling sinner fly

!

Death's dark waters o'er me roll,

Save, oh, save my sinking soul

!

2 Never bowed a martyr's head
Weighed with equal sorrow down;

Never blood so rich was shed,
Never king wore such a crown

j

To thy cross and sacrifice

Faith npw lifts her tearful eyes.

3 All my soul by love subdued,
Melts in deep contrition there

;

By thy mighty grace renewed,
New-born hope forbids despair:

Lord
!
thou canst my guilt forgive,

Thou hast bid me look and live.

4 While with broken heart I kneel
Sinks the inward storm to rest;

Life— immortal life— I feel

Kindled in my throbbing breast
'Thine— for ever thine— I am!
.Glory to thee, bleeding Lamb

!

Ray Palme

424 "Iam*&for."

Jesus, Master, whose I am,
Purchas'ed thine alone to be,

By thy blood, spotless Lamb,
Shed so willingly for me

;

•Let my heart be all thine own;,
Let me live to thee alone.

2 Other lords have long held sway;
Now thy name alone to bear,

Thy dear voice alone obey,
Is my daily, hourly prayer.

Whom have I in heaven but thee ?

Nothing else my joy can be.

3 Jesus, Master, lam thine;
Keep me faithful, keep me near;

Let thy presence in me shine
All my homeward way to cheer.

Jesus, at thy feet I fall,

Oh, be thou my All in all.
Frances R. Havergal.

425 "©nt5 CfKf."

Blessed Saviour ! thee I love,-
All my other joys above

;

All my hopes in thee abide,
Thou my hope, and naught beside

:

Ever let my glory be,
Only, only, only thee.

2 Once again beside the cross,
All my gain I count but loss

;

Earthly pleasures fade away,'—
Clouds they are that hide mv day:
Hence, vain shadows ! let me see
Jesus crucified for me.

3 Blessed Saviour, thine am I,

Thine to live, and thine to die

;

Height, or depth, or earthly power,
Ne'er shall hide my Saviour more

:

Ever shall my glory be
Only, only, only thee.

Ceoree Dufficld.

426 " Comr ant) Whirl—."
From the cross uplifted high,
Where the Saviour deigns to die,
What melodious sounds we hear'
Bursting on the ravished ear!—'
"Love's redeeming work is done—
Come and welcome, sinner, come

!

2 "Spread for thee, the festal board
See with richest bounty stored

;

To thy Father's bosom pressed,
Thou shalt bo a child confessed,
Never from his house to roam

;Come and welcome, sinner, come!

3 "Soon the days of life shall end -
Lo, I come— your Saviour, Friend !

Bafe your spirit to convey
To the realms of endless day,
Up to my eternal home —
Come and welcome, sinner, come!"
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427 "Jatfjrr, forflibr ffrjnn."

Jesus, in thy dying woes.

Even while thy life-blood flows,

Craving pardon for thy foes :
—

Hear ut, holy Jetutf

2 Saviour, for our pardon sue,

When our sins thy pangs renew,

For we know not what we do.

3 Oh, may we, who mercy need,

Be like thee in heart and deed,

When with wrong our spirits bleed

!

Part II. " Co:D2D in yaratn'ar."

Jesus, pitying the sighs

Of the thief, who near thee die3,

Promising him Paradise :
—

Hear ut, holy Jetutf

2 May we in our guilt and shame,

Still thy love and mercy claim,

Calling, humbly on thy name

!

3 Oh, remember us who pine,

Looking from our cross to thine

:

Cheer our souls with hope divine

!

Part III. "tSoman, Brhcfr thn Son."

Jesus, loving to the end
Her whose heart thy sorrows rend,

And thy dearest human friend

!

Hear ut,-holy Jetutf

2 May we in thy sorrow share,

And for thee all peril dare,

And enjoy thy tender care

!

3 May we all thy loved ones be,

All one holy family,

•Loving for the love of thee

!

Part IV. "CBfig tjasl Chou forsafcen iHr!"

Jesus, whelmed in fears unknown,
With our evil left alone

While no light from heaven is shown :

Hear ut, h'ly Jeti/t .'

2 When we vainly seek to pray,

And our hope seems far away,
In the darkness be our stay

!

3 Though no Father seem to hear,

Though no light our spirits cheer,

Tell our faith that God is near

!

Part V. " f thirst."

Jesus, in thy thirst and pain,

While thy wounds thy life-blood drain,

Thirsting more our love to gain :—
Hear ut, holy Jetutf

2 Thirst for us in mercy still

;

All thy holy work fulfill—
Satisfy thy loving will

!

3 May we thirst thy love to know

;

Lead us in our sin and woe
Where the healing waters flow!

Part VI. " It is finish.'oV

Jesus, all our ransom paid,

All thy Father's will obeyed,

—

By thy sufferings perfect made:

—

Heaj' ut, holy Jetutf

2 Save us in our soul's distress,

Be our help to cheer and bless,

While we grow in holiness

!

3 Brighten all our heavenward way,
t

With an ever holier ray,

Till we pass to perfect clay

!

Part VII. " Jfathrr, into thn Urate."

Jesus,— all thy labor vast,

All thy woe and conflict past—
Yielding up thy soul at last :

—
Hear ut, holy Jetutf

2 When the death shades round us lower.

Guard us from the tempter's power,

Keep us in that trial hour

!

3 May thy life and death supply

Grace to live and grace to die.

Grace to reach the home on high

!

• R Pollock.
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On wings of living light,

At earliest dawn of day,

Came down the angel bright,

And rolled the stone away.
Your voices raise with one accord

To bless and praise your risen Lord

!

2 The keepers watching near,

At that dread sight and sound,

Fell down with sudden fear

Like dead men to the ground.

Your voices raise, &c.

3 Then rose from death's dark gloom,

Unseen by mortal eye,

Triumphant o'er the tomb
The Lord of earth and sky

!

Your voices raise, &c.

4 Oh, let your hearts be strong!

For we, like him, shall rise,

To dwell with him ere long

In bliss beyond the skies

!

Your voices raise, &c.
W. Waltham How.

429 " Cf)« Drbt of ILobt."

Come, every pious heart,

That loves the Saviour's name,
Your noblest powers exert

To celebrate his fame
j

Tell all above, and all below,

The debt of love to him you owe.

2 From the dark grave he rose,

The mansions of the dead,

And thence his mighty foes

In glorious triumph led

;

Up through the sky the Conqueror rode,

And reigns on high, the Saviour God.

3 Jesus, we ne'er can pay
The debt we owe thy love

;

Yet tell us how we may
Our gratitude approve

;

Our hearts, our all to thee we give

;

The gift, though small, thou wilt receive.
Samuel Ster.nett

430 "Captifaita Captibt."

The happy morn is come

!

Triumphant o'er the grave,

The Lord hath left the tomb,

Omnipotent to save

:

Captivity is captive led

;

For Jesus liveth that was dead.

2 Who now accuseth them
For whom their Surety died 1

Who now shall those condemn
Whom God hath justified ?

Captivity, &0.

3 Christ hath the ransom paid

;

The glorious work is done

;

On him our help is laid,

By him our victory won

;

Captivity, &c.

4 Hail, 'the triumphant Lord

!

The resurrection thou

!

We bless thy sacred Word
;

Before thy throne we bow

;

Captivity, &c.
Thom.is I!j»ci>.
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431 Cf)f ILort'B D«2.

The day of resurrection,

Earth, tell it out abroad :

The Passover of gladness,

The Passover of God.
From death to life eternal,

From earth unto the sky,

Our Christ hath brought us over,

With hymns of victory.

2 Our hearts be pure from evil,

That we may see aright

The Lord in rays eternal

Of resurrection light

;

And, listening to his accents,

May hear, so calm and plain,

His own " All hail !" and, hearing,

May raise the victor-strain.

3 Now let the heavens be joyful,

And earth her song begin,

The round world keep high triumph.

And all that is therein
j

Let all things seen and unseen

Their notes of gladness blend,

For Christ the Lord is risen,

Our Joy that hath no end.
). M. Neaie, t

432 ««*«
Christ, thou hast ascended
Triumphantly on high,

By cherub guards attended

And armies of the sky

:

There, there thou standest pleading

The virtue of thy blood,

For sinners interceding,

Our Advocate with God.

2 Heaven's gates unfold above thee

:

But canst thou, Lord, forget

The little band who love thee

And gaze from Olivet?

Nay, on thy breast engraven
Thou bearest every name,

Our Priest in earth and heaven
Eternally the same.

3 Oh, for the priceless merit

Of thy redeeming cross,

Vouchsafe thy sevenfold Spirit,

And turn to gain our loss

;

Till we by strong endeavor

In heart and mind ascend,

And dwell with thee for ever

In raptures without end.
E. H. Bickcrstrth.
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Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day,

Sons of men, and angels, say;

Raise your joys and triumphs 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, Death, is now thy sling?"

Once he died our souls to save

;

" Where 's thy victory, boasting Grave?"

5 Soar wo now where Christ has led,

Following our exalted Head

;

Made like him, like him we rise

;

Ours the cross, the grave, the sides!
Charlie Wcilcy.

434 3oa in tfjr 3Lort>.

Joyful be the hours to-day

;

Joyful let the seasons be

;

Let us sing, for well we may

:

Jesus ! we will sing of thee.

2 Should thy people silent be,

Then the very stones would sing

:

What a debt we" owe to thee,

Thee our Saviour, thee our King!

3 Joyful are we now to own,
Rapture thrills us as we traco

All the deeds thy love hath done,

All the riches of thy grace,

4 'T is thy grace alone can save

;

Every blessing comes from thee

—

All we have, and hope to have,

All we are, and hope to be.

5 Thine the Name to sinners dear

!

Thino the Name all names before

!

Blessed here and everywhere

;

Blessed now and evermore!
Thomas Kelly.
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Hail the day that sees him rise

Glorious, to his native skies!

Christ, awhile to mortals given,

Enters now the gates of heaven.

2 There the glorious triumph waits

;

Lift your heads, eternal gates!'

Christ hath vanquished death and sin

;

Take the King of glory in.

3 See, the heaven its Lord receives

!

Yet he loves the earth he leaves:

MOZART. 7s.

Though returning to his throne,

Still he calls mankind his own.

4 Still for us he intercedes,

His prevailing death he pleads

;

Near himself -prepares a place,

Great Forerunner of our race.

5 What, though parted from our sight,

Far above yon starry height

;

Thither our affections rise,

Following him beyond the skies.
Charles Wesley.

Arr. fr. Mozart.

rist the Lord is risen a gain, Christ hath broken ev - ery chain; Hark! an • gel - ic

3=

Singing ev - er more on high, Hal • le • lu-jah! Praise the Lord I

436 "fcallrluiarj."

Christ the Lord is risen again,

Christ hath broken every chain
;

Hark ! angelic voices cry,

Singing evermore on high,

Hallelujah ! Praise the Lord

!

2 He who bore all pain and loss,

Comfortless, upon the cross,

Lives in glory now on high,

Pleads for us, and hears our cry

:

Halleluiah! Praise the Lord!

3 He who slumbered in the grave

Is exalted now to save

;

Now through Christendom it rings

That the Lamb is King of kings

:

Hallelujah ! Praise the Lord

!

4 Now he bids us tell abroad

How the lost may be restored,

How the penitent forgiven,

How we, too, may enter heaven :

Hallelujah! Praise the Lord

!
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437 CaptibitD ltD Captifar.

The strife is o'er, the battle done:

The victory of Life is won

:

The song of triumph has begun,—
Hallelujah!

2 The powers of death have done their worst,

But Christ their. legions hath dispersed;

Let shouts of holy joy outburst,—

Hallelujah

!

3 The three sad days have quickly sped;

He rises glorious from the dead

;

REDCLIF7. P M.

All glorv to our risen Head

!

Hallelujah!

4 He brake the age-bound chains of hell

;

The bars from heaven's high portals fell;

Let hymns of praise his triumph tell!

Hallelujah!

5 Lord, by the stripes which wounded thee,

From death's dread sting thy servants free,

That we may live and sing to thee,

Hallelujah!
Francis Pott, tr.

E. J. Hopkins
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Morn's roseate hues have decked the sky

;

The Lord lias risen with victory

Let earth be glad, and raise the cry,

Hallelujah!

2 The Prince of Life with death has striven,

To cleanse the earth his blood has given;

Has rent the vail, and opened heaven:

Hallelujah!

3 Our bodies, mouldering to decay,

Are sown to rise to heavenly day,

For he bv rising burst the way

:

Hallelujah
!.

4 And he, dear Lord, that with thee di*'s,

And fleshly passions crucifies

In body, like to thine, shall rise:

Hallelujah!

5 Oh, grant us, then, with thee to die,

To spurn earth's fleeting vanity,

And love the things above the skv

:

Hallelujah!
Willi.im Ctn.ke. W.
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Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day,

Our triumphant holy-day

:

He endured the cross and grave,

Sinners to redeem and save.

2 Lo! he rises, mighty King!

Where, death! is now thy sting?

Lo ! he claims his native sky

!

Grave! where is thy victory?

WTTTE3BXRQ. P. M.

3 Sinners, see your ransom paid,

Peace with God for ever made

:

With your risen Saviour rise

;

Claim with him the purchased skies.

4 Christ, the Lord, is risen to-day,

Our triumphant holy-day,

Loud the song of victory raise

;

Shout the great Redeemer's praise.

J. RoswmOl

440 £f)f Brsurrrrtton.

Angels ! roll the rock away

;

Death! yield up thy mighty prey;

See! the Saviour leaves the tomb,
Glowing with immortal bloom.

2 Hark! the wondering angels raise

Louder notes of joyful praise;

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

3 Saints on earth, lift up your eyes,

—

Now to glory see him rise

In long triumph through the sky,

Up to waiting worlds on high.

4 Heaven unfolds its portals wide ;

Mighty Conqueror! through them ride;

King of glory! mount thy throne.

Boundless empire is thine own.
Thonisv ScotU
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Christ is risen ! Christ is risen!

He hath burst his bonds in twain

;

Christ is risen ! Christ is risen

!

Alleluia! swell the strain!

For our gain he suffered loss

By divine decree;

He hath died upon the cross,

But our God is he.— Cho.

2 See the chains of death are broken;

Earth below and heaven above,

Joy in each amazing token

Of his rising, Lord of love

;

He for evermore shall reign

By the Father's side,

Till he comes to earth again,

Comes to claim his bride.— Clio.

3 Glorious angels downward thronging

Hail the Lord of all the skies;

Heaven, with joy and holy longing

For the Word incarnate, cries,

" Christ is risen ! Earth rejoice

!

Gleam, ye starry train!

All creation find a voice

:

He o'er all shall reign."

Christ is risen! Christ is risen!

He hath burst his bonds in twain

;

Christ is risen! Christ is risen!

O'er the universe to reign.

442 L - M - Tvne-OILBAD.

Lord most high, eternal King,

By thee redeemed thy praise we sing;

The bonds of death are burst by thee,

And grace has won the victory.

2 Ascending to the Father's throne

Thou claim'st the kingdom as thine own;
The days of mortal weakness o'er,

All power is thine for evermore.

3 To thee the whole creation now
Shall, in its threefold order, bow,

Of things on earth, and tilings on high,

And things that underneath us lie.

4 Be thou our joy, mighty Lord,

As thou wilt be our great reward
;

Let all our glory be in thee

Both now and through eteruitj'.
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Our Lord is risen from the dead,

Our Jesus is gone up on high

;

The powers of hell are captive led,

Dragged to the portals of the sky.

.

There his triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay

:

"Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates!

Ye everlasting doors! give way."

2 Loose all your bars of massy light,

And wide unfold the ethereal scene

:

He claims these mansions as his right;

Receive the King of glory in.

Who is this King of glory—who?
The Lord who all our foes o'ercame

;

Who sin, and death, and hell o'erthrew;

And Jesus is the conqueror's name.

3 Lo ! his triumphal chariot waits,

And angels chant the solemn lay:—
" Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates

!

Ye everlasting doors ! give way.*'

Who is this King of glory— who?
The Lord, of boundless power possessed

;

The King of saints and angels, too,

God over all, for ever blessed.
Charles Wesley.
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clouds are breaking, Soon the storms of time shall cease, In God's likeness, man a-wak-ing, Knows the ev-er-last-iug peace.
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Sing with all the sons of glory,

Sing the resurrection song!

Death and sorrow, earth's dark story,

To the former days belong:

All around the clouds are breaking,

Soon the storms of time shall cease,

In God's likeness, man awaking,

Knows the everlasting peace.

2 Oh, what glory, far exceeding

All that eye has yet perceived!

Holiest hearts for ages pleading,

Never that-full joy conceived.

God has promised, Christ prepares it,

There on high our welcome waits
;

Every humble spirit shares it,

Christ has passed the eternal gates.

3 Life eternal! heaven rejoices,

Jesus lives who once was dead;

Join, man, the deathless voices,

Child of God, lift up thy head!

Patriarchs from the distant ages,

Saints all longing for their heaven,

Prophets, psalmists, seers and sages,

All await the glory given.

4 Life eternal ! oh, what wonders

Crowd on faith ; what joy unknown,
When, amidst earth's closing thunders,

Saints shall stand before the throne

!

Oh, to enter that bright portal,

See that glowing firmament,

Know, with thee, O God immortal,

"Jesus Christ whom thou hast sent!"
W.lliam J. Irons.

445 " Cht JFiratfruitB."

Hallelujah ! hallelujah

!

Hearts to heaven and voices raise;

Sing to God a hymn of gladness,

Sing to God a hymn of praise;

He, who on the cross a victim

For the world's salvation bled,

Jesus Christ, the King of glory,

Now is risen from the dead.

2 Christ is risen, Christ the first-fruits

Of the holy harvest-field,

Which will all its full abundance
At his second coming yield,

When the golden ears of harvest

Will their heads before him wave,
Ripened by his glorious sunshine,

From the furrows of the grave.

3 Christ is risen ; we are risen

;

Shed upon us heavenly grace,

Rain and dew, and gleams of glory

From the brightness of thy face.

That we, with our hearts in hea\ < n.

Here on earth may fruitful be,

And by angel-hands be gathered,

And be ever, Lord, with thee.
C. Worrlswortfto
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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 King of glory! reign for ever—
Thine an everlasting crown;

Nothing, from thy love, shall sever

Thosewhom thou hast made thine own ;
—

Happy objects of thy grace,

Destined to behold thy face.

3 Saviour! hasten thine appearing

;

Bring, oh, bring the glorious day,

When, the awful summons hearing,

Heaven.and earth shall pass away;—
Then, with golden harps, we'll sing,—

"Glory, glory to our King!"
Thomas Kelly.

447 IHt libt in Ulim..

See, the Conqueror mounts in triumph

!

See the King in royal state,

Riding on the clouds, his chariot.

To his heavenly palace gate

!

Hark ! the choirs of angel voices

Joyful hallelujahs sing,

And the portals high are lifted

To receive their heavenly King
/

2 Who is this that comes in glory

With the trump of jubilee?

Lord of battles, God of armies,

He has gained the victory

;

He, who on the cross did suffer,

He, who from the grave arose,

He has vanquished sin and Satan,

He by death has spoiled his foes.

3 Thou hast raised our human nature,

On the clouds to God's right hand

;

There we sit in heavenly places,

There with thee in glory stand

;

Jesus reigns, adored by angels

;

Man with God is on the throne

;

Mighty Lord ! in thine ascension,

We by faith behold our own.

4 Lift us up from earth to heaven,

Give us wings of faith aud love,

Gales of holy aspirations,

Wafting us to realms above

;

That, with hearts and minds uplifted,

We with Christ our Lord may dwell,

Where he sits enthroned in glory,

In the heavenly citadel.

5 So at last, when he appeareth,

We from out our graves may spring,

With our youth renewed like eagh -s\

Flocking round our heavenly King,

Caught up on the clouds of heaven,

And may meet him in the air—
Rise to realms where he is reigning,

And may reign for ever there.
C. Wordsworth.
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Welcome, happy morning

!

Age to age shall say

;

Hell to-day is vanquished,

Heaven is won to-day

!

Lo ! the dead is living,

Lord for evermore

!

Him their true Creator,

All his works adore !— Rep.

2 Maker and Redeemer,

Life and health of all,

Thou from heaven beholding

Human nature's fall,

Of the Father's Godhead
True and only Son,

Mauhood to deliver,

Manhood didst put on.— Kef.

3 Thou, of life the author,

Death didst undergo,

Tread the path of darkness,

Saving strength to show

;

Come, then, True and Faithful!

Now fulfill thy word
;

'T is thine own third morning;
Rise, my buried Lord ! — Ref.

4 Loose the hearts long prisoned,

Bound with Satan's chain
;

All that now is fallen

Raise to life again
;

Show thy face in brightness,

Bid the nations see
;

Bring again our daylight;

Day returns with thee.
John BUtttoa, w
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He is gone — a cloud of light

Has received him from our sight

;

High in heaven, where eye of men
Follows not, nor angels ken;
Through the vails of time and space,

Passed into the holiest place

;

All the toil, the sorrow done,

All the battle fought and won.

2 He is gone— towards their goal

World and church must onward roll:

Far behind we leave the past;

Forward are our glances cast

:

Still his words before us range

Through the ages, as they change:

Wheresoe'er the truth shall lead,

He will give whate'er we need.

3 He is gone — but we once more
Shall behold him as before;

In the heaven of heavens the same,

As on earth he went and came.

In the many mansions there,

Place for us he will prepare :

In that world unseen, unknown,
He and we may yet be one.

4 He is gone— but not in vain,

Wait until he comes again:

He is risen, he is not here
;

Far above this earthly sphere

Evermore in heart and mind
There our peace in him we find

:

To our own eternal Frieud,

Thitherward let us ascend.
A. P. Stanley

450 "Btatb is Brato."

Sing, heavens! earth! rejoice;

Angel harp, and human voice!

Round him, as he rises, raise

Your ascending Saviour's praise.

Bruised is the serpent's head:

Hell is vanquished, death is dead;

And to Christ, gone up on high,

Captive is captivity.

2 All his work and warfare done,

He iuto his heaven is gone;

And, beside his Father's throne,

Now is pleading for his own.

Sing, heavens! earth ! rejoice;

Angel harp, and human voice!

Round him, in his glory, raise

Your ascended Saviour's praise.

j s. u Mimirn
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Rise, glorious Conqueror, rise

Into thy native skies,—
Assume thy right

;

And where in many a fold

The clouds are backward rolled—

Pass through those gates of gold,

And reign in light

!

2 Victor o'er death and hell

!

Cherubic legions swell

Thy radiant train

:

Praises all heaven inspire

;

Each angel sweeps his lyre,

And waves his wings of fire,

—

Thou Lamb once slain

!

3 Enter, incarnate God!—
No feet but thine have trod

The serpent down

;

Blow the full trumpets, blow

!

Wider yon portals throw

!

Saviour triumphant— go,

And take thy crown

!

4 Lion of Judah— Hail

!

And let thy name prevail

From age to age
;

Lord of the rolling years!

Claim for thine own the spheres,

For thou hast bought with tears

Thy heritage.

5 And then was heard afar

Star answering to star—
11 Lo ! these have come,

Followers of him who gave

His life their lives to save;

And now their palms they wave,
Brought safely home."

M. Bridget.

452 "£23ortl)2 tfje Hamb!"

Glory to God on high

!

Let heaven and earth reply,

"Praise ye his name!"
His love and grace adore,

Who all our sorrows bore

;

Sing loud for evermore,

"Worthy the Lamb!"

2 While they around the throne

Cheerfully join in one,

Praising his name,—
Ye who have felt his blood

Sealing your peace with God,
Sound his dear name abroad,

"Worthy the Lamb'"

3 Join, all ye ransomed race,

Our Lord and God to bless;

Praise ye his name!
In him we will rejoice,

And make a joyful noise,

Shouting with heart and voice,

" Worthy the Lamb!"

4 Soon must we change our place,

Yet will we never cease

Praising his name

;

To him our songs we brings
Hail him our gracious King;
And, through all ages, sing,

" Worthy the Lamb!"
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Christ for the world we sing
$

The world to Clmst we bring,

With loving zeal

;

The poor, and them that mourn,
The faint aud overborne,

Sin -sick and sorrow-woru.
Whom Christ doth heal.

2 Christ for the world we sing

;

The world to Christ we briug,

With fervent prayer

;

The wayward aud the lost,

By restless passions tossed,

Redeemed at countless cost,

From dark despair.

3 Christ for the world we siugj

The world to Christ we bring,

With one accord

;

With us the work to share,

With us reproach to dare,

With us the cross to bear,

For Christ our God.

4 Christ for the world we sing
j

The world to Christ we bring,

With joyful song
j

The new-born souls, whose days,
Reclaimed from error's ways,
Inspired with hope aud praise,

To Christ belong.
Samuel Woke*.

454 ifc ar.grts- Uraisr.

SlXG, sing his lofty praise,

Whom angels cannot raise,

But whom thry sing

;

Jesus who reigns above,

Object of angels' love,

Jesus, whose grace" we prove,

Jesus, our King.

2 Rich is the grace we sing,

Poor is the praise we bring,

Not as we ought

;

But when we see his face,

In yonder glorious place,

Then shall we sing his grace,

Sing without fault.
Thomas Kelly.

4o5 "3rsus is &incj.
M

Let us awake our joys,

Strike up with cheerful voice,

Each creature sing

—

Angels, begiu the song,

Mortals, the strain prolong,

In accents sweet aud 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,
M Victory is won."

3 All hail the glorious day.

When through the heavenly way
Lo, he shall come

!

While they who pierced him wail,

His promise shall not fail;

Saints, see your King prevail

:

Great Saviour, come.
• K .
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NEWBOLD. C. M.

Oh! for a shout of sa • cred joy To God, the sovereign King: Let all the
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lands their tongues employ, And hymns of tri - umph sing, And hymns of tri -umph sing,
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Oh! for a shout of sacred joy

To God, the sovereign King

:

Let all the lands their tongues employ,

And hymns of triumph sing.

2 Jesus, our God, ascends on high

;

His heavenly guards around
Attend him rising through the sky,

With trumpets' joyful sound.

3 While angels shout and praise their King,

Let mortals learn their strains

;

Let all the earth his honor sing ;
—

O'er all the earth he reigns.

4 Rehearse his praise, with awe profound;

Let knowledge lead the song

;

Nor mock him with a solemn sound

Upon a thoughtless tongue.r
Isaac Watts.

45'7 "CrofamttJ foitf) lljortor.'

The head that once was crowned with thorns,

Is crowned with glory now

;

A royal diadem adorns

The mighty Victor's brow.

2 The highest place that heaven affords

Is his by sovereign right

:

The King of kings, and Lord of lords,

He reigns in glory bright ;
—

3 The joy of all who dwell above,

The joy of all below,

To whom he manifests his love,

And grants his name to know.

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

Their name— an everlasting name,
Their joy— the joy of heaven.

5 They suffer with their Lord below,

They reign with him above
;

Their profit and their joy to know
The mystery of his love.

6 The cross he bore is life and health,

Though shame and death to him

;

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

Their everlasting theme.
Thomas Kelly.

4:t>S Reconciliation.

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 Now we may bow before his feet,

And venture near the Lord

:

No fiery cherub guards his seat,

Nor double flaming sword.

3 The peaceful gates of heavenly bliss

Are opened by the Son

;

High let us raise our notes of praise,

And reach the almighty throne.

4 To thee -ten thousand thanks we bring,

Great Advocate on high,

And glory to the eternal King,

Who lays his anger by.
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CORONATION. C M.

Aw hail the power ofJesus' name! Let angels prostrate fal!;-Bring forth the royal di - a - dem, And
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crown him Lord of all ; Bring forth the royal di - a - dem, And crown him Lord of all.
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All hail the power of Jesus' name

!

Let angels prostrate fall

;

Bring forth the royal diadem,

And crown him Lord of all.

2 Crown him, ye martyrs of our God,

"Who from his altar call

;

Extol the stem of Jesse's rod,

And crown him Lord of all.

3 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,

Ye ransomed from the fall

;

Hail him, who saves you by his grace,

And crown him Lord of all.

azmon. c. M.

4 Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget

The 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 ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

6 Oh, that with yonder sacred throng,

We at his feet may fall

;

We '11 join the everlasting song
And crown him Lord of all.

Richard Perronct.

Arr. by L. Mason.

w^mtmt^^\r^fm \fmm
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Come, let us join our cheerful songs

With angels round the throne

;

Ten thousand thousand are their tongues,

But all their joys are one.

2 "Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry,

" To be exalted thus

!

: '

"Worthy the Lamb !" our lip

"For he was slain for us."'

3 Jesus is worthy to receive

Honor and power divine;

f-vt :pl-Fti=

And blessings more than we can give,

Be, Lord, for ever thine

!

4 Let all that dwell above the sky,

And air, and earth, and a

Conspire to lift thy glories high,

And speak thine endless pn

5 The whole creation join in one

To bless the sacred name
Of him who sits upon the throne,

And to adore the Lamb

!
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8T. HUGH. C M.

OChrist! our hope,our heart's desire.Redemption's only spring! Cre - a - tor of the world art thou, Its Saviour and its King.
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O Christ! our hope, our heart's desire,

Redemption's only spring

!

Creator of the world art thou,

Its Saviour and its King.

2 How vast the mercy and the love,

Which laid our sins on thee,

And led thee to a cruel death

To set thy people free

!

3 But now the bonds of death are burst,

The ransom has been paid

:

EMMANUEL. C. M.

And thou art on thy Father's throne,

In glorious robes arrayed.

4 Oh, may thy mighty love prevail,

Our sinful souls to spare

!

Oh, may we come before thy throne

And find acceptance there

!

5 Christ ! be thou our present joy,

Our future great reward

!

Our only glory may it be,

To glory in the Lord.
J. Chandler, t

Arr. fr. Eeethoven.k^H^^^m^^m
The gold - en gates are lift*- ed • up, The doors are

i^i^ps
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The golden gates are lifted up,

The doors are opened wide,

The King of glory fe gone in

Unto his Father's side.

2 Thou art gone up before us, Lord,

To make for us a place,

That we may be where now thou art,

And look upon God's face.

3 And ever on thine earthly path

A gleam of glory lies

;

A light still breaks behind the cloud

That vailed thee from our eyes.

4 Lift up our hearts, lift up our minds,

Let thy dear grace- be given,

That while we tarry here below,

Our treasure be in heaven

!

5 That where thou art, at God's riglit hand,

Our hope, our love may be

;

Dwell thou in us, that we may dwell

For evermore in thee!
Mr* C F. Alexander.
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1 know that my Redeemer lives,

And ever prays for me

:

A token of his love he gives,

A pledge of liberty.

2 I find him lifting up my head

;

He brings salvation near

:

His presence makes me free indeed,

And he will soon appear.

3 He wills that I should holy "be

:

What can withstand his will ?

The counsel of his grace in me
He surely shall fulfill.

4 Jesus, I hang upon thy word

:

I steadfastly believe

Thou wilt return, and claim me, Lord,

And to thyself receive.
Charles Wesley.

4()4 X3mrs on t)fs Start.

Now let our cheerful eyes survey

Our great High-Priest above
;

And celebrate his constant care,

And sympathetic love.

2 Though raised to a superior throne,

Where angels bow around,

And high o'er all the shining train,

With matchless honors crowned:—
3 The names of all his saints he bears

Deep graven on his heart

;

Nor shall the meanest Christian say,

That he hath lost his part.

4 Those characters shall fair abide

Our everlasting trust,

When gems, and monuments, and crowns,

Are mouldered down to dust.

5 So, gracious Saviour ! on my breast,

May thy dear name be worn,
A sacred ornament and guard,

To endless ages borne.
Philip Doddridge.

465 Crjrfot, out 13r(rst.

Come, let us join our songs of praise

To our ascended Priest

;

He entered heaven with all our names
Engraven on his breast.

2 Below he washed our guilt away,
By his atoning blood

;

Now he appears before the throne,

And pleads our cause with God.

3 Clothed with our nature still, he knows
The weakness of our frame,

And how to shield us from the foes

Which he himself o'ercarae.

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

;

For us he died in kindness here,

For us he lives above

5 Oh ! may we ne'er forget his grace.

Nor blush to bear his name

;

Still may our hearts hold fast his faith -*

Our lips his praise proclaim.
Aleiande? Pine.
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BELOIT. S. M. D
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"The Lord is risen indeed !"

And are the tidings true ?

Yes, they beheld the Saviour bleed,

And saw him living too.

" The Lord is risen indeed !

"

Then justice asks no more

;

Mercy and truth are now agreed,

Who stood opposed before.

2 "The Lord is risen indeed!"

Then is his work performed

;

The mighty Captive now is freed,

And death, our foe, disarmed.

"The Lord is risen indeed !"

He lives to die no more
;

He lives, the sinner's cause to plead,

Whose curse and shame he bore.

3 "The Lord is risen indeed!''

Attending angels ! hear
;

Up to the courts of heaven with speed

The joyful tidings I 'car.

Then wake your golden lyres,

And strike each cheerful chord ;

Join, all ye bright, celestial choirs!

To sing our risen Lord.

467 1 iJftrr l: 12.

Beyontd the starry skies,

Far as the eternal hills,

There in the boundless world of light

Our great Redeemer dwells.

Around him angels fair

In countless armies shine

;

And ever, in exalted lays,

They offer songs divine.

2 " Hail, Prince of life
!

" they cry,
" Whose unexampled love,

Moved thee to quit these glorious realms
And royalties above.''

And when he stooped to earth,

And suffered rude disdain,

They cast his honors at his feet,

And waited in his train.

3 They saw him on the cross,

While darkness vailed the skies,

And when he burst the gates of death,

They saw the conqueror rise.

They thronged his chariot wheels,

And bore him to his throne;

Then swept their golden harps and sung,

—

"The glorious work is done."
James RMCfc, Alt.
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Crown him with many crowns,

The Lamb upon his throne

;

Hark! how the heavenly anthem drowns
All music but its own

!

Awake, my soul, and sing

Of him who died for thee

;

And hail him as thy matchless King
Through all eternity.

2 Crown him the Lord of love

!

Behold his hands and side,

—

Tko.-e wounds, yet visible above,

In beauty glorified

:

I in the sky

Can fully bear that sight,

But downward bends his wondering eye

At mysteries so bright.

3 Crown him the Lord of heaven

!

One with the Father known,

—

And the blest Spirit through him given

Fr<un yonder Triune throne

!

All hail, Redeemer, hail

!

For thou hast died for me :

Thy praise and glory shall not fail

Throughout eternity.
Matthew BriJges.

469 £3 5™S tfjf £omfoTtrr.

Thou art gone up on high
To mansions in the skies,

And round thy throne unceasingly
The songs of praise arise.

But we are lingering here

"With sin and care oppressed

:

Lord ! send thy promised Comforter,
And lead us to thy rest!

2 Thou art gone up on high

:

But thou didst first come down,
Through earth's most bitter misery
To pass unto thy crown.

And girt with griefs and fears

Our onward course must be

;

But only let that path of tears

Lead us at last to thee!

3 Thou art gone up on high :

But thou shalt come again
With all the bright ones of the sky

Attendant in thy train.

Oh, by thy saving power
So make us live and die,

That we may stand in that dread hour
At thy right hand on high !
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470 Cfjriat ta ffiott.

Mighty God ! while angels bless thee,

May a mortal lisp thy name 1

Lord of men, as well as angels

!

Thou art every creature's thpme

:

Lord of every land and nation

!

Ancient of eternal days

!

Sounded through the wide*creation—
Be thy just and awful praise.

2 For the grandeur of thy nature,—
Grand, beyond a seraph's thought;

For the wonders Of creation,

Works with skill and kindness wrought
;

For thy providence, that governs

Through thine empire's wide domain,

Wings an angel, guides a sparrow ;
—

Blessed be thy gentle reign.

3 For thy rich, thy free redemption,

Bright, though vailed in darkness long,

Thought is poor, and poor expression

;

Who can sing that wondrous song?

Brightness of the Father's glory'

Shall thy praise unnttered lie?

Break, my tongue ! such guilty silence,

8ing the Lord who came to die .

—

4 From the highest throne of glory,

To the cross of deepest woe,

Came to ransom truilly captives!—
Flow, my praise ! for ever flow •

Re-ascend, immortal Saviour

!

Leave thy footstool, take thy throne
;

Thence return and reign for ever ;—
Be the kingdom all thine own

!

Robert Robiiuoo.

4*71 "Uo, Srijobat)!"

Crown his head with endless blessing,

Who, in God the Father's name,
With compassions never ceasing,

Comes salvation to proclaim.

Hail, ye saints, who know his favor,

Who within his gates are found

;

Hail, ye saints, the exalted Saviour,

Let his courts with praise resound.

2 Lo, Jehovah, we adore thee

;

Thee our Saviour ! thee our God

!

From his throne his beams of glory

Shine through all the world abroad.

In his word his light arises,

Brightest beams of truth and grace

:

Bind, oh, bind your sacrifices,

In his courts your offerings place.

3 Jesus, thee our Saviour hailing,

Thee our God in praise we own
;

Highest honors, never failing,

Rise eternal round thy throne;

Now, ye saints, his power confessing,

In your grateful strains adore

;

For his mercy, never ceasing,

Flows, and flows for evermore.
William Coode.
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472 " Cht BlooD that Spraftfth."

Father, hear the blood of Jesus,

Speaking in thine ears above :

From impending wrath release us;

Manifest thy pardoning love.

Oh, receive us to thy favor,—
For his only sake receive

;

Give us to the bleeding Saviour,

Let us by his dying live.

2 "To thy pardoning grace receive them,"

Once he prayed upon the tree
;

Still his blood cries out "Forgive them
;

All their sins were laid on me.'

Still our Advocate in heaven

Prays the prayer on earth begun,

—

"Father, show their sius forgiven;

Father, glorifv thy Son !

"

Charles Wesley.

473 " Shall «rr hi* /arr."

"We shall see Him," in our nature,.

Seated on his lofty throne,

Loved, adored, by every creature,

Owned as God, and God alone !

There the hosts of shining spirits

Strike their harps, and loudly sing

To the praise of Jesus1

merits,

To the glory of their King.

2 When we pass o'er death's dark river,

"We shall see him as he is,"

Resting in his love and favor,

Owning all the glory his.

There to cast our crowns before him,

Oh, what bliss the thought affords

!

There for ever to adore him,

King of kings, and Lord of lords

!

MaryPype*.

474 Chf ^agrhal lamb.

Hail, thou once despised Jesus !.

Hail, thou Galilean King

!

Thou didst suffer to release us

;

Thou didst free salvation bring.

Hail, thou agonizing Saviour,

Bearer of our sin and shame

!

By thy merits we find favor;

Life is given through thy name.

2 Paschal Lamb, by God appointed,

All our sins on thee were laid

;

By Almighty Love anointed,

Thou hast full atonement made

:

All thy people are forgiven

Through the virtue of thy blood
;

Opened is the gate of heaven,

Peace is made twist man and God.
John BakrwelL
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O Christ, the Lord of heaven ! to thee,

Clothed with all majesty divine,

Eternal power and glory be

!

Eternal praise of right is thine.

2 Reign, Prince of life ! that once thy brow
Didst yield to wear the wounding thorn;

Reign, throned beside the Father now,

Adored the Son of God first-born.

3 From angel hosts that round thee stand,

With forms more pure than spotless snow,

From the bright burning seraph band,

Let praise in loftiest numbers flow.

4 To thee, the Lamb, our mortal songs,

Born of deep fervent love, shall rise

;

All honor to thy name belongs,

Our lips would sound it to the skies.

5 "Jesus !

"— all earth shall speak the word

;

"Jesus!"— all heaven resound it still

;

Immanuel, Saviour, Conqueror, Lord !

Thy praise the universe shall fill.

4:76 "Gt)t Song of Songs."

Come, let us sing the song of songs,—

The saints in heaven began the strain —
The homage which to Christ belongs:

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain!"

2 Slain to redeem us by his blood,

To cleanse from every sinful stain,

And ii <iod—
"Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !"

3 To him, enthroned by filial right,

All power in heaven and earth proclaim,

Honor, and majesty, and might

:

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !"

4 Long as we live, and when we die,

And while in heaven with him we reign:

This song, our song of songs shall be

:

" Worthy the Lamb, for he was slain !"

James Montgoraery.

477 ^ f atoning fchic st.

Now TO the Lord, who makes us know
The wonders of his dying love,

Be humble honors paid below,

And strains of nobler praise .

2 'T was he who cleansed our foulest sins,

And washed us in his precious blood
;

'Tis he who makes us priests and kings,

And brings us rebels near to God.

3 To Jesus, our atoning Priest,

To Jesus, our eternal King,

Be everlasting power confessed !

Let every tongue his glory sing.

4 Behold ! on flying clouds he comes,

And every eye shall see him move;
Though with our sins we pierced him or.ee,

He now displays his pardoning love.

5 The unbelieving world shall wail,

While we n .:

Come, Lord! nor let thy promise fail,

Nor let thy chariot long d<
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HOSANNA. L M.

Ho - san • na to the living Lord! Ho - san - na to th'in-carnate Word ! To Christ, Cre-a-tor,
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Savieur, King, Let earth, let heaven.Hosanna sing. Ho-sanna. Lord ! Hosanna in the high - tit!

4 78 "H«B««a!"

H06ANNA to the living Lord

!

Hosanna to the incarnate Word !

To Christ, Creator, Saviour, King,

Let earth, let heaven, Hosanna sing.

2 Hosanna, Lord ! thine angels cry

;

Hosanna, Lord ! thy saints reply

;

Above, beneath us, and around,

The dead and living swell the sqund.

3 Saviour, with protecting care,

Return to this thy house of prayer,:

Assembled in thy sacred name,
"Where we thy parting promise claim.

4 But, ehiefest, in our cleansed breast,

Eternal! bid thy Spirit

And make our secret soul to be
A temple pure, and worthy thee.

5 So in the la*t and dreadful day,

When earth and heaven shall melt away,
Thy flock, redeemed from sinful stain,

Shall swell the sound of praise again.
. i Hcber,

479
"What equal honors shall we 1

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,

ThePruieeofPeacethatgroanedanddied,
Worthy to rise, and live, and reign

At his almighty Father's side.

i

3 Honor immortal must be paid,

Instead of scandal and of scorn
;

While glory shines around his head,

And a bright crown without a thorn.

4 Bl« ssinga for ever on the Lamb,
Who bore the curse for wretched men

;

Let angels sound his sacred name,
And every creature say, Amen.

Isaac Watts.

480 " Sing, Creator, HorJ/'

CHRIST ! our King, Creator, Lord

!

Saviour of all who trust thy word

!

To them who seek thee ever near,

Now to our praises bend thine ear.

2 In thy dear cross a grace is found,

—

It flows from every streaming wound,

—

Whose power our inbred sin controls,

Breaks the firm bond, and frees our souls.

3 Thou didst create the stars of night

;

Yet thou hast vailed in flesh thy light,

Hast deigned a mortal form to wear,

A mortal's painful lot to bear.

4 When thou didst hang upon the b
The quaking earth acknowledged t!

When thou didst there yield up thy breath,

The world grew dark as shades of death.

5 Now in the Father's glory high,

Great Conqueror! never more t<> die,

thy mighty power d< :•

And reign through ages without end.
Ray
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481 Cfje DuStjmrnt.

He is coming, he is coming,

Not as once he came before,

Wailing infant, born in weakness

On a lowly stable floor

:

But upon his cloud of glory,

In the crimson-tinted sky,
~Where we sec the golden sunrise

In the rosy distance lie.

2 He is coming, he is coming,

Not in pain, and shame, and woe,

With the thorn-crown on his forehead,

And the blood-drops trickling slow j

But with diadem upon him,

And the scepter in his hand,

And the dead all ranged before him,

Raised from death, hell, sea, and land.

3 He is coming, he is coming,

Not as once he wandered through

All the hostile land of Judah,

With his followers poor and few:

But with all the holy angels

Waiting round his judgment-seat,

And the chosen twel -

bitting crowned at his feet.

4 Pie is coming, he is coming
j

Let his lowly first estate,

And his tender love, so teach us

That in faith and hope we wait,

Till in glory eastward burning,

Our redemption draweth near;

And we see the sign in heaven

482 " Drzirc of tfjc Nations."

Come, thou long-expected Jesus.

Born to set thy people free

;

From our fears and sins release us,

Let us find our rest in thee

:

Israel's Strength and Consolation,

Hope of all the saints thou art

;

Dear Desire of every nation,

Joy of every longing heart.

2 Born, thy people "to deliver
;

Born a child, and yet a King;

Born to reign in us for ever,

Now thy precious kingdom bring:

By thine own eternal Spirit,

Rule in all our hearts alone
;

By thine all-Sufficient merit,

Raise us to thy glorious throne.
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Light of those.whose dreary dwelling

Borders on the shades of death

!

Riso on us, thy love revealing,

Dissipate the clouds beneath

:

Thou of heaven and earth Creator,

In our deepest darkness rise,—

Scattering all the night of nature,

Pouring day upon our eyes.

2 Still we wait for thine appearing;

Life and joy thy beams impart,

Chasing all our fears, and cheering

Every poor benighted heart

:

Come and manifest thy favor

To the ransomed, helpless race

;

Come, thou glorious God and Saviour!

Come, and bring the gospel grace.

3 Save us, in thy great compassion,

thou mild, pacific Prince!

Give the knowledge of salvatitfn,

Give the pardon of our sins

;

By thine all-sufficient merit,

Every burdened soul release

;

Every weary, wandering spirit,

Guide into thy perfect peace.
Charles Wesley.

48t " Iiartfj"3 Bfbfrmrr."

Hallelujah ! sing to Jesus

!

His the scepter, his the throne

;

Hallelujah ! his the triumph,

His the victory alone
;

Hark ! the songs of peaceful Zion

Thunder like a mighty flood

;

Jesus out of every nation

Hath redeemed us by his blood.

2 Hallelujah ! not as orphans

Are we left in sorrow now
;

Hallelujah ! he is near us,

Faith believes, nor questions how

:

Though the cloud from sight received him,

When the forty days were o'er

;

Shall our hearts forget his promise,

"I am with you evermore"?

3 Hallelujah ! Bread of angels,

Thou on earth our food, our stay

!

Hallelujah ! hear the sinful

Flee to thee from day to day

;

Intercessor, Friend of sinners;"

Earth's Redeemer, plead for me,
Where the songs of all the sinless

Sweep across the crystal sea.
William CDIr.

48e> Chr Simur'a JTn'nrtJ.

Friend of sinners ! Lord of Glory

!

Lowly, mighty ! Brother, King

!

Musing o'er thy wondrous story,

Fain would I thy praises sing.

Friend to help us, comfort, save us,

In whom power and pity blend,

Praise we must the grace which gave us,

Jesus Christ, the sinner's Friend.

•2 Friend who never fails nor grieves us,

Faithful, tender, constant, kind

!

Friend who at all times receives us,

Friend who came the lost to find!

Sorrow soothing, joys enhancing,

Loving until life shall end,

Then conferring bliss entrancing,

Still in heaven the sinner's Friend.

3 Oh, to love and serve thee better

!

From all evil set us free
;

Break, Lord, every sinful fetter,

Be each thought conformed to thee.

Looking fur thy bright appearing,

May our spirits upward tend ;

Till no longer doubting, fearing,

We behold the sinner's Friend

!

Newman Halt
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TAMWORTH. 8s, 7s, 4s.
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Lo, He comes, with clouds descending,

Once for favored sinners slain

;

Thousand thousand saints attending

Swell the triumph of his train;

Hallelujah!

God appears on earth to reign.

2 Every eye shall now behold him,

Robed in dreadful majesty

;

Those who set at naught and sold him,

Pierced, and flailed him to the tree,

Deeply wailing,

Shall the true Messiah see.

3 • Yea, Amen ; let all adore thee,

High on thine eternal throne

:

Saviour, take the power and glory
;

Claim the kingdom for thine own.

Oh, come quickly,

Hallelujah ! Come, Lord, come.
C. Wesley, alt.

487 " &3aiting anti ESatrtjing.

O'er the distant mountains breaking

Comes the reddening dawn of day

;

Rise, my soul, from sleep awaking,

Rise, and sing, and watch, and pray

;

'T is thy Saviour,

On his bright returning way.

2 thou long-expected ! weary

Waits my anxious soul for thee,

Life is dark, and earth is-dreary,

Where thy light I do not see

;

my Saviour,

When wilt thou return to me 1

3 Nearer is my soul's salvation,

Spent the night, the day at hand

;

Keep me in my lowly station,

Watching for thee, till I stand,

my Saviour,

In thy bright, thy promised land.

4 With my lamp well trimmed and burning,

Swift, to hear and slow to roam,

Watching for thy glad returning

To restore me to my home.
Come, my Saviour,

Thou hast promised : quickly come.
J. S. B. Monsell.

48S "Gfjtist is Coming!"

Christ is coming! let creation

Bid her groans and travail cease

:

Let the glorious proclamation

Hope restore and faith increase;

Christ is coming!

Come, thou blessed Prince of peace

!

2 Earth can now but tell the story

Of thy bitter cross and pain

;

She shall yet behold thy glory

When thou comest back to reign

;

Christ is coming

!

Let each heart repeat the strain.

3 Long thy exiles have been pining,

Far from rest, and home, and theo

:

But, in heavenly vesture shining,

Soon they shall thy glory see

;

Christ is coming

!

Haste the joyous jubilee.
John R. Macduff.
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489 "Hing of Sings."

Look, ye saints, the sight is glorious,

See the Man of Sorrows now :

From the fight retained victorious,

Every knee to him shall bow

:

Crown him, crown him

!

Crowns become the Victor's brow.

2 Crown the Saviour, angels, crown him

;

Rich the trophies Jesus brings

;

In the seat of power enthrone him

;

While the vault of heaven rings

:

Crown him, crown him ;

Crown the Saviour, " King of kings."

3 Sinners in derision crowned him

;

Mocking thus the Saviour's claim

:

Saints and angels crowd around him,

Own his title, praise his name

:

Crown him, crown him

;

Spread abroad the Victor's fame.

4 Hark, those bursts of acclamation

!

Hark, those loud triumphant chords

!

Jesus takes the highest station

;

Oh, what joy the sight affords

:

Crown him, crown him

;

"King of kings and Lord of lords."
Thomai Kelly.

400 Creation Groans.

Saviour! hasten thine appearing;

Take thy waiting people home

!

'T is this hope, our spirits cheering,

While we in the desert roam,

Makes thy people

Strangers here till thou shalt come.

2 Lord ! how long shall the creation

Groan and travail sore in pain
;

Waiting for its sure salvation,

When thou shalt in glory reign,

And, like Eden,

This sad earth shall bloom again T

3 Reign, oh, reign! almighty Saviour!

Heaven and earth in one unite

;

Make it known, that in thy favor

There alone is life and light.

When we see thee,

We shall have unmixed delight.
James C. Deck.

491 " Ctjou art OTortfjn."

Holy Saviour ! we adore thee,

Seated on the throne of God ;

While the heavenly hosts before thee,

Gladly sing thy praise aloud.

" Thou art worthy

!

We are ransomed by thy blood."

2 Saviour ! though the world despised thee,

Though thou here wast crucified,

Yet the Father's glory raised thee,

Lord of all creation wide
;

" Thou art worthy!

We shall live, for thou hast died."

3 Haste the day of thy returning

With thy ransomed church to reign :

Then shall end our days of mourning,

We BhaD sing with rapture then,

"Thou art worthy!

Come, Lord Jesus, come, Amen."
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The marriage feast is ready,

The marriage of the Lamb,
He calls the faithful children

Of faithful Abraham

:

Now from the golden portals

The sounds of triumph ring;

The triumph of the Victor,

The marriage of the King.

2 Nor sigh nor sorrow enters

Where Jesus leads them in

;

Nor death may cross the threshold,

Nor pain, nor fear, nor sin

:

Now shades of night and darkness

Are past and fled away,
Before the radiant brightness

Of everlasting day.

3 No tear-drops stain that threshold,

No weeping eyes are there

;

For God hath wiped all tenr-drops,

And God hath stilled all care

:

The sunlight of the Presence,

The bright Shechinah-flamo,

"Lights up the bridal banquet
Of God and of the Lamb.

Gerard Moultrie.

4:t)»> "JJout lamps CrimmrtJ."

Rejoice, rejoice, believers!

And let your lights appear
;

The shades of eve are thickenings

And darker night is near

;

The Bridegroom is advancing

;

Each hour he draws more nigh

;

Up i watch and pray, nor slumber
j

At midnight comes the cry.

2 See that your lamps are burning,

Your vessels filled with oil

;

Wait calmly your deliverance

From earthly pain and toil

;

The watchers on the mountains

Proclaim the Bridegroom near

;

Go, meet him, as he Cometh,

With hallelujahs clear.

3 Our hope and expectation,
'0 Jesus, now appear

!

Arise, tliou sun so looked-for,

O'er this benighted sphere!

With hearts and hands uplifted,

We plead, Lord, to see

The day of our redemption,

And ever be with thee.
Jfthe Borthwlclc. a
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404 Csaiaf, 52 : 1.

Awake, awake, Zion,

Put on thy strength divine,

Thy garments bright in beauty,

The bridal dress be thine

:

Jerusalem the holy,

To purity restored

;

Meek Bride all fair and lowly,

Go forth to meet thy Lord.

2 From henceforth pure and spotless,

All glorious within,

Prepared to meet the Bridegroom,
And cleansed from every sin

;

With love and wonder smitten,

And bowed in guileless shame,

Upon thy heart be written

The new mysterious name.

3 The Lamb who bore our sorrows,

Comes down to earth again
j

No sufferer now, but victor,

For evermore to reign

:

.: in every nation,

To rule in every zone,

Oh, world-wide coronation,

In every heart a throne.

4 Awake, awake, Zion,

The bridal day draws nigh,

The day of signs and wonders,

And marvels from on high.

The sun uprises slowly,

But keep thy watch and ward

:

Fair Bride, all pure and lowly,

Go forth to meet thy Lord.
Benjamin Coc^Sv

495 "HA Iw* • l*rtf"

How long, Lord our Saviour,

Wilt taou remain away f

Our hearts are growing wear}*

At thy so long delay

;

Oh, when shall come the moment,
When, brighter far than morn,

The sunshiue of thy glory

Shall on thy people dawn ?

2 How long, heavenly Bridegroom,
How long wilt thou d

And yet how few arc grieving

That thou dost absent stay!

Oh, may our lamps be burning,

Our loins well girded be,

Each longing heart preparing
With, joy thy

Jarr.ci C. Deck.
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Lowell Mason.

£tef=^g*t^^^^
J3—U-

Aught of joy or hope foretell ? Trav'ler, yes: it brings the day, Promised day of Is - ra • el.

496 Eaatafj 21 : 11.

Watchman, tell us of the night,

What its signs of promise are.

Traveler, o'er yon mountain's height,

See that glory-beaming star

!

Watchman, does its beauteous ray

Aught of joy or hope foretell "1

Traveler, yes ; it brings the day,

Promised day of Israel.

2 Watchman, tell us of the night

:

Higher yet that star ascends.

Traveler, blessedness and light,

Peace and truth, its course portends.

Watchman, will its beams alone

Gild the spot that gave them birth ?

Traveler, ages are its own

;

See ! it bursts o'er all the earth

!

3 Watchman, tell us of the night,

For the morning seems to dawn.
Traveler, darkness takes its flight,

Doubt and terror are withdrawn.

Watchman, let thy wanderings cease;

Hie thee to thy quiet home.
Traveler, lo! the Prince of Peace,

Lo! the Son of God is come!
John Dowring

497 £f)t triumphant Uictor.

Sons of Zion, raise your songs

;

Praise to Zion's King belongs

;

His, the Victor's crown and fame:

Glory to the Saviour's name !

Sore the strife, but rich the prize,

Precious in the Victor's eves

:

Glorious is the work achieved, —
Satan vanquished, man relieved

!

2 Sing we then the Victor's praise

;

Go ye forth and strew the ways
;

Bid him welcome to his throne

:

He is worthy, he alone

!

Place the crown upon his brow
;

Every knee to him shall bow

:

Him the brightest seraph sings

;

Heaven proclaims him "King of kings
Thomas Kelly

498 &) c SHorrC'a Conbrrsion.

Hasten, Lord! the glorious time

When, beneath Messiah's sway,

Every nation, every clime,

Shall the gospel's call obey.

Mightiest kings his power shall own,
Heathen tribes his name adore:

Satan and his host, oVrthrown,

Bound in chains, shall hurt no more.

2 Then shall wars- and tumuli

Then be banished grief and pain ;

Righteousness and joy and peace

Undisturbed shall ever reign.

Bless we, then, our gracious Lord;
Ever praise his glorious name

;

All his mighty acts record ;

All his wondrous love proclaim.
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Hark ! the song of Jubilee,
Loud as mighty thunders roar,

Or the fullness of the sea,

When it breaks upon the shore

!

Hallelujah ! for the Lord
God omnipotent shall reign!

Hallelujah ! let the word
Echo round the earth and main.

2 Hallelujah ! hark, the sound,
From the depths unto the skies,

"Wakes above, beneath, around,
All creation's harmonies

!

See Jehovah's banners furled,

Sheathed his sword, bespeaks—t is done!
And the kingdoms of this world
Are the kingdoms of his Son

!

3 He shall reign from pole to pole,
With illimitable sway;

He shall reign, when like a scroll
Yonder heavens are passed away.

Then the end: beneath his rod
Man's last enemy shall fall

:

Hallelujah ! Christ in God,
God in Christ, is all in all

!

James Montgomery.

OU " Ersirf of Nafta*."

Come, Desire "of nations, come

!

Hasten, Lord, the general doom

!

Hear the Spirit and the Bride

;

Come, and take us to thy side

:

Thou, who hast our place prepared,
Make us meet for our reward

;

Then, with all thy saints descend.
Then, our earthly trials end.

2 Mindful of thy chosen race,

Shorten these vindictive days

;

Hear us now, and save thine own f

Who for full redemption groan!
Now destroy the Man of Sin,
Now thine ancient flock bring in

!

Filled with righteousness divine,
Claim a ransomed world for thine.

3 Plant thy heavenly kingdom here;
Glorious in thy saints appear:
Speak the sacred number sealed,
Speak the mystery re

Take to thee thy royal power
j

Reign ! when sin shall be no more
;

Reign! when death no more shall be;
Reign to all eternity!
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Christ, above all glory seated

!

King eternal, strong to save

!

To thee, Death, by death defeated,

Triumph high and glory gave.

2 Thou art gone where now is given

What no mortal might could gain,

On the eternal throne of heaven,

In thy Father's power to reign.

3 There thy kingdoms all adore thee,

Heaven above and earth below,

oehuko. p. M.

While the depths of hell before thee,

Trembling and defeated bow.

4 We, Lord ! with hearts adoring,

Follow thee above the sky

:

Hear our prayers thy grace imploring,

Lift our souls to thee on high.

5 So when thou again in glory

On the clouds of heaven shalt shine,

We thy flock shall stand before thee,

Owned for evermore as thine.

J. R. Woodford, tr.

U. C. BURNAP.
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502 " £*>' ^°p c of Wota-"

In us the hope of glory,

risen Lord, art thou
;

The first-fruits of the Spirit

Are in us now.

2 Oh, come in all thy glory,

Our great Immanuel

!

Come forth, our Prince and Saviour,

With us to dwell.

3 Bring thine eternal Sabbath,

Bring thine eternal day,

And cause all grief and sighing

To flee away.

4 To thee, Almighty Father,

Saviour, unto thee,

To thee, Creator-Spirit,

All glory be

!
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503 " £* »rftrG70ont Comrtf,."

Wake, awake ! for night is Hying
;

The watchmen on the heights are crying

;

Awake, Jerusalem, at last

!

Midnight hears the welcome voices,

And at the thrilling cry rejoices

;

Come forth, ye virgins, night is past

!

The Bridegroom comes ; awake,

Your lamps with gladness take

;

Hallelujah

!

And for his marriage feast prepare,

For ye must go to meet him there.

2 Zion hears the watchmen singing,

And all her heart with joy is springing;

She wakes, she rises from her gloom

;

For her Lord comes down all-glorious

;

The strong in grace, in truth victorious;

Her Star is risen, her Light is come

!

Ah, come, thou blessed One,

God's own beloved Son

;

Hallelujah!

We follow till the halls we see,

Where thou hast bid us sup with thee.

3 Now let all the heavens adore thee,

And men and angels sing before thee

With harp and cymbal's clearest tone;

Of one pearl each shining portal,

Where we are with the choir immortal

Of angels round thy dazzling throne

;

Nor eye hath seen, nor ear

Hath yet attained to hear,

What there is

But we rejoice, and sing to thee

Our hymn of joy eteniaUy.
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504 " &&' lam*'* Bfflife."

Bride of the Lamb, awake, awake!
Why sleep for sorrow now 1

The hope of glory, Christ, is thine,

A child of glory thou.

Thy spirit, through the lonely night,

From earthly joy apart,

Hath sighed for one that 's far away,

—

The Bridegroom of thy heart.

2 But see ! the night is waning fast,

The breaking morn is near

;

And Jesus comes, with voice of love,

Thy drooping heart to cheer.

Then weep no more ; 't is all thine own,
His crown, his joy divine

;

And, sweeter far than all beside,

He, he himself is thine

!

Edward Denny.

505 " Comr, blrasft Uorti."

-Light of the lonely pilgrim's heart!

Star of the coming day !

Arise, and with thy morning beams
Chase all our griefs away.

Come, blessed Lord ! let every shoro

And answering island sing

The praises of thy royal name,
And own thee as their King.

2 Jesus ! thy fair creation groans,—
The air, the earth, the sea,—

In unison with all our hearts,

And calls aloud for thee.

Thine was the cross, with all its fruits

Of grace and peace divine

;

Be thine the crown of glory now,
The palm of victory thine.

Edward Denny.

506 "Coitu, ILorti 3rau3."

Hope of our hearts, Lord, appear,

Thou glorious Star of day

!

Shine forth, and chase the dreary night,

With all our tears, away.
No resting-place we seek on earth,

No loveliness we see

;

Our eye is on the royal crown,
Prepared for us— and thee

!

2 But, dearest Lord, however bright,

That crown of joy above.

What is it to the brighter hope
Of dwelling in thy love?

What to the joy, the deeper joy,

Unmingled, pure, and free,

Of union with our living Head,
Of fellowship with thee ?

Edward Denny.



EATOM.- C M. D.

Coming Bgafn.

^^m^^mm^^m
J. Barnbv.

4-

2'3

sts.draw near, And slumber not inmmm
sin, when he.

r"! ,

1

I l ll I J Ife^t*
The Son of God, is here! Come, let us haste to meet our Lord And

«)07 "Brfjofo, £ romr Quirkls."

Soon will the heavenly Bridegroom come

:

Ye wedding-guests, draw near,
And slumber not in sin, when he,
The Son of God, is here

!

Come, let us haste to meet our Lord,
And hail him with delight;

Who saved us by his precious blood,
And sorrows infinite

!

2 Beside him all the patriarchs old,

And holy prophets stand

:

The glorious apostolic choir,

And noble martyr band.
As brethren dear they welcome us,

And lead us to the throne,

Where angels bow their vailed heads,
Before the Three in One ;—

3 Where we, with all the saints of God,
A white-robed multitude,

Shall praise the ascended Lord, who deigns
To bear our flesh and blood

!

Our lot shall be for aye to share
His reign of peace above

:

And drink, with unexhausted joy,
The river of his love.

B. H KtTjaHy.

.
r
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Olio £$f Xfo Srtusalrnt,

Lo
! what a glorious sight appears,
To our believing eyes

!

The earth and seas are passed away,
And the old rolling skies.

From the third heaven where God resides—
That holy, happy place,

—

The New Jerusalem comes down,
Adorned with shining grace.

2 Attending angels shout for joy,
And the bright armies sing,—

"Mortals! behold the sacred seat
Of your descending King:—

The God of glory, down to men,
Removes his blest abode

;

Men, the dear objects of his grace,
And he their loving God :—

3 "His own soft hand shall wipe the tears
From every weeping eye;

And pains, and groans, and griefs, and fears,

And death itself shall die !

»

How long, dear Saviour ! oh, how long
Shall this bright hour delay ?

Fly swifter round, ye wheels of time !

And bring the welcome day.
iuu warn
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CHALVEY. S. M. D.
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The Church has waiteulccg Her ab-sentLord to see; And still in lone-!i-nees she waits, A friendless stranger si

How long, Lord our .God, Holy andtrue and good.Wilt thou not judge thy suffering Church,Her sighs and tears and blood?
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"The Church has waited long

Her absent Lord to see

;

And still in loneliness she waits,

A friendles's stranger she*

How long, Lord our God,

Holy and true and good,

Wilt thou not judge thy suffering Church,

Her sighs and tears and blood ?

2 Saint after saint on earth,

Has lived and loved and died

;

And as they left us, one by one,

We laid them side by side.

We laid them down to sleep,.

But not in hope forlorn

;

We laid them but to ripen there,

Till the last glorious morn.

3 We long to hear thy voice,

To see thco face to face,

To share thy crown and glory then.

As now Ave share thy grace.

Come, Lord, and wipe away
The curse, the sin, the stain,

And make this blighted world of ours

Thine own fair world again.
Horatlus Bor.ar.

510 "
Cf) fii'njjbom romt !"

Come, kingdom of our God,
•

t reign of light and love I

Shed peace and hope and joy abroad,

And wisdom from above.

Over our spirits first

Extend thy healing reign

;

There raise and quench the sacred thirst,

That never pains again.

2 Come, kingdom of our God

!

And make the broad earth thine

;

Stretch o'er her lands and isles the rod

That flowers with grace divine.

Soon may all tribes be blest

With fruit from life's glad tree

;

And in its shade like brothers rest,

Sons of one family.
John Johns.

511 13f)'Iippfans 2: 10, 11.

thou whom we adore

!

To bless our earth again,

Assume thine own almighty power,

And o'er the nations reign.

The world's Desire and Hope,

All power to thee is given

;

Now set the last great empire up,

Eternal Lord of heaven

!

2 A gracious Saviour, thou

Wilt all thy creatures bless ;

And every knee to thee shall bow,

And every tongue 001

' to thy word,

Now be thy grace revealed ;

And with the knowledge of the Lord,

Let all the earth be filled.

Chailcs Wes'.ey.
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513 c^r fifoUm lift.

Our life is hid with Christ,

With Christ in God above

;

Upward our heart would go to him,

Whom, seeing not, we love.

2 "When he who is our life

Appears, to take the throne,

"We too shall be revealed, and shine

In glory like his own.

3 He liveth, and we live

!

His life for us prevails

;

His fullness fills our mighty void,

His strength for us avails,

4 Life worketh in us now,
Life is for us in store

j

So death is swallowed up of life

;

We live for evermore.

5 Like him we then shall be,

Transformed and glorified

;

For we shall see him as he is,

And in his light Abide.
Horatius Bonar.

ARLES Zeu.VER.

1 2 "€omt, a#rt 3rau5."

Come1

, Lord, and tarry not

!

Bring the long-looked-for day

;

Oh, why these years of waiting here,

These ages of delay 1

2 Come, for thy saints still wait
j

Daily ascends their sigh

;

The Spirit and the Bride say, Come

!

Dost thou not hear the cry fl

3 Come, for creation groans,

Impatient of thy stay,

Worn out with these long years of ill,

These ages of delay.

4 Come, and make all things new,
Build up this ruined earth,

Restore our faded paradise,

—

Creation's second birth.

$ Come, and begin thy reign

Of everlasting peace j.

Come, take the kingdom to thyself,

Great King of Righteousness

!

Koratnu Bonar.

Ob-servant of his heavenly word, And watchful at hi3 gate.

pf^pgpijtgg^

3 Watch,— 't is your Lord's command;
And while we speak he 'a ft

Mark the first signal of his hand,
And ready all appear.

4 Oh, happy servanl

In sue! rand

!

II.' shall his Lord with rapture see,

And be with honor crowned.

514 tBatrhfuInrss.

Ye servants of the Lord

!

Each in his office wait,

Observant of his heavenly word,

And watchful at his gate.

2 Let all your lamps be bright,

And trim the golden :'

Gird up your loins as in hi

For awful is his name.
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Cbe 1bol£ Spirit.
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515 Gag of ^rntccoat.

When God, of old, came down from heaven,

In power and wrath he came

;

Before his feet the clouds were riven,

Half darkness and half flame.

2 But when he came the second time,

He came in power and love

:

Softer than gales at morning prime,

Hovered his holy Dove.

3 The fires that rushed on Sinai down
In sudden torrents dread,

Now gently light a glorious crown

On every sainted head.

4 Like arrows went those lightnings forth,

Winged with the sinner's doom
;

But these, like tongues, o'er all the earth

Proclaiming life to come.
John Keble.

ST. CUTHBERT. 8s, 6 8 , 4a.

5 1 D (Sibcr of Crarr.

Come, Holy Ghost, Creator, come,
Inspire these souls of thine j

Till every heart which thou hast made
Be filled with grace divine.

2 Thou art the Comforter, the gift

Of God, and fire of love

;

The everlasting spring of joy,

And unction from above.

3 Enlighten our dark souls, till they

Thy sacred love embrace
;

Assist our minds, by nature frail,

With thy celestial grace.

4 Teach us the Father to confess,

And Son, from death revived,

And thee, with both, Holy Ghost,

Who art from both derived.
N. Tate, tr.

J.B. Dvi

^Mi\j^mM^\jjinfm
Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed His tender.last fare-well, AGuide, a Comforter bequeathed, With us to dwell.i;eq-t»
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Our blest Redeemer, ere be breathed

His tender, last farewell,

A Guide, a Comforter bequeathed,

With us to dwell.

2 He cam.- in tongues of living flame,

To teach, convince, Bubdue;

All-powerful as the wind he

And viewless, too.

3 He came, sweet influence to impart,

A gracious, willing Guest,

While he can find one humble heart.

Wherein to rest.

4 Spirit of purity and grace !

Our weakness pityir

Oh, make our hearts thy dwelling-place,

And worthier thee I
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SPRINO-TIDE C. M
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While the heart longs for sym - pa • thy And friends are
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Holy Ghost, the Comforter,

How is thy love despised,

While the heart longs for sympathy
And friends are idolized.

2 Spirit of the living God,
Brooding with dove-like wings

Over the helpless and the weak
Among created things

!

3 Where should our feebleness find strength

Our helplessness a stay,

STEPHENS. C M.

Didst thou not bring us hope and help,

And comfort, day by day ?

4 Great are thy consolations, Lord,

And mighty is thy power,

In sickness and in solitude,

In sorrow's darkest hour.

5 Oh, if the souls that now despise

And grieve thee, heavenly Dove,

Would seek thee, and would welcome thee,

How would they prize thy love

!

Mrs Jane E. Saxby.

W Jones.
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Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove! With all thy quick'ning powers, Kindle aflame of sacred love In these cold heart* ofoura
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COME, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove!
With all thy quickening powers,

Kindle a flame of sacred love

In these cold hearts of ours.

2 Look ! how we grovel here below,

Fond of these trilling toys!

Our souls ean neither fly nor go
To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain, we tune our formal songs;

In vain we strive to rise :

Hosannaa languish on our tongues,

And our devotion dies.

4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live

At this poor dying I

Our love so faint, so cold to thee,

And thine to us so <

r

5 Come, Holy Spirit, -heavenly Dove!
With all thy quickening powers;

Come, shed abroad a Saviour's love,

And that shall kindle ours.
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HERSTMONCEUX. P. M.mmm^mmmsm
Come thou,oh, come: Sweetest and kind-li • est, Giv
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ty With power from heaven on high

O20 GSuf&atuc ant Groisth.

Come thou, oh, come

:

Sweetest aud kindliest,

Giver of tranquil rest

Unto the- weary soul

;

In all anxiety

With power from heaven on high

Console.

2 Come thou, oh, comer
Help in the hour of need,

Strength of the broken i*eed,

Guide of each lonely one

;

Orphans' and widows' stay,

Who tread in life's hard way
Alone.

3 Come thou, oh, come

:

Glorious and shadow-free,

Star of the stormy sea,

Light of the tempest-tost

;

Harbor our souls to save

When hope upon the wave
Is lost.

4 Come thou, oh, come

:

Joy in life's narrow path,

Hope in the hour of death,

Come, blessed Spirit, come

;

Lead thou us tenderly,

Till we shall find with thee

Our home.
C. Moultrie, ti

Bhrthold Tours

M#ni
I hearts inspire.Let us thine influence prove; Source of the old prophetic fire! Fountain of light and love!

521 Wt .fount of light.

Come, Holy Ghost ! our hearts inspire,

Let us thine influence prove
;

Source of the old prophetic fire

!

Fountain of light and love

!

2 Come, Holy Ghost ! for, moved by thee,

The prophets wrote and spoke

;

Unlock the truth,— thyself the key;
Unseal the sacred book.

3 Expand thy wings, celestial Dove!
Brood o'er our nature's night;

On our disordered spirits move,

And let there now be light.

4 God, through himself, we then shall know,
If thou within us shino

;

And sound, with all thy saints below,

The depths of lovo divine.
Charles Wesley.
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Cbc "tools Spirit.
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Why should the children of a King
Go mourning all their days ?

Great Comforter, descend, and bring

Some tokens of thy grace.

2 Dost thou not dwell in all the saints,

And seal the heirs of heaven ?

When wilt thou banish my complaints,

And show my sins forgiven ?

3 Assure my conscience of her part

In the Redeemer's blood

;

And bear thy witness with my heart,

That I am born of God.

4 Thou art the earnest of his love,

The pledge of joys to come
;

And thy soft wings, celestial Dove,

Will safe convey me home.
Isaac Wans

B0AEDMA5. C. M.

523 SanrtiEtation,

Eternal Spirit, God of truth,

Our contrite hearts inspire

;

Revive the flame of heavenly love,

And feed the pure desire.

2 'T is thine to soothe the sorrowing mind,
With guilt and fear oppressed

;

'T is thine to bid the dying live,

And give the weary rest.

3 Subdue the power of every sin,

Whate'er that sin may be,

That we, with humble, holy heart,

May worship only thee.

4 Then with our spirits witness bear
That we are sons of God,

Redeemed from sin, from death and hell,

Through Christ's atoning blood.
Thomas C&tterill.

Air. by Geo. Kincslbv.

—i—i—
"

w<*-4 sjr • »—r~
Why should the chil • dren of a King Go mourn-ing all their days?

Great Com . fort • er, de • scend, and bring 'Some to • kens of thy grace.
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WIMBORNE. L. M. J. Whitakeh.
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Come, O Cre - a - tor Spir - it blest! And in our souls take up thy rest;
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Come, with thy grace, and heaven- ly aid, To fill the hearts which thou hast made.

524 "5Jcni, Crrator."

Come, Creator Spirit blest

!

And in our souls take up thy rest

;

Come, with thy grace, and heavenly aid,

To fill the hearts which thou hast made.

2 Great Comforter! to thee we cry;

highest gift of God most high

!

fount of life ! fire of love

!

Send sweet anointing from above

!

3 Kindle our senses from above,

And make our hearts o'erflow with love

;

With patience firm and virtue high,

The weakness of our 'flesh supply.

4 Far from us drive the foe we dread,

And grant us thy true peace instead

;

So .shall avc not, with thee for guide,

Turn from the path of life aside.
Edward Caswall. u.

525 "EnfoartJ Crarfjingo."

Eternal Spirit, we confess

And sing the wonders of thy grace:

Thy power conveys our blessings down
From God the Father and the Son.

2 Enlightened by thy heavenly ray,

Our shades and darkness turn to day;

Thine inward teachings make us know
Our danger and our refuge too.

3 Thy power and glory work within,

And break the chains of reigning sin;

All our imperious Lusts subdue,

And form our wretched hearts anew.
Isaac Warts.

52

G

Spirit of (Srarr.

Come, sacred Spirit, from above,

And fill the coldest heart with love

:

Oh, turn to flesh the flinty stone,

And let thy sovereign power be known.

2 Speak thou, and from the haughtiest eyes

Shall floods of contrite sorrow rise
;

While all their glowing souls are borne
To seek that grace which now they scorn.

3 Oh, let a holy flock await

In crowds around thy temple-gate

!

Each pressing on with zeal to be
A living sacrifice to thee.

Philip Doddridge.

527 " Ok Cook EnfoID."

Come, blessed Spirit! source of light!

Whose power and grace are unconfinedj

Dispel the gloomy shades of night

—

The thicker darkness of the mind.

2 To mine illumined eyes, display

The glorious truths thy word reveals;

Cause me to run the heavenly way,

Thy book unfold, and loose the seals.

3 Thine inward teachings make me know
The mysteries of redeeming love,

The vanity of things below,

And excellence of things above.

4 While through this dubious maze T stray,

d, like the sun. thy beams ab

To show the dangers of the way.

And guide my feeble steps to God.
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PRINCE L. M. Art fr. MevDELSSOHN

Come, gracious Spir - it, heaven - ly Dove, With light and com - fort from a bove;

'-[—

r

ii^p^ippPPIi^f;
:

:

Be thou cur guard -ery tho't and step pre - side

£)£Q En'ooration.

Come, gracious Spirit, heavenly Dove,

With light and comfort from above:

Be thou our guardian, thou our guide \

O'er every thought and step preside.

2 To us the light of truth display,

And make us know and choose thy way
;

Plant holy fear in every heart,

That we from God may ne'er depart.

3 Lead us to holiness— the road

That we must take to dwell with God;
Lead us to Christ, the living way,

Nor let us from his precepts stray.

4 Lead us to God, our final rest,

To be with him for ever blest

;

Lead us to heaven, its bliss to share—
Fullness of joy for ever there

!

Simon Browne.

529 Vtni
-
Crrator.

Creator Spirit, by whose aid

The world's .foundations first were laid,

Come, visit every waiting mind

;

Come, pour thy joys on human-kind.

2 Thrice holy Fount, thrice holy Fire,

Our hearts with heavenly love inspire

;

Come, and thy sacred unction bring

To sanctify us, while we sing.

3 Make us eternal truths receive,

And practise all that we believe;

Give us thyself, that we may see

The Father and the Son, by thee.
John Dryden,tr.

530 Smiling Hjr Spirit.

We are not left to walk alone,

The Spirit of our God hath come,

For ever with us to abide,

Our Teacher, Comforter and Guide.

2 Jesus, the Father's only Son,

Jesus, his own beloved One,

Jesus, now seated at his side,

Hath claimed us for his own, his bride.

3 Of him and his the Spirit tells,

Upon his love he sweetly dwells
;

And, while we listen to his voice,

We wonder, worship and rejoice.
Vlrs. Mary J- Wata

531 Cfjr Spirit nrar.

Sure the blest Comforter is nigh,

'T is he sustains my fainting heart

;

Else would my hopes for ever die,

And every cheering ray depart.

2 Whene'er, to call the Saviour mine,

With ardent wish my heart aspires,—

Can it be less than power divine.

That animates these strong desires ?

3 And, when my cheerful hope can say,—
I love my God and taste his grace,

—

Lord! is it not thy blissful ray,

That brings this dawn of sacred peace I

4 Let thy good Spirit in my
'

For ever dwell, O God of love !

And light and heavenly peace impart,—*

Sweet earnest of the joys abovi
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LAST HOPE. 7». Arr. fr. Gottschalic.
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534 Cftt (Sifti bMtotort.

Holy Spirit, in my breast

Grant that lively faith may rest,

And subdue each rebel thought
To believe what thou hast taught.

2 Faith, and hope, and charity,

Comforter, descend from thee

;

Thou the anointing Spirit art,

These thy gifts to us impart ;
—

3 Till our faith be lost in sight,

Hope be swallowed in delight,

Love return to dwell with thee,

In the threefold Deity

!

Richard Mant

f)'>.) "Btrp mr, lort!"

Gracious Spirit, Love divine

!

Let thy light within me shine;

All my guilty fears remove,

Fill me with thy heavenly love.

2 Speak thy pardoning grace to me,
Set the burdened sinner free ;

Lead me to the Lamb of God

;

Wash me in his precious blood.

3 Life and peace to me impart,

Seal salvation on my heart

;

Breathe thyself into my breast,

—

Earnest of immortal rest.

4 Let me never from thee stray,

Keep me in the narrow way
j

Fill my soul with joy divine,

Keep me, Lord I (or ever thine.

532 SlWJifainc.

Holy Ghost ! with light divine,

Shine upon this heart of mine

;

Chase the shades of night away,
Turn my darkness into day.

2 Holy Ghost ! with power divine,

Cleanse this guilty heart of mine

;

Long hath sin, without control,

Held dominion o'er my soul.

3 Holy Ghost ! with joy divine,

Cheer this saddened heart of mine

;

Bid my many woes depart,

Heal my wounded, bleeding heart.

4 Holy Spirit ! all divine,

Dwell within this heart of mine

;

Casfr down every idol-throne,

Reign supreme— and reign alone.
Andrew Reed.

"533 " Cht Cbinga of Cfjrist."

Holy Spirit ! gently come,
Raise us from our fallen state

;

Fix thy everlasting home
In the hearts thou didst create.

2 Now thy cruickening influence bring,

On our spirits sweetly move

;

Open every mouth to sing

Jesus' everlasting love.

3 Take the things of Christ, and show
What our Lord for us hath done;

May we <;<m1 the Father know
Through his well belovdd Son.

William Hammond.
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Graciqus Spir- it, dwell with me,— I my- self would gracious be; And,with words that help and heal.
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Gracious Spirit, dwell with me,—
1 myself would gracious be

;

And, with words that help and heal,

"Would thy life in mine reveal

;

And, with actions bold and meek,
Would for Christ, my Saviour, speak.

2 Truthful Spirit, dwell with me,—
I myself would truthful be ;

And, with wisdom kind and clear,

HAOMI. c. M.

I

Let thy life in mine appear

;

And, with actions brotherly,

Speak my Lord's sincerity.

3 Holy Spirit, dwell with me,—
I myself would holy be

;

Separate from sin, I would
Choose and cherish all things good

;

And whatever I can be
Give to him who gave mc thee.

Thomas T. Lynch.
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Father! whaU'er of earthly bliss Thy sovereign will de-aies, Accepted at thy throne of grace,Let this pe-ti-ticn rise:

—

537 <3 Xrto H!firt.

Father! whate'er of earthly bliss

Thy sovereign will denies,

Accepted at thy throne of grace,

Let this petition rise :—
2 "Give me a calm, a thankful heart,

From every murmur free

;

The blessings of thy grace impart,

And make me live to thee.

3 "Let the sweet hope that thou art mine
My life and death attend

;

Thy presence through my journey shine,

And crown my journey's end."

t)3S Brgrrtrration.

Come, Holy Ghost, my soul inspire
j

This one great gift impart—
What most I need, and most desire,

An humble, holy heart.

2 Bear witness I am born again.

Iffy many sins forgiven :

Nor let a gloomy doubt remain
To cloud my hope of heaven.

3 Afore of myself grant I may know,
From sin's deceit be tree ;

In all the Christian graces grow.
And live alone to thee
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Cbe 1boi£ Spirit.

Thos. Hastings.
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Come, Holy Ghost ! in love,

Shed on us, from above,

Thine own bright ray :

Divinely good thou art

;

Thy sacred gifts impart,

To gladden each sad heart

;

Oh, come to-day

!

2 Come, tenderest Friend, and best,

Our most delightful Guest

!

With soothing power

;

Rest, which the weary know

;

Shade, 'mid the noontide glow
;

Peace, when deep griefs o'erflow

;

Cheer us, this hour

!

3 Come, light serene ! and still,

Our inmost bosoms fill

;

Dwell in each breast

:

We know no dawn but thine
;

Send forth thy beams divine,

On our dark souls to shine,

And make us blest.

4 Exalt our low desires

;

Extinguish passion's fires

;

Heal every wound

;

Our stubborn spirits bend

;

Our icy coldness end

;

Our devious steps attend,

While heavenward bound.

5 Come, all the faithful bless

;

Let all, who Christ coni

His praise employ

:

Give virtue's rich reward;

Victorious death accord,

And, with our glorious Lord,

Eternal joy

!

Ray Palmer, tr.

54:0 " lf ' $m bc JWlW
Thou ! whose almighty word
Chaos and darkness heard,

And took their flight,

Plear us, we humbly pray,

And, where the gospel's day
Sheds not its glorious ray,

"Let there be light!"

2 Thou ! who didst come to bring,

On thy redeeming wing,

Healing and sight,

Health to the sick in mind,
Sight to the inly blind,—
Oh, now to all mankind,

u Let there be light !

"

3 Spirit of truth and love,

Life-giving holy Dove

!

Speed forth thy flight

:

Move o'er the waters' face,

Bearing the lamp of grace,

And in earth's darkest place,

" Let there be light !

"

4 Blessed and holy Three,

All-glorious Trinity,

—

Wisdom, Love, Mighl !

[ess i a ocean's tide

Rolling in fullest pride,

Through the world, far and wide,—
"Let there be light !"

John Marriott.
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Light, that from the dark abyss Madestall things,none amiss.To share thy beauty.share thy bliss, Come to ub: come. A - men.
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Light, that from the dark abyss

Madest all things, none amiss,

To share thy beauty, share thy bliss,

Come to us : come.

2 Light, that dost o'er all things reign,

Light that dost all life maintain

}

Light, that dost create again,

Come to us : come.

3 Light of men, that left the skies,

Light that looked thro' human eyes,

And died in darkness as man dies,

Come to us : come.

4 Light that stooped to rise and raise,

Soared to God above our gaze,

And still art with us all the days,

Come to us : come.

5 We have done great wrong to thee,

Yet we do belong to thee

;

Oh, make our life one song to thee,

Come to us : come.
E. B. Birk

LIGHT. 7s, 3 1. D. Arr. by A. S. Scllivan.

Come,thou Father of the poor ; Come,thou

<f IP. I

:r, great ana sure; Come, and make my spir-it bright!

*54:2 "Comr anU Sijinr."

Holy Spirit, come and shine

Sweetly, in this heart of mine,
With thy heavenly love and light

;

Come, thou Father of the poor;
Come, thou Giver, great and sure

;

Come, and make my.spirit bright!

2 Best of all my helpers thou

!

Dearest gnest that I can know,
freshest draught that I can find:

In my labor thou art
;

Thou dost bid my fever

To my sorrow? thou art kind.

3 Cleanse thou every sordid place,

Soften harshness by thy grace,

Heal the wounds I feel within
;

Bend the stubborn will to thine,

Cheer the thoughts that droop and pine-
Rule whatever turns to sin

!

4 Give to them that faithful be

Everlasting trust in thee,

All thy sevenfold gifts bestow
;

Give to virtue her reward,

Give us safety in oar Lord,

Give what joy immortals know !



226 £be Ibolg Spirit.

TOULON. 10s.
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Teach me to do the thing thatpleaseth thee; Thou art my God, in thee I liveandmove,

id of righteouOh, let thy lov - ing Spir-it lead me forth In- to the land of righteousness and 1c
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Teach me to do the thing that pleaseth

thee

;

Thou art my God, in thee I live and move

;

Oh, let thy loving Spirit lead me forth

Into the land of righteousness and love.

2 Thy love the law and impulse of my soul,

Thy righteousness its fitness and its plea,

Thy loving Spirit mercy's sweet control

To make me liker, draw me nearer thee.

3 My highest hope to be where, Lord, thou

art,

To lose myself in thee my richest gain,

To do thy will the habit of my heart,

To grieve the Spirit my severest pain.

4 Thy smile my sunshine, all my peace

from thence,

From self alone what could that peace

destroy ?

Thy joy my sorrow at the least offence,

My sorrow that I am not more thy joy.

J. S. B. Monsell.

£)-^4 Tf)f Jullnrss of Grarr.

Holy Spirit ! now descend on me
As showers of rain upon the thirsty

ground

;

Cause me to flourish as a spreading tree
;

May all thy pr» <-i< >us fruit s in me be found.

1 Be thou my guide into nil truth divine

:

Give in-- increasing knowledge of my
God;

Show me the glories that in Jesus shine,

And make my heart the place of his

abode.

3 Be thou my quickener— in mo revive

Each drooping grace so prone to fade

and die

;

Help me on Jesus day by day to live,

And loosen more and more each earthly

tie.

4 Blest Spirit! I would yield myself to

thee,

Do for'me more than I can ask or think;

Let me thy holy habitation be,

And daily deeper from thy fullness drink.
Christina Forsyth.

545 £f> f $ fart on U)« 9Itar-

Spirit of God ! descend upon my heart

;

Wean it from earth, through all its pulses

move

;

Stoop to my weakness, mighty as thou art,

And make me love thee as I ought to love.

2 Teach me to feel that thou art always

nigh
;

Teach me the struggles of the soul to bear;

To check the rising doubt, the rebel sign
\

Teach me the' patience of unanswered

prayer.

3 Teach me to love thee as thine angels love,

One holy passion tilling all my frame;

The baptism of the heaven-descended Dove,

My heart an altar, and thy love the flame.
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- : --of light, of pur-i - ty and love;Hail, Ho- ly Spii • it, bright immor-tal Dove ! Great spring of light, of pur-1 - ty and love;

jJ ljJHJJJLUBl,'-f./V

Pro-cced-ing from the Father and the Son, Distinct from both,and yet with both but one

? _ ,
~'. 7*.. . , ^ Will warn the frozen heart with love divine.

Hail, Holy Spirit, bright immortal Dove

!

Aud^ ks Maker,
s image make u shine

Great soring of light, of punt)' and love; ~, , , ... . „ , ..

Proceeding from the Father and the Son, 3 Oh, shed thine influence, and thy power

Distinct from both, and vet with both but one. ~.
exe

f ',.>,,, ,__ _ . . . , Clear mv dark mind, and thaw my icy heart;
2 Lord, from thee one kind and quick- pour Qnmy drowgy

'

soul celestiai day>
enmg ray And neaven]y life to all its powers convey.

Will pierce the gloom and re-enkindle day

;

sur.on Browne. .

PAX DEL 10s J. B. Dykes.

f "25-
[ "15*- "27" -25- •—' l

Otbougreat Friend toallthe sons of men. Who once appeared in humblest guise below,

ami rtif :y p fir fy% p cictp f pfr¥f^

w r r r f jtff &
Sir. to re- buke. to break the captive's chain.And call thy brethren forth from want and woe I

JSU* M^ - 43T. . ** - J iT. rt

i>4-7 RuiUancr into Irutf). «•-.« i « ,,. . , ,

r _ .
" , _ .. „ Stumbling and fallincr in disastrous night,

thou great Friend to all the sons of men, Yet hopin„ ever £or^ fcc ,

W ho once appeared m humblest guise be-

jow 3 les: thou art still the Life; thou art the

Sin to rebuke, to break the cantive's chain, ,-•'

And call thy brethren forth from want The hohest know, -Light, Life, and Way
andwoe! of heaven;

2 We look to thee : thy Spirit gives the light
A°d *"* W

J\°

d
f

T

?f
*??**** de

?°f^
Which guides the nations^ sropiu* on ^J* the hght

'
***> "**> which *°*

nast given.
: Parker.

rhich guides the nations, groping on
their way.
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PARACLETE. 7s, 5s.
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Ho-ly Ghost, the In- fin - ite! Shine up-on our nature's night With thy bless-ed inward light, Com-fort-er Di-vine!

f)4S " Comfortrr JDibinr
!"

Holy Ghost, the Infinite

!

Shine upon our nature's night

With thy blessed inward light,

Comforter Divine

!

2 "We are sinful : cleanse us, Lord }

We are faint : thy strength afford
j

Lost,— until by thee restored,

Comforter Divine

!

3 Like the dew, thy peace distill

;

Guide, subdue our wayward will,

Things of Christ unfolding still,

Comforter Divine

!

4 In us, for us, intercede,

And with voiceless groanings, plead
Our unutterable need,

Comforter Divine

!

5 In us "Abba, Father," cry,

—

Earnest of our bliss on high,

Seal of immortality,

—

Comforter Divine!

6 Search for us the depths of God

;

Bear us up the starry road,

To the height of thine abode,

Comforter Divine!
George Rawsori.

Arr. by H. J. Gauntlett.

Gracious Spir-it, Ho-ly Ghost, Taught by thee, we covet most Of thy gifts at Pen-to -cost, Ho-ly, heaven-ly love.

549 ^fabrnls lobf.

Gracious Spirit, Holy Ghost,

Taught by thee, we covet most

Of thy gifts at Pentecost,

Holy, heavenly love.

2 Faith, that mountains could remove,

Tongues of earth or heaven above,

Knowledge— all things— empty prove,

Without heavenly love.

3 Love is kind, and suffers long;

Love is meek, and thinks no wrong;

Xove, than death itself more strong:

Give us heavenly love.

4 Prophecy will Cade away,

Melting in the light of day;

Love will ever with us stay

:

Give us heavenly love.

5 Faith will vanish into sight

;

Hope be emptied in delight

;

Love in heaven will shine more bright:

Give us heavenly love.

6 Faith and hope and love we see

Joining hand in hand agree

;

But the greatest of the three,

And the best, is lovo.

7 From the overshadowing

Of thy gold and silver wing,

Shed on us, who to thee sing,

Holy, heavenly love.
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^#§piiip^?p^ii
Come, Ho • ly Spirit, come! Let thy bright beams u

1
; Dispel the sorrow from our minds, The darkness from 01

i^fffffffffffpi
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Come. Holy Spirit, come!
Let thy bright beams arise;

Dispel the sorrow from our minds,

The darkness from our eyes.

2 Convince us of our sin,

Then lead to Jesus' blood,

And to our wondering view reVeal

The mercies of our God.

3 Revive our drooping faith,

Our doubts and fears remove,

And kindle in our breasts the flame

Of never-dying love.

4 'T is' thine to cleanse the heart,

To sanctify the soul,

To pour fresh life in every part,

And new-create the whole.

5 Come, Holy Spirit, come

;

Our minds from bondage free
y

Then shall we know, and praise, and love,

The Father, Son, and thee.
Joseph Hart

OILTON. 7s, 5i,

551 3rsu»' Parting Gift

The Holy Ghost is here,

Where saints in prayer agree
,

As Jesus1 parting gift,— is near
Each pleading company

2 Not far away is he,

To be by prayer brought nigh,

But here in present majesty

As in his courts on high.

3 He dwells within our soul,

An ever welcome guest 1

He reigns with absolute control,

As monarch in the breast.

4 Our bodies are his shrine,

And he the indwelling Lord
j

All hail, thou Comforter divine,

Be evermore adored

!

5 Obedient to thy will,

We wait to feel thy power,
Lord of life, our hopes fulfill,

And bless this hallowed hour.

"W '* -*--©•
-f-

-0- "ST
Lei thy wondrous way be known, And let ev-ery na-tion own Thou art God, and thou a • lone: Spirit, hear our prayer.

it./ntTf
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Let thy wondrous way be known,
And let every nation own
Thou art God, and thou alone

;

Spirit, hear our prayer.

2 Let each one thy glorious name
Magnify, and spread thy fame,

And thy love let all proclaim

:

Spirit, hear our prayer.

3 Let the nations join to sing,

And let hallelujahs ring

To the righteous Judge and lung;
Spirit, hear our prayer.

4 Then shall blessings from thy hand
Fall in showers upon the land,

And the world.in rapture stand:

Spirit, hear our prayer.
A I&ckaon.
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MAYErTT. 76,6a.

553 "Cf)r Spirit srarrrjcttj."

Spirit of the Only Wise,

Thou in whom all knowledge lies,

Reading all with searching eyes—
Hear us, Holy Spirit

2 Comforter, to whom we owe
All that we rejoice to know
Of our Saviour's work below,

Hear us, Holy Spirit.

3 Spirit, whom our failings grieve,

Whom the world will not receive,

Who dost help us to believe,

Hear us, Holy Spirit.

4 Spirit, guarding us from ill,

Bend aright our stubborn will
j

Though we grieve thee, patient still—
Hear us, Holy Spirit.

5 Thou whose grace the Church doth fill,

Showing her God's perfect will,

Making Jesus present still

;

Hear us, Holy Spirit.
Thomas B. Pollock.

Art. by A. S. Sullivan.

pipgpip^iiLi^ipi
8pirit blest, who art a-dored With tha Father and the Word, One eternal God and Lord: Hear ua, Ho-ly Spir-it.

Tf-TfH
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Spirit blest, who art adored

With the Father and the Word,

One eternal God and Lord:

Hear us, Holy Spirit.

2 Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

Dew descending from above,

Breath of life, and fire of love
j

Hear us, Holy Spirit.

3 Spirit guiding us aright,

Spirit making darkness light,

Spirit of resistless might

;

Hear us, Holy Spirit.

4 Keep us in the narrow way,

Warn us when we go astray,

Plead within us when we pray;

Hear us, Holy Spirit.

5 Holy, loving, as thou art,

Come, and live within our heart,

Never from us to depart

;

Hear us. Holy Spirit.
Thomas Jl. Pollock.
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own bright rays im • part. (Come, Fa - ther
i T

of the fa - therless,
\

of all hap-pi-ness, J Come,Lamp of ev-ery heart.

r
555 ^> f 5oiarf in a" &«*
Come, Holy Spirit, from above,

And from the realms of light and love

Thine own bright rays impart.

Come, Father of the fatherless,

Come, Giver of all happiness,

Come, Lamp of every heart.

2 thou, of comforters the best,

thou, the soul's most welcome guest,

thou, our sweet repose,

Our resting-place from life's long care,

Our shadow from the world's fierce glare,

Our solace in all woes.

3 Wash out e"ach dark and sordid stain,

Water each dry and ai-id plain,

Raise up the bruised reed.

Enkindle what is cold and chill,

Relax the stiff and stubborn will,

Guide those that goodness need.
A. P. Stanley, tx

556 Gifcrr of Crutrj.

Holy Ghost, thou Fount of light,

Thy blessed radiance puts to flight

The darkness of the mind

;

The pure are only pure through thee

;

And thou the prisoner dost set free,

And cheer with light the blind.

2 Thy grace eternal truth instills,

The ignorant with knowledge fills,

Awakens those who sleep,

Inspires the tongue, informs the eye,

Expands the heart with charity,

And comforts all who weep.

3 Teach us to aim at heaven's high prize,

And for its glory to despise

The world and all below

;

Cleanse us from sin, direct us right,

Illume us with thy heavenly light,

Thy peace on us bestow.

4 Lord of all sanctity and might,

Eternal thou and infinite,

The life of earth and heaven

;

To thee the High and Holy One,
To thee, with Father, and with Son,

Be praise and glory given.
Edward Caswail, tr.

05 I CfJ f ITallfD of Drn tfonrs.

Descend from heaven, celestial Dove,
With flames of pure seraphic love

Our ravished breasts inspire.

Fount of joy, blest Paraclete,

Warm our cold hearts with heavenly heat,

And set our souls on fire.

2 Breathe on these bones, so dry and dead

;

Thy sweetest, softest influence shed
In all our hearts abroad.

Point out the place where grace abounds

:

Direct us to the bleeding wounds
Of our incarnate God.

3 Conduct, blest' Guide, thy sinner-train

To Calvary, where the Lamb was slain s

And with us there abide.

Let us our loved Redeemer meet,
• his pierced hands and feet,

And view his wounded side.

J Kpt H-rt.
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MORNINGTON. S. M

plsigii^pfiifgfSill
Ait. by L. Mason.

Lord, bid thy light arise On all thy peo-ple here, And when we raise our longing eyes, Oh, may we find thee near!

iSM
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Lord, bid thy light arise

On all thy people here,

And when we raise our longing eyes,

Oh, may we find thee near

!

2 Thy,Holy Spirit send,

To quicken every soul

;

An'd hearts, the most rebellious, bend
To thy divine control.

3 Let all that own thy name
Thy sacred image bear,

And light in every heart the flame

Of watchfulness and prayer.

4 Since in thy love we see

Our only sure relief,

Oh, raise our earthly minds to thee,

And help our unbelief!
VV. H. Bathurst.

559 Crathing JTruth.

Come, Spirit, source of light,

Thy grace is unconfined
j

Dispel the gloomy shades of night,

The darkness of the mind.

2 Now to our eyes display

The truth thy words reveal

;

Cause us to run the heavenly way,

Delighting in thy will.

3 Thy teachings make us know
The mysteries of thy love,

The vanity of things below,

The joy of things above.

4 While through this maze we stray,

Oh, spread thy beams abroad

,

Disclose the dangers of the way,

And guide our steps to God.
B. Bcddome. alt

S. J. P. Dl'NMAlST. MARQABET. S. M. w S. J. P. Di-nman.

Come, Ho-ly Stir-it, come, With en - er-gy di- vine; And on this poor be-nighted soul,With beamsof
w

560 £&c $ rart Awl'*-

Come, Holy Spirit, come,
With energy divine

;

And on this poor benighted soul,

With beams of mercy shine.

2 Oh, melt this frozen heart

;

This stubborn will subdue

;

Each evil passion overcome,

And form me all anew.

3 Mine will the profit be,

l>ut tliiue shall be the praise;

And unto thee will I devote

The remnant of my days.
BcnJ.imiii Bcddome.

561 ffir t&orka in ®s.

'T is God the Spirit leads

In paths before unknown

;

The work to be performed is ours,

The strength is all his own.

2 Supported by his grace

We still pursue our way ;

And hope at last to reach the prize,

Secure in endless day.

3 'T is he that works to will,

'T is he that works to do
;

His is the power by whicli we act,

nis be the glory too.
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Blest Comforter divine

!

Let rays of heavenly love

Amid our gloom and darkness shine,

And guide our souls above.

2 Turn us, -with gentle voice,

From every sinful way,
And bid the mourning saint rejoice,

Though earthly joys decay.

j By thine inspiring breath

Make every cloud of care,

And ev'n the gloomy vail of death,

A smile of glory wear.

4 Oh ! fill thou every heart

With love to all our race
;

Great Comforter, to us impart
These blessings of thy grace.

Mrs. L. H. Sigoumey.

0()»5 "SB^r) v&t br Sar.rtittrU."

Lord God, the Holy Ghost,

In this accepted hour,

As on the day of Pentecost,

Descend in all thy power

!

2 We meet with one accord

In our appointed place,

And wait the promise of our Lord,
The Spirit of all grace.

3 Like mighty rushing wind
Upon the waves beneath,

Move with one impulse every mind,
One soul, one feeling breathe.

4 The young, the old, inspire

With wisdom from above,

And give us hearts and tongues of fire

To pray, and praise, and love>

5 Spirit of light, explore

And chase our gloom away,

With luster shining more and mora
Unto the perfect day.

6 Spirit of truth, be thou

In life and death our guide

:

Spirit of adoption, now
May we be sanctified

!

James Montgomery.

564 Grirbins tfjf Spirit.

The Comforter has come,
We feel his presence here,

Our hearts would now no longer roam,

But bow in filial fear.

2 This tenderness of love,

This hush of solemn power,

—

'T is heaven descending from above,

To fill this favored hour.

3 Earth's darkness all has fled,

Heaven's light serenely shines,

And. every heart, divinely led,

To holy thought inclines.

4 No more let sin deceive,

Nor earthly cares betray,

Oh, let us never, never grievo

The Comforter away

!
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Zbe Gospel :-Btonement fleeocO.

Not all the outward forms on earth, Nor rites that Ood has given.Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth,Can raise a aoul to heav'n.

?£0mmmtmk
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Not all the outward forms on earth,

Nor rites that God has given,

Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth,

Can raise a soul to heaven.

2 The sovereign will of God alone

Creates us heirs of grace

;

Born in the image of his Son,

A new, peculiar race.

3 The Spirit, like some heavenly wind,

Breathes on the sons of flesh,

New-models all the carnal mind,

And forms the man afresh.

4 Our quickened souls awakeand rise

From the long sleep of death

;

On heavenly things we fix our eyes,

And praise employs our breath.

566 c^ f *oul BuiiutJ.

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 there 'a a voice of sovereign grace,

Sounds from the sacred word

;

"Ho ! ye despairing sinners, come,

And trust a pardoning Lord."

3 My soul obeys the almighty call,

And runs to this relief

;

I would believe thy promise, Lord

:

Oh, help my unbelief

!

4 A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
On thy kind arms I fall

;

Be thou my Strength and Righteousness,

My Saviour and my All.

BALERMA. C. M.

How helpless guilty nature lies, Unconscious of its load! The heart,unchanged, can never rise Tohap-pi- ness and Ood.

, A. . J .^ .,A ftA^^m^^î ^ms^m
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How helpless guilty nature lies,

Unconscious of its load

!

The heart, unchanged, can never rise

To happiness and God.

2 Can aught, beneath a power divine,

The stubborn will.subdue ?

'T is thine, almighty Spirit ! thine,

To form the heart anew.

3 'T is thine, the passions to recall,

And upward 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,

'T is thine alone to give.

5 Oh, change these wretched hearts of OUTS,

And give them life divine
;

Then shall our passions and our powers.

Almighty Lord! be thine.
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IfSm
Bal-vationfull,at high-estcost, He offers free to all

1 i> 1

Ood loTed the world of sinners lost And ruined by the £iil

Oh, 'twas love.'t was wondrous love! The love of God to me; Itbroughtniy Saviour from above, To die on Cal • va - ry.

OuS Cfjr Srrkinfl lobf of <5o^i.

God loved the world of sinners lost

And ruined by the fall

;

Salvation full, at highest cost,

He offers free to all.

Ref.—Oh, 't -was love, 't was wondrous love

!

The love of God to me

;

It brought my Saviour from above,

To die on Calvary.

2 Ev'n now by faith I claim him mine,

The risen Sou of God

;

Redemption by his death I find,

And cleansing through the blood.

—

Ref.

3 Love brings the glorious fullness in,

And to his saints makes known
The blessed rest from inbred sin,

Through faith in Christ alone.— Ref.

4 Believing souls, rejoicing go

;

There shall to you be given

A glorious foretaste, hero below,

Of endless life in heaven. — Ref.

5 Of victory now o'er Satan's power
.Let all the ransomed sing,

And triumph in the dying hour
Through Christ the Lordour King.— Ref.

Mrs. M. If. Stockton.

E. W. BULLINCEK.

ll^Ppl
Precious, precious blood of Je-sus, Shed on Cal - va- ry, Shed for rebels, shed for sin-ners, Shed for thee!

560 "Bloobof HfBua."

Precious, precious blood of Jesus,

Shed on Calvary,

Shed for rebels, shed for sinners,

Shed for thee

!

2 Though thy sins are red like crimson,

Deep in scarlet glow,

Jesus' precious blood shall wash thee

White as snow.

3 Precious blood that hath redeemed us!

All the price is paid !

Perfect pardon now is offered,

Peace is made.

4 Precious blood ! by this we conquer

In the fiercest fight,

Sin and Satan overcomiug

By its might.
Trances R. Havercal.
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An-, fr. Beethoven.

Not all the blood of beasts On Jewish altars slain,

I
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Not all the blood of beasts

On Jewish altars slain,

Could give the guilty conscience peace,.

Or wash away the stain.

2 But Christ the heavenly Lamb
Takes all our sins away,

A sacrifice of nobler name
And richer blood than they.

3 My faith would lay her hand
On that dear head of thine,

Could give the guilty conscience peace, Or wash away the stain.

While like a penitent I stand,

And there confess my sia.

4 My soul looks back to see

The burdens thou didst bear,

When hanging on the cursed tree

And hopes her guilt was there.

5 Believing, we rejoice

To see the curse remove

;

We bless the Lamb with cheerful voice,

And sing his dying love.
Isaac Watts.

SHAWMUT. 8. M. Lowell Mason.
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Oh, where shall rest be found—Rest for the wea- ry soul? 'T were vain the ocean's depths to sound, Or pierce to ei-ther pole.
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Oh, where shall rest be found—

.

Rest for the weary soul 1

'T were vain the ocean's depths to sound,

Or pierce to either pole.

2 The world can never give

The bliss for which we sigh

:

'T is not the whole of life to live,

Nor all of death to die.

3 Beyond this vale of tears

There is a life above,

Unmeasured by the flight of years

;

And all that life is love.

4 There is a death whose pang
Outlasts the fleeting breath

:

Oh, what eternal horrors hang
Around the second death

!

5 Lord God of truth and grace!

Teach us that death to shun,

Lest we be banished from thy face,

And evermore undone.
James Montgomery.

572 9 i3h2«''n'an Oa-mtftJ.

And wilt thou hear, Lord,

Thy suppliant people's cry ?

And pardon, though thy book record

Our crimes of crimson dye ?

2 So deep are they engraved, —

*

So terrible their fear:

The righteous scarcely shall be saved,

And where shall we appear ?

3 Let us make all things known
To him who all things sees

:

That so his blood may yet atoue

For our iniquities.

4 thou, Physician blest,

Make clean tho guilty soul

;

And us, by many a sin oppressed,

Restore, and keep us whole

!

John M Ncale.tr.
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CAN sinners hope for heaven,

Who love this woi-ld so wellt

Or dream of future happiness,

While on the road to hell ?

2 Shall they hosannas sing,

With an unhallowed tongue ?

Shall palms adorn the guilty hand
Which does its neighbor wrong ?

3 Thy grace, God, alone,

Good hope can e'er afford

!

The pardoned and the pure shall see

The glory of the Lord.
Ben);

574 "3rBUS<Pn!jj."

Not what these hands have done
Can save this guilty soul

:

Not what this toiling flesh has borne

Can make my spirit whole.

2 Not what I feel or do
Can give me peace with God

;

Not all my prayers, and sighs, and tears,

Can bear my awful load.

3 Thy work alone, Christ,

Can ease this weight of sin

:

Thy blood alone, Lamb of God,
Can give me peace within.

0/0 probation.

A charge to keep I have,

A God to glorify,

A never-dying soul to save,

And fit it for the sky.

2 To serve the present age,

My calling to fulfill

;

Oh, may it all my powers engage
To do my Master's will.

3 Arm me with jealous care,

As in thy sight to live

;

And oh, thy servant, Lord, prepare

A strict account to give.

4 Help me to watch and pray,

And on thyself rely,

Assured, if I my trust betray,

I shall for ever die.
Charles Wesley.

4 U " "I Dofonfoart."

Like sheep we went astray,

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,

When Christ sustained the stroke!

His life and blood the Shepherd pays,

A ransom for the Hock.

4, But God shall raise his head,

O'er all the sons of men,
And make him see a numerous seed.

To recompense his pain.
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Amazing grace
!
how sweet the sound That sa^ed a wTetch like nie ! I once was lost, but now

Ol4 " amajing ©Tatr."

Amazing grace ! how sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me

!

1 once was lost, but now am found—
Was blind, but now I see.

2 'T was grace that taught my heart to fear,

And grace my fears relieved

;

How precious did that grace appear,
The hour I first believed

!

3 Through many dangers, toils, and snares,
I have already come

;

'T is grace hath brought me safe thus far,

And grace will lead me home.

4 Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail

And mortal life shall cease,

1 shall possess within the vail

A life of joy and peace.

5 The earth shall soon dissolve like snow,
The sun forbear to shine

;

But God, who called me here below,
Will be for ever mine.

John Newton.

:

578 "Sanation."

Salvation!— oh, the joyfuTsound

!

'T is pleasure to our ears

;

A sovereign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.

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.

cowpeb. c M.

now I see.found—Was blind, but nowise

3 Salvation !— let the echo fly

The spacious earth around

;

While all the armies of the sky
Conspire to raise the sound.

4 Salvation ! thou bleeding Lamb

!

To thee the praise belongs

:

Salvation shall inspire our hearts,

And dwell upon our tongues.
Isaac Watts.

579 Z«f). 13:1.

There is a fountain filled with blood,
Drawn from Iminanuel'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 Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,

Till all the ransomed church of God
Be saved to sin no more.

4 E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be, till I die.

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song,
I '11 sing thy power to save,

When this poor lisping, stammering tongue
Lies silent in the grave.

William Copper.
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Awake, my heart, arise, my tongue,

Prepare a tuneful voice

;

In God, the life of all my joys,

Aloud will I rejoice.

T is he adorned my naked soul,

And made salvation mine

;

Upon a poor, polluted worm,
He makes his graces shine.

2 And lest the shadow of a spot

Should on my soul be found,

He took the robe the Saviour wrought,

And cast it all around.

How far the heavenly robe exceeds

What earthly princes wear

!

These ornaments, how bright they shine

!

How white the garments are

!

3 The Spirit wrought my faith and love,

And hope and every grace

;

But Jesus spent his life to work
The robe of righteousness.

Strangely, my soul, art thou arrayed,

By the great sacred Three
;

In sweetest harmony of praise,

Let all thy powers agree.

GLASGOW. C. M. G. F. Root.

H

'
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Great God, when I approach thy throne.

And all thy glory see

;

This is my stay, and this alone,

That Jesus died for me.

2 How can a soul condemned to die,

Escape the just decree ?

Helpless, and full of sin am I,

But Jesus died for me.

3 Burdened with sin's oppressive chain,

Oh, how can I get free ?

No peace can all my efforts gain,

But Jesus died for me.

4 And, Lord, when I behold thy face,

This must be all my plea

;

Save me by thy almighty grace,

For Jesus died for me.
W. H. Bathurst.
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OLD, OLD STORY. 7s, 6s. D. W. H Doanb.
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582 £*>' Store of tfjr Cross.

Tell me the old, old story

Of unseen things above,

Of Jesus and his glory,

Of Jesus and his love.

Tell me the story simply,

As to a little child,

For I am weak and weary,

And helpless and defiled.- -Cho.

2 Tdl ine the story slowly,

That I may take it in —
Thai wonderful Redemption,

God's remedy for sin

!

Tell me the story often,

For I forget bo Boon I

ly dew" of morning
i a ay at uoon!— CHO.

3 Tell me the story softly,

With earnest tones and grave

;

Remember ! I *m the sinner

Whom Jesus eame to save.

Tell me that story always.

If you would really be,

In any time of trouble,

A comforter to me.— Clio.

4 Tell mo the B&me old

When yon have eanse to Bear

That this world's empty glory

dear.

Yes, and when that world's glory

Is drawing on my soul.

Tell me the old, old story:

"Christ Jesuj makes tin a whole."-Cho.
K. Hjnkcv.
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TELL TH2 8T0BY 7 a, 6a. D W. C Fischer.

ry Of tnseen things a-bove, Of

mmm
ore to tell the eto-ry. Because Iknow 'tis trce; It aat-is-fiesmy lcneinga As nothing else can da.

I lore to tell the sto-ry, T *ill be my theme in glory, To teU the old, old sto-ry Of Je-susand bis lore.
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I love to tell the story

Of unseen things above,

Of Jesus and his glory,

Of Jesus and his love.

1 love to tell the story,

Because I know 'tis true;

It satisfies my longings

As nothing else can do.— Cho.

2 I love to tell the story:

'T is pleasant to repeat

What seems, each time I tell it,

More wonderfully sweet.

I love to tell the story :

For some have never heard

The message of salvation,

From God's own holy word.— Cho.

3 I love to tell the story
;

For those who know it best

Seem hungering and thirsting

To hear it like the rest.

ADd when, in scenes of glory,

I sing the New, New Song,
T will be the Old, Old Story
That 1 have loved so long. — Cho.

K H«akcy.

if
»>S4 3fsus Cross.

I saw the cross of Jesus,

When burdened with my sin >

1 sought the cross of Jesus,

To give me peace within
j

1 brought my soul to Jesus,

He cleansed it in his blood

;

And in the cross of Jesus

I found my peace with God.

Cho.—No righteousness, no merit,

No beauty can I plead

;

Yet in the cross I glory,

My title there I read.

2 Sweet is the cross of Jesus'

There let my weary heart

Still rest in peace unshaken,

Till with him, ne'er to part

;

And then in strains of glory

I "11 sing his wondrous power,

Where sin can never enter,

And death is known no more.

Cho.— I love the cross of Jesus,

It tells me what I am :

A vile and guilty creature,

Saved only through the Lamb.
F Wtite6tl<t
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NAUMANN. CM. 6L

E • ter - nal Light I e-ter-nal Light! How pure the bouI must be, When, placed within thy
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585 tbtsmti.

Eternal Light ! eternal Light

!

How pure the soul must be,

When, placed within thy searching sight,

It shrinks not, but, with calm delight

Can live, and look on thee

!

2 The spirits that surround thy throne,

May bear the burning bliss
;

But that is surely theirs alone,

Since they have never, never known
A fallen world like this.

3 There is a way for man to rise

To that sublime abode :
—

An offering and a sacrifice,

A Holy Spirit's energies,

An advocate with God.

4 These, these prepare us for the sight

Of holiness above

:

The sons of ignorance and night

May dwell in the eternal Light,

Through the eternal Love

!

Thomas Binncy.

586 l&r Son.

Saviour, where shall guilty man
Find rest except in thee ?

Thine was the warfare with his foe,

The cross of pain, the cup of woe,

And thine the victory.

2 How came the everlasting Son,

The Lord of life, to diet

Why didst thou meet the tempter's power,

Why, Josua, in thy dying hour, .

Endr.ro such agony 1

calm de-iight Can live, and look on thee I

3 To save us by thy precious blood,

To make us one in thee,

That ours might be thy perfect life,

Thy thorny crown, thy cross, thy strife,

And ours the victory.

4 Oh, make us worthy, gracious Lord.

Of all thy love to be
;

To thy blest will our wills incline,

That unto death we may be thine,

And ever live in thee.
C. E. May

587 **« ft°to ®f)OBt.

Come, thou who dost the soul endue
With sevenfold gifts of grace

;

Come, thou who dost the world renew,

Author of peace, consoler true,

Spirit of holiness.

2 Thou didst the gospel -trumpet sound

O'er all the world afar
;

And summon from their sleep profound
The dead, who lay in darkness round,

To hail the Morning Star.

3 Thine bo all praise for evermore,

From all salvation's heirs

;

Thy goodness, truth, and love, and power,

Let all created worlds adore

In holy hymns and prayers.

4 thou, who toachost us to place

In thee our hope and trust,

The stains of former guilt efface,

Confirm the innocent in grace,

And glorify the just.
Edward Casw.ill. to
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with the cho- ral throng,The Saviour's pra

1 X-
sesto pro-long, A-mid life's fleet • ing hours.
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WOULDST thou eternal life obtain ?

Now to the cross repair

;

There stand and gaze and weep and pray
Where Jesus breathes his life away

;

Eternal life is there

!

2 Go— there from every streaming wound
Flows rich atoning blood

:

That blood can cleanse thy deepest stain,

Bid frowning justice smile again,

And seal thy peace with God.

3 Sing of the Lamb that once was slain 3 Go— at that cross thy heart subdued
That man might be forgiven

;

With thankful love shall glow

;

Sing how he broke death's bars in twain, By wondrous grace thy soul set free,

Ascending high in bliss to reign, Eternal life from Christ to thee

The God of earth and heaven ! A vital stream shall flow

!

Thomas Hastings. Ray Palmet.

O88 '"a Sabiout's Elootl."

Go, tune thy voice to sacred song,

Exert thy noblest powers

;

Go, mingle with the choral throng,

The Saviour's praises to prolong,

Amid life's fleeting hours.

2 Hast found the pearl of price unknown,
That cost a Saviour's blood ?

Heir of a bright celestial crown,

That sparkles near the eternal throne,

Oh, sing the praise of God

!

QUTES. CM. 5L F C. Maker.

Vouldst thou e - ter-nal li fe
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LENOX. E. M. J. Edson.

i^pi^g®^^^ffi
my soul,a-rise! Shake off thy guilty fears; The bleeding Sacrifice In my behalf appears;

tepp^e
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my Surety stands:My name is writtenon his hands.

#-rP—r f . i ^ jl

Before the throne my Surety stands,Before the th

^^g^i^f^^^^pip
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ARISE, my soul, arise

!

Shake off thy guilty fears
j

The bleeding Sacrifice

In my behalf appears

;

Before the throne my Surety stands

:

My name is written on his hands.

2 He ever lives above,

For me to intercede,

His all-redeeming love,

His precious blood to plead

;

His blood atoned for all our race,

And sprinkles now the throne of grace.

3 My God is reconciled;

His pardoning voice I hear

;

He owns me for his child

;

I can no longer fear

;

"With confidence I now draw nigh,

And Father, Abba, Father, cry.
Charles Wesley.

591 Star of Jubilrr.

Blow ye the trumpet, blow ;—

•

The gladly solemn sound ;
—

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

The year of jubilee is como

:

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

2 Jesus, our great High Priest,

Hath full atonement made

;

Ye weary spirits, rest

;

Ye mournful souls, be glad:

The year of jubilee is come

:

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

3 Extol the Lamb of God,

The all-atoning Lambj
Redemption in his blood

Throughout the world proclaim :

The year of jubilee is come

;

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.

4 The gospel trumpet hear,

The news of heavenly grace
j

And, saved from earth, appear

Before your Saviour's face

:

The year of jubilee is come

!

Return, ye ransomed sinners, home.
Charles Wesley.

592 " et" Croas 9Ionr.
M

Ye saints, your music bring,

Attuned to sweetest sound,

Strike every trembling string,

Till earth and heaven resound

;

The triumphs of the cross we sing

;

Awake, ye saints, each joyful string.

2 The cross, the cross alone,

Subdued the powers of hell

;

Like lightning from his throne

The prince of darkness fell

;

The triumphs of the cross we sing

;

Awake, ye saints, each joyful string.

3 The cross hath power to save

From all the foes that rise

;

The cross hath made the grave

A passage to the skies

;

The triumphs of tho cross we sing

;

Awake, ye saints, each joyful string.
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8T. OODBIC. H. M.

bid my fear de - part : To whom .save thee,who canst alone For sin a-tone, Lord, shall I flee r

Ot/3 Cftinr. not JHint.

Thy works, not mine, Christ,

Speak gladness to this heart

!

They tell me all is done

;

They bid my fear depart

:

To whom, save thee, who canst alone

For sin atone, Lord, shall I flee ?

2 Thy tears, not mine, Christ,

Have wept my guilt away,
And turned this night of mine

Into a blessed day

:

To whom, save thee, who canst alone

For sin atone, Lord, shall I flee ?

3 Thy wounds, not mine, Christ,

Can heal my bruised soul

;

Thy stripes, not mine, contain

The balm that makes me whole

:

To whom, save thee, who canst alone

For sin atone, Lord, shall I flee t

4 Thy death, not mine, Christ,

Has paid the ransom due

;

Ten thousand deaths like mine
Would have been all too few

:

To whom, save thee, who canst alone

For sin atone, Lord, shall I flee 1
Horadui Borm.

594 £& f Sarrifi" ©fffrrt.

The atoning work is done,

The Victim's blood is shed,

And Jesus now is gone
His people's cause to plead

:

He stands in heaven their great High Priest,

And bears their names upon his breast.

2 Ho sprinkled with his blood
The mercy-seat above;

For justice had withstood

The purposes of love ;

But justice now withstands no more,
And mercy yields her boundless store.

3 No temple made with hands,

His place of service is

;

In heaven itself he stands,

A heavenly priesthood his

:

In him the shadows of the law
Are all fulfilled, and now withdraw.

Thomas Kelly.

595 <^rist tftt Surcb.

Jesus, my great High Priest,

Offered his blood and died

;

My guilty conscience seeks

No sacrifice beside.

His precious blood did once atone

;

And now it pleads before the throne.

2 To this dear Surety's hand
Will I commit my cause

;

He answers and fulfills

His Father's broken laws.

Behold my soul at freedom set

;

My Surety paid the dreadful debt.

3 My great and glorious Lord,

My Conqueror and my King,
Thy scepter raid thy sword,

Thy reigning grace I sing.

Thine is the power ; behold I sit

In willing bonds beneath thy feet.
Iiaac Watts.
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ROTHWELL. L. M. Am by L. Masok
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fore his Fa-ther,God, Pleads the full mer

I

its of his blood, Pleads the full mer • its ofhisblood.

590 Gfjriat, our Stibocatf.

He lives! the great Redeemer lives!

What joy the blest assurance gives!

And now, before his Father, God,

Pleads the full merits of bis blood.

.

2 Repeated crimes awake our fears,

And justice armed with frowns appears;

But in the Saviour's lovely face

Sweet mercy smiles, and all is peace.

3 In every dark, distressful hour,

When sin and Satan join their power,

Let this dear hope repel the dart,

That Jesus bears us on his heart.

4 Great Advocate, almighty Friend

!

On him our humble hopes depend

;

Our cause can never, never fail,

For Jesus pleads, and must prevail.
Anne Steel*

597 «' BtfjoIU lf)t Waa8 ."

Jesus, my All, to heaven is gone,

He whom I fix my hopes upon

;

His track I see, and I '11 pursue

The narrow way till him I view.

2 The way the holy prophets went,

The road that leads from banishment,

The King's highway of holiness,

I '11 go for all his paths are peace.

3 This is the way I long had sought,

And mourned because I found it not

;

My gri(;f, my burden, long had been

Because I could not cease from sin.

4 The more I strove against its power,
I sinned and stumbled but the more

;

Till late I heard my Saviour say,

"Come hither, soul, I am the Way !"

5 Lo ! glad I come ; and thou, dear Lamb,
Shalt take me to thee as I am,
Nothing but sin I thee can give

;

Nothing but love shall I receive.

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

;

1 '11 point to thy redeeming blood,

And say, "Behold the way to God !"

John Cennlck.

598 atonrmrnt itlatjr.

Now to the power of God supreme
Be everlasting honors given

;

He saves from hell,—we bless his name,

—

He guides our wandering feet to heaven.

2 'T was his own purpose that began
To rescue rebels doomed to die

;

He gave us grace in Christ, Ins Son,

Before he spread the starry sky.

3 Jesus, the Lord, appears at last,

And makes his Father's counsels known;
Declares the great transaction past,

And brings immortal blessings down.

4 He dies ; and in that dreadful night

Doth all the powers of hell destroy

;

Rising, he brings our heaven to light,

And takes possession of the joy.



Cbc plan of Salvation.

IKTEaCESSIOK. I. M. J. B. Dykes.
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Jesus, thy Blood and Righteousness

My beauty are, my glorious dress

;

'Midst flaming worlds, in these arrayed,

With joy shall I lift up my head.

2 Lord, I believe thy precious blood,—
Which, at the mercy-seat of God,

For ever doth for sinners plead,—
For me, ev'n for my soul, was shed.

3 When from the dust of death I rise

To claim my mansion in the skies

—

Ev'n then, this shall be all my plea

:

Jesus hath lived, hath died for me.

4 This spotless robe the same appears,

When ruined nature sinks in years

;

No age can change its glorious hue,

The robe of Christ is ever new.

5 Oh, let the dead now hear thy voice

:

Bid, Lord, thy mourning ones rejoice

;

Their beauty this, their glorious dress,

Jesus, the Lord our Righteousness.
John Wesley, t

600 ct" sw*« *-°b ' ° f G<*-

Now TO the Lord a noble song!

Awake, my soul ! awake, my tongue

!

Hosanna to the eternal name,

And all his boundless love proclaim.

2 See where it shines in Jesus' face,

—

The brightest image of his grace

!

God, iu the person of his Son,

Hath all his mightiest works outdone.

3 Grace !—'t is 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 I reach that happy place,

Where he unvails his lovely face,

Where all his beauties you behold,

And sing his name to harps of gold.
Isaac Watts.

601 Constraining Grarf.

Before the throne of God above

I have a strong, a perfect plea

—

A great High Priest, whose name is Love,

Who ever lives and pleads for me.

2 My name is graven on his hands,

My name is written on his heart

;

I know that while in heaven he stands.

No tongue can bid me thence depart.

3 When Satan tempts me to despair,

And tells me of the guilt within,

Upward I look, and see him there

Who made an end of all my sin.

4 Because the sinless Saviour died,

My sinful soul is counted free ;

For bod, the Just, is satisfied

To look on him, and pardon me.

5 One with himself, I cannot die,

My soul is purchased b}r his blood

;

My life is hid with Christ on high,

With Christ, my Saviour and my God.
Mrs. C. L. Dancroft.
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Let us love and sing and wonder Let us prai

He has quench'd Mount Sin-ai's flame: He has washed us in his blood, He has brought us nigh to God.

Let us love and sing and wonder Let us praise the Saviour's name! He has hushed the law's loud thun-der,

002 "ILambof Goti.-

Let us love and sing and wonder,

Let us praise the Saviour's name

!

He has hushed the lav's loud thunder,

He has quenched Mount Sinai's flame:

He has washed us in his blood,

He has brought us nigh to God.

2 Let us love the Lord who bought us,

Pitied us when enemies

;

Called us by his grace, and taught us,

Healed the blindness of our eyes

:

He has washed us in his blood,

.

He presents our souls to God.

3 Let us sing, though fierce temptation

Threaten hard to bear us clown

!

For the Lord, our strong salvation,

Holds in. view the conqueror's crown

:

He, who washed us in his blood,

Soon will bring us home to God.

4 Let us praise, and join the chorus

Of the saints enthroned on high

;

Here they trusted him before us,

Now their praises fill the sky

:

"Thou hast washed us in thy blood,

Thou art worthy, Lamb of God

!

n

John Newton.

603 ^') f Atonement.

He, who mice in righteous vengeance

Whelmed the world beneath the flood,

Once again in mercy cleansed it

With his <»wn most precious bloodj

Coming from his throne on high,

On the painful cross to die.

2 Oh, the wisdom of the Eternal

!

Oh, the depth of love divine

!

Oh, the sweetness of that mercy
Which in Jesus Christ did shine

!

For the guilty, doomed to die,

Jesus paid the penalty.

3 When before the judge we tremble,

Conscious of his broken laws,

May the blood of his atonement
Cry aloud, and plead our cause

;

Bid our guilty terrors cease

;

Be our pardon and our peace.
Edward Caswall, rr.

GOi &*« fccturn to ftcaben.

Jesus comes, his conflict over,

—

Comes to claim his great reward

;

Angels round the Victor hover,

Crowding to behold their Lord

;

Haste, ye saints ! your tribute bring,

Crown him, everlasting King.

2 Yonder throne, for him erected,

Now becomes the Victor's seat
;

Lo, the Man on earth rejected

!

Angels worship at his feet

:

Hasfc . ye saints! your tribute bring,

Crown him, everlasting King.

3 Day and night they cry before him,—
" Holy, holy, h'»ly Lord !"

All the powers of heaven adore him,

All obey his sovereign word;

Haste, ye saints! your tribute bring,

Crown him, everlasting King.
Thomaj Kelly.
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pmmmm^mmmm
Who is this that comes from Edom.All his raiment stained with blood: To the captive speaking freedom;

prt^pE^pffP

()05 Csataf) <?3: I.

Who is this that comes from Edom,
All his raiment stained with blood

;

To the captive speaking freedom;

Bringing and bestowing good:

Glorious in the garb he wears,

Glorious in the spoils he bears ?

2 'T is the Saviour, now victorious,

Traveling onward in his might

;

'T is the Saviour, oh, how glorious

To his people is the sight

!

Satan conquered, and the grave,

Jesus now is strong to save.

BAVAEIA. 6s, 7s. 6 1.

3 Why that blood his raiment staining ?

'T is the blood of many slain ;

Of his foes there 's none remaining,

None the contest to maintain :

Fallen they, no more to rise,

All their glory prostrate lies.

4 Mighty Victor, reign for ever

;

Wear the crown so dearly won

;

Never shall thy people, never

Cease to sing what thou hast done

;

Thou hast fought thy people's foes

;

Thou hast healed thy people's woes.
Thomas Kelly.

mmm
Come to Calvary's holy mountain, Sinners, ruined by the fall! Hero a pure and healing fountain Flows to you, to me, to all,—
C—In a full, per-pet-ual tide, Opened when our Saviour died.

Hiilipiip^
00(3 3 JTountain Pprnrt).

Come to Calvary's holy mountain,

Sinners, ruined by the fall

!

Here a pure and healing fountain

Flows to you, to me, to all,

—

In a full, perpetual tide,

Opened when our Saviour died.

2 Come, in sorrow and contrition,

Wounded, impotent, and blind!

Here the guilty, free remission,

Here the troubled, peace may find
;

Health this fountain will restore,

He that drinks shall thirst no more—
3 He that drinks shall live for ever

;

'T is a soul-renewing flood :

God is faithful ; God will nev< r

Break his covenant in blood,

Signed when our Redeemer died,

Sealed when he was glorified.
James Montgomery.
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ifp^ii^ite^^^
Ancient Melody

Bc-holdtheL&mbof God I O thou for sinners slain, Let it not be in vaiaThatthou hast died:

ppNH^Ffl
007 *fcW an!) tobf.

Behold the Lamb of God

!

thou for sinners slain,

Let it not be in vain

That thou hast died

:

Thee for my Saviour let me take,

My only refuge let me make
Thy pierced side.

2 Behold the Lamb of God

!

Into the sacred flood

Of thy most precious blood

My soul I cast

:

Wash me and make me clean within,

And keep me pure from every sin,

Till life be past.

LOVXNO.KDTONESS. L. M.

3 Behold the Lamb of God

!

All hail, Incarnate Word,
Thou everlasting Lord,

Saviour most blest

;

Fill us with love that never faints,

Grant us with all thy blessed saints

Eternal rest.

4 Behold the Lamb of God

!

Worthy is he alone,

That sitteth on the throne

Of God above

;

One with the Ancient of all days,

One with the Comforter in praise,

All light and love.

k$&j*ipm&^iB^t&mg&
A-wake.mysoul, to joyful laye, And sing thy great Rc-deemer's praise; He just-ly claims a song from me:

A 4-*i +.4-4.A»nyfft&

Hit iov-lng-klnd • ness, oh, how free! Lov-ing-kindness, lov-ing-kind-ness, His lov-iag-kind -ness.eh, how free!

i.*rfu~. .

*ftf f,

rrp,
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SCOTLAND. 12..

25'

The voice of free grace cries, Es-cape to the mountain, For A-dam's lost race Christ hath

am 1

!

i

1

i^ffH hi' f i ftn'i i

f
ifEpam

—I—^-irH-r-M

|g^^gga#§feii§iISS2
blood flows most freely in
praise hir -

f J

he:.
of salva-tion, His blood flows most free

e pass o-ver Jordan,We '11 praise him again,
reamsof salva tion. 1

hen we pass o-verjordan.

)

^ilgl^^^^^^l
608 "Jifr for iiifc.'* Your sins are increasing, escape to the

The voice of free grace cries, Escape to mountain

the mountain His blood can remove them, it flows from

For Adam's lost race' Christ hath opened the fountain.

a fountain
;

Hallelujah to the Lamb, etc.

For sin and uncleanness, and every trans- 3 With joy shall we stand when escaped
gressicn, to the shore;

His blood flows most freely in streams of With harps in our hands we will praise him
salvation.

t lie more t

Hallelujah to the Lamb, etc. We '11 range the sweet plains on the banks

2 Ye souls that are wounded! oh, flee to And sing^f sdvldon for ever and ever

!

the Saviour!
Hallelujah to the Lamb, etc.

He calls you in mercy, 't is infinite favor

;

R . BurtUalL

009 Tune-LOvnrO-EINDNE3S.

Awake, my soul, to joyful lays,

And sing thy great Redeemer's praise

;

He justly claims a song from me

:

His loving-kindness, oh, how free !

2 He saw me ruined in the fall,

Yet loved me, notwithstanding all

;

He saved me from my lost estate

:

His loving-kindness, oh, how great!

3 Though numerous hosts of mighty foes,

Though earth and hell my way oppose,

He safely leads my soul along:

His loving-kindness, oh, how strong!

4 When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,

Has gathered thick and thundered loud,

He near my soul has always stood

:

His loving-kindness, oh, how good!
Sanuil Medley.
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J. E. Goi'LD.is^aa

010 ©>" ^ing Nrrtful. 611 ' Coti filing £>rt."

Why will ye waste on trifling cares God calling yet ! shall I not hear ?

That life which God's compassion spares'? Earth's pleasures shall I still hold dear?

While, in the various range of thought, Shall life's swift passing years all fly,

The one thing needful is forgot? And still my soul in slumber lie ?

2 Shall God invite you from above?
Shall Jesus urge his dying love ?

Shall troubled conscience give you pain ?

And all these pleas unite in vain ?

3 Not so your eyes will always view

Those objects which you now pursue

;

Not so will heaven and hell appear,

When death's decisive hour is near.

4 Almighty God! thy grace impart

;

Fix deep conviction on each heart

:

Nor let us waste on trifling cares

That life which thy compassion spares.
Philip Doddridgff.

ASHWELL. L. M.

2 God calling yet ! shall I not rise ?

Can I his loving voice despise,

And basely his kind care repay ?

He calls me still ; can I delay ?

3 God calling yet! and shall I give

No heed, but still in bondage live ?

I wait, but he does not forsake;

He calls me still ; my heart, awake

!

4 God calling yet ! I cannot stay

;

My heart I yield without delay

;

Vain world, farewell ! from thee I part

;

The voice of God hath reached my heart.
Jane Borthwick, tr.

Lowell Mason.

ma^^iPi^gp
612 -«n n«t iMrttr

This
.

s thc timo . oh> then be wise .

Oh, do not let the word depart, Thou wouldst be saved; why not to-night?
And close thine eyes against the light;

Poor sinner, harden not thy heart: 3 Our God in pity lingers still

;

Thou woul.lsl be wived ; why not to-night? And wilt thou thus his love requite?

Renounce at length thy stubborn will

;

2 To-morrow's sun may never rise Thouwouldsl b« Saved; whvnot to-night?
To ble*« thy long-deluded sight

; un. Liuabeth Reed.



Invitations ano "Warnings.

WJELTOH. L. SL

ny thy • "m
{')\ !> <Pur £ross.

M Take up thy cross," the Saviour said,

"If thou wouldst my disciple be

;

Deny thyself, the world forsake,

Aud humbly follow after uie."

2 Take up thy cross ; let not its weight

Fill thy weak spirit with alarm

;

His strength shall bear thy spirit up,

And brace thy heart and nerve thine arm.

3 Take up thy cross, nor heed the shame
;

Nor let thy foolish pride rebel

;

Thy Lord for thee the cross endured,

To save thy soul from death and hell.

4 Take up thy cross, and follow Christ.;

Nor think till death to lay it down

;

For only he who bears the cross

May hope to wear the glorious crown.
C.W. Ererest

014: "3t thr Door."

Behold a Stranger at the door!

He gently knocks, has knocked before,

Has waited long, is waiting still

;

You treat no other friend so ill.

2 Oh, lovely attitude ! he stands

With melting heart and laden hands
;

Oh, matchless kindness! and he shows
This matchless kindness to his foes.

3 But will he prove a friend indeed ?

He will, the very friend you need—
The Friend of sinners

;
yes, 't is he,

With garments dyed on Calvary.

4 Rise, touched with gratitude divine,

Turn out his enemy and thine,

That soul-destroying monster sin,

And let the heavenly Stranger in.

Joseph Grire-

K0BT0H. 7a.

:-

Arr. fr. Wartensek.

i^aipaif^ip
r:i i V

Come, said Jesus' sacred Yoice.Come.and make my paths your choice; I will guide yon to your home; Weary pilgrim,hither come.

015 fHatt. 11:28.

Come, said Jesus' sacred voice,

Come, and make my paths your choice

;

1 will guide you to your home;
Weary pilgrim, hither come.

2 Thou who, homeless and forlorn,

Long hast borne the proud world's scorn :

SliiiiSipflfg
Long hast roamed the barren waste,

Weary wanderer, hither haste.

3 Hither come, for here is found

Balm that flows for every wound!
Peace that ever shall endure,

Rest eternal, sacred, sure.
! Butaald
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COME, YE DISCONSOLATE, lis, 10b.

CHOIR.CHOIR. . r? . I J-V .

•Come, ye. dis- con-so-late, where'er ye languish; Come to the mercy-seat, fer- vent-ly kneel;

J2- -*- |
PV JL..M..C/.

"4f [flf'ff.wWflfW MI'.FNf. I

CONGREGATION'.

^PH^iipiiifesp
Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your anguish; Earth hath no sorrow that heaven cannot heal.

616 "& frc <Sp rafes "k Comfortfr." Herespeaksthe Coruforter.tendevly saying—

CoME,yedisconsolate,wheve
,crye languish; E^th ***& no sorrow that heaven cannot

Come to the mercy-seat, fervently kneel

;

_

cure -

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell 3 Here see the bread of life ; see waters

your anguish

;

flowing

Earth hath no sorrow that heaven cannot Forth from the throne of God', pure from

heal. a»ove
5

2 Joy of the comfortless, light of the stray- Come to thc.feast of love: come, everknowing
. Earth hath no sorrow but heaven can

Hope of the penitent, fadeless and pure

;

remove. Thon,. 3S Moerc .

EXPOSTULATION, lis. J- HoMON*

Oh.rurn ye.oh.turn ye.for why will ye die,/When God in great mercy is coming so nigh? \ [home.

VNow Jesus invites you, the Spirit says,Comc,/And angels arc waiting to welcome you

617 4, £Eihyfoiiict Oif?" No price is demanded ; the Saviouris here J

OH, turn ye, oh, turn ye, for why will ye die, Redemption is purchased, salvation is free.

When God in p-eat mercy is coming so nigh? , Delay n0^ (lolay nftt> thc gpirit of gfrace>

NowJesus invitesyou, the Spirit says, Come, Tj0ng p.iev0( i anj resisted, may take his

Andangclsare waiting to welcome youhorae.
flight,

2 And now Christ is ready your souls to And leave thee in darkness to finish thy race,

receive, To sink in the gloom of eternity's night.

Oh,ho\veanyouquestion,ifyouwillbelievo? .

IfS n is vour burden, why will you notcome ? 3 Delay not, delay not
;
the hour IS at hand,

T is you he bids welcome ; he bidsyon come 1 ** «»* **" d*SOlve
« "* *« lmfm '

home
'

Jy' i '"
"°ikn"

The dead, small and great, in the judgment

618 VJr°«a <jtl

'

nat ' on - shall stand ;

Delay not, delay nol ; sinner, draw near, "What helper, then, sinner, shall lend thee

The watersof life arenow Mowing for thee; his aid ? rhoMsMMtfav.
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PEKTOJTVILLS. S. M.

4^
Lowell Mason.

4-4-4-
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Now is th'ac-cepted tine, Now is the day ; sinners! come,without delay, And seek the Saviour's face.

619 B|e««cpt*ei«r.

Now is the accepted time,

Nov.- is the day of grace

;

O sinners ! come, without delay,

And seek the Saviour's face.

2 Now is The accepted time,

The Saviour calls to-day

;

To-morrow it may be too late ;

—

Then why should you delay?

3 Now is the accepted time,

The gospel bids you come

;

And every promise in his word
Declares there yet is room.

4 Lord, draw reluctant souls,

And feast them with thy love ;
' '

Then will the angels spread their wings,

And bear the news above.
John IXbeU.

OWEN. 8. M.

620 "Sthnur, ami"

The Spirit, in our hearts,

Is whispering, " Sinner, come :

"

The bride, the Church of Christ, proclaims

To all his children, " Come !

"

2 Let him that heareth say

To all about him, " Come!"
Let him that thirsts for righteousness,

To Christ, the fountain, come

!

3 Yea, whosoever will,

Oh, let him freely come,
And freely drink the stream of life

;

'T is Jesus bids him come.

4 Lo ! Jesus, who invites,

Declares, u
I quickly come ;

"

Lord, even so! we wait thine hour;
blest Redeemer, come

!

H. U. Ondcrdonk.

J. E, Saeetsck.

mdMiitiiiiiAifmmtjim
Did Christ o'er sinners weep, And shall our cheeks be dryl Let £

F3
ten- tial grief Burst forth from every eye.

t)2 1 CEIrrping for Sinnrra.

Did Christ o'er sinners weep,
And shall our cheeks be dry 1

Let floods of penitential grief

Burst forth from every eye.

2 The Son of God in tears

Angels with wonder see

;

Be thou astonished, my soul!

He. shed those tears for thee.

3 He wept that we might woopj
Each sin demands a tear:

In heaven alone no sin is found,

And there 's no weeping there.
1 Beddome.

622 C&r dll of lebr.

And canst thou, sinner! slight

The call of love divine ?

Shall Godj with tenderness, invite,

And gain no thought of thine ?

2 Wilt thou not cease to grieve

The Spirit from thy breast,

Till he thy wretched soul shall leave

With all thy sins oppi

3 To-day a pardoning God
Will hear the suppliant pray;

To-day a Saviour's cleansing blood,

Will wash thy guilt 1

Mrs. Atby B. Hyift
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BENEVENTO. 7a. D.

Sinners, turn.why will ye die? God, your Maker, asks you—Why? God.who did your be-ine giveWhy, ye thankless creatures, why

Made you with himself to live;
Will ye cross his love and die?

fh -0-
-f- ^m -w- -w -w -p- 1— /r> ^

- tal cause demands, Asks the work ofhis own hands,—

023 EjeWel 33:11.

Sinners, turn, why will ye die?

God, your Maker, asks you—Why ?

God, who did your being give,

Made you with himself to live

;

He the fatal cause demands,
Asks the work of his own hands,—
Why, ye thankless creatures, why
Will ye cross his love, and die ?

2 Sinners, turn, why will ye die?

God, your Saviour, asks you—Why ?

He who did your souls retrieve,

Died himself that ye might live.

SEYMOUR. 7s.

Will ye let him die in vain ?

Crucify your Lord again ?

Why, ye ransomed sinners, why
Will ye slight his grace, and die I

3 Sinners, turn, why will ye die?
God, the Spirit, asks you—Why?
He, who all your lives hath strove,

Urged you to embraco his love

:

Will ye not his grace receive ?

Will ye still refuse to live?

Why, ye long-sought sinners ! why,
Will ye grieve your God, and die ?

Ch.irles Wesley.

Arr. fr. Von Weber.

Depth ofmercy!—cauthere be Mer-cy still reserved for mel Can my God his wrath forbear? Me, the chief of sinners spare?

624 "i^Q B.-p.-ntiiitjs arc Binblrtj."

Depth of mercy!— can there be

Mercy still reserved for me ?

Can my God his wrath forbear?

Me, the chief of sinners, spare?

2 I have long withstood bis gr&C<
|

Long provoked him to bis fa

Would not hearken i<> his calls;

Grieved him by a thousand falls.

3 Kindled his relent in gs are;
Me he now delights to spare

;

<Yi. -. How shall 1 give thee up?—
Lets the lifted thunder drop.

4 There for me the Saviour si

Shows his wounds and spreads bis bands!
God is love! I know, I feel •.

•.ill.

Charles Wesley.
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fe^j^^^^^^^^

pur-posehigh, Clasp-ed hands, up-lift-ed eye, Low-ly acts of ad - o - ra-tion To theGodof

625 FcfosBrnttorti.

Holy offerings, rich and rare,

Offerings of praise and prayer,

Purer life and purpose high,

Clasped hands, uplifted eye,

Lowly acts of adoration

To the God of our salvation—
On his altar laid we leave them :

Christ, present them ! God, receive them!

2 Promises in sorrow made,

Left, alas ! too long unpaid

;

Fervent wishes, earnest thought,

Never into action wrought

—

Long withheld, we now restore them,

On thy holy altar pour them

:

There in trembling faith to leave them :

Christ, present them ! God, receive them !

3 Vows and longings, hopes and fears,

Broken-hearted sighs and tears,

Dreams of what we yet might bo

Could we cling more close to thee,

Which, despite of faults and failings,

Kelp thy grace in its prevailings—
On thine altar laid we leave them :

Christ, present them ! God, receive them !

4 Sinful thoughts and wilful ways,
Love of self and human praise,

Pride of life and lust of eye,

Worldly pomp and vanity—
Faults that let and will not leave us,

Though their staying sorely grieve us,

Help, oh, help us to outlive them

;

Christ, atone for ! God, forgive them

!

5 Brighter joys and tenderer tears,

Fonder faith, more faithful fears,

Lowlier penitence for sin,

More of Christ our souls within
;

Love which, when its life was newer,
Burnt within us deeper, truer

—

Lost too long, while we deplore them

:

Jesus, plead for ! God, restore them

!

6 To the Father, aud the Son,
i

And the Spirit, Three in One,
Though our mortal weakness raise

Offerings of imperfect praise,

Vet with hearts bowed down most lowly,

Crying, Holy! Holy! Holy!

On thine altar laid we leave them

:

Christ, present them ' God, receive them '

j s. a m



Sbe Gospel '.-atonement accepted
Bs, 7s, 3.

626 "IcbtniHc!"

Lord, I hear of showers of blessing,

Thou art scattering full and free

:

Showers the thirsty land refreshing:

;

Let some droppings fall on me— Even me,

2 Pass me not, gracious Father

;

Sinful though my heart may be

;

Thou mightst leave me, but the rather

Let thy mercy light on me—Even me.

3 Pass mo not, gracious Saviour
;

Let me love and cling to thee

:

I am longing for thy favor, [me.

Whilst thou 'rt calling, oh, call me—Even

LACHRYMAL 7s. 31.

I" I

Lord, in this thy mercy's day, Ere from us

J-

4 Pass me not, mighty Spirit

;

Thou canst make the blind to see

;

Witnesser of Jesus' merit,

Speak the word of power to me—EvenW.

5 Love of God, so pure and changeless

;

Blood of Christ, so rich and free

;

Grace of God, so strong and boundless,

Magnify it all in me— Even me.

6 Pass me not, but, pardon bringing,

Bind my heart, Lord, to thee

;

Whilst the streams of life are springing,

Blessing others, oh, bless me— Even me.
Mrs. E. Codner.

A. S. Sullivan.

pass a - way, On our knees we fall and pray.

027 "Gcrtibr/Hcrciful."

LORD, in this thy mercy's day,

Ere from us it pass away,

On our knees we fall and pr.^y.

2 Holy Jesus, grant us tears,

Fill us wiili heart-searching fears,

Ere the hour of doom appears.

3 Lord, on us tliy Spirit pour,

Kneeling lowly at (bo door,

Ere it close for evermore.

4 By thy night of agony,

By thy supplicating cry,

By thy willingness to die,—

5 By thy tears of bitter woe
For Jerusalem below,

Lot us not thy love for* go.

6 Judge and Saviour of our rnco,

< trant us, when we see thy face,

With thy ransomed ones a place
hMt William*.
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"Repentance unto TLitc.

W. h. Havcrgal.
259

Thy life v.'as given for me, Thy blood, O Lord, wa3 shed, That I might ransomed be,

62S lui/Huntoi.

Thy life was given for me,
Thy blood, Lord, was shed,

That I might ransomed be,

And quickened from the dead ;

Thy life was given for me

;

What have I given for thee ?

2 Long years were spent for me
In weariness and woe,

That through eternity

Thy glory I might know

;

Long years were spent for me

;

Have I spent one for thee ?

3 Thy Father's home of light,

The rainbow-circled throne,

"Were left for earthly night,

For wanderings sad and lone;

Yea ; all was left for me

;

Have I left aught for thee ?

FHHIP. 7g. 3L

4 Thou, Lord, hast borne for me
More than my tongue can tell

Of bitterest agony,

To rescue me from hell

;

Thou sufferedst all for me

;

What have I borne for thee ?

5 And thou hast brought to me
Down from thy home above

Salvation full and free,

Thy pardon and thy love

;

Great gifts thou broughtest me

;

What have I brought to thee ?

6 Oh, let my life be given,

My years for thee be spent

;

World-fetters all be riven,

And joy with suffering blent

;

Thou gavest thyself for me,
I give myself to thee.

Frances R. Havergal.

' I,
!

~

O my Saviour, heal; Heal me, as I suppliant kneel; Heal me,and my pardon seal.

imrfi'n irmrifirirrri'tr

Heal me, O my

pipH
629 * txu:

.

Heal me, my Saviour, heal

;

Heal me, as I suppliant kneel;

Heal me, and my pardon BeaL

2 Fresh the wounds that sin hath made

;

Hear the prayers I oft have prayed,

And in mercv send me aid.

3 Thou the true Physician art

;

Thou, Christ, canst health impart,

Binding up the bleeding heart.

4 Other comforters are gone ;

Thou canst heal, and thou alone,

Thou for all my sin atone.
Codfr'y Thr-ng.
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pas - sion, Hear our be - wail • ing cry. We come to thee with mourn-ing, We

come to thee in woe; With con-
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e hearts re - turn - ing, And tears that o - ver
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Jesus, our salvation,

Low at thy cross we lie
;

Lord, in thy great compassion,

Hear our bewailing cry.

We come to thee with mourning,
We come to thee in woe

;

With contrite hearts returning,

And tears that overflow.

2 gracious Intercessor,

Priest within the vail,

Plead, for each lost trangressor,

The blood that cannot fail.

We spread our sins before thee,

We tell them one by one
;

Oh, for thy name's great gloryf

Forgive all we have done.

3 Oh, by thy cross and passion,

Thy tears and agony,

And crown of cruel fashion,

And death on Calvary ;

By all that untold suffi

Endured by thee alone;

Priest, <> spotless offering,

Plead for us, and atone

!

I

4 And in these hearts now broken

Re-enter thou and reign,

And say, by that dear token,

We are absolved again.

And build us up, and guide us,

And guard us day by day

;

And in thy presence hide us,

And take our sins away.
James Hamilton.

631 ftopr at tljf CrosB.

When human hopes all wither,

And friends no aid supply,

Then whither, Lord, ah ! whither

Can turn my strainin

'Mid storms of grief still rougher,

'Midst darker, deadlier shade,

That cross where thou didst suffer,

On Calvary was displayed.

2 On that my gaze I fasten,

My refuge that I make
;

Though sorely thou mayst chasten,

Thou never canst forsake
;

Thou on that, cross didst languish,

Ere glory crowned thy head!

And I, through death and anguish,

Musi be to glory led.
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wait-ing To pass the threshold o'er We bear the name of Christians, His
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shame up-on us! To keep him standing there.

632 St t* Doer.

Jesus, thou art standing

Outside the fast-closed door,

In lowly patience waiting

To pass the threshold o'er

:

We bear the name of Christians,

His name and sign we bear

:

Oh, shame, thrice shame upon us

!

To keep him standing there.

2 Jesus, thou art knocking

:

And lo ! that hand is scarred,

And thorns thy brow encircle,

And tears thy face have marred

:

Oh, love that passeth knowledge,

So patiently to wait

!

Oh, sin that hath no equal,

So fast to bar the gate

!

3 Jesus, thou art pleading

In accents meek and low,

—

"I died for you, my children,

And will ye treat me so T
"

Lord, with shame and sorrow

We open now the door

:

Dear Saviour, enter, enter,

And leave us nevermore

!

William \V. How.

D33 ' ^ibe ^s ^art* "-"

We stand in deep repentance,

Before thy throne of love
j

God of grace, forgive us

;

The stain of guilt remove
;

Behold us while with weeping
We lift our eyes to thee

;

And all our sins subduing,

Our Father, set us free

!

2 Oh, shouldst thou from us fallen

Withhold thy grace to guide,

For ever we should wander,

From thee, and peace, aside

;

But thou to spirits contrite

Dost light and life impart,

That man may learn to serve thee-

With thankful, joyous heart.

3 Our souls— on thee we cast them,

Our only refuge thou

!

Thy cheering words revive us,

When pressed with grief we bow

:

Thou b^arest the trusting spirit

Upon thy loving breast,

And give* all thy ransomed
A sweet, unending rest.

Hay Palme*, t
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CONTRITION. 8s, 4s. J. B. Dykes.
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There is a holy sacrifice,

Which God in heaven will not despise,

Yea, which is precious in his eyes,

—

The contrite heart.

2 That lofty One, before whose throne

The countless hosts of heaven bow down,
Another dwelling-place will own,

—

The contrite heart.

3 The holy One, the Son of God,
His pardoning love will shed abroad,

And consecrate as his abode
The contrite heart.

4 The Holy Spirit from on high

Will listen to its faintest sigh,

And cheer, and bless, and purify

The contrite heart.

5 Saviour, I cast my hopes on thee

;

Such as thou art I fain would be

;

In mercy, Lord, bestow on me
The contrite heart.

Charlotte Elliott.

035 Cf> c 15 fart •SuvrrirtKrctJ.

God of my life ! thy boundless grace

Chose, pardoned, and adopted me
;

My rest, my home, my dwelling-place ;

I come to thee.

2 -Ti us, my hope, my rock, my shield !

Whose precious blood was shed for me,

Into thy handfl my soul I yield

;

I come to thee.

3 Spirit of glory and of God

!

Long hast thou deigned my guide to be

;

Now be thy comfort sweet bestowed

;

I come to thee.

4 I come to join that countless host,

Who praise thy name unceasingly;

Blest Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

!

I come to thee.
Charlotte Elliott.

030 "©Uainbof (Soto."

Lamb of God ! that tak'st away
Our sin, and bidd'st our sorrow cease,

Turn thou, oh, turn this night to day,

Grant us thy peace

!

2 The troubled world hath war without;

The restless, wayward heart within

Hath fear and weariness and doubt,

And death and sin.

3 And there are needs that none can know,
And tears no eye but thine can see

;

Hopes naught can satisfy below
;

We look to thee.

4 'T is not the calm, deceitful dream
That earth calls peace, we ask for now:

No dropping down the fatal stream

With careless prow.

5 Probe deep the wound if so thou wilt,

If pain must wake us. Purge our dross

:

Help us to lay our load of guilt

Beneath thy cross.
Mi-. ,\i urit B. Faussctt.,
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For I am wea-ry
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Jesus, my Saviour! look on me,

For I am weary and opprest

;

1 come to cast myself on thee

:

Thou art my Rest.

2 Look down on me, for I am weak,

I feel the toilsome journey's length

;

Thine aid omnipotent I seek

:

Thou art my Strength.

3 I am bewildered on my way,

Dark and tempestuous is the night

;

Oh, send thou forth some cheering ray

:

Thou art my Light.

TOMBLETON. 8*,U

4 When Satan flings his fiery darts,

I look to thee ; my terrors cease

;

Thy cross a hiding-place imparts

:

Thou art my Peace.

5 Standing alone on Jordan's brink,

In that tremendous latest strife,

Thou wilt not suffer me to sink

:

Thou art my Life.

6 Thou wilt my every want supply,

Ev'n to the end, whate'er befall
;

Through life, in death, eternally,

Thou art my All.

J. R. MaedWC

S. S. Wesley.

Leaning on thee, my guide and friend, My gracious Saviour, I am blest : Tho' weary thou dost condescend To be

638 leaning en Cfrrist.

Leaning on thee, my guide and friend,

My gracious Saviour, I am blest

:

Though weary thou dost condescend
To be my rest.

2 Leaning on thee, with childlike faith,

To thee the future I confide

;

Each step of life's untrodden path
Thy love will guide.

3 Leaning on thee, I breathe no moan,
Tho' faint with languor,parched with heat

:

Thy will has now become my own—
That will is sweet.

4 Leaning on thee, though faint and weak,

Too weak another voice to hear,

Thy heavenly accents comfort speak,
u Be of good cheer."

639 IWpftwi«*r.

My heart lies dead ; and no increase

Doth my dull husbandry improve :

Oh, let thy graces, without cease,

Drop from above.

2 Thy dew doth every morning fall

:

And shall the dew outstrip thy Dove?

—

The dew for which earth cannot call,

Drop from above

!

3 The world is tempting still my heart

Unto a hardness void of love
;

Let heavenly grace, to cross its art,

Drop from above

!

4 Oh, come ; for thou dost know the way

!

Or if to me thou wilt not move,
Remove me where I need not say,

11 Drop from above !

"

George Hubcn.



JAPHET L M.

Sbe Gospel :-Btoncmcnt HcccpteJ).

UPP^ppespH^pra
[ hear a sound, A heavenly whisper," Come to me!" A heavenly whisper," Come to me!"

&£££££ £&+£*gag^t£*^-
•*:

iSl3S3f
«=l^rW

640 "CmnrtotfU!"

"With tearful eyes I look around

;

Life seems a dark and stormy sea

;

Yet, 'mid the gloom, I hear a sound,

A heavenly whisper, "Come to me!"

2 It tells me of a place of rest

;

It tells me where my soul may flee

:

Oh, to the weary, faint, oppressed,

How sweet the bidding, '

' Come to me !

"

BLAKE. L. K.

3 "Come, for all else must fail and die

!

Earth is no resting-place for thee j

To heaven direct thy weeping eye,

I am thy portion ; "Come to me!"

4 voice or mercy ! voice of love

!

In conllict, grief, and agony,

Support me, cheer me from above !

And gently whisper, "Come to me !

"

Charlotte Elliott.

J. P.'Holbrook.
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Thou on - ly Sovereign of
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my heart, My Ref - uge, my at - might - y Friend—

mU-J 1- J l-r-J-

And can my soul Jrom thee dc - part, On whom a lone my hopes de - pend!
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Thou only Sovereign of my heart,

My Refuge, my almighty Friend—
And can my soul from thee depart,

On whom alone my hopes depend

!

2 Thy name my inmost powers adore

;

Thou art my life, my joy, my ear;'
j

Depart from thee— 'tis death, 'tis more;

'T is endless ruin, deep despair

!

3 Low at thy feet my soul would lie

;

Here safety dwells, and peace divine
;

Still let me live beneath thine eye,

For life, eternal life, is thine.
An.-r Steele.
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WOODWORTH. L M. W. B. Bradbl-R

265

Just as I am, with - out one pica, But that thy blood was shed for me,

And that thou bid'st me cojn

J-W—<s—#—e—t-rfe1

O Lamb cf God, I come. I come!

4^

6-42 "lamb of Got)."

Just as I am, without one pica,

But that thy blood was shed for me,

And that thou bid'st me come to thee,

Lamb of God, I come

!

2 Just as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee whose blood can cleanse each spot,

Lamb of God, I come

!

3 Just as I am, though tossed about

With many a conflict, many a doubt,

Fightings within, and fears without,

Lamb of God, I come!

4 Just as I am !— thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve

;

Because thy promise I believe,

Lamb of God, I come

!

5 Just as I am— thy love unknown
Hath broken every barrier down

;

Now, to be thine, yea, thine alone,

O Lamb of God, I come

!

Charlotte Eiliotl.

643 -9tM**ttd. •«*."

WITH broken heart and contrite sigh,

A trembling sinner, Lord, I cry:

Thy pardoning grace is rich and free :

O God, be merciful to me

!

2 I smite upon my troubled breast,

With deep and conscious guilt oppressed
j

Christ and his cross my only plea

:

O God, be merciful to rde!

3 Nor alms, nor deeds that I have done,

Can for a single sin atone

;

To Calvary alone I flee

:

God, be merciful to me

!

4 And when, redeemed from sin and hell,

With all the ransomed throng I dwell,

My raptured song shall ever be,

God hath been merciful to me

!

Cornelius Elven.

64

4

l3salm 5l -

Show pity, Lord ! Lord ! forgive

;

Let a repenting rebel live

;

Are not thy mercies large and free ?

May not a sinner trust in thee ?

2 Oh, wash my soul from every sin,

And make my guilty conscience clean
j

Here on my heart the burden lies,

And past offences pain mine eyes.

3 My lips with shame my sins confess,

Against thy law, against thy grace

:

Lord! should thy judgments grow severe,

1 am condemned, but thou art clear.

4 Should sudden vengeance seize my breath,

I must pronounce thee just in death

;

And if my soul wore sent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

5 Yet save a trembling sinner, Lord !

Whose hope, still hovering round thy word,

Would light on some sweet promise there,

Some sure support agninst despair.
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GRACE CHURCH. L. M.

045 " Cijou fast Dirt."

Jesus, the sinner's Friend, to thee,

Lost and undone, for aid I flee

;

Weary of earth, myself, and sin,

Open thine arms and take me in. „

2 At last I own it cannot be

That I should fit myself for thee

:

WARNER. L. M.

Here, then, to thee I all resign

;

Thine is the -work, and only thine.

3 "What can I say thy grace to move ?

Lord, I am sin,— but thou art love

:

I give up every plea beside,

Lord, I am lost,— but thou hast died !

Charlos Wesley.

Arr. by Geo. Kingsley.

i^ii^feifc^i^^^lii
A brok - en heart, my God, my King, s all the sac - ri

l&f^pplil^if^

040 I3«alm5l.

A broken heart, my God, my King,

Is all the sacrifice I bring

:

The God of grace will ne'er despise

A broken heart for sacrifice.

2 My soul lies humbled in the dust,

And owns thy dreadful sentence just

;

Look down, Lord, with pitying eye,

And save the soul condemned to die.

3 Then will I teach the world thy ways

;

Sinners shall learn thy sovereign grace;

I '11 lead them to my Saviour's blood,

And they shall praise a pardoning God.

4 Oh, may thy love inspire my tongue!

Salvation shall be all my song;

And all my powers shall join to bless

The Lord, my Strength and Righteousness,

047 IPfjilippians 3:?-10.

No more, my God ! I boast no more,

Of all the duties I have done
;

1 quit the hopes I held before,

To trust the merits of thy Son.

2 Now for the love I bear his name,

What was my gain, I count but loss
;

My former pride I call my shame,

And nail my glory to his cross.

3 Yes— and I must, and will esteem

All things but loss for Jesus' sake
;

Oh, may my soul be found in him,

And of his righteousness partake.

4 The best obedience of my hands

Dares not appear before thy throne;

But faith can answer thy demands,

By pleading what my Lord has done.
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Hl*ch Wilson.

O thou,who** Under mercy hear* Contrition's humble sigh ; Whose hind indulgent wipes the tears From sorrow's weeping eye;

—
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THOU, whose tender mercy hears

Contrition's humble sigh

;

Whose hand indulgent wipes the tears

From sorrow's weeping eye ;

—

•2 See, Lord, before thy throne of grace,

A wretched wanderer mourn

;

Hast thou not bid me seek thy face 7

Hast thou not said— " Return"?

3 And shall my guilty fears prevail

To drive me from thy feet ?

Oh, let not this dear refuge fail,

This only safe retreat

!

4 Oh, shine on this benighted heart,

With beams of mercy shine

!

And let thy healing voice impart

The sense of joy divine.

64: t)
"Brmrmbrr fHr."

THOU, from whom all goodness flows,

I lift my soul to thee
;

In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes,

Lord, remember me

!

2 When on my aching, burdened heart

My sins lie heavily,

Thy pardon grant, new peace impart;

Thus, Lord, remember me

!

3 When trials sore obstruct my way,

And ills I cannot flee,

Oh, let my strength be as my day

—

Dear Lord, remember me

!

4 When in the solemn hour of death

1 wait thy just decree

:

Be this the prayer of my last breath

:

Now, Lord, remember me

!

Thomas Haweis.

LYNDHUKST. C M.

A guilt-y reb-el lies; Andupws

'
1 t

Prostrate, dear Jesus, at thy feet,

>rf-rm^psi
A guilt-y reb - el lies; And upwards, to thy mer-ey-seat, Presumes to lift his eyes.
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Prostrate, dear Jesus, at thy feet,

A guilty rebel lies;

And upwards, to thy mercy-seat,

Presumes to lift his eyes.

2 Let not thy justice frown me hence

;

Oh, stay the vengeful storm;

Forbid it, thst Omnipotence
Should crush a feeble worm.

3 If tears of s< arrow could suffice

To pay the debt I owe,

Tears should, from both my weeping eyec
,

In ceaseless currents flow.

4 But no such sacrifice I plead

To expiate my guilt

;

No tears, but those which thou hast shed,

—

No blood, but tbou hast spilt.

5 Think of thy sorrows, dearest Lord!
And all my sins forg

Then justice will approve the word,
That bids the sinner live.

Samuel Stennett.
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LOVE DIVINE. 6s, 7s. I>. John- Zi'ndel.
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Love divine, all love excelling,—Joy of heav!n, to earth come down! Fix in usthy humble dwelling,
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All thy faithful mercies crown. Je-sus! thou art all com-passion, Pure.unbounded love thou art;
En- ter ev-ery trembling heart.
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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,

Eu^er every trembliug heart.

2 Breathe, oh, breathe thy loving Spirit,

Iuto every troubled breast!

Let us all in thee inherit,

Let us find the promised rest

;

Take aw
(

ay the love of sinning;

Alpha and Omega be;

End of faith, as its beginning!

Set oUr hearts at liberty.

3 Come, almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy life i*eceive!

Speedily return, and never,

Never more thy temples leave!

Thee we would be always blessing,

Serve thee as thy hosts above,

Pray, and praise thee without ceasing,

Glory in thy perfect love.

4 Finish then thy new creation,

Pure, unspotted may we be

:

Xet us see our whole salvation,

Perfectly secured by thee!

Changed from glory into glory,

Till in heaven we take our place;

Till we cast our crowns before thee,

Lost in wonder, love, and praise.
Charles Wesley.

652 "CabriHr."

Take me, my Father, take me!
Take me, save me, through thy Sou

;

That which thou wouldst have me, make me,

Let thy will in me be done.

Long froiu thee my footsteps straying,

Thorny proved the way I trod;

Weary come I now, and praying

—

Take me to thy love, my God!

2 Fruitless years with grief recalling,

Humbly I confess my sin
;

At thy feet, O Father, falling,

To thy household take me in.

Freely now to thee I proffer

This relenting heart of mine;

Freely life and soul I offer —
Gift unworthy love like thine.

3 Once the world's Redeemer, dying,

Bare our sins upon the tree;

On that sacrifice relying,

Now I look in hope to thee;

Father, take me! all forgiving.

Fold me to thy loving breast

;

In thy love for ever living,

I must be for ever blest!
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, thou hast found me; When I doubted, sent me light;
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Holy Father, thou hast taught me
I should live to thee alone

;

Year by year thy hand hath brought me
On through dangers oft unknown.

When I wandered, thou hast found me;
When I doubted, sent me light;

Still thine arm has been around me.

All my paths were in thy sight,

2 In the world will foes assail me,

Craftier, stronger far than I;

And the strife may never fail me,

Well I know, before I die.

OAYLORD. 6s, 7s. D.

Therefore, Lord, I come believing

Thou canst give the power I need;

Through the prayer of faith receiving

Strength— the Spirit's strength, indeed.

3 I would trust in thy protection

Wholly rest upon thine arm
;

Follow wholly thy direction,

Thou, mine only guard from harm!
Keep me from mine own undoing,

Help me turn to thee when tried,

Still my footsteps, Father, viewing,

Keep me ever at thy side.
John M. Kcafc.

Arr by J. P Ho:.ni?ooK.
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W. H. Havergal.

M
Oh, for a closer walk with God, A calm and heavenly frame,— A light to shine upon the road That leada me to the Lamb!
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Oh, for a closer walk with God,

A calm and heavenly frame,

—

A light to shine upon the road

That leads me to the Lamb

!

2 Where is the blessedness I knew
When first I saw the Lord?.

Where is the soul-refreshing view

Of Jesus and his word ?

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed

!

How sweet their memory still

!

But they have left an aching void

The world can never fill.

4 Return, holy Dove, return,

Sweet messenger of rest!

I hate the sins that made thee mourn,
And drove thee from my breast.

5 The dearest idol I have known,
Whate'er that idol be,

Help me to tear it from thy throne,

, And worship only thee.

6 So shall my walk be close with God,
Calm and serene my frame

;

So purer light shall mark the road

That leads me to the Lamb.

Arr. fr. W. V. Wallace.

mml^m^M^g^
i, not to fill the mouth of fame My longing soul is stirred : Oh, give me a di - riuer name ! Call me thy servant, Lord

!
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Oh, not to fill the mouth of fame
My longing soul is stirred

:

Oh, give me a diviner name !

Call me thy servant, Lord

!

2 No longer would my soul be known
As uncontrolled and free

;

Oli, not mine own, oh, not mine own!
Lord, I belong to thee!

3 Thy servant,— me thy servant choose;

Naught of thy claim abate !

The glorious name I would not lose,

Nor change the sweet estate.

4 In life, in death, on earth, in heaven,

This is the name for me!
The same sweet style and title given

Through all eternity.
Thomaill. Gill.

UOO ' Crrmblrtfj at mj Edort."

Oh, for that tenderness of heart,

That bows before the Lord

;

That owns how just and good thou art,

And trembles at thy word.

2 Oh, for those humble, contrite tears,

Which from repentance flow

;

That sense of guilt which, trembling, fears

The long-suspended blow!

3 Saviour! to me, in pity give,

For sin, the deep distress;

The pledge thou wilt, at last, receive,

And bid me die in peace.

4 Oh, fill my soul with faith and love,

And strength to do thy will;

Raise my desires and hopes above,

—

Thyself to me reveal.
ClUWkl Woley.
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CHEP.ITH. C. M.
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As pants the hart for cooling streams,

When heated in the chase,

So longs my soul, God, for thee,

And thy refreshing grace.

2 For thee, my God— the living God,

My thirsty soul doth pine;

Oh, when shall I behold thy face,

Thou Majesty divine!

3 Why restless, why cast down, my soul?

Trust God; who will employ

His aid for thee, and change these sighs

To thankful hymns of joy.

4 I sigh to think of happier days,

When thou, Lord! wast nigh;

When every heart was tuned to praise,

And none more blest than I.

5 Why restless, why cast down, my soul?

Hope still ; and thou shalt sing

The praise of hiin who is thy God, *

Thy health's eternal spring.
Henry F. Lyte.

KERMOIT. C. M.

65S «i«|«n*fttt»W»."

Lord, it belongs not to my care

Whether I die or live

;

To love and serve thee is my share,

And this thy grace must give.

2 If life be long, I will be glad

That I may long obey;

If short, yet why should I be sad

To soar to endless day?

3 Christ leads me through no darker room.-]

Than he went through before

;

No one into his kingdom comes,

But through his opened door.

4 Come,Lord, when grace hasmadememeet,

Thy blessed face to see

;

For if thy work on earth be sweet,

What will thy glory be!

5 My knowledge of that life is small

;

The eye of faith is dim

;

But 't is enough that Christ knows all,

And I shall be with him.
Richard Baxter.

Lowell Mason.

Nor that thou wonld-*st take from me, Aoghtofita weary load.

659 "KhrouBh^fatr tolirtt."

1 do not ask that life may be,

Lord, a pleasant road

;

Nor that thou wouldest take from me,

Aught of its weary load.

2 For one thing chiefly do I plead,

Dear Lord', lead me aright

;

[bleed,

Though strength should fail,and heart should

Lead me through peace to light.

3 I do not ask to understand

My cross, my way to see

;

Let me, in darkness, feel" thy hand,

And simply follow thee.

4 Joy is like day, but peace divine

May rule the quiet night

:

Lead me, till perfect .day shall shine,

Lord, through peace to light.
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Saviour, when, in dust, to thee

Low we bend the adoring knee;

When, repentant, to the skies

Scarce we lift our weeping eyes;

Oh, by all thy pains and woe
Suffered once for man below,

Bending from thy throne on high,

H&ir our solemn Litany!

2 By thy helpless infant years,

By thy life of want and tears,

By thy days of sore distress

In the savage wilderness

;

By the dread mysterious hour

Of the insulting tempter's power, 7-

Turn, oh, turn a favoring eye :

Hear our solemn Litany

!

SOLITUDE. 7a.

'
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3 By thine hour of dire despair
;

By thine agony of prayer

:

By the cross, the nail, the thorn,

Piercing spear, and torturing scorn
;

By the gloom that vailed the skies

O'er the dreadful sacrifice ;
—

Listen to our humble cry

Hear our solemn Litany !

4 By thy deep expiring groan
;

By the sad sepulchral stone

;

By the vault whose dark abode
Held in vain the rising God ;

—
Oh, from earth to heaven restored,

Mighty re-ascending Lord

!

Listen, listen to the cry

Of our solemn Litany

!

Robert Grant.

Je-sas, Je-sus! vis-It me; How my soul longs after thee! When.my best,my dearest Frieud! Shall our sep-a-ra-tioi

()61 "3f«U8, UiBitiHf."

JESUS, Jesns! visit me;
How my soul longs after thee

!

When, my best, my dearest Friend!

Shall our separation end?

2 Lord ! my longings never cease

;

Without thee I find no peace ;

'Tis my constant cry to thee,

—

Jesus, Jesus ! visit me.

3 Mean the joys of earth appear,

All below is dark and drear

;

Naught but thy beloved voice

Cau my wretched heart rejoice.

4 Thou alone, my gracious Lord!

Art my shield and great reward ;

All my hope, my Saviour thou,—

To thy sovereign will I bow.
R r Duni
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662 Ctrist, Cur HL
Jesus ! lover of my soul,

Let me to thy bosom fly

While the billows near me roll,

While the tempest still is high

;

Hide me, my Saviour ! hide,

Till the storm of life is past

;

Safe into the haven guide

;

Oh, receive my soul at last

!

2 Other refuge have I none

;

Hangs my helpless soul on thee
;

Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,

Still support and comfort me.

All my trust on thee is stayed

;

All my help from thee I bring;

Cover my defenceless head

With the shadow of thy wing.

3 Thou, Christ ! art all I want

;

More than all in thee I find

;

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,

Heal the sick, and lead the blind.

Just and holy is thy name,
I am all unrighteousness

;

Vile and full of sin I am.
Thou art full of truth and grace.

4 Plenteous grace with thee is found,

-

Grace to pardon all my sin
;

Let the healing streams abound.

Make and keep me pure within ;

Thou of life the fountain art,

Freely let me take of thee ;

Spring thou up within my heart,

Rise to all eternity.
Charles Wesley.

S. B. MaR^H.

I While the billows near me roll, while the tempest still is high; J } Till the storm of life i» put; »

U.C.—Safe in-to the ha-ven glide; Oh, receive my soul at last!
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Christian Experience.
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Arr. by H. Lamsow.

Mmmm^^m^m^
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Chosen not for good in me,

Waked from coming: wrath to flee,

Hidden in the Saviour's side,

By the Spirit sanctified—
Teach me, Lord, on earth to show,

By my love, how much I owe.

2 Oft I walk beneath the cloud,

Dark as midnight's gloomy shroud:

But, when fear is at the height,

Jesus comes, and all is light

;

Blessed Jesus ! bid me show
Doubting saints how much I owe.

3 Oft the nights of sorrow reign—
Weeping, sickness, sighing, pain

;

But a night thine anger burns—
Morning comes, and joy returns

;

God of comforts ! bid me show

To thy poor how much I owe.
R. M. McCheyne.

664 W* Warroto C®aa»

Lord, thy children guide and keep,

As with feeble steps they press

On the pathway rough and steep

Through this weary wilderness

:

Holy Jesus ! day by day

Lead us in the narrow way.

2 There are sandy wastes that lie

Cold and sunless, vast and drear,

Where the feeble faint and die

;

Grant us grace to persevere

Holy Jesus ! day by day

Lead us in the narrow way.

3 There are soft and flowery glades,

Decked with golden-fruited trees—
Sunny slopes, and scented shades

;

Keep us, Lord, from slothful ease

:

Holy Jesus ! day by day
Lead us in the narrow way.

4 Upward still to pm*er heights,

Onward yet to scenes more blest,

Calmer regions, clearer lights,

Till we reach the promised rest—
Holy Jesus ! day by day
Lead us in the narrow way.

William \V. How.

(>(),> " Cfjitf of Sinnrri."

Chief of sinnei*s though I be,

Jesus shed his blood for me

;

Died that I might live on high,

Died that I might never die

;

As the branch is to the vine,

1 am his and he is mine.

2 Oh, the height of Jesus' love!

Higher than the heavens above.

Deeper than the depths of sea,

Lasting as eternity

;

Love that found me,—wondrous thought!—
Found me when I sought him not

!

3 Chief of sinners though I be,

Christ is all in all to me
;

All my wants to him aro known,
All my sorrows are his own

;

Safe with him from earthly strife,

He sustains my hidden life
William McOmib.



Conflict wltb Sin.

PILOT. 7s. 6L

fete

275

Jesus, Saviour, pi - lot me Over life's tempestuous sea; Unknown waves before me roll, Hiding rock and treacherous shoal;

0.C. Chart and compass came from thee :Je*us, Saviour, pilot me. ^p
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Jesus, Saviour, pilot me
Over life's tempestuous sea

;

Unknown waves before me roll,

Hiding rock and treacherous shoal

;

Chart and compass came from thee

:

Jesus, Saviour, pilot me.

2 As a mother stills her child,

Thou canst hush the ocean wild

;

Boisterous waves obey thy will

When thou say'st to them "Be still!"

Wondrous Sovereign of the sea,

Jesus, Saviour, pilot me.

3 When at last I near the shore,

And the fearful breakers roar

'Twixt me and the peaceful rest,

Then, while leaning on thy breast,

May I hear thee say to me,
"Fear not, I will pilot thee! n

Edward Hopper.

ll I I I HJ-J-
J. R. Ah...

/Once I thought my mountain strong,Firmly fixed no more to move ;\ [praise.

VThen my Saviour was my song.Then my wul was filled with love ;/Those were happy.golden days, Sweetly spent in prayer and

m^gMmm1;
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Once I thought my mountain strong,

Firmly fixed no more to move

;

Then my Saviour was my song,

Then my soul was filled with love

;

Those were happy, golden days,

Sweetly spent in prayer and praise,

2 Little then myself I knew,
Little thought of Satan's power

;

Now I feel my sins anew

;

Now I feel the stormy hour!

Sin has put my joys to flight

;

Sin has turned my day to night.

3 Saviour, shine and cheer my soul.

Bid my dying hopes revive ;

Make my wounded spirit whole,

Far away the tempter drive ; .

Speak the word and set me free,

Let me live alone to thee.
John Norton.

a m
668 " fcrarrr of ^rastr."

thou "God who hearest prayer

Every hour and everywhere

!

For his sake, whose blood I plead,

Hear me in my hour of need

:

Only hide not now thy face,

God of all-sufficient grace

!

2 Leave me not, my strength, my trust
;

Oh, remember I am dust

:

Leave me not again to stray

;

Leave me not the tempter's prey

:

Fix my heart on things above
j

Make me happy in thy love

3 Hear and save me, gracious Lord

!

For my trust is in thy word

;

Wash me from the staiu of sin,

That thy peace may rule within :

May I know myself thy child,

Ransomed, pardoned, reconciled.
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Sweet was the time -when first I felt

The Saviour's pardoning blood

Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt.

And bring me homo to God.

2 Soon as the morn the light revealed,

His praises tuned my tongue

;

And, when the evening shade prevailed,

His love was all my song.

3 In prayer, my soul drew near the Lord,

And saw his glory shine

;

And when I read his holy word,

I called each promise mine.

4 Now, when the evening shade prevails,

My soul in darkness mourns

;

And when the morn the light reveals,

No light to me returns.

5 Rise, Saviour ! help me to prevail,

And make my soul thy care

;

I know thy mercy cannot fail,

Let me that mercy share.
John Newton.

ST. AELR2D. 8s, 3s.

670 "LEIftat JSourln Dangers !"

Alas! what hourly dangers rise!

What snares beset my way

!

To heaven, oh, let me lift mine eyes,

And hourly watch and pray.

2 How oft my mournful thoughts complain,

And melt in flowing tears

!

My weak resistance, ah, how vain

!

How strong my foes and fears

!

3 gracious God ! in whom I live,

My feeble efforts aid

;

Help me to watch, and pray, and strive,

Though trembling and afraid.

4. Increase my faith, increase my hope,

When foes and fears prevail

;

And bear my fainting spirit up,

Or soon my strength will fail.

5 Oh, keep me in thy heavenly way,
And bid the tempter flee

!

And let me never, never stray

From happiness and thee.
Anne Steele.

J. B. Dykes.

Pierce raged the tempest o'er the deep.Watch did thine is servants keep,But thou wast wrapp'd in guileless sleep.Calm and still.

mmms^m^M
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Fierce raged the tempest o'er the deep,

Watch did thine anxious servants keep,

But thou wast wrapped in guileless sleep,

Calm and still.

3 The wild winds hushed ; the angry deep

Sank, like a little child, to sleep
;

The sullen billows ceased to leap,

At thy will.

4 So, when our life is clouded o'er,

2 " Save, Lord, we perish, was their cry, And gtorm-winda drift us from the shore,
" Oh, save us in our agony !

"

^ k,st wo sink to rise u0 more>
Thy word above the storm rose high, "Peace, bo still.

"

"Peace, be Still." CoJfrry Thrin*.
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Fa - ther. I know that all my life Is portioned c t for The changes that will sun

tuffV i| |i
f
Lf ifiHrri^^^^

t^mgmmm

672 Goffl 13lan for ®«.

Father, I know that all my life

Is portioned out for me

;

The changes that will surely come

I do not fear to see

:

1 ask thee for a present mind,

Intent on pleasing thee.

2 I ask thee for a thoughtful love,

Through constant watching wise,

To meet the glad with joyful smiles,

And wipe the weeping eyes;

A heart at leisure from itself,

• To soothe and sympathize.

EMMANUEL C M.

3 I would not have the restless will

That hurries to and fro.

Seeking for some great thing to do,

Or secret thing to know :

I would be treated as a child,

And guided where I go.

4 I ask thee for the daily strength,

To none that ask denied,

A mind to blend with outward life,

While keeping at thy side

;

Content to fill a little space,

If thou be glorified.
Anna L. War

Ait. fr. Beethcvev.

When,wounded sore. the stricken soul 1When,wounded sore. the stricken soul Lies bleeding and unbound, One

0T3 "al^irTrro1^anU.••

WHIN, wounded sore, the stricken soul

Lies bleeding and unbound,

One only hand, a pierced hand,

Can heal the sinner s wound.

2 When sorrow swells the laden breast,

And tears of anguish flow,

One only heart, a broken heart,

Can feel the sinner's woe.

3 When penitence has wept in vain

Over some foul, dark spot,

mm
nierc-ed hand, Can heal the sinner's wound.

One only stream, a stream of blood,

Can wash away the blot.

4 'Tis Jesus' blood that washes white,

His hand that brings relief ;

His heart that 's touched with all our joys,

And feeleth for our grief.

5 Lift up thy bleeding hand. Lord!

Unseal that cleansing tide ;

We have no shelter from our sin.

But in thy wounded side.
I

«, founder.
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When winds are raging o'er the up-per o • cean, And billows wild contend with angry roar;
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'T is said, far down.beneath the wild com-mo-
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tion, That peaceful stillness reigneth ev-er - more.

674 &*« Sabbatf) of tfje Sea.

Whenwinds are raging o'er the upperocean,

And billows wild contend with angry

roar,

'T is said, far down, beneath the wild com-
motion, [more.

That peaceful stillnesss reigneth ever-

2 Far, far beneath, the noise of tempests

dieth,

And silver waves chime ever peacefully,

And no rude storm, how fierce soe'er it

flieth,

Disturbs the Sabbath of that deeper sea.

PENEIVELL. 6s, 5s.

3 So to the heart that knows thy love,

Purest,

There is a temple, sacred evermore

;

And all the babble of life's angry voices

Dies in hushed stillness at its peaceful

door.

4 Far, far away, the roar of passion dieth,

And loving thoughts rise kind and peace-

fully,

And no rude storm,how fierce soe'er it flieth,

Disturbs the soul that dwells, Lord, in

thee.
Mrs. H. B. Stowe.

H. J. Trembath.

Christian,workfor Jesus, Who on earth for thee Labored, wearied, suffered, Died up-on the tree.

mmm m^mm
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Christian, work for Jesus,

Who on earth for thee

Labored, wearied, suffered,

Died upon the tree.

2 Work with lips so fervid

That thy words may prove

Thou hast brought a message

From the God of love.

3 Work with heart that burnetii,

Humbly ;it his feet

Priceless gems to offer,

For his crown made meet.

4 Work with prayer unceasing,

Borne on faith's strong wiug,

Earnestly beseeching

Trophies for the King.

5 Work while strength enduretb,

Until death draw near;

Then thy Lord's sweet welcome
Thou in heaven shalt hear.

M. Hailock.,
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Oh, for the peace which floweth like a riv - er, Mak-ing life's d<

mmmmmmm
Oh, for the faith to grasp heav'n's bright " for ever," A - mid the shadows of earth's " little while."
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Oh, for the peace which floweth like a river, Father! whose hand hath led me so' se-

Making life's desert places bloom and curely,

smile! Father, whose ear hath listened to my
Oh, for the faith to grasp heaven's bright prayer,

"forever," Father, whose eye hath watched o'er mo so

Amid the shadows of earth's "little surely,

while!" Whose heart hath loved me with a love

2 A little while for patient vigil-keeping,

To face the storm, to battle with the 2 Vouchsafe, heavenly Father, to instruct

strong

;

me
A little while to sow the seed with weeping, In the straight way wherein I ought to go,

Then bind the sheaves and sing the har- To life eternal and to heaven conduct me,
vest song! Through health and sickness, and through

3 A little while the earthen pitcher taking
weal and woe*

To wayside brooks, from far-off fountains 3 my Redeemer! who hast my redemp-
fed; tion

Then the cool lip its- thirst for ever slaking Purchased and paid for by thy precious

Beside the fullness of the Fountain-head. blood

;

4 A little while to keep the oil from failing,
Th

_?
reb >' gZ™**

an ef re "***}"
A little while faith's flickering lamp to

From the dread wrath and punishment

trim; *"

rfGod!

And then, the Bridegroom's coming foot- 4 Thou who hast saved my soul from con-

steps hailing, demnation,

To haste to meet him with the bridal Redeem it also from the power of sin,

hymn! Be thou the Captain still of my salvation,

5 And be who is himself the gift and -
Throu

F
h whw» al°ne l "" the victor>'

3 * win.
giver,—

The future glory and the present smile,— 5 Direct, control, and sanctify each motion

With the bright promise of the glad "for Within my soul, and make it thus to be

ever" Prayerful, and still, and full of deep devo-

Will light the shadows of the "little tion,

while!" A holy temple, worthy, Lord, of thee!
Mrv Jane Crewdson. ITIihwil Mjmic, U.
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Ho - ly Sav • iour! Friend un • seen" Since on thine
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lean. Help me, throughout life's changing scene, By faith to cling to thee I

678 Clinginfl to frfjrist.

Holy Saviour! Friend unseen,.

Since on thine arm thou bid'st me lean,

Help me, throughout life's changing scene,

By faith to cling to thee

!

2 "Without a murmur I dismiss

My former dreams of earthly bliss

;

My joy, my recompense be this,

Each hour to cling to thee

!

3 What though tho world deceitful prove,

And earthly friends and hopes remove

;

"With patient, uncomplaining love,

Still would I cling to thee.

4 Though oft I seem to tread alone.

Life's dreary waste, with thorns o'ergrown,

Thy voice of love, in gentlest tone.

Still whispers, "Cling to me!"

5 Thov.gh faith and hope are often tried,

1 ask not, need not, aught beside

;

So safe, so calm, so satisfied,

The soul that clings to thee

!

Charlotte Elliott.

679 "19IraD for ^lr.-

O THOU, the contrite sinner's Friend,

Who loving, lov'st them to the end,

On this alone my hopes depend,

That thou wilt plead for me.

2 When weary in the Christian race,

Far off appears my resting-place,

And, fainting, I mistrust thy grace,

Tlicii, Saviour, plead for me.

3 When I have erred and gone astray,

Afar from thine and wisdom's way,

And see no glimmering, guiding ray,

Still, Saviour, plead for me.

4 When Satan, by my sins made bold,

Strives from thy cross to loose my hold,

Then with thy pitying arms enfold,

And plead, oh, plead for me

!

5 And when my dying hour draws near,

Darkened with anguish, guilt and fear,

Then to my fainting sight appear,

Pleading in heaven for me.
Charlotte Elliott.

080 "S K3iH Bt«ignrD."

1 ASK not now for gold to gild,

With mocking shine, an aching frame;

The yearning of the mind is stilled

—

I ask not now for fame.

2 But, bowed in lowliness of mind,

I make my humble wishes known

;

I only ask a will resigned,

Father, to thine own.

3 In vain I task my aching brain,

In vain the sage's thoughts I scan

;

I only feel how weak I am,

How poor and blind is man.

4 And now my spirit sighs for home,
And longs for light whereby to see;

And, like a weary child, would come,

Father, unto thee.
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681 att*>< Cross.
^ Wash m6j and take airay eacll stain-

Drawn to the cross, which thou hast blessed Let nothing Gf my sin remain

With healing gifts for souls distressed,

To find in thee my life, my rest,

Christ Crucified, I come.

2 Thou knowest all my griefs and fears.

Thy grace abused, my misspent years

;

Yet now to thee, with contrite tears,

Christ Crucified, I come.

audio. P. M.

For cleansing, though it be through pain,

Christ Crucified, 1 come.

4 And then for work to do for thee,

Which shall so sweet a service be

That angels well might envy me,

Christ Crucified, I come
Genevieve Irons.

L. Hartsouch.

gSSpliP
hear thy welcome voice, That calls me,Lord,to thee, For cleansing in_thy precis blood.That flowed on Calvary.

Cal-va • ry-
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1 hear thy welcome voice,

That calls me, Lord, to thee,

For cleansing in thy precious blood,

That flowed on Calvary.

Cho.—I am coming, Lord

!

Coming now to thee

;

Wash me, cleanse me, in the blood

That flowed on Calvary

!

2 Though coming weak and vile,

Thou dost my strength assure

;

Thou dost my vileness fully cleanse,

Till spotless all, and pure. — Clio.

3 'T is Jesus calls me on

To perfect faith and love,

To perfect hope, and peace, and trust,

For earth and heaven above.— Cho.

4 And he the witness gives

To loyal hearts and free,

That everv promise is fulfilled

If faith but brings the plea.— Cno.

5 All hail! atoning blood

!

All hail ! redeeming grace

!

AH hail! the gift of Christ, our Lord,

Our Strength and Righteousness.-Ciio.
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LAXORAN. 10a.

But there no e - vil thingmay find a home: And yet I hear a voice thatbids me "Come."
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Weary of earth, and laden with my sin,

1 look at heaven and long to enter in

;

But there no evil thing may find a home:
And yet I hear a voice that bidsme " Come.

"

2 So vile I am, how dare I hope to stand

In the pure glory of that holy land ?

Before the whiteness of that throne appear ?

Yet there are hands stretched out to draw

me near.

3 The while I fain would tread the heavenly

way,
Evil is ever with me day by day

;

Yet on mine ears the gracious tidings fall,

" Repent, confess, thoushalt be loosed from

all."

4 It is the voice of Jesus that I hear,

His are the hands stretched out to draw

me near,

And his the blood that can for all atone,

And set me faultless there before the

throne.

5 'T was ho who found me on the deathly

wild,

And made me heir of heaven, the Father's

child,

And day by day, whereby my soid may live,

Gives me his grace of pardon, and will give.
Samuel J. Stor.e.

684 "JTbinf all tbf iHrrit."

Jesus Christ the righteous ! live in me,

That, when in glory I thy face shall see,

Within the Father's house, my glorious

dress

May be the garment of thy righteousness.

2 Then thou wilt welcome me, righteous

Lord,

Thine all the merit, mine the great reward;

Mine the life won, and thine the life laid

down,
Thine the thorn-plaited, mine the righteous

crown.

3 Naught can I bring, dear Lord, for all I

owe

;

Yet let my full heart what it can bestow

;

Like Mary's gift let my devotion prove,

Forgiven greatly, how I greatly love.
Samuel J. Stone, tr.

OOt) "3fBUsBifb.

Lord, I am come! thy promise is my plea,

Without thy word I durst not venture nigh

!

But thou hast called the burdened soul to

thee,

A weary, burdened soul, Lord, am I!

2 Bowed down beneath a heavy load of sin,

By Satan's fierce temptations sorely prest,

Beset without, and full of fears within,

Trembling and faint 1 come to thee for rest.

3 Bo thou my refuge, Lord, my hiding-

place
;

I know no force can tear me from thy side
;

Unmoved, I then may all accusers face,

And answer every charge with— "Jesus
died."

John New-ton.



Conflict witb Sin.

DALZZITH. 10..
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' Lord, when thy kingdom comes, remember me; " Thus spakethe dy- ing lips to dy - ing ears ;

G86 c&a Dsin3 c^ iff-

"Lord, when thy kingdom comes, remem-
ber me;"

Thus spake the dying lips to dying ears;

Oh, faith, which in the darkest hour could

see

The promised glory of the far-off years

!

2 No kingly sign declares that glory now,
No ray of hope lights up that awful hour

;

A thorny crown surrounds the bleeding

brow,

The hands are stretched in weakness, not

in power.

3 Yet hear the word the dying Saviour
saith,

"Thou too shalt rest in Paradise to-day

;

n

Oh, words of love to answer words of faith !

Oh, words of hope for those who live to

pray!
\V. D. Maclagan.

Uo7 "Btmrmbrr £B.t."

Lord, when with dying lips my prayer i->

said,

Grant that in faith thy kingdom I may
see;

And, thinking on thy cross and bleeding

head,

May breathe my parting words, " Re-
member me."

2 Remember me, but not my shame or sin

;

Thy cleansing blood hath washed them
all away

;

Thy precious death for me did pardon win;

Thy blood redeemed me in that awful
day.

3 Remember me
;
yet how canst thou forget

What pain and anguish I have caused
to thee,

The cross, the agony, the bloody sweat,

And all the sorrow thou didst bear for me ?

4 Remember me ; and, ere I pass away,
Speak thou the assuring word that sets

us free,

And make thy promise to my heart, "To-day
Thou too shalt rest in Paradise with me."

W. D. Maclagan.

OSS "2-ort, £ KrHcftr."

Yes, I do feel, my God, that I am thine

;

Thouartmy joy,— myself,mine only grief;

Hear my complaint, low bending at thy
shrine,

—

"Lord.I believe; help thoumine unbelief."

2 Unworthy even to approach so near,

My soul lies trembling like a summer's leaf

;

Yet, oh, forgive ! I doubt not, though I fear,

"Lord,Ibelieve ; help thou mine unbclu t'."

3 Oh, draw me nearer; for, too far away,
The beamings of thy brightness are too

brief

;

While faith, tho' fainting, still has strength
to pray,

—

"Lord, I believe ; help thou mine unbelief."
J. s D Hamt
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—
A S. Sullivan.

liilifii^gpgg^Sifg
We are but strangers here, Heav'n is our home ; Earth is a des-ert drear, Hcav'n is our home.

4-
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ger and sorrow stand Round us on every hand, Heav'n is our Father-land, Heav'n is our home.

680 "lUomr atEast."

We are but strangers here,

Heaven is our home

;

Earth is a desert drear,

Heaven is our home.
Danger and sorrow stand

Round us on every hand,

Heaven is our Fatherland,

Heaven is our home.

2 What '.though the tempest rage?
Heaven is our home;

Short is our pilgrimage,

Heaven is our home.

And Time's wild wintry blast

Soon shall be overpast,

We shall reach home at last

;

Heaven is our home.

3 There at our Saviour's side,

Heaven is our home

;

May we be glorified
;

Heaven is our home :

There are the good and blest,

Those we love most and best,

Grant us with them to rest

;

Heaven is our home.

4 Grant us to murmur not,

Heaven is our home;
Whate'er our earthly lot,

Heaven is our home.
Grant us at last to stand

There- at thine own right hand,

Jesus, in Fatherland

:

Heaven is our home

!

-

()\}0 Jfsus is iHinc.

Now I have found a Friend

;

Jesus is mine ;
—

His love shall never end

;

Jesus is mine

:

Though earthly joys decrease,

Though earthly friendships cease

Now I have lasting peace

:

Jesus is mine.

2 Though I grow poor and old,

Jesus is mine ;

Though I grow faint and cold,

Jesus is mine

:

He shall my wants supply

;

His precious blood is nigh,

Naught can my hope destroy;

Jesus is mine.

3 When earth shall pass away,

—

Jesus is mine,—
In the great judgment day,

—

Jesus is mine :

Oh! what a glorious thing,

Then to behold my King,

On tuneful harp to sing,

Jesus is mine.

4 Father! thy name I bless;

Jesus is mine

;

Thine was the sovereign grace;

Praise shall be thine;

Spirit of holii

Scaling the Father's grace,

Thou mad'st my soul embrace
Jesus, as mine,

Henry J. M. M.J.C.



Conflict witb Sitr.

BEOOH1Y*. 5». Is.

()$ J Sabiour ant) JTrif r.ti.

.

Rest of the wean-, joy of the sad;

Hope of the dreary, light of the glad

;

Home of the stranger, strength to the end

;

Refuge from danger, Saviour and Friend.

2 Pillow where lying, love rests its head

;

Peace of the dying, life of the dead
;

Path of the lowly, prize at the end

;

Breath of the holy, Saviour and Friend.

3 When my feet stumble, I '11 to thee cry,

Crown of the humble, cross of the high;

"When my steps wander, over me bend,.

Truer and fonder, Saviour and Friend!

4 Ever confessing thee, I will raise

Unto thee blessing, glory, and praise;

All my endeavor, world without end,

Thine to be ever, Saviour and Friend!
J. S. B. Monsell.

BaTiour.thydyinfrloveTbcngaTest me: \ My heart fulfill its vow, Something for thee.

Not slioald I aught withhold,Deai Lord, from thee
: /In love my goal would bow, 8one offering brisg thee novr,

ftmmm
I
" Ul "

I 11

692 " Scnrtfjing for Cfj«."

Saviour, thy dying love

Thou gavest me:
Nor should I aught withhold,

Dear Lord, from thee:

In love my soul would bow,
My heart" fulfill its vow,
Some offering bring thee now,
Something for thee.

2 O'er the blest mercy-seat,

Pleading for me,

My feeble faith looks up,

Jesus, to thee

:

Help me the cross to bear,

Thy wondrous love declare,

Some song to raise, or prayer,

Something for thee.

mm
3 Give me a faithful heart—

Likeness to thee,

That each departing day
Henceforth may see

Some work of love begun,

Some deed of kindness done,

Some wanderer sought and wod,

Something for thee.

4 All that I am and have—
Thy gifts so free—

In joy, in grief, through life,

Dear Lord, for thee:

And when thy face I see.

My ransomed soul shall be,

Through all eternity,

Something for thee.
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PROPIOR DEO. 6s, 4s.

r r r tt r - - r
Still all our prayer shall be, Near-er, O God, to thee, near - er to thee I near-er to thee I

"f&Hf&mfH
093 Close to Gob.

Nearer, God, to thee! Hear thou our

prayer

;

Ev'n though a heavy cross fainting we
bear,

Still all our prayer shall be

Nearer, God, to thee, nearer to thee I

2 If, where they led the Lord, we too are

borne,

Planting our steps in his, weary and worn

;

There even let us be

Nearer, God, to thee, nearer to thee!

MORE LOVE. 6s, 4b.

3 If thou the cup of pain givest to drink,

Let not the trembling lip from the draught

shrink

;

So by our woes to be
Nearer, God, to thee, nearer to thee!

4 And when thou, Lord, once more, glorious

shalt come,

Oh, for a dwelling-place, in thy bright

home

!

Through all eternity

Nearer, God, to thee, nearer to thee

!

William W. How.

T. E. Perkins.

More love to thee.O Christ, more love to thee.' Hear thou the prayer I maie on bended knee; This la my earnest plea,—More lcve,

u.ti.—More love.O Christ, to thee, more love to thee! [Christ, to thee,

I mP- „. &-P-0-JLMJ2.A JLJL.^^0.

094 "&ou TLobf.-

More love to theo, Christ, more love to

thee!

Hear thou the prayer I make ou bended
knee;

This is my earnest plea,—
More love,0 Christ,to thee, more love to thee!

2 Onco earthly joy I craved, sought pence

and rest,

Now thee alono I seek,— givo what is best;

This all my prayer shall be,—
Morelove,0 Christ,to 111' e, more love to thee!

3 Let sorrow do its work, send grief and
pain;

Sweet are thy messengers, sweet their re-

frain,

When they can sing with me,

More love,0 Christ, to thee,more love to thee!

4 Then shall my latest breath whisper thy

praise,

This bo the parting cry my heart shall raise

;

This still its prayer shall be,

—

More love.O Christ, to thee,more love to thee I

Mrs. E. P. Prtntiis,
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nflict witb Sin.

See-ing not yet the hand that lead eth mC;

11 M

i

Hushedbemy heartand still, Fear I no far-ther 111

m
On-ly to meet thy will Mv v

tM

—

'
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095 " a ^s ?f,r B Bnrto not -"

Saviour! I follow on, guided by thee,

Seeing not yet the hand that leadeth me;

Hushed be my heart and still,

Fear I no further ill

;

Only to meet thy will

My will shall be.

2 Riven the rock for me, thirst to relieve,

Manna from heaven falls fresh every eve;

Never a want severe

Causeth my eye a tear,

But thou dost whisper near,

"Only believe!''

BETHAKT. Cf, 4e. .c .

——i
1 1

—

3 Oft en to Marah's brink have I been brought;

Shrinking the cup to drink, help I have

sought

;

And with the prayer's ascent,

Jesus the branch hath rent

—

Quickly relief hath sent,

Sweetening the draught.

4 Saviour! I long to walk closer with thee;

Led by thy guiding hand, ever to be;

Constantly near thy side,

Quickened and purified,

Living for him who died

Freely for me

!

ch a ,:« s. Robin*,*.

^fise
,

. by LOWE!
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1 be—Nearer.ir.y Gcd.io thee,-:Nag shall be-
: thee"

096 Gmrais 2S:io-:2. Angels to beckon me
Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee! Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee!

Ev'n though it be a cross that raiseth me;
Still all my song shall be— 4 Then, with my waking thoughts bright

. my God, to thee, nearer to thee! with thy praise,

2 Thoughlike the wanderer (the sun gone Out of my stony griefs Bethel I '11 raise ;

down), So b >* m >' w"

Darkness comes over me—my rest a stone; Nearer, my God. to thee, nearer to thee

!

Yet ir. my Creams I'd be
< Or if on iovful wins cleavim: the skv.

Nearer, my God, to thee, nearer to thee! |^^ JJ*, stnrs^vgot . upward I llv,

3 There let the way appear steps unto
Still all my song shall be,

heaven, my God, to I i thee!
• thou *endest me in mercy given; m„ s r Ad»m»



Cbrtstian Experience.

PAROLE. 6s, 5s. Spencer Lanr.

wm^m^i^^^
In th'e hour of tri • al, Je-3119, plead for me;

Up^^m^^^mmT r^:*
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When thou see'et me wa - ver, With a look re Nor for fear or

$97 a If-ook from Christ.

In the hour of trial,

Jesus, plead for me;
Lest by base denial,

I depart from thee

;

"When thou see'st me waver,

With a look recall,

Nor for fear or favor

Suffer me to fall.

2 With forbidden pleasures

Would this vain world charm;

Or its sordid treasures

Spread to work me harm;

Bring to my remembrance
Sad Gethsemane,

Or, in darker semblance,

Cross-crowned Calvary.

3 Should thy mercy send me
Sorrow, toil, and woe

;

Or should pain attend me
On my path below

;

Cirant that I may never

Fail thy hand to tee

;

Grant that I may ever

Cast my care on thee.

4 When my last hour cometh,
i v. i'li strife and pain,

When my dust returneth

To the dust again;

On thy truth relying

Through that mortal strife,

Jesus, take me, dying,

To eternal life.
James Montgomery.

()9S Earnrst £or, Q.ngg.

Purer yet, and purer

I would be in mind,

Dearer yet and dearer

Every duty find

,

Hoping still and trusting

God without a fear,

Patiently believing

He will make all clear.

2 Calmer yet and calmer

Trial bear and pain,

Surer yet and surer

Peace at last to gain
;

Suffering still and doing,

To his will resigned,

And to God subduing

Heart and will and mind.

3 Higher yet and higher

Out of clouds and night,

Nearer yet and nearer

Rising to the light—

Oft th< .'ings

Swell within my on
Vet their inner meaning



Conflict witb Sin.

MAGDALINE. 6i, 5s. J. B. Dykes.

ir. blessed Sav-iour, Listen while we sing, Hearts and voices raising Praises to oar King,

fg- -tS>- -P- -P- m - - - *?-*-*-&

P^^^=^m^=^=^^
All we have we of-fer, All we hope to be, Bod-y, soul, and spir - it, All we yield to thee.

3^^#|i#^a
699 *" f" *BUS.

Saviour, blessed Saviour,

Listen while we sing,

Hearts and voices raising

Praises to our King.

All we have we offer,

All we hope to be,

Body, soul, and spirit,

All we yield to thee.

2 Great and ever greater

Are thy mercies here,

True and everlasting

Are the glories there,

Where no pain, or sorrow,

Toil, or care, is known,
Where the angel-legions

Circle round thy throne.

3 Dark and ever darker

Was the wintry past;

Now a ray of gladness

O'er our path is cast.

Every day that passeth,

Every hour that flies,

Tells of love unfeigned,

Love that never dies.

4 Clearer still and olearer

Dawns the light from heaven,

In our sadness bringing

News of sin forgiven.

Life has lost its shadows,

Pure the light within

;

Thou hast shed thy radiance

On a world of sin.
Godfrey Thruig.

( 00 " EacfcfoarS nrbrr Hooking,"

Nearer, ever nearer,

Christ, we draw to thee,

Deep in adoration

Bending low the knee

:

Thou for our redemption
Cam'st on earth to die

;

Thou, that we might follow,

Hast gone up on high.

2 Onward, ever onward,
Journeying o'er the road

Worn by saints before us,

Journeying on to God
;

Leaving all behind us

May wo hasten on,

Backward never looking

Till the prize is won.

3 Higher then and higher
Bear the ransomed soul,

Earthly toils forgotten,

Saviour, to its goal

;

Where in joys unthought of

Saints with angels sing,

Never weary raising

Praises to their King.
Godfrey Thrrn£
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LA MONTE P M
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WW* mmmmm&w^^
it let me go, I rest my weary soul in thee ; I give thee back the life I owe.

t&m^mmm

n thine ocean depths its flow May rich-er. full - er be, May rich-er, full - er be.

feppp^piii^^piii^P
701 Christ <Dur llcst.

Love, that wilt not let me go,

I rest my weary soul in thee
;

1 give thee back the life I owe,

That in thine ocean depths its flow

May richer, fuller be.

2 Light, that followest all my way,

I yield my flickering torch to thee

;

My heart restores its borrowed ray,

That in thy sunshine's blaze its day

May brighter, fairer be.

ORASSMERE. P. M.

3 Joy, that seekest me through pain,

I cannot close my heart to thee

;

T trace the sunshine through the rain,

And feel the promise is not vain

That morn shall tearless be.

4 Cross, that liftest up my head,

I dare not ask to fly from thee

;

I lay in dust life's glory dead,

And from the ground there blossoms red

Life that shall endless be.

Old Melody, a

I. ..—. ....:-.;^.; n«ri«r All is well! All is well ! It is my Fath
*I hear a sweet voice ringing clear. All is well! All is well ! It is my Father's

..»=,-. i !,,„ aii is well! All is well! Wher-e'er I walk that voice is heard: It is my
,ice I hear, All is well! All is well ! Wher-e'er I walk that voice is heard :

It is my

God my Father's word," Fear not, but trust: I am the Lord :" All is well! All is well

!

>" f TXTrnnrrrr f i
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Conflict wltb Sin.

right • ful mind; In pur • er lives thy

i O'-v Hanging for 33fatt.

Dear Lord and Father of mankind,
e our feverish ways !

Reelothe us in our rightful mind

;

In purer lives thy service find,

In deeper reverence, praise.

2 In simple trust like theirs who heard,

Beside the Syrian sea.

The gracious calling of the Lord,

Let us, like them, without a word
Rise up and follow thee.

3 Oh, Sabbath rest by Galilee !'

Oh, calm of hills above,

"Where Jesus knelt to share with thee

The silence of eternity,

Interpreted by love

!

4 Drop thy still dews of quietness,

Till all our strivings cease :

Take from our souls the strain and stress

;

And let our ordered lives confess

The beauty of thy peace.
J. c Whfeta

703 SoU'b JFart £)ittorn.

Saviour, lend a listening ear,

And answer my request

!

Forgive, and wipe the falling tear,

Now with thy love my spirit cheer,

And set my heart at rest.

2 I mourn the hidings of thy face
j

The absence of that smile,

"Which led me to a throne of grace,

And gave my soul a resting-place,

From earthly care and toil.

3 Up to the place of thine abode
I lift my waiting eye

;

To thee, holy Lamb of God

!

"Whose blood for me so freely flowed,

I raise my ardent cry.
Thomas Hastings.

704 Tune-GRASSMEBE.

1 hear a sweet voice ringing clear,

All is well

!

It is my Fathers voice I hear

;

All is well!

"Where'er I walk that voice is- heard:
It is my God, my Father's word,

"Fear not, but trust : I am the Lord:"
Ail is well

!

2 Clouds cannot long obscure mv sight

;

All is well

!

I know there is a land of light
j

All is well

!

From strength to strength, from day to day,

I tread along the world's highway

;

Or often stop to sing or sav,

All is well I

3 In mornincr hours, serene and bright,

All is well

!

In evening hours or darkening night

All is well

!

And when to Jordan's side I come,
'Midst chilling waves and raging foam,

Oh, let me sing as I go home,

All is well!
L rax-.oaHood.
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EVANGELIST. Arr. fr MENDELSSOHN.

|^^S^%S%|il^|l
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705 "£J3atchant>19raB."

The Saviour bids thee watch and pray

Through life's momentous hour

;

And grants the Spirit's quickening raV

To those who seek his power.

2 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray,

Maintain a warrior's strife

;

Christian ! hear his voice to-day

:

Obedience is thy life.

3 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray
;

For soon the hour will come
That calls thee from the earth away
To thy eternal home.

4 The Saviour bids thee watch and pray,

Oh, hearken to his voice,

And follow where he leads the way,

To heaven's eternal joys

!

Thomas Hastings.

SAVERY. C. M.

~rt-

706 "Ntarfrto Chrt."

Oh, could I find, from day to day,

A nearness to my God,
Then would my hours glide sweet away
While leaning on his word.

2 Lord, I desire with thee to live

Anew from day to day,

In joys the world can never give,

Nor ever take away.

3 Blest Jesus, come and rule my heart,

And make me wholly thine,

That I may never more depart,

Nor grieve thy love divine.

4 Thus, till my last, expiring breath,

Thy goodness I '11 adoi*e

;

And when my frame dissolves in death,

My soul shall love thee more.
Benjamin Cleveland.

Ait. fr. Schubert.

i#^#
Oh,mean may seen; this house of clay, Yet 't was the Lord's abode; Our feet may mourn this thorny way, Yet here Im-man-uel trod.

12-

>sffi^TaaaMaffijagiga
707 ©ur /rail Bodj.

Oh, mean may seem this house of clay,

Yet 't was the Lord's abode
;

Our feet may mourn this thorny way,

Yet here Immanuel trod.

2 This fleshly robe the Lord did wear
j

This watch the Lord -did keep

;

These burdens sore the Lord did bear
;

These tears the Lord did weep

!

3 This world the Master overcame;

This death the Lord did dio

:

Oh,vanquished world! oh,glorious shame!

Oh, hallowed agony

!

4 Oh, vale of tears, no longer sad,

Wherein the Lord did dwell!

Oh, holy robe of Beth that clad

Our own Immanuel

!

5 Our very frailty brings us near

Unto the Lord of heaven ;

To every grief, to every tear,

Such glory strange is given.
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Conflict wttb Sin.

Thi-rincian Folk-song.

293

Tell me, my Saviour! Where thou dost feed thy flock, Resting beside the rock, Cool in the shade:

Why should I be as one Turning aside alone, Left, when thy sheep have gone, Where I have strayed?

kmrii^m^mm^
70S Cant. 1:7.

Tell me, my Saviour!

Where thou dost feed thy flock,

Resting beside the rock, .

Cool in the shade

:

Why should I be as one
Turning aside alone,

Left, when thy sheep have gone,

Where I have strayed 1

2 Seek me, my Saviour

!

For I have lost the way

:

I will thy voice obey

;

Speak to me here

!

TRUSTING. 7s.

Help me to find the gate

Where all thy chosen wait

:

Ere it shall be too late,

Oh, call me near

!

3 Show me, my Saviour!

How I can grow like thee;

Make me thy child to be,

Taught from above

:

Help me thy smile to win

;

Keep me safe folded in,

Lest I should rove in sin.

Far from thy love.
Charles S. Robin!

Wm G. Fischer.

P0^0immtmmimm
I am coming to the cross; I am poor and weak and blind; I am counting all butJross; I shall full sal-va-tion find.

REF.—I am trusting, Lord, in thee, Dear Lamb of Cal-va - ry ; Humbly at thy cross I bovc; Save me, Je-sus, save me now

Hi '' »Tg*grfcBtef ' ^WfrrW'w-Ffff'
709 " CUansfth from 31! Sin."

I am coming to the cross

;

I am poor and weak and blind,

1 am counting all but dross
;

I .shall full salvation find.

Ref. — I am trusting, Lord, in thee,

Dear Lamb of Calvary
;

Humbly at thy cross I bow

;

Save me, Jesus, save me now.

2 Long my heart has sighed for thee;

Long has evil dwelt within;

Jesus sweetly speaks to me,

I will cleanse you from all siu.— Rf.f.

3 Here I give my all to thee.

—

Friends and time and earthly store;

Soul and body thine to be—
Wholly thine for ever more.— Ref.

4 In the promises I trust

;

Now I feel the blood applied

;

I am prostrate iu the dust

;

I with Christ aiu crucified.—REF.
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CONSECRATION. 7i. D.

W

710 <ai!for3faus.

Take my life, and let it be
Consecrated, Lord, to thee

;

Take my hands, and let them move
At the impulse of thy love

;

Take my feet, and let them be

Swift and beautiful for thee

;

Take my voice, and let me sing

Always, only, for my King.

2 Take my lips, and let them be

Filled with messages from thee
;

Take my silver and my gold,

Not a mite would I withhold

;

Take my moments and my days,

Let them flow in ceaseless praise;

Take my intellect, and use

Every power as thou shalt choose.

3 Take my will, and make it thine

;

It shall be no longer miue

;

Take my heart, it is thine, own !

It shall be thy royal throne
;

Take my love ; my Lord, I pour

At thy feet its treasure-store;

Take myself, and I will be,

Ever, only, all, for i!

> R Havcry.il.

711 9 H^rt **«*«

Or, this soul, how dark and blind

!

Oh, this foolish, earthly mind!
Oh, this forward, selfish will,

Which refuses to be still

!

Oh, these ever-roaming eyes.

Upward that refuse to rise

!

Oh, these wayward feet of mine,

Found in every path but thine

!

2 Oh, this stubborn, prayerless knee,

Hands so seldom clasped to thee,

Longings of the soul, that go
Like the wild wind, to and fro

!

To and fro, without an aim,

Turning idly whence they came,
Bringing in no joy, no bliss,

Only adding weariness

!

3 Giver of the heavenly peace J

Bid, oh, bid these tumults cease;.

Minister thy holy balm
;

I'M in. u ith thy Spirit's calm :

Thou, the Life, the Truth, the- Way,
DM not in sin to stay

;

Bearer of the sinner's guilt,

Lead me, lead me. as thou wilt.
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MISSUH. 7t. D.
Arr. by Geo. Ki.ngslbv.
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^BreuJen mhJH wTsojouni here.Fight we muit,but should not fear; roes we TavT.bnt weWe a Friend, One that IotmHU tie end

:

^^^^,t„ i '.i |
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Forward.thea, with courage go; Long we shall not dwell below; Soon the joyful news will cone," Child.your lather callt—cone

712
Brethren*, -while we sojourn here,

Fight we must, but should not fear
;

Foes we have, but we Ve a Friend,

One that lo%Tes us to the end

:

Forward, then, with courage go ;

Long we shall not dwell below

;

Soon the joyful news will come,

'•child, your Father calls— come home!

2 In the way a thousand suares

Lie, to take us unawares
;

Satan, with malicious art,

Watches each unguarded part :

But, from Satan's malice free,

Saints shall soon victorious be
;

Soon the joyful news will come,

"Child, your Father calls— come home !"

3 But of all the foes we meet,

None so oft mislead our feet,

None betray us into sin,

Like the foes that dwell within

;

Yet let nothing spoil our peace,

Christ shall also conquer these
;

Soon the joyful news will come,

"Child, your Father calls— come home!"
Joseph Swaia.

h-t 1—nrn
7 1 $ Chr fSorning Star.

The gloomy night will soon be past,

The morning will appear,

The rays of blessed light at last

Each eye will cheer.

2 Thou bright and morning Star, thy light

Will to our joy be seen

;

Thou, Lord, wilt meet our longing sight

;

No cloud between.

3 Thy love sustains us on our way

While pilgrims here below
;

Thou dost, Saviour, day by day,

Thy grace bestow.

4 But oh ! the more we learn of thee,

And thy rich mercy prove,

The more we long thy face to see,

And know thy love.

5 Then shine, thou bright and morning Star,

Dispel the dreary gloom ;

Oh take from sin and grief afar

Thy people home.
S P T.cjelle*.
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M. PoRTltr.AL.
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How firm a foun-da-tion, ye saintsof the Lord! Is laid for your faith in his ex - eel-lent word! What more can he

1

*

hath said,— To J

r
• r b

*ay, than to you he hath said,— To you, who for refuge to Je-sus have fled ! To you, who for refuge to Je-tu* have fled t

714 "JTtar not."

How firm a foundation, ye saints of the

Lord

!

Is laid for your faith in his excellent word

!

What more can he say, than to you he

hath said,

—

To you, who for refuge to Jesus have fled ?

2 "Fear not, I am with thee, oh, be not

dismayed,

For I am thy God, I will still give thee

aid

;

I '11 strengthen thee, help thee, and cause

thee to stand,

Upheld by my gracious, omnipotent hand.

3 "When through the deep waters I call

thee to go,

The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow;

For I will be with thee thy trouble to bless,

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress.

GCSHEN. lis.

4 " When through fiery trials thy pathway
shall lie,

My grace, all-sufficient, shall be thy supply;

The flame shall not hurt thee ; I only design

Thy dross to consume, and thy gold to re line.

5 "Ev'n down to old. age all my people

shall prove

My sovei-eign, eternal, unchangeable love;

And then, when gray hairs shall their tem-

ples adorn,

Like lambs they shall still in my bosom bo
borne.

6 "The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for

repose,

I will not— I will not desert to his foes

;

That soul— though all hell should endeavor
to shake,

I '11 never— no never— no never forsake !"

Cettgc Keith.

I^p^i
Arr. by TttOS. Hastings.

$
!0 eyes that are weary, and hearts that are si.

Look off un-to Je - sue, now (Omit )) sor- row no more! The light of his countenance ihineth so bright,

i). r. -That here, as in hcav-en, there (Omit ) need be no night.

miftfffliBfii nfiTTiVi
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I The Lcrd is ay Shepherd, no want thall I know; l

II feed in gre«n pastures, safe - fsld-ed I rest; f He lead-etizny wjI where the «tiil wat«ri flew,

L.C—Ra - ttarei ae ween wmd'riig, re-deem* when oppressed.

j 1 C --,, fc
-- 2 While looking to Jesus, my heart cannot

The Lord is my Shepherd, no want shall I T . "
'

. , T
i

I tremble no more when I see Jesus near

;

I feed^greenpasture^safe-foldedlrest;
I-^owthat his presence my safeguard will

He leadeth my soul where the still waters u "J^ arfe troubledr be^ un .

now, . •

Restores me when wandering, redeems

when oppressed. 3 Still looking to Jesus, oh, may I be found,

"When Jordan's dark waters encompass me
2 Through the valley and shadow of death round

;

though I stray, They bear me away in his presence to be

:

Since thou art my Guardian, no evill fear; I see him still nearer whom always I see.

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my .... n
<

.tav . 4 Then, then shall I know the full beauty

No harm can befall, with my Comforter _ _
and grace

Of Jesus, my Lord, when I stand face to face;

Shall know how his love went before me

3 In the midst of affliction, my table is each day,

spread
;

^nd wonder that ever my eyes turned away.

"With blessings unmeasured my cup run-
JohD N,Darby- (T>

rieth o'er

;

* 1

7

M
/a«'nt. C' guriumg."

With perfume and oil thou anoiutest my Though faint, yet pursuing, we go on our
head

;

wav
;

Oh, what shall I ask of thy providence. The Lord is our Leader, his word is our stay;
more ? Tho 1

suffering, and sorrow, and trial be near,

The Lord is our Refuge, and whom can we
4 Let eroodness and mercy, my bountiful fear?

God

!

Still followmy steps till I meet thee above; 2 He raiseth the fallen, he cheereth the

j the path which mv forefathers trod faint;

Through the land of their sojourn, thy The weak, and oppressed—he will hear then-

kingdom of love. jani„Mon*omtry . m complaint;

The way may be weary, and thorny the road,

716 -ifiokmaurtojfsus." But how can we falter ?— our help is in God

!

EYES that are weary, and hearts that are 3 Though clouds may surround us, our God
sore

!

is our light

;

Look off unto Jams, now sorrow no more! Though storms rage around us, our God is

The light of his countenance shin* I our n

bright, at yet pursuing, still onward we come;
That here, as in heaven, there need be no The . r, and heaven is our

night. home! dma^c*)
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MANSFIELD. 8s, 7s. D.

=fcJ=Ej^^^S^^^l
Call Jc - ho - vah thy salvation, Rei

teen^^]
beneath th' Almighty's shade; In his secret hab- i • ta-tion

^^Ff

i^ifefei^i^^i

718 ^sa,m 9U

Call Jehovah thy salvation,

Rest beneath the Almighty's shade;

In his secret habitation

Dwell, and never be dismayed:

There no tumult can alarm theo,

Thou shalt dread no hidden snare

;

Guile nor violence can harm thee,

In eternal'safeguard there.

2 From the sword, at noon-day wasting,

From the noisome pestilence,

In the depth of midnight, blasting,

God shall be thy sure defence:

Fear not thou the deadly quiver,

When a thousand feel the blow;

Mercy shall thy soul deliver,

Though ten thousand be laid low.

3 Since, with pure and firm affection,

Thou on God hast set thy love,

With the wings of his protection,

He will shield thee from above;

Thou shall call on him in trouble,

He will hearken, he will save ;

Here, for grief reward thee double,

Crown with life beyond the grave.
Julius Montcuutiy

ter • nal safeguard there.

719 BaS is Breaking.

Christians, up ! the day is breaking,

Gird your ready armor on
;

Slumbering hosts around are waking,

Rouse ye ! in the Lord be strong

!

While ye sleep or idly linger,

Thousands sink, with none to save

;

Hasten ! Time's unerring ringer

Points to many an open grave.

2 Hark! unnumbered voices crying,

"Save us, or we droop and die!"

Succor bear the faint and dying,

On the wings of mercy rly:

Lead them to the crystal fountain

Gushing with the streams of life;

Guide them to the sheltering mountain,

For the gale with death is rife.

3 See the blest millennial dawning!

Bright the beams of Bethlehem's star:

Eastern lauds, behold the morning;

Lo! it glimmers from afar:

O'er the mountain-top ascending,

Soon the scattered light shall rise,

Till, in radiant glory blending,

Ilea ven's high noon shall greet our eyes.
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BSZCROFT. 8o,7». D. R. DbWitt Mallary.

mtw\} v&Jt-r-
-*-P

720 t^r Cfjurrft ©nr. •

Through the night of doubt and sorrow,

Onward goes the pilgrim band,

Singing songs of expectation,

Marching to the promised land.

Clear before us, through the darkness,

Gleams and burns the guiding light

:

Brother clasps the hand of brother,

Stepping fearless through the night.

2 One the light of God's own presence,

O'er his ransomed people shed,

Chasing far the gloom and terror,

Brightening all the path we tread

:

One the object of our journey,

One the faith which never tires,

One the earnest looking forward,

One the hope our God inspires.

3 One the strain the lips of thousands
Lift as from the heart of one

;

One the conflict, one the peril,

One the march in God begun

:

One the gladness of rejoicing

On the far eternal shore,

the one Almighty Father,

Reigns in love for evermore.
S. Baring-Goufc, tr.

/ 4 1 Banqurt Song.

Yes, for me, for me he careth,

With a brother's tender care ;

ith me. with me he shareth
Every burden, every frnr.

Yes, for me he standeth pleading,

At the mercy-seat above

;

Ever for me interceding,

Constant in untiring love.

2 Yes, in me, in me he dwelleth,

I in him, and he in me

!

And my empty soul he filleth, '

Here and through eternity.

Thus I wait for his returning,

Singing all the way to heaven
;

Such the joyous song of morning,
Such the banquet song of even.

722 vTJjf Erproaff) of Cfirisf.

CROSS, reproach, and tribulation!

Ye to me are welcome gn
When I have this consolation,

That my soul in Jesus rests.

The reproach of Christ is glorious

!

Those who here his burden bear
In the end shall prove victorious,

And eternal gladness share.

2 Bonds aud stripes, and evil story',

Are our honorable crowns
;

Pain is peace, and shame La glory,

Gloomy dungeons are as thrones.

Bear, then, the reproach of Jesus,

Ye who live a life of faith

!

Lift triumphant songs and pn
Bv*H in martyrdom and death.

Tr fi L A. C.->tl?r.
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ST. ALBANS. 6s, 5». D. Arr. fr. Haydn.

Brightly gleams our banner, Pointing to the sky, Waving wand'rers onward To their home on high.

Iwffrrippir^

p^^p£^^tg^i&&=&&
Journeying o'erthe des-ert, Gladly thus we pray,And with hearts ujiited,Take our heav'nward way.

723 "Jffjobafj TfiSBf."

Brightly gleams our banner,

Pointing to the sky,

Waving wanderers onward
To their home on high.

Journeying o'er the desert,

Gladly thus we pray,

And with hearts united,

Take our heavenward way.— Ref.

2 Jesus, Lord and Master,

At thy sacred feet,

Here with hearts rejoicing

See thy children meet
j

WALES. 8e, 4s.

Often have we left thee,

Often gone astray

;

Keep us, mighty Saviour,

In the narrow way.— Ref.

3 All our days direct us

In the way we go

;

Lead us on victorious

Over every foe

:

Bid thine angels shield us

When the storm-clouds lower

;

Pardon thou and save us

In the last dread hour.— Ref,
Thomai J. Totter.

Wdth Melody.

wm|^^^^di^S#g^j^-;
: I

All, all is well. Prcci
All must be well.
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Christ, the roy-al Mas ter, Leads against the foe; Fo: t - tie, See, his banners go.

724: "iw •'

Onward, Christian soldiers,

Marching as to war,

"With the cross of Jesus

Going on before.

Christ, the royal Master,

Leads against the foe ;

Forward into battle,

See, his banners go.— Cho.

2 Like a mighty army,
Moves the Church of God

;

Brothers, we are treading

"Where the saints have trod

;

"We are not divided,

All one body we,

One in hope and doctrine,

One in charity.— Cho.

3 Crowns and thrones may perish,

Kingdoms rise and wane,

But the Church of Jesus

Constant will remain

;

Gates of hell can never

'Gainst that Church prevail

;

"We have Christ's own promise,

And that cannot fail.— Cho.

4 Onward, then, ye people,

Join our happy throng

;

Blend with ours your voices

In the triumph-song

;

Glory, laud, and honor,

Unto Christ the King;
This through countless age?,

Men and angels sing. -

S. B~-

1 2 5 Tune-WALIS.

Through the love of God our Saviour,

All will be well

;

Free and changeless is his favor
;

All, all is well.

Precious is the blood that healed us

;

Perfect is the grace that sealed us

;

Strong the hand stretched out to shield us
;

All must be well.

2 Though we pas«s through tribulation,

All will be well

:

Ours is such a full salvation;

All, all is well.

Happy still in God confiding,

Fruitful, if in Christ abiding,

Holy, through the Spirit's guiding,

All must be well.

3 We expect a brisrht to-morrow

;

All will be well

;

Faith can sing through davs of ftorro

All. all is well.

On our Father's love relying,

lyingj

Or in living, or in dying,

All mu.-: be well.
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NISSI. 6s, 5s.

J J J II

Forward! be our watch-word, Steps and voic - es joined; Seek the thing* be • fore ns. Not a look be • hind;

^^ffttfffi; i P
f

P
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Buriis the fie - ry pil • lar At our ar-my's head; Who shall dream of shrinking, By our Cap-tain led f

csfv(f\PM^̂ m
For-ward thro' the des - ert, Thro' the toil and fight fore us, Zi - on beams with light!

7' 2 (> We ©lorious Citj.

Forward ! be our watchword,

Steps and voices joined

;

Seek the things before us,

Not a look behind

;

Burns the fiery pillar.

At our array's head
;

Who shall dream of shrinking,

By our Captain led ?

Forward through the desert,

Through the toil and fight:

Jordan flows before us,

Zion beams with light

!

2 Forward, when in childhood

Buds the infant mind
;

All through youth and manhood,
Not a thought behind ;

Spied through realms of nature,

< limb the steps of grace

;

Faint not, till in glory

I tleami our Father's face.

Forward, all the life-time,

Climb from height to height:

Tijl the head be hoary,

Till the eve be light

3 Forward, flock of Jesus,

Salt of all the earth
;

Till each yearning purpose

Spring to glorious birth

:

Sick, they ask for healing,

Blind, they grope for day;

Pour upon the nations

Wisdom's loving ray.

Forward out of error,

Leave behind the night

;

Forward through the darkness,

Forward into light!

4 Glories upon glories

Hath our God prepared,

By the souls that love him
One day to be shared ;

Eye hath not beheld. them,

Ear hath never heard
;

Nor of these hath uttered

Thought or speech a word :

Forward, marchiug eastward

Where the heaven is bright,

Till the vail be lifted,

Till our faith be sight!
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FORWARD. 6t,5r

^mm^sg£mmm0mr=r-
Far o'er yon hor - i • xon Rise the cit-y towers,Where our God abideth; That fair home \

^fff#t#feij

Flash the streets with jasper, Shine the gates with gold: Flows the gladd'ning river Shedding joys untold:

Thither, onward thither, In the Spirit's might: Pilgrims toyour country, Forward in • to Light!

igpflfjjp^^i
727 "/orioarfcinto ligfjt!"

Far o'er yon horizon

Rise the city towers,

Where our God abideth

;

That fair home is ours :

Flash the streets with jasper,

Shine the gates with gold

:

Flows the gladdening river

Shedding joys untold

:

Thither, onward thither,

In the Spirit's might

:

Pilgrims to your country,

Forward into Light

!

? Into God's high temple
Onward as we press,

Beauty spreads around us,

Born of holiness

;

Arch, and vault, and carving,

Lights of varied tone
;

Softened words and holy,

Prayer and praise alone :

Every thought upraising

To our city bright,

Where the tribes assemble
Round the throne of Light!

3 Naught that city needeth
Of these aisles of stone

:

Where the Godhead dwelleth,

Temple there is none

:

All the saints that ever

In these courts have stood,

Are but babes, and feeding

On the children's food.

On through sign and token,

Stars amidst the night

;

Forward through the darkness,

Forward into Light!

4 To the eternal Father

Loudest anthems raise

:

To the Son and Spirit

Echo songs of praise

:

To the Lord of Glory
Blessed Three in One,

Be by men and angels

Endless honor done.

Weak are earthly praises,

Dull the songs of night:

Forward into triumph.

Forward into Li flit :
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G. J. Webb.
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vic-t'ry His ar- my shall he lead,

728 " $3^2 Qonf 311, £tanti."

Stand up !— stand up for Jesus!

Ye soldiers of the cross

;

Lift high his royal banner,

It must not suffer loss

:

From victory unto victory

His anny shall he lead,

Till every foe is vanquished,

And Christ is Lord indeed.

2 Stand up!— stand up for Jesus!

The trumpet call obey

;

Forth to the mighty conflict,

In this his glorious day

:

"Ye that are men, now serve him,"

Against unnumbered foes

;

Let courage rise with danger,

And strength to strength oppose.

CASKEY. 78,6s. D.

3 Stand up !— stand up for Jesus

!

Stand in his strength alone
;

The arm of flesh will fail you—
Ye dare not trust your own

:

Put on the gospel armor,

And, watching unto prayer,

Where duty calls, or danger,

Be never wanting there.

4 Stand up !— stand up for Jesus!

The strife will not be long;

This day, the noise of battle,

The next, the victor's song

;

To him that overcometh,

A crown of life shall be

;

He with the King of Glory
Shall reign eternally

'

George Dufiield.

$m0mg£gmm&
- clin • ing, He grants the soul ft • gain

^p^fir
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BENTLEY. 7«, 6». P. J. Hlllah.

lipiPHi^i^^iP
Sometime* a light ssr-pris-e J The Christian while he sings; It ii the Lord who ris-es With healing in his winge:

-
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When comforts are de- dining, He grant* the soul a - gain A eeas-cn of clear shining, To cheer it af - ter rain-

729 ffLatthffai6:25-ai.

Sometimes a light surprises

The Christian while he sings
j

It is the Lord who rises

With healing in his wings

:

"When comforts are declining,

He grants the soul again

A season of clear shining,

To cheer it after rain.

2 In holy contemplation,

We sweetly then pursue

The theme of God's salvation,

And find it ever new

:

Set free from present sorrow,

We cheerfully can say,

Let the unknown to-morrow
Bring with it what it may.

3 It can bring with it nothing,

But he will bring us through;

Who gives the lilies clothing,

Will clothe his people too

:

Beneath the spreading heavens,

No creature but is fed

;

And he who feeds the ravens,

Will give his children bread

4 Though vine nor fig-tree neither,

Their wonted fruit should bear,

Though all the fields should wither,

Nor flocks, nor herds be- there

;

Yet God the same abiding,

His praise shall tune my voice,

For while in him confiding,

I cannot but rejoice.
William Co*; *.

730 "/ollflfc in ftif StrptS

happy band of pilgrims,

If onward ye will tread,

With Jesus as your Fellow,

To Jesus as your Head

!

The cross that Jesus carried,

He carried as your due

:

The crown that Jesus weareth,

He weareth it for you.

2 The faith by which ye see him,

The hope in which ye yearn,

The love that through all trouble

To him alone will turn

:

What are they but forerunners

To lead j-ou to his sight ?

What are they save the effluence

Of uncreated light f

3 The trials that beset you,

The sorrows ye endure,

The manifold temptations

That death alone can cure

:

What are they, but his jewels

Of right celestial worth ?

What are they but the ladder,

Set up to heaven on earth T
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THTJRINGIA. 5i, 8s, 5».

Je - sus, who can be » Once compared with thee ? Source of rest and con- so • la - tion,

4-- - . .. f" f-^

Life, and light, and full sal • va • tion ; Son of God, with thee None com -pared can be I

^^^^PFIfffppi^f^a
731 StratJinrss.

Jesus, who can be
Once compared with thee ?

Source of rest and consolation,

Life, and light, and full salvation

;

Son of God, with thee

None compared can be !

2 Thou hast died for me,

From all misery

And distress me to deliver,

And from death to save for ever

;

I am by thy blood

Reconciled to God.

3 Grant me steadiness,

Lord, to run my race,

Following thee with love most tender,

So that Satan may not hinder

Me by craft or force

;

Further thou my course.

4 When I hence depart,

Strengthen thou my heart

;

Where thou art, Lord, convey me;
In thy righteousness array me,

That at thy right hand
Joyful I may stand.

CRETE. 6b, 5».

PPH
J. B. Dykes.

P^IP
Christian, dost thou see them On the ho - ly ground, How the powers of e - vil Rage thy steps »- roan i >

Chrirtisn, up and unite them. Counting gain but loss ; 8mite them by the mer - It Of the ho • ly Ctom.
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Courage anO Cbccr,

732 "5t.Hl:-

Jesus, still lead on,

Till our rest be won

;

And although the way be cheerless,

We will follow calm and fearless;

Guide us by thy hand
To our Fatherland.

2 If the way be drear,

If the foe be near,

Let not faithless fear o'ertake us,

Let not faith and hope forsake us;

For, through many a foe,

To our home we go.

3 "When we seek relief

From a long-felt grief,

"When temptations come, alluring,

Make us patient and enduring,

Show us that bright shore,

"Where we weep no more.

4 Jesus, still lead on,

Till our rest be won
;

Heavenly Leader, still direct us,

Still support, console, protect us,

Till we safely stand

In our Fatherland.
ja»e Borthwick. tr.

733 6s
>
5 »- Tane-CRETE.

Christian, dost thou see them
On the holy ground,

How the powers of evil

Rage thy steps around ?

Christian, up and smite them,
Counting gain but loss;

Smite them by the merit

Of the holy*Cross.

2 Christian, dost thou feel them,

How they work within,

Striving, tempting, luring,

Goading on to sin T

Christian, never tremble

;

Smite them by the virtue

Of unceasing prayer.

3 Christian, dost thou hear them,
How they speak thee fair ?

u Always fast and vigil ?

Always watch and prayer?"
Christian, answer boldly:

"While I breathe, I pray:"
Peace shall follow battle,

Night shall end in day.

4 Well I know thy trouble,

my servant true

;

Thou art very weary,—
1 was weary too

:

But that toil shall make thee
Some day all mine own

;

And the end of sorrow
Shall be near my throne.
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8E0UR. 8s, 7s, 4a. J. P. HoLBROOK.

Guideme, O thou great Jehovah, Pilgrim thro' thisbarren land; I am weak,but thou art mighty
;

Hold me with thy powerful hand; Bread of heaven, Bread of heaven, Feed me till I want no more.

Jlflte^^.aElfeEfeilgg^P
"734 ffiuiUantf.

Guide me, thou great Jehovah,

Pilgrim through this ban-en land
j

1 am weak, but thou art mighty

;

Hold me with thy powerful handj
Bread of heaven,

Feed me till I want no more.

2 Open thou the crystal fountain'

Whence the healing streams do flow
;

Let the fiery, cloudy pillar

Lead me all my journey through

;

Strong Deliverer,

Be thou still my Strength and Shield.

3 When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Bid my anxious fears subside

;

Death of death ! and hell's Destruction

!

Land me safe on Canaan's side;

Songs of praises

t will ever give to thee.
William Williams.

A- S. Sullivan.

pfi^SrjS^^#g
Let the church new anthems raise, Wake the song of gladness: God himself to joy and praiso Turns the martyra' sad-n

Ummg^m&mm î

Bright the day that won their crown, Opened heaven 'a bright portal, As they laid the mortal down, To put on th'im-mor- tal.
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EAPHAZL. Gs, 7s, 4«.

309

keep Jus, feed us, For 1 ehave no help but thee

£e4=±:

735 "ILraSBs."

Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us

O'er the world's tempestuous sea

;

Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us,

For we have no help but thee

;

Yet possessing Every blessing,

If our God our Father be.

2 Saviour, breathe forgiveness o'er us
;

All our weakness thou dost know
;

Thou didst tread this earth before us

;

Thou didst feel its keenest woe
;

Lone and dreary, Faint and weary,

Through the desert thou didst go.

3 Spirit of our God, descending,

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy

;

with every passion blending,

Pleasure that can never cloy

;

Thus provided, Pardoned, guided,

Nothing can our peace destroy.

736 "Cf)t pillar GuiDf."

Saviour, through the desert lead us,

Without thee we cannot go

;

Thou from cruel chains hast freed us,

Thou hast laid the tyrant low

:

Let thy presence

Cheer us all our journey through.

2 When we halt, no track discovering,

Fearful lest we go astray,

O'er our path the pillar hovering,

Fire by night and cloud by day,

Shall direct us

:

Thus we shall not miss our way.

3 When our foes in arms assemble,

Ready to obstruct our way,
Suddenly their hearts shall tremble,

Thou wilt strike them with dismay

;

And thy people,

Led by thee, shall win the day.
Thomas Kelly.

737 p - M - Tune-KEVIN.

Let the church new anthems raise
;

Wake the song of gladness
;

God himself to joy and praise

Turns the martyrs' sadness

:

Bright the day that won their crown,

Opened heaven's bright portal,

As they laid the mortal down
To put on the immortal.

2 Never flinched they from the flame,

From the torture never

;

Vain the foeman's sharpest aim,

Satan's best endet

For by faith they saw the land

Decked in all its glory,

Where triumphaut now they stand

With the victor's story.

3 Up and follow, Christian men

!

Press through toil and sorrow

;

Spurn the night of fear, and then,

Oh, the glorious morrow

!

Who will venture on the strife t

Blest who first begin it

;

Who will grasp the Land of Life J

Warriors, up and win it

!

John M. Nea!-:, tr.
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STEPHANOS. 8s, 5s, 33 . WM . H. Monk.

la-ry, art thou languid, Art thon sore distressed? "Come to aie," saith One, "and coming, Be at rest."

738 ©uriHastir.

Art thou weary, art thou lauguid,

Art thou sore distressed ?

"Coine to me," saith One, "and coming,

Be at rest."

2 Hath he marks to lead me to him,

If he be my Guide ?—
"In his feet and hand are wound-prints,

And his side.
1 '

3 Is there diadem, as Monarch,
That his brow adorns?

—

"Yea, a crown, in very surety

j

But of thorus."

4 If I find him, if I follow,

What his guerdon here?

—

BULLINC-ER. 8s, 5s, 3s.

Mggggp

" Many a sorrow, many a labor,

Many a tear."

5 If I still hold closely to him,

What hath he at last?—
"Sorrow vanquished, labor ended,

Jordau passed."

6 If I ask him to receive me,
Will he say me nay?—

"Not till earth, and,not till heaven
Pass away."

7 Finding, following, keeping, struggling,

Is he sure to bless?—
" Saints, apostles, prophets, martyrs,

Answer, Yes."
J. M. Ne.Mc, tr.

E. W. BUI.LINCER.

-

! , iJ i
, H

I am trusting thee, Lord Je • sus, Trusting on ly thee! Trusting thee for full sal -va-tion, Great and free.

I

tepgpfggi^SiirgsSii^ r̂
739 "full Salbatt'on."

1 am trusting thee, Lord Jesus,

Trusting only thee

!

Trusting thee for full salvation,

Great and free.

2 I am trusting thoc for pardon,

At thy feet I bow
;

For thy grace and tender mercy,

Trusting now.

3 I am trusting thoe for cleansing

In the orim en Hood
;

Trusting thee to make me holy

By thy blood,

A I am trusting thee to guide me
;.

Thou alone shalt lead,

Every day and hour supplying

All my need.

5 I am trusting thee for power,
Thine can never fail

;

Words which thou thyself shalt give me
Must prevail.

6 I am trusting thee, Lord Jesus
;

Never lei me fall
\

I am trusting thee f'«»r 1 1 • r,

And for all.

1 H»vewal.



Courage ano Cbeer. 3"
FRA5KT0RT. P. M.

Bright beam of God! which scatters night, And guides the wandering soul a-right, Which af • ter truth is pin - ing:

Je-sus! God's Word! tr3*h re-veal-ing, Sorrow healing, soothe our sigh • ing, Dry our tears, and end our dy - inj

7 40 f) f ^Horning Star.

How brightly shines the Morning Star

!

What ray divine streams from afar!

God's glory there is shiniug.

Bright beam of God ! which scatters night,

And guides the wandering soul aright,

Which after truth is pining :

Jesus ! God's WTord ! truth revealing,

Sorrow healing, soothe our sighing,

Dry our tears, and end our dying.

2 My comfort here, my joy above,

Man's son, son of the Father's love,

Enthroned in highest heaven,

With my whole heart thy praise I sing

;

To thee, our Prophet, Priest, and King,

Be endless honors given.

Saviour, to thee, trusting, clinging,

Come I bringing soul and spirit,

Thee, my portion, to inherit.

3 Aid me, my God, to sing thy praise,

Thine ageless love, thy matchless grace,

In Christ our Lord appearing.

When such a gift God gave for thee,

When such a brother true is he,

Why still, my soul, be fearing?

Choose him, know him, greatest, dearest.

Best, and nearest, to befriend thee

'Gainst all foes who may offend thee.

4 To him who conquered death and hell,

To him let joyous anthems swell

Throughout heaven's great Forever.

Praise to the Lamb that once was slain,

Glory to him who bore our pain,

Flow on, an endless river

!

Earth and heaven— creatures lowly,

Angels holy— join your voices,

Till the world with praise rejoices.

5 Rejoice, ye heavens; thou, earth, reply:

With praise, ye sinners, fill the sky,

For this his incarnation.

Incarnate God, put forth thy power,

Ride on, ride on, great Conqueror,

Till all know thy salvation.

Amen, amen : hallelujah !

Hallelujah ! praise be given

Evermore by earth and heaven !

I. M. 5lo»". «»•
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WIMBORNE. L. M. J. Whitaker.

Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears, And gird the gos - pel or on;

1

741 •
!2pfK9ianB 6:U.

Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears,

And gird the gospel armor on

;

March to the gates of endless joy,

Where Jesus, thy great Captain 's gone.

2 Hell and thy sins resist thy course,

But hell and sin are vanquished foes

;

Thy Saviour nailed them to the cross,

And sung the triumph when he rose.

3 Then let my soul march boldly on.—
Press forward to the heavenly gate

;

There peace and joy eternal reign,

And glittering robes for conquerors wait..

4 There shall I wear a starry crown,

And triumph in almighty grace,

While all the armies of the skies

Join in my glorious Leader's praise.
Isaac WA tts.

MISSIONARY CHANT. L. M. Charles Zeunek.

742 faataMO: 23-31.

AWAKE, our souls! away, our fears!

Let every trembliug thought be gone

;

Awake, and run the heavenly rftoe,

And put a cheerful courage on

!

2 True, 't is a straight and thorny road,

And mortal spirits tire and faint;

li'it they forget the mighty God,

Who feeds the strength of every saint—

3 The mighty God, whose matchless power

Is ever new and ever young,

And firm endures, while endless years

Their everlasting circles run.

4 From thee, the overflowing spring,

Our souls shall drink a fresh supply

:

While such as trust their native strength

Shall melt away, and droop, and die.

5 Swift as an eagle cuts the air,

We'll mount aloft to thine abode ;

On WingS Of lore our souls shall fly,

Nor tire amid the heavenly road !



LEAD ME OH. P. M.

44

Courage anO Cbccr,

Trav'ling to the b«t-ter land, O'er the desert's scorching sand, Father ! let me graip thy hand ; Lead me on, lead jl

-ft
743 UraS 4Hr ©n.

TRAVELING to the better land,

O'er the desert's scorching sand,

Father! let me grasp thy handj
Lead me on, lead me on

!

2 When at Marah, parched with heat,

I the sparkling fountain greet,

Make the bitter water sweet

;

Lead me on, lead me on!

3 When the wilderness is drear,

Show me Elim's palm-grove near,

And her wells, as crystal clear

:

Lead me on, lead me on

!

4 Through the water, through, the fire,

Never let me fall or tire,

MILITANT. 10s, 3L

Every step brings Canaan nigher

:

Lead me on, lead me on

!

5 Bid me stand on Nebo's height,

Gaze upon the land of light,

Then, transported with the sight,

Lead me on, lead me on

!

6 When I stand on Jordan's brink,

Never let me fear or shrink

;

Hold me, Father, lest I sink

:

Lead me on, lead me on

!

7 WT
hen the victory is won,

And eternal life begun,

Up to glory lead me on

!

Lead me on, lead me on

!

Anon., 187

J. Barnby.
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For all thy saints, who from their la - bors rest, Who thee by faith be - fore the
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world confessed, Thy name, O Je - sus, be for ev - er blest. Jial-le-lu-ja/i.' JIalic-lu-jttft!
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744 Ctif <2rms of Got.

FoR,lithysaints,whofromtheirlaborsrest. 4 But, lo, tlu-re breaks a yet more glorious

Who thee by faith before the world confessed, _. . 7'. •
,

• , • ,

Thv name, Jesus, be for ever blest. JJ
e

;
:

}
ints tamnptol rise in bright array

:

The lvint^ of glory passes on his way.
2 Oh.may thy soldiers, faithful.true and bold,

a the saints who nobly fought of old, 5 From earth's wide bounds, from ocean's

And win, with them, the victor's crown ot farthest coast,

gold. Through gates of pearl streams in the

3 Oh, blest communion, fellowship divine! countless host,

We feebly struggle, they in glory shine ; Singing to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

Yet all are one in thee, tor all art thine. waHaaw.ito*.
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N
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Oh.for a thousand tongues to sing My dear Redeemer's praise! The glories ofmy God and King, The triumph* ofhis grace!

74t) fffjankg for rirtorjj.

Oh, for a thousand tongues 'to sing

My dear Redeemer's praise

!

The glories of my God and King,

The triumphs of his grace

!

2 My gracious Master and my God

!

Assist me to proclaim,

To spread through all the earth abroad

The honors of thy name.

3 Jesus— the name that calms my fears,

That bids my sorrows cease-;

'T is music to my ravished ears

;

'T is life, and health, and peace.

4 He breaks the power of canceled sin,

Up sots the prisoner free
;

His blood can make the foulest clean
;

His blood availed for me.

5 Let us obey, we then shall know,

Shall feel our sins forgiven

;

Anticipate our heaven below,

And own that love is heaven.
Charles Wesley.

KJLBERT. C. M.

746 ffa,,,5 autl tf> r JTuturc.

Oh, for a faith that. will not shrink

Though pressed by every foe,

That will not tremble on the brink

Of any earthly woe ;
—

2 That will not murmur nor complain

Beneath the chastening rod,

But in the hour of grief or pain

Will lean upon its God ;
—

3 A faitli that shines more bright and clear

When tempests rage without,

That when in danger knows no fear,

In darkness feels no doubt ;
—

4 A faith that keeps the narrow way
Till life's last hour is fled,

And with a pure and heavenly ray

Lights up a dying bed.

5 Lord ! give us such a faith as this,

And then, whate'er may come,

We '11 taste ev'n here the hallowed bliss

Of an eternal home.

Olory to God! whose witness-train.Those heroes bold in faith.Could smile on poverty and pain, And triumph ev'n in death.

747 iRartB r : faith.

GLORY to God! whose witness-train,

Those heroes bold in faith,

Could smile on poverty and pain,

And triumph ev'n in death.

2 Oh. may that faith our hearts sustain,

Wherein tlu y fearless stood,

When, in the power of cruel men,

They poured their willing blood.

3 God whom we serve, our God, can save,

: .lamp the scorching flame,

Cau build an ark, can smooth the wave,

For such as love his name.

4 Lord ! if thine arm support us still

With its eternal strength,

We ihall o'ereome the mightiest ill,



Courage and Cbcer.

CHUISTMAS. C. M

ts&iM±gm
A • wake, my soul, stretch ev - ery nerve, And press with vig •

a* ^&m

74 S Zt.tVzzt.

Awake, my soul, stretch every nerve,

And press with vigor on
;

A heavenly race demands thy zeal,

And an immortal crown.

2 A cloud of witnesses around
Hold thee in full survey

j

Forget the steps already trod.

And onward urge thy way.

3
;T is God's all-animating voice,

That calls thee from on high,

'T is his own hand presents the prize

To thine aspiring eye.

4 Blest Saviour, introduced by thee.

Have I my race begun

;

And, crowned with victory, at thy feet

I '11 lay my honors down.
Philip Doddridgs.

749 •*•

Am I a soldier of the cross,

A follower of the Lamb ?

And shall I fear to own his cause,

Or blush to speak his name %

2 Must I be carried to the skies

On flowery beds of ease?

While others fought to win the priae,

And sailed through bloody

3 Are there no foes for me to face f

Must I not stem the flood f

Is this vile world a friend to grace,

To help me on to God ?

4 Sure I must fight, if I would reign

;

Increase my courage, Lord

!

I'll bear the toil, endure the pain,

Supported by thy word.

5 Thy saints, in all this glorious war,

Shall conquer, though they die ;

They view the triumph from afar,

Aud seize it with their eye.

6 When that illustrious day shall rise,

And all thine armies shine

In robes of victory through the skies,

The glory shall be thine.
Isaac Valtt.

( d\) " E'm not Ssfjamrfe."

1 '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—
His 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 stands,

And he can well secure

What I We committed to his hands,

Till the decisive hour.

4 Then will he own my worthless namo
Before his Father's face,

And in the new Jerusalem

bat my boo] a place.



3'6 Cbrfetian Erperfcnce.
CUTLER. C. H. D.

The Son of God goes forth to war, A king - ly crown to gain; His blood-red banner

751 3The iHartDT Spirit.

The Son of God goes forth to war,

A kingly crown to gain

;

His blood-red banner streams afar:

Who follows in his train?

Who best can drink his cup of woe,

And triumph over pain,

Who patient bears his cross below

—

He follows in his train.

2 The martyr first, whose eagle eye-

Could pierce beyond the grave,

Who saw his Master in the sky,

And called on him to save

:

Like him, with pardon on his tongue,

In midst of mortal pain,

He prayed for them that did the wrong

;

Who follows in his train ?

3 A glorious band, the chosen few,

On whom the Spirit came: [knew,

Twelve valiant saints, their hope they

And mocked the cross and llainc.

They climbed the dizzy steep to heaven

Through peril, toil, and pain :

O God I l" 08 may gj

To follow iii their train I

..JH.bci.

752 EioU. 40:36-38.

Long as the darkening cloud abode,

So long did Israel rest;

Nor moved they till the guiding Lord
In brightness stood confessed

:

Father of spirits ! Light of life

!

Now lift the cloudy vail

!

Shine forth in fire amid that night

Whose blackness makes us quail

!

2 'T is done ! To Christ the power given

;

Ho rends the vail away
;

O'er earth a splendor pours from heaven,

That makes our darkness— day!
Rise then, and follow, all the host,

His glory who precedes!

This true Sheohinah, which we boast,

.

To the true Canaan leads.

3 The city tin re is jasper-built)

The sea, a golden tire,

And underneath the emerald bow
Sings an immortal choir!

Oh, thither lead US, Lord of light!

Through all this wild<

Till in the glory of thai sight

We perfect are in bliss!

C«Hgi KiiJiirJs. jIl



Courage ano Cbeer.

ARCADIA. C. M.

God's glo • ry is a wondrous thing, Most strange in all its ways, And, of all

-I 1 I 1
-

753 Bom. 9:31.

God's glory is a wondrous thing,

Most strange in all its ways,

And, of all things on earth, least like

What men agree to praise.

2 Oh, blest is he to whom is given

The instinct that can tell

That God is on the field, when he

Is most invisible

!

3 And blest is he who can divine

"Where real right doth lie,

And dares to take the side that seems

Wrong to man's blindfold eye

!

4 Oh, learn to scorn the praise of men

!

Oh, learn to lose with God!

For Jesus won the world through shame,

And beckons thee his road.

5 And right is right, since God is God

;

And right the day must win
;

To doubt would be disloyalty,

To falter would be sin

!

Frederick W. Fabcr.

7o4: Snfaabrn'rtfl Cru«t.

Father of love, our Guide and Friend,

Oh, lead us gently on,

Until life's trial-time shall end,

And heavenly peace be won.

2 We know not what the path may be

As yet by us untrod

;

But we can trust our all to thee,

Our Father and our God.

3 But if some darker lot be good,

Oh, teach us to endure
The sorrow, pain, or solitude,

That makes the spirit pure.

4 Christ by no flowery pathway came,
And we, his followers here,

Must do thy will and praise thy name,
In hope, and love, and fear.

5 And, till in heaven we sinless bow,
And faultless anthems raise,

Father, Son, and Spirit, now
Accept our feeble praise.

William J. Irons.

755 Esa. 35:8-10.

Sing, all ye ransomed of the Lord,

Your great Deliverer sing

:

Ye pilgrims, now for Zion bound,
Be joyful in your King.

2 His hand divine shall lead you on,

Through all the blissful road

;

Till to the sacred mount you rise,

And see your gracious God.

3 Bright garlands of immortal joy

Shall bloom on every head
;

While sorrow, sighing, and distress,

Like shadows, all are fled.

4 March on in your Redeemer's strength

;

Pursue his footsteps still

;

And let the prospect cheer your eye

While laboring up the hill.

Philip Doddxi-ige.
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ALEXANDER. S. It Charles Zeuker

ig^p^lB^ipSg^ii
Your harps, ye trembling saints,Down from the willows take: Loud to the praise of love divine Bid every string a - wake,
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756 ©ut Salbation Near.

Your harps, ye trembling saints,

Down from the willows take

:

Loud to the praise of love divine

Bid every string awake.

2 Though in a foreign land,

We are not far from home

;

And nearer to our house above

We every moment come.

3 His grace will to the end

Stronger and brighter shine

;

Nor present things, nor things to come,

Shall quench the spark divine.

olmutz. s. M.

4 Whe* we in darkness walk,

Nor feel the heavenly flame,

Then is the time to trust our God,
And rest upon his name,.

5 Soon shall our doubts and fears

Subside at his control

;

His loving-kindness shall break through

The midnight of the soul.

6 Blest is the man, God,
Who stays himself on thee

;

Who waits for thy salvation, Lord,

Shall thy salvation see.

.Ait. by L. Mason.

nM, 1,

Give to the winds thy fears; Hope, and be undismayed; God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears; God shall lift up thy head.

'757 " Be of (Sooti Courage."

Give to the winds thy fears

;

Hope, and be undismayed

;

God hears thy sighs and counts thy tears

;

God shall lift up thy head.

2 Through waves, and clouds, and storms,

He gently clears thy way

;

Wait thou his time ; so shall this night

Soon end in joyous day.

3 What though thou rulest not

!

Yet heaven, and earth, and hell

Proclaim, God sitteth on the throne,

And ruleth all things well.

4 Far, far above thy thought

His counsel shall appear,

When fully he the work has wrought

That caused thy needless fear.
John Wcjlcy. trl

758 "CEfijrt not Sfjn tiff."

My soul, weigh not thy life

Against thy heavenly crown

;

Nor suffer Satan's deadliest strife

To beat thy courage down.

2 With prayer and crying strong,

Hold on the fearful fight,

And let the breaking day prolong

The wrestling of the night.

3 The battle soon will yield,

If thou thy part fulfill

;

For strong as is the hostile shield,

Thy sword is stronger still.

4 Thine armor is divine,

Thy feet with victory shod
;

And on thy head shall quickly shine

The diadem of God.



RIALTO. 8. M.

Courage

759 "Jrhcbih 3irtf)."

1 stand on Zion's mount,
And view my starry crown

;

No power on earth my hope can shake.

Nor hell can thrust me down.

2 The lofty hills and towers,

That lift their heads on high,

Shall all be leveled low in dust—
Their very names shall die.

3 The vaulted heavens shall fall,

Built by Jehovah's hands
;

But firmer than the heavens, the Rock
Of my salvation stands

!

Joseph Swain.

760 "Cortfj forth tEJrrping."

The harvest dawn is near,

The year delays not long

;

And he who sows with many a tear,

Shall reap with many a song.

2 Sad to his toil he goes,

His seed with weeping leaves

;

But he shall come, at twilight's close,

And bring his golden sheaves.
George Burgess.

761 " 2Ta ILibr is Christ."

For me to live is Christ,

To die is endless gain ;

For him I gladly bear the cross,

And. welcome grief and pain.

2 A pilgrimage 'my lot,

My home is in the skies

;

I nightly pitch my tent below,

And daily higher rise.

3 I fare with Christ my Lord

,

His path the path I choose

;

They joy who suffer most with him—
They win who with him lose.

4 The dawn on distant hills

Shines o'er the vales below

;

The shadows of this world- are lost

In light to which I go.

5 My journey soon will end,

My scrip and staff laid down:
Oh, tempt me not with earthly toys

—

I go to wear a crown.

Soldiers cf Christ, a • rise, And put your ar-mor on, Strong iu the strength which God supplies, Thro' his eternal Son.

762 thr IJanoplj) of Gorj.

Soldiers of Christ, arise,

And put your armor on,

Strong in the strength which God supplies

Through his eternal Son.

2 Strong in the Lord of hosts,

And in his mighty power,

Who in the strength of Jesus trusts,

Is more than conqueror.

3 Stand, then, in his great might,

"With all his strength endued,

And take, to arm you for the fight,

The panoply of God ;
—

4 That, having all things done,

And all your oonflicl

Ye may o'ercome through Christ alone.

And stand entire at last.

Ch*ilc»Wcklcy.
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LEIGHTOU. S. M. H. W. Greatorex.

A-rise, ye saints, a-rise! The Lord our Leader is; The foe be-fore his ban-ner flies, And vic-to - ry ii Lit
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Arise, ye saints, arise

!

The Lord our Leader is

;

The foe before his banner flies,

And victory is his.

2 "We follow thee, our Guide,

Our Saviour, and our King

!

We follow thee, through grace supplied

From heaven's eternal spring.

3 We soon shall see the day
When all our toils shall cease

;

When we shall cast our arms away,

And dwell in endless peace.

4 This hope supports us here

;

It makes our burdens light

;

'T will serve our drooping hearts to cheer,

Till faith shall end in sight.

5 Till, of the prize possessed,

We hear of war no more

;

And ever with our Leader rest,

On yonder peaceful shore.

764 C&rutian tfilflTinw.

The people of the Lord
Are on their way to heaven

;

There they obtain their great reward

;

The prize will there be given.

2 'T is conflict here below
j

'T is triumph there, and peace

:

On earth we wrestle with the foe;

In heaven our conflicts cease.

3 'T is gloom aud darkness here

;

'T is light and joy above

;

There all is pure, and all is clear

;

There all is peace and love.

4 There rest shall follow toil,

And ease succeed to care

:

The victors there divide the spoil

;

They sing and triumph there.

5 Then let us joyful sing

:

The conflict is not long

:

We hope in heaven to praise our King
In one eternal song.

Lowell Mason.

My soul, be on thy guard, Ten thousand foes a- rise; And hosts of sin are pre»s-ing hard To draw thee from the skiea.

765 "match."

Ill, be on thy guard,

Ten thoilS&nc! fo6S arise
;

And hosts of sin are pressing hard

To draw thee from the skies.

2 Oh, watch, and fight, and pray!

The battle ne'er give "'' r

;

I'« ii< m it boldly every day,

And helj) divine implore.

3 Ne'er think the victory won,

Nor lay thine armor down ;

Thine arduous work will not be done,

Till thou obtain thy crown.

4 Fight on, my soul, till death

Shall bring thee to thy GrOd I

Hell take thee at thy parting breath,

Up to his hirst abodo.
George Heath.
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OWEH. 8. M.

Oh,what,if we are Christ'*, It earthly shame or loss! Bright shall thecrownof glory be, When wehave borne the crow.

766 "FiaC:uri£, bialucis."

Oh, what, if we are Christ's,

Is earthly shame or loss 1

Bright shall the crown of glory be,

When we have borne the cross.

2 Keen was the trial once,

Bitter the cup of woe,

When martyred saints, baptized in blood,

Christ's sufferings shared below.

3 Bright is their glory now,

Boundless tkeir joy above,

Where, on the bosom of their God,

They rest in perfect love.

4 Lord, may that grace be ours!

Like them in faith to bear

All that of sorrow, grief, or pain,

May be our portion here !

5 Enough, if thou at last

The word of blessing give,

And let us rest beneath thy feet,

Where saints and angels live

!

Henry W. Baker.

?6? M I*abep»wr.-

I hear the words of love,

I gaze upon the blood,

1 see the mighty sacrifice,

And I have peace with God.

2 'T is everlasting peace,

Sure as Jehovah's name

;

'T is stable as his steadfast throne,

For evermore the same.

3 The clouds may go and come,
And storms may sweep my sky

;

This blood-sealed friendship changes not,

The cross is ever nigh.

4 I change— he charges not
j

The Christ can never d\f
;

His love, not mine, the resting-place
;

His truth, not mine, the tie.

5 My love is ofttimes low, -

My joy still ebbs and flows

;

But peace with him remains the same,

No change Jehovah knows.

GUA3DIAK. 6i, 4s.

Saviour and Lord of all, Turncvery heart to thee; Guard us and guide us safe O - ver life's s

£££i££^gqfi=grg-i
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Saviour and Lord of all,

Turn every heart to thee

;

G uard us and guide us safe

Over life's sea.

2 When we are full of grief,

Victims of anxious fear,

Give thou our hearts relief,

Jesus, be near.

3 Brighten our darkest hour,

Till the last hour shall come

;

Then, in thy love and newer.

Oh, take us home !

I. R. l*y!o».
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H. J. Gauntlbtt.

7()9 "In#fnlfl®ft."

Oft in danger, oft in woe,

Onward, Christians, onward go

:

Fight the fight, maintain the strife,

Strengthened with the bread of life.

2 Onward, Christians, onward go,

Join the war, and face the foe

:

Will ye flee in danger's hour ?

Know ye not your Captain's power ?

3 Let your drooping hearts be glad

:

March in heavenly armor clad

:

Fight, nor think the battle long,

Victory soon shall tune your song.

4 Let not sorrow dim your eye,

Soon shall every tear be dry
;

Let not feai-s your course impede,

Great your strength, if great your need.

5 Onward then in battle move,

More than conquerors ye shall prove

;

Though opposed by many a foe,

Christian soldiers, onward go.
H. K. White. F. F. Maittand.

770 Strong in Crust.

Lord, thou art my Rock of strength,

And my home is in thine arms

;

Thou wilt send me help at length,

And I feel no wild alarms.

2 When my trials tarry long,

Unto thee I look and wait,

Knowing none, though keen and strong,

Can my trust in thee abate.

3 And this faith I long have nursed

Comes alone, God, from theej

Thou my heart didst open first,

Thou didst set this hope in me.

4 Let thy mercy's wings be spread

O'er me, keep me close to thee

;

In the peace thy love doth shed
Let me dwell eternally.

5 Be my all ; in all I do,

Let me only seek thy will :

Where the heart to thee is true,

All is peaceful, calm and still.

C. Winjtworth, tr.

jg§S=S=gl
Shadow of a Mighty Rock, Stretching o'er a weary land, Hide me from the tempest's shock, Let mo in thy shelter stand.^jg^^i^^i

771 " %*)* Shaooto of a Borfe."

Shadow of a Mighty Rock,

Si ntcli'mg o'or a weary land,

Hide me from the tempest's shock,

Let me in thy shelter stand.

2 When thy Presence, my God,

Brighter is than I can see,

Shadow on the heavenward road,

Let me find my shade in thee.

3 Out of thee aro shades of death,

Weary ways, and hoars anblefl

;

Shadow of the Rock, beneath

Thee alone are joy and rest.

4 Till the race of Life be run,

Till my BOO] in rest ht> laid.

God of gods, thou art my Son :

Son of God, be thou my Shade!
J. S. B. MonselU
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it of love Are beneath, around, a-bovr; He who left hie throne of light,And unnumbered angels bright;—

P - m m H+-<2^-0-m . d Jt . J m .ffj

7 7 2 " *« Eb^laatir.s arms."

Everlasting arms of love

Are beneath, around, above

;

He who left his throne of light,

And unnumbered angels bright;

2 He who on the accursed tree

Gave his precious life for me

;

He it is that bears me on,

His the arm I lean upon.

PLETEL'S HYMN. 7s.

3 All things hasten to decay,

Earth and sea will pass away
j

Soon will yonder circling sun

Cease his blazing course to run.

4 Scenes will vary, friends grow strange,

But the Changeless cannot change

:

Gladly will I journey on,

With his arm to lean upon.
John R. Macduff.

Children of the heavenly King, Asyejoumey, sweetly sing; Sing your Saviour's worthy praise, Glorious in his works and ways.

773 Isaizt) 35 : 8-10.

Children of the heavenly King,

As ye journey, sweetly sing

;

Sing your Saviour's worthy praise,

Glorious in his works and ways.

2 Ye are traveling home to God
In the way the fathers trod

;

They are happy now, and ye

Soon their happiness shall see.

3 Shout, ye little flock, and blest

!

You on Jesus' throne shall rest

;

There your seat is now prepared

;

There your kingdom and reward.

4 Fear not, brethren
;
joyful stand

On the borders of your land

;

Jesus Christ, your Father's Son,

Bids you undismayed go on.

5 Lord, submissive make us go,

Gladly leaving all below

;

Only thou our Leader be,

And we still will follow thee.
John Cennick.

4 i\. Brtrnning lofar.

Now begin the heavenly theme,
Sing aloud in Jesus' name

;

Ye who Jesus' kindness prove,

Triumph in redeeming love.

2 Ye who see the Father's grace
Beaming in the Saviour's face,

As to Canaan on ye move,
Praise and bless redeeming love.

3 Mourning souls, dry up your tears

;

Banish all your guilty fears
;

See your guilt and curse remove,
Canceled by redeeming love.

4 Welcome, all by sin opprest,

Welcome to his sacred rest

;

Nothing brought him from above,

Nothing but redeeming love.

5 Hither, then, your music bring,

Strike aloud each joyful string

;

Mortals, join the host above,

Join to praise redeeming love.
John Lacgford.
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Jesus, thou source of calm repose,

All fullness dwells in thee divine

;

Our strength to quell the proudest foes

;

Our light, in deepest gloom to shine

;

Thou art our fortress, strength and tower,

Our trust and portion, evermore.

2 Jesus, our Comforter thou art

;

Our rest in toil, our ease in pain

;

The balm to heal each broken heart,

In storms our peace, in loss our gain

;

Our joy beneath the worldling's frown
;

In shame, our gloi-y and our crown;—
3 In want, our plentiful supply

;

In weakness, our almighty power

;

In bonds, our perfect liberty
;

Our refuge in temptation's hour
j

Our comfort when in grief and thrall

;

Our life in death : our all in all.
Charles Wesley.

776 V fnufI - Gen. 32:31.

Come, thou Traveler unknown

!

Whom still I hold, but cannot see,

My company before is gone,

And I am left alone with thee ;

With thee all night I mean to stay,

And wrestle till the break of day.

2 I need hot tell thee who I am
;

My sin and misery declare ;

Thyself hast called me by my name;
Look on thy hands and read it there;

But who, I a.sk thee, who art thou I

Tell me thy name, and tell me now.

3 My prayer hath power with God; t h

Unspeakable I now receive

;

Through faith I see thee face to face—

•

I see thee face to face and live

!

In vain I have not wept and strove
;

Thy nature and thy name is Love.

4 I know thee, Saviour! who thou art—
Jesus, the feeble sinner's Friend

;

Nor wilt thou with the night depart,

But stay and love me to the end

;

Thy mercies never shall remove ;

Thy nature and thy name is Love.
Charles Wesley.

777 5n (Chriat aionr.

My hope is built on nothing less

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness

;

1 dare not trust the sweetest frame,

But wholly lean on Jesus' name :

On Christ, the solid rock, I stand

;

All other ground is sinking sand.

2 When darkness seems to vail his face,

I rest on his unchanging grace

;

In every high and stormy gale,

ohor holds within the vail

;

On Christ, the solid rock, I stand
\

All Other ground is sinking sand.

3 His oath, his covenant, and blood,

Support me in the whelming flood;

When all around my soul gives way,

lie then is all my hope and slay :

On Christ, the solid rock, 1 stand ;

All other ground is sinking sand
Edward Mule.
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8T. CHRISTOPHER. L. Iff.

Je-tat, my Lord, my God , my til ! Blest Saviour, hear me when hear, and from thy dwell-ing-plaea

Poor down the rich-e» of thy grw. Je-sus, my Lord, I thee a • dore— Oh, make mo love thee more and mere!

7 l S "Jf»ug, mg Ucrt."

Jesus, naj- Lord, my God, my all

!

Blest Saviour, hear me 'when I call

;

Oh, hear, and from thy dwelling-place

Pour down the riches of thy grace

:

Jesus, my Lord, I thee adore—
Oh, make me love thee more and. more I

2 Jesus, alas ! too coldly sought,

How can I love thee as I ought ?

And how extol thy matchless fame,

The glorious beauty of thy name 1

Jesus, my Lord, I thee adore—
Oh, make me love thee more and morel

3 Jesus! of thee shall be my song;
To thee my heart and soul belong

;

All that I am or have is thine,

And thou, my Saviour, thcu art mine !

Jesus, my Lord, I thee adore—
Oh, make me love thee more and more

!

Henry Collins.

4 i o "^2 iStrrrtflth. mri STomrr."

Thee will I love, my Strength, my Tower!
Thee will I love, my Joy, my Crown !

Thee will I love, with all my power

;

In all thy works, and thee alone:

Thee will I love, till thy pure fire

Fill my whole soul with chaste desire.

2 I thank thee, uncreated Sun

!

That thy bright beams on me have shined.

I thank thee, who hast overthrown

My foes, and healed ray wounded mind.

I thank thoe, whose enlivening voice

Bids my freed heart in thee n

3 Uphold me in the doubtful race,

Nor suifer me again to stray

;

Strengthen my feet, with steady pace,

Still to press forward in thy way

;

That all my powers, with all their might,

In thy sole glory may unite.

4 Thee will I love, my Joy, my Crown

!

Thee will I love, my Lord, my God

!

Thee will I love, beneath thy frown
Or smile, thy scepter or thy rod.

Though my heart fail and flesh decay,

Thee shall I love in endless day.
J. Wesley, tr.

780 "CfiniSaur.olfssa.obf."

Jesus, thy boundless love to me
No thought can reach, no tongue declare

;

Oh, knit my thankful heart to thee,

And reign without a rival there

:

Thine wholly, thine alone, I am

;

Be thou alone my constant flame.

2 Oh, grant that nothing in my soul

May dwell, but thy pure love alone

:

Oh, may thy love possess me whole,

—

My joy, my treasure, and my crown :

Strange flames far from my heart remove

;

My every act, word, thought, be love.

3 Love ! how cheering is thy ray !

All paiu before thy presence Hies;

Care, anguish, sorrow, melt away,

Where'er thy healing beams arise

:

Jesus! nothing may I

Nothing desire, <>r seek but thee J
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Jesus ! name of wondrous love

!

Name all other names above

!

Unto which must every knee
Bow in deep humility.

2 Jesus ! name decreed of old

:

To the maiden mother told,

Kneeling in her lowly cell,

By the augel Gabriel.

3 Jesus ! name of priceless worth
To the fallen sons of earth,

For the promise that it gave—
"Jesus shall his people save."

4 Jesus! only name that's given

Under all the mighty heaven,

Whereby man, to sin enslaved,

Bursts his fetters, and is saved.

5 Jesus ! name of wondrous love

!

Human name of God above

;

Pleading only this we flee,

Helpless, our God, to thee.
William '

ST. BEES. 7s.

|3^ " Cmmanutl.**

Sweeter sounds than music knows
Charm me in Immanuel's name

;

All her hopes my spirit owes
To his birth, and cross, and shame.

2 When he came, the angels sung,

"Glory be to God on high :"

Lord, unloose my stammering tongue
J

Who should louder sing than If

3 Did the Lord a man become,
That he might the law fulfill,

Bleed and suffer in my room,

—

And canst thou, my tongue, be still \

4 No ; I must my praises bring,

Though they worthless are, and weak

;

For should I refuse to sing,

Sure the very stones would speak.

5 my Saviour! Shield and Sun,

Shepherd, Brother, Lord, and Friend—
Every precious name in one

!

I will love thee without end.
'. How. John Newton.

f&jj^fe
I I

Earth has nothing sweet or fair,Lovely forms or beauties rare, But before my eyes they bring Christ,of beauty Source and Spring.

i:.-ifei^p^ap^
783 "aitojjftfjtt lobcln."

Earth has nothing sweet or fair,

Lively forma or beauties rare,

But before my eyes they bring

Christ, of beauty Source and Spring.

2 When the morning paints the :.kies,

Win d the golden sunbeam- I

Then my Saviour's form I liiul

Bright!;. mind.

3 When the star-beams pierce the night,

Oft I think on Jesus light

;

Think how bright that Light will be,

Shining through eternity.

4 Come, Lord Jesus ! and dispel

This dark cloud in which I dwell,

And to me the power impart

To behold thee u thou art.
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Christ, of all my hopes tho Ground, Christ, the Spring of all my joy, Still in thee let

piii^FPi

784: " Co iibt i« tCfjrtst."

Christ, of all my hopes the Ground,
Christ, the Spring of all my joy,

Still in thee let me be found,

Still for thee my powers employ.

2 Fountain of o'erflowing grace !

Freely from thy fullness give;

Till I close my earthly race,

Be it "Christ for me to live !"

3 Firmly trusting in thy blood,

Nothing shall my heart confound
;

Safely I shall pass the flood,

Safely reach Immanuel's ground.

4 When I touch the blessed shore,

Back the closing waves shall roll

!

Death's dark stream shall nevermore

Part from thee my ravished soul.

5 Thus— oh, thus an entrance give

To the land of cloudless sky

;

Having known it "Christ to live,"

Let me know it "gain to die."
Ralph Wardlaw.

785 "fcr JiMtlobrtSi."

Saviour ! teach me, day by day,

Love's sweet lesson to obey

;

Sweeter lesson cannot be,

—

Loving him who first loved me.

2 With a child-like heart of love,

At thy bidding may I move
;

Prompt to serve and follow thee,

Loving him who first loved me.

3 Teach me all thy steps to trace,

Strong to follow in thy grace
;

Learning how to love from thee,

Loving him who first loved me.

4 Love in loving finds employ—
In obedience all her joy

;

Ever new that joy will be,

Loving him who first loved me.

5 Thus may I rejoice to show
That I feel the love I owe

;

Singing, till thy face I see,

Of his love who first loved me.

786 " Ctjrist tht erunfirt>."

Ask ye what great thing I know
That delights and stirs me so t

What the high reward I win

!

Whose the name I glory in t

Jesus Christ, the Crucified.

2 Who is life in life to me t

Who the death of death will be ?

Who will place me on his right

With the countless hosts of light I

Jesus Christ, the Crucified.

3 This is that great thing I know
;

This delights and stirs me so

;

Faith in him who died to save,

Him who triumphed o'er the grave,

Jesus Christ, the Crucified.
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isdom glides me.He was out-cast-I'm his care.Xone but Christ: his merit hides me,He was faultless-I am fair; None but Christ, his wisdom guides me.He was out-cast-I'

787 Nonr but 3rsus.

None but Christ : bis merit hides me,
He was faultless— I am fair:

None but Christ, his wisdom guides me,

He was out-cast— I'm his care.

2 None but Christ: his Spirit. seals me,
Gives me freedom with control

:

None but Christ, his bruising heals me,
And his sorrow soothes my soul.

3 None but Christ : his life sustains me,
Strength and song to me he is

;

None but Christ, his love constrains me,
He is mine and I am his.

Mrs. Anne R. Cousin.

BROCKLE3BURY. 8s, 7s.

J'88 "3rBU.©n!a ."

Jesus only, when the morning
Beams upon the path I tread

;

Jesus ouly, when the darkness

Gathers rouud my weary head.

2 Jesus only, when the billows

Cold and sullen o'er me roll

;

Jesus ouly, when the trumpet

Rends the tomb aud wakes the soul.

3 Jesus only, when, adoring,

Saints their crowns before him bring

;

Jesus only, I will, joyous,

Through eternal ages sing.

Arr. fr. Claripel.

J-^^HHsS^gp^gs
w

is, always with us—Words of cheer aud words of love; 'hus the risen Saviour whispers.From his dwelling-place above.

i I

7 81) " &3tth £ou Slfaj.iyg."

Always with us, always with us—
Words of cheer and words of love

;

Thus the risen Saviour whispers,

From his dwelling-place above.

2 "With us when we toil in sadness,

Sowing much and reaping none

:

Telling us that in the future

Golden harvests shall be won.

3 With us when the storm is sweeping

O'er our pathway dark and drear;

Waking hope within OUT bosoms',

Stilling every anxious fear.

4 With us in the lonely valley

Winn we cross the chilling

Lighting up the steps to glory

With salvat

.

am.
Edwin H. Ncvin.

790 * *'<»"S «w.
Now 1 know the great Redeemer,
Know he lives and spreads his fame

;

Lives— aud all the heavens adore him ;

Lives - and earth resounds his name.

2 My Redeemer lives within me,

Lives— and heavenly life conveys;

Lives—and glory now sun on .

Lives— and I his name shall praise.

3 Pardon, peace, and full salvation

From my living Saviour flow :

Light, aud life, and consolation,

—

All the good I e'er can know.

4 Soon shall 1 behold my Saviour;

He who lives and reigns above,

Lives —and I shall live for i

Live and sing redeeming love!
Richard Hurnham.
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wring and heavy laden,Wanting help in time of need ; Fainting by the way from hunger, " Bread of Life!" on thee we feed

791
Laboring and heavy-laden,

Wanting help in time of need

;

Fainting by the way from hunger,
"Bread of Life!" on thee we feed.

2 Thirsting for the springs of water,

That by love's eternal law,

From the stricken Rock are flowing,
u Well of Life ! " from thee we draw.

3 In the land of cloud and shadow,
Where no human eye can see,

Light to those who sit in darkness,
" Light of Life !

" we walk in thee.

4 Vexed with passion's hateful bondage,
Longing, struggling to be free;

Where thy loving banner leads us,
" Prince of Life !

" we follow thee.

5 Sick of sense's vain deeeivings,

Crumbling round us intq dust

;

Strong alone in faith's believings,
" Word of Life !

" in thee we trust.

6 Thou the "Grace of life'' supplying,

Thou the "Crown of life" wilt give;
Dead to sin, and daily dying,

"Life of Life" in thee we live.

J. S. B. Monsell.

German Melody.

Praise the Saviour, ye who know him : Who can tell how much we owe him? Gladly let

M J3 JL
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s-der to him All we are and have!

" {3rj!3f tfjr iSabiour."

Praise the Saviour, ye who know him

:

Who can tell how much we owe him ?

Gladly let us render to him
All we are and have

!

2 With his blood the Lord has bought them;
When they knew him not, he sought them.
And fronxall their wanderings brought them;

His the praise alone.

3 Jesus is the name that charms us;

He for conflicts fits and arms us;

Nothing moves, and nothing harms us,

When we trust in him.

4 Trust in him, ye saints, for ever;
He is faithful, changing never,

Neither force nor guile can sever

Those he hives from kim.

tn
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Saints in glory, we together
Know the song that ceases never ^

Song of songs thou art, Saviour,
All that endless day.

2 Come, ye angels, round us gather,

While to Jesus we draw nearer;
In his throne ho "11 seat for ever

Those for whom he died.

3 Underneath his throne a river,

Clear as crystal, flows for ever.

Like his fullness, failing never :

Hail, enthroned Lamb!

4 Oh, the unsearchable Redeemer!
Shoreless ocean, sounded never!
Festerday, to-day, for ever,

Jesus Christ, the same.
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RAYNOLDS. lis, 10s. Ait. fr. Mendelssohn.

We would see Je - sus— for the shadows lengthen Across this lit- tic landscape of our life;
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We would see Je - sus, our weak faith to strengthen For the last wea - ri- ness—the fin- al strife.

t
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We would see Jesus— for the shadows We are the Lord's ; his all-sufficient merit,

lengthen Sealed on the cross, to us this grace ac-

Across this little landscape of our life; cords;

We would see Jesus, our weak faith to We are the Lord's, and all things shall in-

strengthen herit

;

For the last weariness— the final strife. Whether we live or die, we are the

Lord's.

2 We would see Jesus— the great Rock
Foundation, 2 We are the Lord's; then let us gladly

Whereon our feet were set with sovereign .tender

grace; Our souls to him, in deeds, not empty
Not life, nor death, with all their agita- words;

tion, Let heart and tcngue, and life, combine to

Can thence remove us, if we see his face. render

No doubtful witness that we are tho

3 We would see Jesus — other lights are Lord s.

paling,

Which for long years we have rejoiced to 3 We are the Lord's, no darkness brooding

see

;

o'er us

The blessings of our pilgrimage are failing, Can make us tremble, while this star

We would not mourn them, for we go to affords

thee. A steady light along the path before us—
Faith's full assurance that we are the

4 We would sco Jesus— this is all wo 're Lord's.

needing,

Strength, joy, and willingness come with 4 We are the Lord's; no evil can befall us

the sight

;

In the dread hour of life's fast loosening

We would see Jesus, dying, risen, plead- cords;

illg, No pangs Of death shall even then appal us;

Then welcome day, and farewell mortal Death we shall vanquish, for we are the

night! Lord's,
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Still, still with thee.whenpurple morning breakcth,When the bird waketh, and the shadows flee:
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Fair-er than morning, lovelier than the daylight, Dawnsthesweet consciousness, I amwiththee.
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Still, still with thee, when purple morning
breakcth,

"When the bird waketh, and the shadows
flee:

Fairer than morning, lovelier than the day-

light,

Dawns the sweet consciousness, I am
with thee.

Alone with thee, amid the mystic shadows,

The solemn hush of nature newly born

;

Alone with thee, in breathless adoration,

In the calm dew and freshness of the

2 When sinks the soul, subdued by toil, to

slumber,

Its closing eye looks up to thee in prayer:
Sweet the repose, beneath thy wings o'er-

shadowing,

But sweeter still to wake and find thee

there.

So shall it be at last in that bright morning
When the soul waketh, and life's shadows

flee
j

Oh, in that hour, and fairer than day's

dawning,
Shall ri.se the glorious thought, I am with

I Slowt.
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Though sorrows rise and dangers roll,

In waves of darkness o'er my soul;

Though friends are false, and love decays,

And few and evil arc- my days;

Though conscience, fiercest of my foes,

Swells with remembered guilt my woes;

Yet ev'n in nature's utmost ill,

T love thee, Lord, I love thee still

!

2 Though Sinai's curse, in thunder dread,

Peals o'er mine unprotected head,

And memory points, with busy pain,

To grace and mercy given in vain
;

Till nature, shrinking in the strife,

Would fly to hell to 'scape from life;

Though every thought has power to kill,

I love thee, Lord, I love thee still

!

3 Oh, by the pangs thyself hast borne,

The ruffian's blow, the tyrant's scorn,

By Sinai's curse, whose dreadful doom
Was buried in thy guiltless tomb;

By these my pangs, whose healing smart,

Thy grace hath planted in my heart

—

I know, I feel thy bounteous will,

Thou lov'st me, Lord, thou lov'st me still

!

798 ff|t N«IU "JrHM."

Jesus!— the very thought is sweet

;

In that dear name all heart -joys meet;
But sweeter than sweet honey far

The glimpses of his presence are.

No word is sung more sweet than this:

No name is heard more full of bliss

;

No thought brings sweeter comfort nigh,

Than Jesus, Son of God most high.

2 Jesus, the hope of souls forlorn.

How good to them for sin that mourn !

To them that seek thee, oh, how kind !

But what art thou to them that find ?

Jesus, thou sweetness, pure, and blest,

Truth's fountain, light of souls distressed,

Surpassing all that heart reqnin >.

Exceeding all that soul desires

!

3 No tongue of mortal can express,

No letters write, its blessedness:

Alone who hath thee in his heart

Knows, love of Jesus, what thou art.

We follow Jesus now, and raise

The voice of prayer, the hymn of praise,

That he at last may make us meet
With him to gain the heavenly Beat

J.M. Nwlt.tr.
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strength to meet the day, And peace which none can take away, And peace which none can take away

J. *•- -J-AJO J. "
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Fountain of grace, rich, full, and free,

What need I, that is not in thee?

Full pardon, strength to meet the day,

And peace which none can take away.

2 Doth sickness fill my heart with fear,

'T is sweet to know that thou art near ;

Am I with dread of justice tried,

'T is sweet to know that Christ hath died.

3 In life, thy promises of aid

Forbid my heart to be afraid
;

In death, peace gently vails the eyes,

—

Christ rose, and I Bhall surely rise.

Jajnes Edmeston.

800 3fBus is f° r ffafr *Einf -

When sins and fears, prevailing, rise.

And fainting hope almost expires,

To thee, Lord, I lift my eyes

;

To thee I breathe my soul's desires.

2 Art thou not mine, my living Lord ?

And can my hope, my comfort die ?

'Tis fixed on thine almighty word—
That word which built the earth and sky.

3 If my immortal Saviour lives,

Then my immortal life is sure
;

His word a firm foundation g

Here may I build and rest secure.

4 Here, my soul, thy trust repose

;

If Jesus is for ever mine,
• -that last of foes—

Shall break a union so divine.

§01 "Complftrin jilmi."

My soul complete in Jesus stands

!

It fears no more the law's demands;
The smile of God is sweet within,

Where all before was guilt and sin.

2 My soul at rest in Jesus lives
;

Accepts the peace his pardon gives

;

Receives the grace his death secured,

And pleads the anguish he endured.

3 My soul its every foe defies,

And cries— 'T is God that justifies

!

Who charges God's, elect with sin ?

Shall Christ, who died their peace to win ?

4 A song of praise my soul shall sing,

To our eternal, glorious King

!

Shall worship humbly at his feet,

In whom alone it stands complete.
Mrs o. W. HiasJile.

802 »««•«=».

Let me but hear my Saviour say,

* Strength shall be equal to thy day
;

n

Then I rejoice in deep distress,

Leaning on all-suincient grace.

2 I can do all things — or can bear

All suffering, if my Lord be there
;

Sweet pleasures mingle with the pains,

While lie my sinking head sustains.

3 I glory in infirmity,

That Christ's own power may rest on me
;

When I am weak, then am I strong;

Grace is my shield, and Christ my soncr.
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The Lord 's my shepherd, I '11 not want: He makes me down to In pastures green; he leadeth me The qui-et water* fcy

The Lord's my shepherd, I'll not want :ttema*es me aownio ue " f""""6 '-~-
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The Lord's my shepherd, I '11 not want

:

He makes me down to lie

In pastures green j he leadeth me
The quiet waters by.

2 My soul he doth restore again;

And me to walk doth make

Within the paths of righteousness,

Ev'n for his own name's sake.

3 Yea, though I walk in death's dark vale,

Yet will I fear no ill

;

For thou art with me, and thy rod

And staff me comfort still.

4 My table thou hast furnished

In presence of my foes
j

My head thou dost with oil anoint,

And my cup overflows.

5 Goodness and mercy, all my life,

Shall surely follow me

;

And in God's house for evermore

My dwelling-place shall be. ^

^

EBEN. C M.

§04 Christ, out iHotil.

Jesus ! King most wonderful,

Thou Conqueror renowned,

Thou sweetness most ineffable,

In whom all joys are found!

2 When once thou visitest the heart,

Then truth begins to -shine,

Then earthly vanities depart,

Then kindles love divine.

3 Jesus, Light of all below

!

Thou Fount of life and fire!

Surpassing all the joys we know,

All that we can desire,—

4 May every heart confess thy name,

And ever thee adore

;

And, seeking thee, itself inflame

To seek thee more and more.

5 Thee may our tongues for ever bless,

Thee may we love alone

;

And ever in our life express

The image of thine own.^^^,^

W. H. HavergaI.

*".
. ~*t. ,_._._ .-j-.-.i. „..,»,.„, t= ^l.oc.^tnrUim me for his own.And live himself tome.

Je-sus, who on his glorious throne Rules heav'n, and earth,
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and sea, Is pleased to claim me for his own,And give himself to me.
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Jesus, who on his glorious throne

Rules heaven, and earth, and sea,

Is pleased to claim me for his own,

And give himself to me.

2 His person fixes all my love,

His blood removes my fear

;

And while he pleads for me above,

rves me here.

3 His word of promise is my food,

His Spirit is my guide
;

Thus daily is my strength renewed,

And all my wants supplied.

4 For him I count as gain each loss,

Disgrace for him renown ;

Well may I glory in my cross,

While he prepares my crown.
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Jesus, these eyes have never seen That 'radiant form of thine ! The vail of sense hac^s dark between Thy bless-ed face and mine

!
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those eyes have never seen

That radiant form of thine

!

The vail of sense hangs dark between

Thy blessed face and mine

!

2 I see-thee not, I hear thee not,

Yet art thou oft with me

;

And earth has ne'er so dear a spot,

As where I meet with thee.

3 Like some bright dream that comes un-

When slumbers o'er me roll, [sought,

Thine image ever fills my thought,

And charms my ravished soul.

4 Yet though I have not seen, and still

Must rest in faith alone;

1 love thee, dearest Lord !— and will,

Unseen, but not unknown.

5 When death these mortal eyes shall seal,

And still this throbbing heart,

The rending vail shall thee reveal,

All glorious as thou art !.

Ray Palmer.

S07 "fcc .fret lobfoSe."

BLESSED Saviour, is thy love

So great, so full, so free ?

Behold, we give our thoughts, our hearts,

Our lives, our all, to thee.

2 We love thee for the glorious worth

Which in thyself we see

;

We love thee for that cross of shame

Endured so patiently.

3 No man of greater love can boast

Than for his friend to die

;

Thou for thine enemies wast slain;

What love with thine can vie f

4 Make us like thee in meekness, love,

And every beauteous grace;

From glory unto glory changed,

Till we behold thy I

80S "aitofiftfjfrlLobflD."

My God ! the spring of all my joys,

The life of my delights,

The glory of my brightest days,

And comfort of my nights

!

2 In darkest shades if he appear,

My dawning is begun

:

He is my soul's sweet morning star

And he my rising sun.

3 The opening heavens around me shine

With beams of sacred bliss,

WTiile Jesus shows his heart is mine,

And whispers, I am his.

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay,

At that transporting word

;

Kun up with joy the shining way,

To meet my gracious Lord !° •

Isaac Wans.

$09 a ^ cart ui;c cfJ n8t '*'

Oh, for a heart to praise my God,

A heart from sin set free

;

A heart that always feels thy blood

So freely shed for me

!

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek,

My dear Redeemer's throne

;

Where only Christ is heard to speak
L

Where Jesus reigns alone I

3 Oh, for a lowly, contrite heart,

Believing, true, and clean!

Which neither life nor death can part

From him that dwells within.

4 A heart in every thought renewed,

And filled with love divine ;

Perfect, and right, and pure, and good;

An image, Lord ! of thine.

5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart;

Come quickly from above

;

Write thy new name upon my heart,

—

Thy new, best name of Love.
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-I've found the Pearl of greatest price,My heart doth sing for joy ; And 3ing I mnst,for ChristU mine; Christ shall my song employ.

810 WlinS.I.

1 've found the Pearl of greatest price,

My heart doth sing for joy

;

And sing I must, for Christ is mine

;

Christ shall my song employ.

2 Christ is my Prophet, Priest, and King;

A Prophet full of light,

My great High -Priest before the throne,

My King of heavenly might,

3 For he indeed is Lord of lords,

And he the King of kings

;

He is the Sun of righteousness,

With healing in his wings.

4 Christ is my Peace ; he died for me,

For me he gave his blood
;

And as my wondrous Sacrifice

Offered himself to God.

5 Christ Jesus is my All in all,

My Comfort and my Love,

My Life below, and he shall be

My Joy and Crown above.
Juhn Ml

ST. PETER. C. M.

oil lofaing ant) 33r lourt).

Do not I love thee, my Lord 1

Behold my heart, and see
;

And turn the dearest idol out

That dares to rival thee.

2 Is not thy name melodious still

To mine attentive ear?

Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound,
My Saviour's voice to hear ?

3 Hast thou a lamb in all thy flock

I would disdain to feed ?

Hast thou a foe, before whose face

I fear thy cause to plead ?

4 Would not my heart pour forth its blood

In honor of thy name ?

And challenge the cold hand of death

To damp the immortal flame 1

5 Thou knowest that I love thee, Lord
j

But, oh, I long to soar

Far from the sphere of mortal joys,

And learn to love thee more.
Philip Dod.lriJ^e.

A. R. ReinaGLR.

My Saviour ! my almighty Friend, When I begin thy praise, Where will the growing numbers end,—The cumbers of thy grace!

812 Psalm 7t.

My Saviour! my almighty Friend,

When I begin thy praise,

Where will the growing numbers end,

—

The numbers of thy grace ?

2 Thou art my everlasting trust

;

Thy goodness I adore
;

And, .since [ knew thy graa

I speak thy glories more.

$^^^mm
3 My feet shall travel all the length

Of the celestial road
;

And march, with courage in thy strength,

To see ray Father Uod.

4 How will my lips rejoice to tell

The victories of my Kiug!
My Boul, redeemed from sin and hell,

Shall thy salvation sing.
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Jesus ! I love thy charming name,

'T is music to mine ear

;

Fain would I sound it out so loud,

That earth and heaven should hear.

2 Yes!— thou art precious to my soul,

My transport and my trust

;

Jewels, to thee, are gaudy toys,

And gold is sordid dust.

HEBER- C M.

How tweet the name uf Jesus sounds In a fci lillrt ear!

jgjjjgHg

3 All my capacious powers can wish.

In thee doth richly meet

;

Not to mine eyes is light so dear,

Nor friendship half so sweet.

4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart,

And sheds its fragrance there ;
—

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

Philip Doddridge.

Geo. Kincsley.

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

814: " J?f '« \3tffiou«."

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds

In a believer's ear

!

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,

And drives away his fear.

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole,

And calms the troubled breast
j

'T is manna to the hungry soul,

And to the wear)', rest.

3 Jesus! my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend,

My Prophet, Priest, and King
;

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,

Accept the praise I bring.

4 Weak is the effort of my heart,

And cold my warmest thought

;

But when I see thee as thou art,

I'll praise thee as I ought.

5 Till then I would thy love proclaim,

With every fleeting breath
;

And may the music of thy name,

Refresh my soul in death.

i • i

815 "3fsu«©nl2-"

Jesus, the very thought of thee,

With sweetness fills my breast

;

But sweeter far thy face to see

And in thy presence rest.

2 Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame,

Nor can the memory find

A sweeter sound than thy blest name,

,

Saviour of mankind !

3 Hope of every contrite heart

!

Joy of all the meek !

To those who fall, how kind thou art

!

How good to those who seek !

4 But what to those who find ? Ah ! this,

Nor tongue nor pen can show
;

The love of Jesus, what it is,

None but his loved ones know.

5 Jesus, our only joy be thou,

As thou our prize wilt be
;

thou our glory now,
And through eternity

jM—aJCmil.fc
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Thou lovely Source of true delight,

"Whom I unseen adore

!

Unvail thy beauties to my sight,

That I may love thee more.

2 Thy glory o'er creation shines;—

JBut in thy sacred word,

J read, in fairer, brighter lines,

My bleeding, dying Lord.

3 'T is here, whene'ermy comforts droop,

And sin and sorrow rise,

Thy love, with cheering beams of hope,

My fainting heart supplies.

4 But ah ! too soon the pleasing scene

Is clouded o'er with pain
;

My gloomy fears rise dark between,

And I again complain.

5 Jesus, my Lord, my life, my light

!

Oh, come with blissful ray
;

Break radiant through the shades of night,

And chase my fears away.
Anne Steele.

817 Cf) r(Bt iontut) Uifybt.

Jesus Christ, grow thou in me»
And all things else recede

;

My heart be daily nearer thee,

From sin be daily freed.

2 Each day let thy supporting might

My weakness still embrace;

My darkness vanish in thy light,

Thy life mv death efface.

3 In thy bright beams which on me fall,

Fades every evil thought

;

That I am nothing, thou art all,

I would be daily taught.

4 Make this poor self grow less and less,

Be thou ray life and aim
;

Oh, make me daily through thy grace

More worthy of thy name.
Mrs. H. B. Smith, tr.

818 @ur EIDfT Brotljcr.

Jesus, when I think of thee,

Thy manger, cross, and throne,

My spirit trusts cxultingly

In thee, and thee alone.

2 I see thee in thy weakness first

;

Then, glorious from thy shame,

1 see thee death's strong fetters burst,

And reach heaven's mightiest name.

3 In each, a brother's love I trace

By power divine exprest,

One in thy Father God's embrace,

As on thy mother's breast.

4 For mo thou didst become a man,

For me didst weep and die;

For me achieve thy wondrous plan,

For me ascend on high.

5 Oh, let me share thy holy birth,

Thy faith, thy death to sin !

And, strong amidst the toils of earth,

My heavenly life begin.
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Jesus,—and didst thou leave the sky, To bear our griefs and woes? And didst thou bleed,and groan and die, For thy rebellious foesl
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Jesus,—and didst thou leave the sky,

To bear our griefs and woes ?

Aud didst thou bleed, and groan and die,

For thy rebellious foes ?

2 Well might the heavens with wonderview
A love so strange as thine

!

No thought of angels ever knew
Compassion so divine

!

3 Is there a heart that will not bend
To thy divine control ?

Descend, sovereign love, descend,

Aud melt that stubborn soul.

4 Oh ! may our willing hearts confess

Thy sweet, thy gentle sway

;

Glad captives of thy matchless grace,

Thy righteous rule obey.

CORTADA. 6s. D.

.iitJiH'M)
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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 "Where'er I look, my wondering eyes

Unnumbered blessings see

;

But what is life, with all its bliss,

If once compared with thee ?

3 Hast thou a rival in my breast 1

Search, Lord, for thou canst tell

If aught can raise my passions thus,

Or please my soul so well.

4 No ; thou art precious to my heart,

My portion and my joy

:

For ever let thy boundless grace

My sweetest thoughts employ.
"O. Hegmbothain.

,

Arr. by A. Cortada.
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Sariour! hear us, we pray.Keepus safe thro' this day; Keep our lives free from sin, And our hearts pure within.
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Je- sns, Lord ! hear our prayer, May we rest in thy c:
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Je - sus, Lord ! hear onr prayer, May we rest in thy care.
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Saviour ! hear us, we pray,

Keep us safe through this day;

Keep our lives free from sin,

And our hearts pure within.

—

Rkf.

'
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2 Be our Guardian and Guide
;

May we walk by thy side

Till the evening shades fall

Over us— over all.—Ref.



Cbrtettan Experience.
OLIVET. 6», 4s.

! , 1 Nmmmmmm^mm
My faith looks up to thee,Thou Lamb cf Calvary, Saviour divi
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My faith looks up to thee,

Thou Lamb of Calvary,

Saviour divine

!

Now hear me while I pray,

Take all my guilt away,

Oh, let me from this day
Be wholly thine

!

2 May thy rich grace impart

Strength to my fainting heart

;

My zeal inspire

;

As thou hast died for me,

Oh, may my love to thee

Pure, warm, and changeless be,

A living fire

!

XYTE. 6s, 48.

! /Now hear me while Iprsy,^
".Take all my guilt a-way, /Oh.letm
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Jesus, thy name I love.All other names above, Jesuo.my Lord! ,

3 While life's dark maze I tread,

And griefs around me spread,

Be thou my guide
;

Bid darkness turn to day,

Wipe sorrow's tears away,
Nor let me ever stray

From thee aside.

4 When ends life's transient dream,
When death's cold, sullen stream

Shall o'er me roll,

Blest Saviour ! then, in love,

Fear and distrust remove

;

Oh, bear me safe above,

A ransomed soul

!

Ray Palmer.

J. P. Hoi.b

=m. uHpfj^^i ^rffrfTiff^ jpi
823 " 3f«ua, inn ILorD !"

Jesus, thy name I love,

All other names above,

Jesus, my Lord

!

Oh, thou art all to me

!

Nothing to please I see,

Nothing apart from thee,

Jesus, my Lord

!

2 Thou, blessed Son of God,

Hast bought me with thy blood,

Jesus, my Lord!

Oh, how great is thy love,

All other Loves above,

Love thai 1 daily prove,

Jesus, my Lord I

3' When unto thee I flee,

Thou wilt my refuge be,

Jesus, my Lord

!

What need I now to fear?

What earthly grief or rare,

Since thou art ever near,

Jesus, my Lord 1

4 Soon thou wilt come again

!

1 shall be happy then,

Jesus, my Lord

!

Then thine own face I'll see,

Then I shall tike flu e be,

Thm evermore with thee,

Jesus, my Lord I
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ij^^P^igiiPffPi^
Come, Jc-sus, Re-deem-er, a-bffle thou with me ; Come, gladden my spir-itthat waiteth for thee;

- - -*-
f

Thy smile every shadow shall chase from my heart, Ar.d seethe every s

f-f J3-

» tho' keen be the smart.

1—pZJ ti—P-Jt] k V ' L* U » I » •—^—
Lj

£jq ,/__,<_LcdtJ

5 Oh, then, blessed Jesus, -who once for me324 *• E cSilI Come to JSou."

Come, Jesus, Redeemer,abide thouwithme; ^iei
Come, gladden my spirit that waiteth for Made clea; in the founta in that guShed

thee
! from thy side,

Thy smile every shadow shall chase from j shall see thy full glory> thy face shall be ,

n»y heart, hold,.
Aud soothe every sorrow though keen be An<j praise thee with raptures for ever un-

thc smart. fn]A t _ „
,L01U • Ray Palmer.

2 Without thee but weakness, with thee I cc% „
am Strong

;

0<w5 "BiBtrrs»fs for Christ's Safer."

By day thou slialt lead me, by night be my For what shall I praise thee, my God and
song

;

my King,

Though dangers surround me, I still every For what blessings the tribute of gratitude

fear, bring ?

Since thou, the Most Mighty, my Helper, Shall I praise thee for pleasure, for healthy

art near. or for ease,

__ , , , „ . , .
,

For the sunshine of youth, for the garden*
3 Thy love, oh, how faithful ! so tender, so

f peace ?

pure!

Thy promise, faith's anchor, how steadfast 2 For this I should praise ; but if only for
and sure! this,

That love, like sweet sunshine, my cold I should leave half untold the donation of
heart can warm, bliss!

That promise make steady my soul in the I thank thee for sickness, for sorrow, and
storm. care,

_ , . , .....*, For the thorns I have gathered, the anguish
4 Breathe, breathe on my spirit, oft ruffled,

j ^ear . _
thy peace

:

From restless, vain wishes, bid thou my 3 For nights of anxiety, watching, and tears,

heart cease

;

A present of pain, a prospective of fears
;

In thee all its longings henceforward shall I praise thee, I bless thee, my Lord and
end, my God,

Till, glad, to thy presence my soul shall For the good and the evil thy hand hath be-

aSCCnd. stOWcd ! Mn. c. Fry W.lson.
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HOLY CHURCH. It, 6b. D. Arthir Henry Brown.

In heav'nly love a • bid • ing, No change my heart shall fear, And safe is such con •

^raigi^pl^?
' heart may low beMy But God is round a • bout mc, And can

ymm*mgm2$4^&^
82G Vrrfrct Ipratf.

In heavenly love abiding1

,

No change my heart shall fear,

And safe is such confiding,

For nothing changes here

:

The storm may roar without me,
My heart may low be laid,

But God is round about me,

And can I be dismayed ? .

2 Wherever he may guide me,

No want shall turn me back;

My Shepherd is beside me,

And nothing can I lack:

His wisdom ever waketh,

His sight is never dim :

He knows the way he taketh,

And I will walk with him.

3 Green pastures arc before me,

Which yet I have not Been ;

Bright skies will soon be o'er me,

Where darkest clouds have been

My hope 1 cannot measure;

My path to life is free ;

My Saviour has my treasure,

And he will walk with me.

I

827 Jarful Sabtcmr.

To thee, dear, dear Saviour

!

My spirit turns for rest,

My peace is in thy favor,

My pillow on thy breast

;

Though all the world deceive me,

I know that I am thine,

And thou wilt never leave me,
blessed Saviour mine!

2 In thee my trust abideth,

On thee my hope relies,

thou whose love provideth

For all beneath the Bides
;

thou whose mercy found me,

From bondage set me free,

And then for ever bound me
With threefold cords to thee.

3 Alas, that T should ever

Have failed in love to thee,

The only one who never

Forgot or slighted me!
Oh, for that ehoicesl bl<

Of living in thy love,

And tliu> on earth possessing

The peace of heaven above.
I |
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§2S NrtCI Separated.

I know no life divided,

O Lord of life, from thee
;

In thee is life provided

For all mankind and me:

1 know no death, Jesus,

Because I live in thee
;

Thy death it is that frees us

From death eternally.

2 I fear no tribulation,

Since, whatsoe'er it be.

It makes no separation

Between my Lord and me.

If thou, my God and Teacher,

Vouchsafe to be my own,

Though poor, I shall be richer

Than monarch on his throne.

3 If, while on earth I wander,

My heart is right and blest,

Ah, what shall I be yonder,.

In perfect peace and rest?

Oh, blessed thought ! in dying;

"We go to meet the Lord,

Where there shall be no ri|

A kingdom our reward.

r—[
" i "

1

S29 " ^ !,f wot!**" **« **§*•"

O ONE with God the Father

In majesty and might.

The brightness of his glory,

Eternal Light of light

;

O'er this our home of darkness

Thy rays are streaming now;

The shadows flee before thee,

The world's true Light art thou.

2 Yet. Lord, we see but darkly:—
O heavenly Light, arise,

Dispel these mists that shroud us,

And hide thee from our eye-!

We long to track the footprints

That thou thyself hast trodj

We long to see the pathway

That leads to thee our Goct

3 Jesus, shine around us

With radiance of thy

. turn upon us

The brightness of thy face.

We need no star to guide us,

As on our way we
|

If thou thy light voucl

Sun of ;

';..
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LINDEN. 7g, 6s. D. Art. by H. LaMSON.

I could notdowith-out thee, Sav-iourof the lost! Whose wondrous love redeemed me At such tremendous cost;

U^M^pm^̂
Thy righteousness, thy pardon, Thy precious blood must be My on - ly hope and comfort, My glo - ry and my plea.

J8Hmmmsfmmw^mm
830 3ohnl5:5.

1 could not do without thee,

Saviour of the lost!

Whose wondrous love redeemed me
At such tremendous cost;

Thy righteousness, thy pardon,

Thy precious blood must be

My only hope and comfort,

My glory and my plea.

2 I could not do without thee,

1 cannot stand alone,

I have no strength or goodness,

No wisdom of my own
;

But thou, beloved Saviour,

Art all in all to me,

And perfect strength in weakness

Is theirs who lean on thee.

3©I could not do without thee,

For, oh, the way is long,

And I am often weary,

And sigh replaces song.

How could I do without thee?

I do not know the way

;

Thou knowest, and thou leadest,

And wilt not let me stray.

4 I could not do without thee!

For life ia fleeting fast,

And soon in solemn loneness

The river must be past.

But thou wilt never leave me,

And though the waves roll high,

1 know thou wilt be with me,

And whisper, "It is I."
Frances R. Havcrgal.

Jesus, ever present,

Shepherd, ever kind,

Thy very name is music

To ear, and heart, and mind.

It woke my wondering childhood

To muse on things above;

It drew my harder manhood
With cords of mighty love.

2 How oft to sure destruction

My feet had gone astray,

Wert thou not, patient Shepherd,

The guardian of my way!

How oft in darkness fallen,

And wounded sort 1 by Bin,

Thy hand has gently raised me,

And healing balm poured in.

3 Shepherd good, I follow

Wherever thou wilt had ;

No matter where the pastures,

With thee at hand, to feed.

Thy voice, in life so mighty,

In death shall make me hold:

Oh, bring my ransomed spirit

To thine eternal fold.
Lj»tcikc TuUlctt.



Hl^gE^ppi
832 I Samurl 3.10.

Master, speak ! thy servant hearetli,

Longing for thy gracious word.

Longing for thy voice that cheereth
;

Master, lot it now be heard.

1 am listening, Lord, for thee

;

What hast thou to say to me ?

2 Often through ray heart is pealing

Many another voice than thine
;

Many an unwilled echo stealing

From the walls of this thy shrine.

Let thy longed-for accents fall
;

speak! and silence all.

3 Master, speak ! I do not doubt thee,

Though so tearfully I plead ;

Saviour, Shepherd ! oh, without thee

Life would be a blank indeed.

But I long for fuller light,

Deeper love and clearer sight.

4 Speak to me by name, Master,

Le1 me know it is to me;
Speak, that I may follow faster,

With a step more firm and tree,

Where the Shepherd leads the flock,

In the shadow of the rock

!

Frances R. Ha*er£al.

833 ••3fSU8<Tnln.-'

"Jesus only!" In the shadow
Of the cloud so chill and dim,

clinging, loving, trusting,

He with us, and we with him:

All unseen, though ever nigh,

"Jesus only !" — all our cry.

2 "Jesus only!" in the glory,

When the shadows all are llown,

Seeing him in nil his beauty,

Satisfied with him alone
;

May we join his ransomed throng,

"Jesus only!"— all our song!
Frances R. HavergaL

834 "HJt ^notorif) ©urjramr."

Yes, he knows the way is dreary.

Knows the weakness of our frame,

Knows that hand and heart are weary,

He in all points felt the same.
He is near to help and bless

;

Be not weary, onward press.

2 Look to him, who once was willing

All his glory to resign,

That, for thee the law fulfilling,

All his merit might be thine.

Strive to follow, day by day,

Where his footsteps mark the way.

3 L.<ok to him, the Lord of Glory,

Tasting death to win thy life;

Gazing on that wondrous story,

• thou falter in the strife?

Is it not new life to know
That the Lord hath loved thee so?

4 Look to him, and faith shall brighten,

Hope shall soar, and love shall burn,

Peace once more thy heart shall lighten

;

Rise, he ealleth thee, return!

Be not weary on thy way
;

Jesus is thy strength and stay.
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CARLISLE. 3. M.

835 "{&i*UT£eiint."

Dear Lord and Master mine!

Thy happy servant see

;

My Conqueror ! with what joy divine

Thy captive clings to thee!

2 I would not walk alone,

But still with thee, my God,

At every step my blindness own,

And ask of thee the road.

3 The weakness I enjoy

That casts me on thy breast

;

The conflicts that thy strength employ

Make me divinely blest.

4 Dear Lord and Master mine!

Still keep thy servant true
;

My Guardian and my Guide divine !

Bring, bring thy pilgrim through.

5 My Conqueror and my King

!

Still keep me in thy train;

And with thee thy glad captive bring

When thou return'st to reign.
IhomiiH. CiU.

S36 U»a!m3t.

My spirit on thy care,

Blest Saviour, I recline;

Thou wilt nol I

• 5pair,

For thou art love divine.

2 In thee I place my trust;

On thee I calmly i
•

I know thee good, I know dn

And count thj choice the be t,

3 Whatever events betide,

Thy will they all perform ;

Safe in thy breast my head I hide,

Nor fear the coming storm.

4 Let good or ill befall,

It must be good for me,

—

Secure of having thee in all,

Of having all in thee.
Henry F, Ly

&£(( Nonr'but JIcbus.

My God, my Life, my Love,

To thee, to thee I call

;

1 cannot live, if thou remove,

For thou art all in all.

2 To thee, and thee alone,

The angels owe their bliss:

They sit around thy gracious throne,

And dwell whi

3 Not all the harps above
Can make a heavenly place,

h' i tod his residence remove,

Or but conceal his face.

4 Nor earth, nor all the shy,
< 'an one delight afford—

No, not a drop of real joy

Without thy present e, Lord.

5 Thou art the sea of love,

Where all my pleasure 8 roll
;

The circle where my passions move,

Aii
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^^0^m^Mi^^a
Since Jesus is my friend, And I to him be- long,

mmm&$m
It matters not what foes in-tend, How-ev- er fierce and strong.

a.

S38 " 3fBus is iHn JFritnti."

Since Jesus is my friend,

And I to him belong,

It matters not what foes intend,

However fierce and strong

2 He whispers in my breast

Sweet words of holy cheer,

How they who seek in God their rest

Shall ever find him near ;
—

3 How God hath built above

A city fair and new.

Where eye and heart shall sec and prove

What faith has counted true.

4 My heart for gladness springs
j

It cannot more be sad
;

For very joy it smiles and sings,

—

Sees naught but sunshine glad.

5 The sun that lights mine eyes

Is Christ, the Lord I love

;

1 sing for joy of that which lies

Stored up for me above.
C. Wir.lcwcrih, ti.

830 nnsrrn, t£I< ILobr.

Nut with our mortal eyes

Ha\.e we beheld the Lord

;

Yet we rejoice to hear his name

;

And love him in his word.

2 On earth we want the sight

Of our Redeemer's face;

Yet, Lord, our inmost thoughts' delight

To dwell upon thy grace.

3 And when we taste thy love,

Our joys divinely grow
Unspeakable like those above,

And heaven begins below

mmm^m
I

-0--&--m -at-

The Lord my Shepherd is, I shall be well supplied I want be -side)

",

$40 13sa!m23.

The Lord my Shepherd is,

I shall be well supplied
;

Since he is mine, and I am his,

What can 1 want beside I

2 He leads me to the place

Where heavenly pasture grows,

Where living waters gently
|

And full salvation flows.

3 If e'er I go astray,

He doth my soul reclaim ;

And guide me ill his own right way.

For his most holy name.

4 While he affords his aid,

I cannot yield to fear;

Tho' I should walk thro' death's dark shade,

My Shepherd 's with me there.

5 In spite of all my foes,

Thou dost my table spr< ad ;

My cup with blessings overflows,

And joy exalts my head.

6 The bounties of thy love

1 crown my future day-;

;

Xor from thy house will I remove,

Nor eease to speak thy praise.
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CASTILLO. P. IS.

§41 CfKOctietuB
1

Ulsmn. \3art L

Jesus, name all names above,

Jesus, best and dearest;

Jesus, fount of perfect love,

Holiest, tendered, nearest

;

Jesus, source of grace completest,,

Jesus, purest, Jesus, sweetest,

Jesus, well of power divine,

Make me, keep me, seal me thine.

2 Jesus, open me the gate

Which the sinner entered,

Who, in his last dying state.

Wholly on thee ventured;

Thou, whose wounds are ever pleading

And thy passion interceding,

From my misery let me rise

To a home in Paradise.

3 When I cross death's bitter sea,

And its waves roll higher,

Help the more forsaking me,

As the storm draw.-, nigher:

Jesus, leave me not to languish,

. hopeless, full ofAnguish:

Tell me, "Verily 1 say.

Thou shall bo with me to-day."
J. M. Ncl'.ti

842 l3ut I*.—Bati LB. 990'.

Jesus, crowned with thorns for me,

Scourged for my transgression,

Witnessing, in agony
That thy good confession

;

Jesus, clad in purple raiment,

For my evil making payment,

Let not all thy wee and pain,

Let not Calvary be in vain.

2 Woe, that I have turned aside

After fleshly pleasure

!

Woe, that I have faintly tried

For the heavenly treasure !

Treasure, safe in home supernal,

Incorruptible, eternal

:

Treasure no less price hath won
Than the passion of the Son.

3 Thou didst call the prodigal

:

Thou didst pardon Mary :

Thou whose words can never fall,

:\ never vary ;

Lord, to heal my lost condition,

Give— tor thou cansl give— contrition';

Thou oanst pardon all my ill

If thou wilt; — oh, say, " I will!"
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mitiiMm ijri uifliuMifi tug
I will sing for Je-sus, With his blood he bonght me,And all along ray pil-grim way His loving hand lias brought me.

mWJflM:MW;'JH:JlWflJin
Oh, help me sing for Je - sus, Help me tell the sXo ry Of him who did re-deem us, The Lord cf life and glo-ry

843 "^B ^Irssrt jSisirT."

I will sing for Jesus,

With his blood he bought me,
And all along my pilgrim way
His loving hand has brought me.

CHO.— Oh, help me sing for Jesus,

Help me tell the story

Of him who did redeem us,

The Lord of life and glory.

DOMDrtJS REGIT. P. M.

2 Can there overtake me
Any dark disaster

While I can sing for Jesus,

My blessed, blessed Master ? - Ceo.

3 I will sing for Jesus,

His name alone prevailing,

Shall be my sweetest music,

When heart and flesh are failing. - -Cho.

844 13saln23.

The King of love ray Shepherd is,

Whose goodness faileth never,

1 nothing lack if I am his,

And he is mine for ever.

2 Where streams of living water flow

My ransomed soul he leadeth,

And where the verdant pastures grow,
With food celestial feedeth.

3 Perverse and foolish, oft I strayed,

But yet in love he sought rae,

And on his shoulder gently laid,

And home, rejoicing, brought me.

4 In death's dark vale I fear no ill

With thee, dear Lord, beside me,

Thy rod and staff my comfort still,

Thy cross before to guide me.

5 Thou spread'st a table in my sight.

Thy unction grace bestowed),

And, oh, what transport of delight

From thy pure chalice floweth.

6 And so through all the length of days

Thy goodness faileth never,

Good Shepherd ! may I sing thy praise

Within thy house f. t
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J. E. SwEETSER.

heart at rest, When all with -out tu - mul - tuous seems:

mmimn
mine, the best.

That trusts a high- er Will, and deems That higher Will, not mine, the best.

I I i J J

§45 libinu *a JTaitl).

Oh, blessed Life ! the heart at rest,

When all without tumultuous seems:

That trusts a higher Will, and deems

That higher Will, not mine, the best.

2 Oh, blessed Life! the mind that sees,

Whatever change the years may bring,

A mercy still in everything,

And shining through all mysteries.

3 Oh, blessed Life! the soul that soars,

When sense of mortal sight is dim,

Beyond the sense— beyond to him

Whose love unlocks the heavenly doors.

4 Oh, blessed Life! heart, mind, and soul

From self-born aims and wishes free,

In all at one with Deity,

And loyal to the Lord's control.

5 Oh, Life! how blessed!—how divine!—
High Life, the earnest of a higher

:

Saviour! fulfill my deep desire,

And let this blessed Life bo mine.
\V. T. Matson.

§46 Straiflbt ©ivfoarti.

Fight the good Bght with all thy might,

Christ is thy strength, andChrisI thy right;

Lay hold on life, and it shall be

Thy joy and crown eternally.

2 Run the straight race through God's good

Li£tnpthineeyes,andseekhisface-j [grace,

with its way before us lies,

Christ is the path, and Chrisl the prize.

3 Cast care aside, upon thy Guide

Lean, and his mercy will provide
;

Lean, and the trusting soul shall prove

Christ is its life, and Christ its love.

4 Faint not, nor fear, his arms are near,

He changeth not, and thou art dear :

.

Only believe, and thou shalt see

That Christ is all in all to thee.

J. S. B. Monsell.

§47 *n tbr Uifl&t of Goto.

Grant us thy light, that we may know

The wisdom thou alone canst give
;

That truth may guide where'er we go,

And virtue bless where'er we live,

2 Grant us thy light, that we may see

Where error lurks in human lore,

And turn our doubting minds to thee,

And love thy simple word the more.

3 Grant us thy light, that we may learn

How dead is life from thee apart;

How sure is joy for all who turn

To thee an undivided heart.

4 Grant us thy light, in grief and pain,

To lift our burdened hearts above;

And count the very Cross a gain,

And bless our Father's hidden loYft

5 Grant us.thy light, when soon or late

All earthly scenes shall pass away,

In thee to find the open gate

To deathless home and endless day.
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OUTOK. L «. St. Albas'
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OTcS t-itr.t.

Lobd, how full of sweet content

Our years of pilgrimage are spent

!

Where'er we dwell, we dwell with thee,

In heaven, in earth, or on the sea.

2 To us remains nor place nor time

:

Our count ry is in every clime

:

We can be calm and free from care

On any shore, since God is there.

DUKE STREET. L. M.

3 While place we seek, or place we shun,

The soul finds happiness in none

;

But with our God to guide our way,
?T is equal joy to go or stay.

4 Could we be cast where thou art not,

That were indeed a dreadful lot

;

But region^ none remote we call,

Secure of finding God in all.

William Cow^r. B.

J. Hatton.

=fc=±±i

Pis by the faith of joys to come, We walk through deserts dark as

849
*T is by the faith of joys to come,

walk through deserts dark as night

;

Till we arrive at heaven, our home,

Faith is our guide, and faith our light.

2 The want of sight she well supplies;

She makes the pearly gates appear

;

Far into distant worlds she pries,

And brings eternal glories near.

3 Cheerful we tread the desert through

While faith inspires a heavenly ray

;

Though lions roar, and tempests blow,

And rocks and dangers fill \

SoO
So let our lips and lives express

The holy gospel we profess

;

So let our works and virtues shine,

To prove the doctrine all divine.

-hall we best proclaim abroad

The honors of our Saviour 1

1

When his salvation reigns within,

And grace subdues the power of sin.

3 Religion bears our spirits up,

While we expect that blessed hope.

The bright appearance of the Lord

:

And faith lt on his word.
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VIA LUCIS. C M.

Cbriatian Experience.
William Etsl.

: In the light' so shalt tbou know That fellowship of love, His Spirit only can bestow, Who reigns in light above.

851 6o3!j> Sinrmtn.

Walk iu the light ! so shalt thou know

That fellowship of love,

His Spirit only can bestow,

Who reigns in light above.

2 Walk in the light! and thou shalt find

Thy heart made truly his,

Who dwells in cloudless light enshrined,

In whom no darkness is.

VALENTIA. C M.

3 Walk in the light! and ev'n the tomb

No fearful shade shall wear
;

Glory shall chase away its gloom,

For Christ hath conquered there.

4 Walk in the light ! and thou shalt see

Thy path, though thorny, bright,

For God by grace shall dwell in thee,

And God himself is light.

Ait. by Ceo. Kingslev.

jfcJ |

Jj llJ|f{|i
l

?rl)jj i i liljIlilHii'lJflia 1

1

Oh. gift of gifts! oh, grace of faith! My God! how can it be That thou,who hast discerning love, Shouldst give that gift tome*
l, gift of gifts

^- ' r i fiftriiTrrrrfffTWfeWPN
852 jra,t,>-

Oh, gift of gifts ! oh, grace of faith

!

My God ! how can it be

That thou, who hast discerning love,

Shouldst give that gift to me !

2 How many hearts thou mightst have had

More innocent than mine

!

How many souls more worthy far

Of that sweet touch of thine

!

3 Ah, grace! into unlikeliest hearts

It is thy boast to come,

The glory of thy light to find

In darkest spots a home.

4 The crowd of cares, the weightiest cross,

m trifles less than light-

Earth !<'<»ks BO little and so low

When faith shines full and bright

5 Oh, happy, happy that I am!

If thou eanst be, Faith,

The treasure thai thou art in life,

What wilt thou be in death!
Frederick w. Peter.

853 fHrckiirsa.

Lord! when I all things would post

I crave but to be thine
;

Oh, lowly is the loftiness

Of these desires divine.

2 Each gift but helps my soul to learn

How boundless is thy Btore ;

I go from strength to strength, and yearn

For thee, my Helper, more.

3 How can my soul divinely soar,

How keep the Bhining way,

And not more tremblingly adore,

And not more humbly pray!

4 The more I triumph in thy gifts,

The more I wait on thee

;

that mightily uplifts

eetly humbleth me.

5 The heaven where T would .stand complete

My lowly love shall

ruing sweet,

My holy One ! for thee.
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ELLSWORTH. C M.
353

C«Jn me, my God, and keep me calm; Let thine outstretched wing Be like the shade of Elim epalm, Beside her des-ert spring.

Ship- J- ->-^siaspgli^a
-t

8t)4 Calmness.

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm

;

Let thine outstretched wing
Be like the shade of Eiim's palm,
Beside her desert spring.

2 Yes, keep me calm, though loud and rude

The sounds my ear that greet,

—

Calm in the closet's solitude,

Calm in the bustling street,

—

3 Calm in the hour of buoyant health,

Calm in my hour of pain,

Calm in my poverty or wealth,

Calm in my loss or gain,—

4 Calm in the sufferance of wrong,

Like him who bore my shame,

Calm 'mid the threatening, taunting throng,

Who hate thy holy name.

5 Calm me, my God, and keep me calm,

Soft resting on thy breast

;

Soothe me with holy hymn and psalm,

And bid my spirit rest.
Horatius Bonar.

855 JTaitfj.

Faith adds new charms to earthly bliss

And saves me from its snares
j

Its aid, in every duty, brings,

And softens all my cares.

2 The wounded conscience knows its power
The healing balm to give

;

That balm the saddest heart can cheer
j

And make the dying live.

3 Wide it unvails celestial worlds,

Where deathless pleasures reign

;

And bids me seek my portion there,

Nor bids me seek in vain.

4 It shows the precious promise sealed
With the Redeemer's blood

;

And helps my feeble hope to rest

Upon a faithful God.

5 There— there unshaken would I rest,

Till this frail body dies

;

Aud then, on faith's triumphant wings,

To endless glory rise.

CHESTERFIELD. C. M.

mmmM^0immm
Lord, Ibe-lieve; thy power I own; Thy word I would o-bey I wander comfortless and lone, When from thy truth I etray.

856 *«*
Lord, I believe ; thy power I own

;

Thy word I would obey
;

1 wander comfortless and lone,

When from thy truth I stray.

2 Lord, I believe ; but gloomy fears

Sometimes bedim my sight

;

I look to thee with prayers and tears,

And cry for strength and light.

3 Lord, I believe ; but oft, I know,
My faith is cold and weak

:

My weakness strengthen, and bestow
The confidence I seek.

4 Yes! I believe ; and only thou
Canst give my soul relief:

Lord, to thy truth my spirit bow;
"Help thou mine unbelief!"

John R Wref-rl
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FISHER. C M.

Oh, wherefore, Lord, doth thy dear praise But tremble on my tonfjuet Why lack my lips sweet skill to raise A full , triumphant songl

5 Oh, when shall perfect holiness

Make this poor voice divine,

And all harmonious heaven confess

No sweeter song than mine ?

Thongs H. GilL

85S fHrfcitation.

1 think of thee, my God, by night,

And talk of thee by day
;

Thy love my treasure and delight,

Thy truth my strength and stay.

2 The day is dark, the night is long,

Unblest with thoughts of thee,

And dull to meet the sweetest song,

Unless its theme thou be.

3 So all day long, and all the night,

Lord, let thy presence be,

Mine air, my breath, my shade, my light,

Myself absorbed in thee.
J. S. B. Menscll.

NOX FRJECESSIT. C. M. J. B. Calkins.

:>
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Thy home is with the humble, Lord! The simple are the best; Thy lodging is in child-like hearts j Thou makest there thy rest

$5 7 longing for ]H.oimraa.

Oh, wherefore, Lord, doth thy dear praise

But tremble on my tongue ?

Why lack my lips sweet skill to raise

A full, triumphant song ?

2 Oh, make me, Lord, thy statutes learn
j

Keep in thy ways my feet

;

Then shall my lips divinely burn

;

Then shall my songs be sweet.

3 Each sin I cast away shall make
My soul more strong to soar

;

Each work I do for thee shall wake
A strain divine the more.

4 My voice shall more delight thine ear,

The more I wait on thee

;

Thy service bring my song more near

The angelic harmony.

c-irmpmMPM^
850 ftumihfn.

THY home is with the humble, Lord!

The simple arc the I

Thy lodging 19 in child-like hearts;

Thou makest there thy rest.

2 Dear Comforter! eternal Love!

If thou wilt stay with me,

Of lowly thoughts and simple ways,

I '11 build a house foi

3 Who made this breathing heart of mino

Bui tlx.u, my heavenly * ;

Let no one have it, then, but thee,

And 1-t it be thy rest!
I re ItfiekW. Fabcr.

I t I

860 Docl.tc—*).. 131.

Is THERE ambition in my heart?

Search, gracious God, and see;

Or do I act a haughty part ?

Lord, I appeal to thee.

2 I charge my thoughts, be humble still,

And all my carriage mild ;

Content, my Father, with thy will,

And quiet as a child.

3 The patient soul, the lowly mind,

Sh i! have a large reward ;

Let saints in sorrow lie resigned,

And trust a faithful Lord.
Charles Wcilc/
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Oraccs of tbc Spirit.
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SGI DtiintrrrBtro ILobr.

1 love thee, my God, but not

For what I hope thereby
;

Nor yet because who love thee uot,

Must die eternally.

2 I love thee, my God, and still

I ever will love thee,

Solely because my God thou art

Who first hast loved me.

3 For me, to lowest depth of woe
Thou didst thyself abase

;

For me didst bear the cross, the shame,

And manifold disgrace :
—

BABBY. C. JL

4 For me didst suffer pains unknown,
Blood-sweat and agony,

Yea, death itself,— all, all for me,
For me, thine enemy.

5 Then shall I not, Saviour mine,
Shall I not love thee well ?

Not with the hope of winning heaven,
Nor of escaping hell :—

6 Not with the hope of earning aught,
Nor seeking a reward,

But freely, fully, as thyself

Hast loved me, Lord !

Edward Caswa!!, tr., alt.

i^J3 ijj ijiJ i^ ip i

f
'ij jiJJ

f;
juij iJ;ij]jiiii

good for me To tnist, and not to trace; And wait with deep humili-ty For thy re-vealing grace.

862 tfatirntr.

My Father, it is good for me
To trust, and not to trace

;

And wait with deep humility

For thy revealing grace.

2 Lord ! when thy way is in the sea.

And strange to mortal sense

;

I love thee in the mystery,

I trust thy providence.

3 I cannot see the secret things

In this my dark abode
;

t r

I may not reach with earthly wings
The heights and depths of God.

4 So faith and patience, wait awhile! —
Not doubting; not in fear;

For soon in heaven my Father's smile

Shall render all things clear.

5 Then shalt thou end Time's short

Its brief, uncertain night
; [eclipse,

Bring in the grand Apocalypse

!

Reveal the perfect Light!
George Ra»»n.
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CAST. 8. If. Arr fr. L. Si our.

fia^^ssg|g#fi^^i
e the pure in heart, For they shall sm their God ; The eecret of the Lord is theirs ; Their soul it Chri»t'» abode.

|-t=

863 tfuritn.

Blest are the pure in heart,

For they shall see their God

;

The secret of the Lord is theirs

;

Their soul is Christ's abode.

2 The Lord, who left the heavens

Our life and peace to bring,

To dwell in lowliness with men,
Their Pattern and their King :

—
3 He to the lowly soul

Doth still himself impart,

And for his dwelling, and his throne,

Chooseth the pure in heart.

4 Lord ! we thy presence seek

:

May ours this blessing be

;

Oh, give the pure and lowly heart,—

A temple meet for thee.
John Kebl

8ELV1H. 8. M.

OUi 3fquifBffncr.

Jesus, I live to thoe.

The loveliest and best

;

My life in thee, thy life in me,
In thy blest love I rest.

2 Jesus, I die to thee,

Whenever death shall come

;

To die in thee is life to me
In my eternal home.

3 Whether to live or die,

I know not which is best

;

To live in thee is bliss to me,
To die is endless rest.

4 Living or dying, Lord,

I ask but to be thine

;

My life in thee, thy life in me,
Makes heaven for ever mine.

Henry H.irbaui;h.

Arr. by L. Mason.

j^^^^p^ipg^^
If, through unruffled seas, Tow'rd heav e calmly sail, With grateful heart s,0 God, to thee,

K^^^i^a^^S^^S^^^i
We'll own the fav'ring gal

WW
With grateful hearts, O God, to thee,We Ml ownthe fav'ring gale

*' iff f f n c-c-*g-ir.» i»_r_if£j_jj

8()5 "rarKLiIkbn J^ith."

If, through unruffled seas,

Toward heaven we calmly sail,

With grateful hearts, God, to thee,

Well own the favoring gale.

2 But should th<

And rest delay to come,

the Borrow— kind the storm,

Which drives'us nearer home.

*
'

3 Soon shall our doubts and fears

All yield to thy control

:

Thy tender mercies shall illume

The midnight <>t' the soul

4 Teach us, in every state,

To make thy will our own :

And when the joys of sense depart,

To live by fail h alone.
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ffWAINSTHORPE. S. M.

866 Snfaltrring Crust.— IDs. 103.

My soul, repeat his praise,

"Whose mercies are so great

;

"Whose anger is so slow to rise,

So ready to abate.

2 God will not always chide

;

And when his strokes are felt,

His strokes are fewer than our crimes,

And lighter than our guilt.

3 The pity of the Lord,

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

:

He knows our feeble frame.

4 Our days are as the grass,

Or like the morning flower

;

If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field,

It withers iu an hour.

5 But thy compassions, Lord,

To endless years endure
;

And children's children ever find

Thy words of promise sure.

867 i3o3r in Spirit.—13s. ffi: 17.

Lord Jesus, think on me,
And purge away my sin

:

From earth-born passions set me free,

And make me pure within.

2 Lord Jesus, think on me,
With many a care opprest,

Let me thy loving servant be,

And taste thy promised rest.

3 Lord Jesus, think on me,
Nor let me go astray

;

Through darkness and perplexity

Point thou the heaveuly way.

4 Lord Jesus, think on me,
That, when the flood is passed,

I may the eternal brightness see,

And share thy joy at last.

5 Lord Jesus, think on me,
That I may sing above

To Father, Spirit, and to thee,

The song of praise and love.

m^m&mmm&im
.g.

' 9 9 9 • & .
M *-JZ0-T-W-i

Help me, my God, to epeak True words to thee each day, True let my voice be when I praise, And trustful when I pray.*mmmmmmt&m
8()S GrnuinnuBS.

Help me, my God, to speak
True words to thee each day,

True let my voice be when I praise,

And trustful when I pray.

2 Thy words are true to me,
Let mine to thee be true —

The speech of my whole heart and soul-

However low and few.

rr'
3 True words of grief for sin,

Of longing to be free,

Of groaniug for deliverance,

And likeness, Lord, to thee.

4 True words of faith and hope,

Of godly joy and grief,

Lord, I believe, oh, hear my cry,

Help thou my unbelief.
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OILDAS. 8. M. Peier Abe

4^u^MLMl^m̂ ^^^^
Es-joice, ye pure in heart! Rejoice, gi^e thaais, and sing! Your glor

-mm*
high, The cross of Christ your King!

SCO »»•'» »<«!•-

Rejoice, ye pure in heart

!

Rejoice, give thanks, and sing!

Your glorious banner wave on high,

The cross of Christ your King!

2 Still lift your standard high

!

Still march in firm array

!

As warriors, through the darkness toil,

Till dawns the golden day !

ELATION. 8. H.

3 At last the march shall end
;

The wearied oues shall rest

;

The pilgrims find their Father's house,

Jerusalem the blest.

4 Then on, ye pure in heart!

Rejoice, give thauks, and sing!

Wour glorious banner wave on high,

The cross of Christ your King

!

Edward Hayes Plumptre.

Arr. fr. Rossini.

I love to plead his prom-is -e9, And rest up-onhis word.Mine eyes and my desire Arc ev-er *o the Lord;

870 Swim 25.

Mine eyes and my desire

. Are ever to the Lord
;

1 love to plead his promises,

And rest upon his word.

2 Lord, turn to thee my soul;

Bring thy 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 ?

4 Oh, keep my soul from death,

Nor put my hope to shame!
For I have placed my holy trust

In my Redeemer's name.

5 With humble faith I wait

To sec thy face'again

;

Of Israel it shall ne'er be said,

He sought the Lord in vain.

871 **
Rejoice in God alway

;

When earth looks heavenly bright,

When joy makes glad the livelong day,

And peace shuts in the night.

2 Rejoice when care and woo
The fainting soul oppress ;

Wlun tears at wakeful midnight flow,

And morn brings heaviness.

3 Rejoice in hope and fear;

Rejoice in life and death
;

Rejoice when threatening storms are near,

And comfort languisheth.

4 When should qo< they rejoice,

Whom Christ his brethren calls,

Who hear and know his guiding voice,

When on their heart it falls ?

5 S«>, though our path is step.

And many a tempest lowers,

Shall his own peace our spirits keep,

And Christ's dear love bo ours.
John Moultrie.
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GRATIA. 8. M. D.
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872 «5ratitu»f.—}?t. 103.

Oh, bless the Lord, my soul

!

Let all within me join,

And aid my tongue to bless his name,
Whose favors are divine.

Oh, bless the Lord, my soul,

Nor let his mercies lie

forgotten in unthankfulness,

And without praises die.

2 'T is he forgives thy sins,

'T is he relieves thy pain,

'T is he that heals thy sicknesses,

^ind makes thee young again.

He crowns thy life with love,

When ransomed from the grave

;

He that redeemed my soul from hell,

Hath sovereign power to save.

3 He fills the poor with good

;

He gives the sufferers rest

:

The Lord hath judgments for the proud,

And justice for the oppressed.

His wondrous works and ways
He made by Moses known

;

But sent the world his truth and grace

By his beloved Son.

873 Cratfful ConffUrncf.

1 bless the Christ of God,
I rest on love divine,

And with unfaltering lip and heart,

I call the Saviour mine.

His cross dispels each doubt)

I bury in his tomb
Each thought of unbelief and fear,

Each lingering shade of gloom.

2 I praise the God of peace

;

I trust his truth and might

;

He calls me his, I call him mine,

My God, ray joy, my light.

In him is only good,

In me is only ill

;

My ill but draws his goodness forth,

And me he loveth still.

3 'T is he who saveth me,
And freely pardon gives

;

I love because he loveth me

;

I live because he lives.

My life with him is hid,

My death has passed away,

My clouds have melted into light,

My midnight into day.
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They are ransomed from the gTave; Life e - ter-nal they shall have :/With them numbered may we be, Here,andine-t«r-ni-ty.

!
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874 Crothtrln lobf.

Blessed are the sons of God,
They are bought with Christ's own blood

;

They are ransomed from the grave
;

Life eternal they shall have

:

With them numbered may "we be,

Here, and in eternity.

2 They are justified by grace,

They enjoy the Saviour's peace

;

All their sins are washed away;
They shall stand in God's great day

:

With them numbered may we be,

Here, and in eternity.

2 They are lights tipon the earth,

Children of a heavenly birth,

—

One with God, with Jesus one:

Glory is in them begun f

With them numbered may -we be,

Here, and in eternity.
Joseph Humphreys.

879 Goaptl Cftarits.

Though I speak with angel tongues,

Bravest words of strength and fire,

They are but as idle songs,

If no love my heart inspire

;

All the eloquence shall pass

As the noise of sounding brass.

2 Though I lavish all I have
On the poor in charity,

Though I shrink not from the grave,

Or unmoved the stake can see,

—

Till by love the work be crowned,

All shall profitless be found.

3 Come, thou Spirit of pure love,

Who didst forth from God proceed,

Never from my heart remove

;

Let me all thy impulse heed

;

Let my heart henceforward be
Moved, controlled, inspired by thee.

Catherine Winkworth, tr.

GUIDE. 7b. 61.

r#pfps5ps
Shepherd! with thy tenderest love.Guide me to thy fold a- bove; Let me hear thy gentle voice; More and more in thee rejoice;

—From thy fullness grace re-ceive, Ev-er in thy Spir • it live.

876 U»o!m23.

Shepherd ! with thy tenderest love,

Guide me to thy fold above;

Let mo hear thy gentle voice

;

More and more in thee rejoice
;

From thy fullness grace receive,

Ever in thy Spirit live.

2 Filled by thee my cup o'erflows,

For thy love no limit knows

:

Guardian angels, ever nigh,

Lead and draw my soul on high

;

Constant to my latest end,

Thou ray footsteps wilt attend.

3 Jesus, with thy presence blest,

Death is life, and labor reel
j

Guide me while I draw ray breath,

Guard me through the gate of death;

And at last, oh, let me stand,

With the sheep at thy right hand.
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REPOSE. 7s. 6 L J. P. Hoi.brook, arr.

4-

HJ^jJ ifju^jy ^jjffl^jrJM^
Qui - et, Lor<f,my froward heart. Make me teach-a - ble and mild, Upright, simple, free from art,

i^^si^^Se^ggia
Make me as a wean-ed child : From distrust and en- vy free, Pleased with all that pleases thee.

r r 'i 1

£mm^mm^m^mmm^m
1—

r

1—

r

1—

r

877 i*«.
Quiet, Lord, my froward heart,

Make me teachable and mild,

Upright, simple, free from art,

Make me as a weaned child

:

From distrust and envy free,

Pleased with all that pleases thee.

2 What thou shalt to-day provide,

Let me as a child receive
;

What to-morrow may betide,

Calmly to thy wisdom leave :

'Tis enough that thou wilt care;

Why should I the burden bear ?

3 As a little child relies

On a care beyoud his own,

Knows he 's neither strong nor wise,

Fears to stir a step alone ;
—

Let me thus with thee abide,

As my Father, Guard, and Guide.
John Newton.

878 GratituUt.

FOR the beauty of the earth.

For the glory of the skies,

For the love which from our birth

Over and around us lies :

Lord of all, to thee we raise

This our grateful psalm of praise.

2 For the wonder of each hour

Of the day and of the night

;

Hill and vale, and tree and flower,

Sun and moon, and stars of light

;

Lord of all, to thee we raise

This our grateful psalm of praise.

3 For the joy of human love,

Brother, sister, pai-ent, child;

Friends on earth, and friends above,

Pleasures pure and un defiled

;

Lord of all, to thee we raise

This our grateful psalm of praise.

4 For thy church that evermore
Lifts her holy hands above,

Offering up on every shore

Her pure sacrifice of love
;

Lord of all, to thee we raise

This our grateful psalm of praise.
Folliot; s. Fierpoint.

S79 ^ust.

Saviour, happy would I be,

If I could but trust in thee
;

Trust thy wi:sdom me to guide;

Trust thy goodness to provide
;

Trust thy saving love and power;
Trust thee every day and hour:—
2 Trust thee as the only light

In the darkest hour of night

;

Trust in sickness, trust in health

;

Trust in poverty and wealth ;

Trust in joy and trust in grief j

Trust thy promise for relief:—
3 Trust thy blood to cleanse my soul

;

Trust thy grace to make me whole;

Trust thee living, dying too;

Trust thee all my journey thT

Trust the*- till my feet shall be
Planted on the crystal sea.

•1 Ncvin.



Christian Experience.
Ait. fr. Whitaker.

880 13rogrf«B.—Ssa. 40:3t.

Like the eagle, upward, onward,

Let my soul in faith be borne

:

Calmly gazing, skyward, sunward,

Let my eye unshrinking turn

!

2 Where the cross, God's love revealing,

Sets the fettered spirit free,

Where it sheds its wondrous healing,

There, my soul, thy rest shall be

!

3 Oh, may I no longer, dreaming,

Idly waste my golden day,

But, each precious hour redeeming,

Upward, onward, press niy way!
Horatius Bonar.

881 Siltorniat

Pilgrims in this vale of sorrow,

Pressing onward toward the prize,

Strength and comfort here we borrow
From the Hand that rules the skies.

2 'Mid these scenes of self-denial,

Wo arc called the race to run

;

We must meet full many a trial

Ere the victor's crown is won.

3 Love shall every conflict lighten,

Hope shall urge us swifter on,

Faith shall every prospeel brighten,

Till the morn of heaven shall dawn.

4 On the eternal arm reclining,

We at length shall win the day;

All the powers of earth combining*

Shall not snatch OUT crown away.
Thomas Hastings.

882 ysalml2r.

Vainly, through 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 Anointed;
He will grant us peace and rest:

Ne'er was suppliant disappointed,

Who thro' Christ his prayer addressed.
Harriet Auber.

oSd Courafjc ant) Jaitf).

Father, hear the prayer we offer

!

Not for ease that prayer shall be,

But for strength that we may ever

Live.pur lives courageously.

2 Not for ever by still waters

Would we idly quiet stay
;

But would smite the living fountains

From the rocks along our way.

3 Be our strength in hours of weakness,

In our wanderings, be our guide
;

Through endeavor, failure, danger,

Father, be thou at our side

!
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Bless • ed an - gels, high in heav-en

Arr. fir. Mendelssohn

.i - tent re • joice;
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SS'X "Crotorr's Jtrrptr."—Cm. 4 : 9.

Blessed angels, high in heaven,

O'er the penitent rejoice

;

Hast thou for thy brother striven

With an importuning voice ?

2 Art thou not thy brother's keeper?

Canst thou not his soul obtain ¥

WESTMINSTER. 8s, 7s.

He that wakes his brother sleeper

Double light himself shall gain.

3 Then, when ends this life's short fever,

They, who many turn to God,
Like the stars shall shine for ever,

In eternal brotherhood

!

Anon.

Onward.Christian.tho' the region Where thou art be drear and lone; God has set a guardian legion Very near thee
;
press thou on.

> & li I \m m l l I T l i l l I" !
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885 Cfjristlikrnrss.

Onward, Christian, though the region

Where thou art be drear and lone
;

God has set a guardian legion

Very near thee
;
press thou on.

2 By the thorn-road, and none other,

Is the mount of vision won

;

Tread it without shrinking, brother

;

Jesus trod it; press thou on.

3 Be this world the wiser, stronger,

For thy life of pain and peace,

While it needs thee ; oh, no longer
Pray thou for thy quick release.

4 Pray thou, Christian, daily rather,

That thou be a faithful son;

By the prayer of Jesus, u Father,

Not my will, but thine, be done."
Samuel Johnson.

886 "Not gour©fon."

Lord of glory ! thou hast bought us,

With thy life-blood as the price,

Never grudging, for the lost ones,

That tremendous sacrifice.

2 Grant us hearts, dear Lord! to yield thee

Gladly, freely, of thine own
;

With the sunshine of thy goodness,

Melt our thankless hearts of stone;—
3 Wondrous honor bast thou given
To our humblest charity,

In thine own mysterious sentence,

—

" Ye have done it unto me !

"

4 Give us faith, to trust thee boldly,

Hope, to stay our souls on thee

;

But, oh,— best of all thy graces,

—

Give us thine own charity.
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mm^m?^m^^m^^m^a
887 Cfje BcatituUra.

Blest are the humble souls that see

Their emptiness and poverty
;

Treasures of grace to them are given,

And crowns of joy laid up iu heaven.

2 Blest are the meek, who stand afar

From rage and passion, noise and war

;

God will secure their happy state,

And plead their cause against the great.

3 Blest are the souls that thirst for grace,

Hunger and long for righteousness

;

They shall be well supplied and fed

With living streams and living bread.

4 Blest are the men whose pities move'
And melt with sympathy and love

;

From Christ the Lord shall they obtain

Like sympathy and love again.

5 Blest are the men of peaceful life,

Who quench the coals of growing strife;

They shall be called the heirs of bliss,

The sons of God, the God of peace.

6 Blest are the sufferers, who partake

Of pain and shame for Jesus' sake

;

Their souls shall triumph in the Lord

;

Glory and joy are their reward.

pp^teiSipS^pi
Should storms of wrath shake earth and sea, .Their minds have heav'n and peace with-in.
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Lord, how secure and blest are they

Who feel the joys of pardoned sin

!

Should storms of wrath shake earth and sea,

Theirminds have heaven and peace within.

2 The day whiles Bweetly o'er their heads,

Made up of innocence and love;

;

And soft and silent :is the shades,

Their nightly minutes gently move.

3 Quick a>t heir thoughts t heir joyscorae on,

But. fly not halt so swift away:

Their souls are ever bright as noon,

And calm as summer evenings be.

4 How oft they look to heavenly hills,

Where streams of living plea srfres flow

;

And longing hope* and cheerful smiles

Sit undisturbed upon their brow!

5 They scorn to seek earth's golden toys,

But spend the day, and share the night,

In numbering o'er the richer joys

That heaven prepares for their delight.
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Complete in thee, no work of mine
May take, dear Lord, the place of thine;

Thy blood has pardon bought for me,
And I am now complete in thee.

2 Complete in" thee— no more shall sin

Thy grace has conquered, reign within;

Thy voice will bid the tempter flee,

And I shall stand complete in thee.

BLACKBURN L. M.

3 Complete in thee— each want supplied,

And no good thing to me" denied,

Since thou my portion, Lord, wilt be,

I ask no more— complete in thee.

4 Complete in thee, for ever blest,

Of all thy fullness, Lord, possessed,

Thy praise throughout eternity—
Thy love I '11 sing, complete iu thee.

Aaron R. Wolfe.

890 a Subfcurti Spirit.

Beneath thy wing, God, I rest,

Under thy shadow safely lie,

By thine own strength in peace possest,

While dreaded evils pass me by.

2 With strong desire, I here can stay

To see thy love its work complete

;

Here can I wait a long delay,

Reposing at my Saviour's feet.

3 My place of lowly service too,

Beneath that sheltering wing I see

;

For all the work I have to do,

Is done thro' strengthening trust in thee.

4 In faith and patience is repose,

In faith aud rest my strength shall be
;

And, when thy joy the church o'erflows,

I know that it will visit me.
Anna I_ Warinp

.

0V7I Brmrmbrarirr.

Earth's transitory things decay
;

Its pomps, its pleasures pass away
;

But the sweet memory of the good
Survives in the vicissitude.

2 As, 'mid the ever-rolling sea,

The eternal isles established be,

'Gainst which the surges of the main
Fret dash, and break themselves in vain ;—

3 As in the heavens, the urns divine

Of golden light for ever shine
;

Tho' clouds may darken, storms may rago,

They still shine on from age to age ;
—

4 So, through the ocean tide of years,

The memory of the just appears
;

So, through the tempest and the gloom,
The good man's virtues light the tomb.

John Bowring.
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BBOWN. C. M.

gmt^smm.
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W. B. Bradburv.

When I can read my ti - tie clear To mansions in the skies, I bid farewell to ev - ery fear, And wipe my weeping eyes,

-frrr . -f- .
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When I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

1 bid farewell to every fear,

And -\xripe my weeping eyes.

2 Should earth against my soul engage,

And fiery darts be hurled,

Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning world.

3 Let cares like a wild deluge come,

And storms of sorrow fall,

May I but safely reach my home,

My God, my heaven, my all!

4. There shall I bathe my weary soul

In seas of heavenly rest

;

And not a wave of trouble roll

Across my peaceful breast.
Isaac Watts.

PALESTRINA. C. M.

C?tl«> "Saints' CnbentorB."

If God is mine, then present things

And things to come are mine
;

Yea, Christ, his word, and Spirit too,

And glory all divine.

2 If he is mine, then from his love

He every trouble sends

;

All things are working for my good,

And bliss his rod attends.

3 If he is mine, let friends forsake,

Let wealth and honor flee

:

Sure he who giveth me himself

Is more than these to me.

4 Oh, tell me, Lord, that thou art mine

,

What can I wish beside ?

My soul shall at the fountain live,

When all the streams are dried.
Benjamin Beddome.

G. P. A. Palkstrina.

ipsg^ip

894 tf*aim 125.

Unshaken as the sacred hill,

And fixed as mountains be,

Firm as a rock the soul shall rest,

That leans, Lord, on thee

!

2 Not walls nor hills could guard so well

Old Salem's happy ground,

As those eternal arms of love,

That every saint surround.

3 Deal gently, Lord, with souls sincere,

And Lead them Bafely on

To the bright gates of Paradise,

Where Christ, their Lord, is gone.
luac Watts.

0»Jt) JJJfrsfbtrancr.

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

;

In the dear bosom of his love

They must for ever rest.
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Oh, blessing rich, for sons of men,
Members of Christ to be,

Joined to the holy Son of God
In wondrous unity.

2 Jesus, our great Head divine,

From whom most freely flow

The streams of life and strength and
To all the frame below

:

[warmth

3 Keep us as members sound and whole
Within thy body true

;

Build us into a temple fair,

Meet stones in order due.

4 Keep us good branches of thy vine,

Large store of fruit to yield
j

Keep us as sheep that wander not
From thy most pleasant field.

5 For one with God, Jesus blest,

We are, when one with thee,

With saints on earth and saints at rest

A glorious company.
William W. How.

897 Protection.—$sa!m 34.

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 Oh, magnify the Lord with me,
With me exalt his name

!

When in distress to him I called,

He to my rescue came.

3 The hosts of God encamp around
The dwellings of the just

;

Deliverance he affords to all,

Who on his succor trust.

4 Oh, make but trial of his love

;

Experience will decide,

How blest are they, and only they,

Who in his truth confide.
Tate and Brady.

Ot/S Sobrrngn Cfjoirr.

Ye souls for whom the §on did die,

In whom the Spirit dwells,

Your sweet amazement riseth high,

And strong your rapture swells.

2 Who spared not that Son divine t

Who sent that Spirit sweet \

Father, the work of love is thine,

The wonder is complete.

3 Thrice blessed souls, by heavenly love

Elect, redeemed, renewed

;

Through endless years, below, above,

By heavenly love pursued

!

4 Lord ! wouldst thou set thy love on me
And choose me in thy Son ?

Lord ! hath my heart been given to thee T

Hath love in me begun ?

5 Ne'er let thy smile from me depart,

My heart from thee remove

!

Eternal Lover, teach ray heart

Thine own eternal love.
. H. CM.
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ECKHARDTSHEIM. C. M. Charles Zeunrr.
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And In its matchless grace I feel My hap- pi-cess se-cure.
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My God, the covenant of thy love

Abides for ever sure

;

And in its matchless grace I feel

My happiness secure.

2 Since thou, the everlasting God,
My Father art become,

Jesus my Guardian and my Friend,

And heaven my final home;—
3 I welcome all thy sovereign will,

For all that will is love
;

And when I know not what thou dost,

I wait the light above.
Philip Doddridge.

HUNTINGTON. C M.

900
My Father, God ! how sweet the sound

!

How tender and how dear

!

Not all the melody of heaven
Could so delight the ear.

2 Come, sacred Spirit, seal the name
On my expanding heart

;

And show, that in Jehovah's grace

I share a filial part.

3 Cheered by a signal so divine,

Unwavering I believe

;

My spirit Abba, Father ! cries,

Nor can the sign deceive.
Philip Doddridge.

C. W. Huntington.

901 Sccuritc

Therk is a safo and secret place

Beneath the wings divine,

Reserved for all the heirs of grace—
Oh, bo that refuge mine

!

2 The least and feebl< s1 there may bide,

Uninjured and unawed
;

While thousands fall on every side,

He rests .secure in God.

3 II.' feeds in pastures large and fair,

Of love and truth divine ;

child of God, glory's heir

!

How rich a lot is thine !

4 A hand almighty lo defend,

An ear for every Call,

An honored life, a peaceful end,

And heaven to crown it all

!

Henry F. Lytttt
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Thomas Hastings.
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O Lord, how hap - py should we be, If we could cast our care on thee, If we from self couldmm^FtŴ ^s^
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1 Is work - ing for the bestl
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Lord, how happy should we be,

If we could cast our care on thee,

If we from self could rest

;

And feel at heart that One above,

In perfect wisdom, perfect love,

Is working for the best

!

2 How far from this our daily life

!

Ever disturbed by anxious strife,

By sudden, wild alarms;

Oh, could we but relinquish all

Our earthly props, and simply fall

On thine almighty arms

!

3 Lord, make these faithless hearts of ours

Thy lessons learn from birds and flowers,

And from self-torment cease!

Father ! we trust ; and we lie still

;

Leave all things to thy holy will.

And so find perfect peace.
Joseph Anstice.

903 ** Brttrr rjart.

Love Divine! how sweet thou art!

When shall I find my willing heart

All taken up by thee ?

1 thirst and faint and die to prove

The greatness of redeeming love—
The love of Christ to me.

2 Oh, that I could for ever sit,

With Mary at the Master's feet!

Be this my happy choice,

—

My only care, delight, and bliss,

My joy, my heaven on earth be this,

To hear the Bridegroom's voice !

3 Oh, that I could, with favored John,
Recline my weary head upon
The dear Redeemer's breast:

From care, and sin, and sorrow free,

Give me, Lord ! to find in thee

My everlasting rest

!

4 God only knows the love of God

;

Oh, that it now were shed abroad
In this poor stony heart

!

For this I sigh ; for thee I pine

;

This only portion, Lord, be mine,

Be mine the better part!
Charles Wesley.

904 "Complrtr in jyiin."

Come join, ye saints, with heart and voice,

Alone in Jesus to rejoice,

And worship at his feet:

Come, take his praises on your tongues,

And raise to him your thankful songs,

"In him ye are complete!"

2 In him, who all our praise excels,

The fullness of the Godhead dwells,

And all perfections meet

:

The head of all celestial pow<

Divinely theirs, divinely ours; —
" In him ye are complete !"

3 Still onward urge your heavenly way,

Dependent on him day by day,

His presence still entreat ;

His precious name for ever Mess,

Your glory, strength, and righteousness,

—

"In him ye are complete !"

Samuel Medley.
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GLADNESS. C. M. D Fr. Oratory Hymns.
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his thro' all its days;

905 Bought toitf) a Tprirr.

When I had wandered from his fold,

His love the wanderer sought;

When slave-like into bondage sold,

His blood my freedom bought

;

Therefore that life, by him redeemed,

Is his through all its days

;

And as with blessings it hath teemed,

So let it teem with praise.

2 For I am his, and he is mine,

The God whom I adore

!

My Father, Saviour, Comforter,

Now and for evermore.

KILBUBN. C. M.

When sunk in sorrow, I despaired,

And changed my hopes for fears

;

He bore my griefs, my burden shared,

And wiped away my tears.

3 Therefore the joy by him restored,

To him by right belongs

;

And to my gracious, loving Lord,

I '11 sing through life my songs

:

For I am his, and he is mine,

The God whom I adore

!

My Father, Saviour, Comforter,

Now and for evermore.
I. S. B. MonselL

H. G. B. Hunt.

We bless thee for thypeace,0 God! Deep as the soundless sea, Which falls like sunshine on the road Of those who trust in thee.

:te±:fa+- JV
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We bless thee for thy peace, God

!

Deep as the soundless Bea,

Which falls like sunshine on tho road

Of those who trust in thee.

2 Wo ask not, Father, for repose

Which comes from outward rest,

If we may have through all life's woes

Thy peace within our breast;—

3 That peaco which suffers and is strong,

Trusts where it cannot see,

Deems not the trial-way too long,

But leaves the end with thee.

4 O Father, give our hearts this peace,

Whatever may outward be,

Till all life's discipline shall cease,

And we go homo to thee.
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O&SZVFORT. C. M D.

MM Arr. fr. Thalbkbc.
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Thou art my hid- ing-place, O Lordi In thee I put my trust ; En-couraged by thy
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Thou art my hiding-place, Lord

!

In thee I put my trust

;

Encouraged by thy holy word,

A feeble child of dust

:

1 have no argument beside,

I urge no other plea

;

And 't is enough my Saviour died,

My Saviour died for me !

2 When storms of fierce temptation beat,

And furious foes assail,

My refuge is the mercy-seat,

My hope within the vail:

From strife of tongues, and bitter words,

My spirit flies to thee
;

Joy to my heart the thought affords,

My Saviour died for me !

3 And when thine awful voice commands
This body to decay,

And life in its last lingering sands

Is ebbing fast away ;
—

Then, though it be in accents weak,

My voice shall call on thee,

And ask for strength in death to speak,

"My Saviour died for me."
Thomas Raffles.

90S Snion to Christ.

Lord Jesus, are we one with theet
Oh, height ! oh, depth of love

!

With thee we died upon the tree,

In thee we live above.

Such was thy grace, that for our sake
Thou didst from heaven come down,

Thou didst of flesh and blood partake,

In all our sorrows one.

2 Our sins, our guilt, in love divine,

Confessed and borne by thee
;

The gall, the curse, the wrath, were thine,

To set thy members free.

Ascended now, in glory bright,

Still one with us thou art

;

Nor life, nor death, nor depth, nor height,

Thy saints and thee can part.

3 Oh, teach us, Lord, to know and own
This wondrous mystery,

That thou with us art truly one,

And we are one with thee!

Soon, soon shall come that glorious day,

When, seated on thy throne,

Thou shall to wondering worlds display

That thou with us art one.
James C. Deck.
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SILVER STREET. S. M. I. Smith.

L.

Christ, th'e-ter-nal Light Of ev-ery eun and sphere! II • lu-n thon our mor • tal night, And keep our spirit* clear.
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Christ, the eternal Light

Of every sun and sphere

!

Illumine thou our mortal night,

And keep our spirits clear.

2 Let nothing evil smite

Nor enemy invade,

And let us stainless be, and white,

By nothing base betrayed.

3 Guard thou the hearts of all,

But chiefly of thine own

;

And hold us that we may not fall,

Through thy great might alone

!

4 That so our souls may sing,

When favoring light they see,

And every vow a tribute bring

To God in Trinity !

S. W. Duffield. t

BRADEW. S. M.

910 ««cr

Grace ! 't is a charming sound

!

Harmonious to mine 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 the steps that grace display,

Which drew the wondrous plan.

3 Grace led 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.
Philip Doddridge.

W. B. Bradbury.

Here I can fira-ly rest; I dare to boast of this, That God, the highest and the best. My Friend and Father 1*>

b||pM^e^piilii^i|i
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Here I can firmly rest

;

I dare to boast of this,

That God, the highest and the best,

My Friend and Father is.

2 Naught have I of my own,

Naught in tho life I It ad ;

What Christ hath given, that alone

I dare in faith to plead.

3 I rest upon the ground
Of Jesus and his blood

;

It is through him that I have found

My soul's eternal good.

4 At cost of all I have,

At cost of life and limb,

I cling to God who yet shall save
j

I will not turn from him.

5 His Spirit in me dwells,

O'er all my mind he reigns,

My care and sadness he dispels,

And soothes away my pains.

6 He prosj »cis day by day
His work within my heart,

Till I have strength and faith to say,

"Thou, God, my Father art \
n
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privileges of JBellevers.
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Thou very present Aid
In suffering and distress,

The mind which still on thee is stayed

Is kept in perfect peace.

2 The soul by faith reclined

On the Redeemer's breast,

'Mid raging storms, exults to

An everlasting rest.

3 Sorrow and fear are gone,

Whene'er thy face appears

yiEC-USOH. s. H

find

It stills the sighing orphan's moan,
And dries the widow's tears.

4 Jesus, to whom I fly,

Doth all my wishes fill

;

"What though created streams are dry ?

I have the fountain still.

5 Stripped of each earthly friend,

I find them all in One,
And peace and joy which never end,
And heaven, in Christ, alone.

Charles Wesley.

B«-hold! what wondrous grace The Father has bestowed On sin-nera of A aor-tal race, To call them eohs of God 1
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flvr-r frfrfhg^g^^p

i 'i i i-'r ^r T^
913 Wioption.

Behold ! what wondrous grace
The Father has bestowed

On sinners of a mortal race,

To call them sons of God

!

2 Nor doth it yet appear
How great we must be made

;

But when we see our Saviour here,

We shall be like our Head.

3 A hope so much divine

May trials well endure,

May purge our souls from sense and sin,

As Christ the Lord is pure.

4 If in my Father's love

I share a filial part,

Send down thy Spirit, like a dove,

To rest upon my heart.

5 We would no longer lie

Like slaves beneath the throne

;

Our faith shall Abba, Father! cry,

And thou the kindred own.
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rod, Tho' rough and steep our pathway,worn and wea - ry, Still will we trust in God.
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Still will we trust, though earth seem
dark and dreary, [ing rod,

And the heart faint beneath his chasten-

Though rough and steep our pathway,

worn and weary,

Still will we trust in God.

2 Our eyes see dimly till by faith anointed,

And our blind choosing brings us grief

and pain

;

Through him alone who hath our way ap-

pointed,

We find our peace again.

8CHELL. P. M.

i 1
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3 Choose for us, God ! nor let our weak
preferring

Cheat our poor souls of good thou hast

designed

:

Choose for us, God ! thy wisdom is unerr-

ing,

And we are fools and blind.

4 Let us press on, in patient self-denial,

Accept the hardship, shrink not from the

loss;

Our portion lies beyond the hour of trial,

Our crown beyond the cross.
William H. Burleigh.

U C. Bl'RNAP.

Breast the wave, Christian, when it is strongest ; Watch for day, Christian,when night is longest
;

^^f=T&^̂ ^ ^̂^fm

On-ward and onward still be thine endeav-or; The rest that re-mameth en - dur-eth for- ev- er.

.ff i pffifpfif f ipr-fHwr-fffl^
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Lead us, O Fa- ther, in the paths of peace ; With -out thy guid-ing hand we go a - stray.

te^^P^ff^ja
And doubts ap-pa!l, and sorrows still in- crease ; Lead us thro' Christ, the true and liv - ing way.
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Lead us, Father, in the paths of peace
;

I journey through a desert drear and wild,

Without thy guiding hand we go astray, Yet is my heart by such sweet thoughts be-

And doubts appall, and sorrows still in- guiled [stay,

crease; Of him on whom I lean, my strength, my
Lead us through Christ, the true and I can forget the sorrows of the way.

rvm° *' 2 Thoughts of his sojourn in this vale of
2 Lead us, Father, in the paths of truth

;

tears

—

Unhelped by thee, in error's maze we Trie tale of love unfolded in those years
grope, [youth, Of sinless suffering and of patient grace,

While passion stains and folly dims our I love again, and yet again, to trace.

And age comes on uncheered. by faith _, , „, . ,

and hope. 3 Thoughts of his glory— on the cross I gaze,

And there behold its sad yet healing rays

:

3 Lead us, Father, in the paths of right; Beacon of hope, which, lifted up on high,
Blindly we stumble when we walk alone, Illumes with heavenly light the tear-dimmed

Involved in shadows of a darksome night: eye.
Only with thee we journey safely on. „. , . , , . . , « . -, .

4 Thoughts of his coming— for that joyful

4 Lead us, Father, to the heavenly rest, day
However rough and steep the path may In patient hope I watch and wait and pray;

be, The dawn draws nigh, the midnight shad-
Thro' joy or sorrow, as thou deemest best, ows flee

;

Until our lives are perfected in thee. Oh, what a sunrise will that advent be

!

William H. Burleigh. Mrs. If. J. Walker.

917 p - M- Tun^SCHELL.
d _ ., «... , s. . He who hath promised all faltcreth never;
Breast the wave, Christian, when it is al * • a i «« » % -.%*
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• " ™ Oh, trust in the love that endureth for ever,

strongest

;

[longest

;

Watch for day, Christian, when night is 3 Lift the eye, Christian, just as it closeth;

Onward and onward still be thine endeavor ; Raise the heart, Christian, ere it ropoeoth ;

The rest that remaineth endureth for ever. Nothing thy soul from the Saviour shall

2 Fight the fight, Christian, Jesus is o'er «~ , u ',
, , .b

t
, .

'
r

j

Soou s ' j alt thou mount upward to praise

Run the race, Christian, heaven is before
j it tinnm
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CLAPHAM. 7s. D. Arr. fr. Mendelssohn.

Loved with ev - er - last - ir.g love, Led by grace that love to know! Spir - it, breathing
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hichcannotcease.-I am his and he is mine.
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Loved with everlasting love,

Led by grace that love to know

!

Spirit, breathing' from above,

Thou ha^t taught me it is so.

Oh, this full and perfect peace !

Oh, this transport all divine!

In a love which cannot cease',

I am his and he is mine.

2 Things that onee caused wild alarms

Cannot now disturb my rest,

Closed in everlasting arms,

Pillowed on his loving breast.

Oh, to lie for ever lute.

Care, and doubt, and self resign;

"While lie whispers in my car,

1 am his and he is mine.

3 His for ever, only his!

Who the Lord and me can pari ?

Ah, with what a rest of bliss

Christ can (ill the loving heart

!

Heaven and earth may lade and flee,

First-born lighl in gloom decline;

But While God and I shall be,

I am his and be is mine.

r i

919 Dailnjoob.

Day by day the manna fell

:

Oh, to learn this lesson well

!

Still by constant mercy fed,

Give me, Lord, my daily bread.

"Day by day" the promise reads,

Daily strength for daily needs

;

Cast foreboding fears away,

Take the manna of to-day.

2 Lord, my times are in thy hand
;

All my sanguine hopes have planned,

To thy wisdom I resign,

And would make thy purpose mine.

Thou ray daily task shalt give

:

Day by day to thee I live:

So shall added yean fulfill,

Not mine own— my Father's will.

3 Fond ambition, whisper not;

Happy is my humble lot.

Anxious, busy cares, away!

1 ni provided for to-day.

Oh, to live exempt from care

By the energy of prayer

;

Strong in faith, with mind subdued,

Yet elate with gratitude!
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377

When our heads are bowed with woe ;— When our bit- ter tears o'erflow; When we mourn the

920 ".So„ofiHar 5
."

When our heads are bowed with woe ;
—

When our bitter tears o'erflow ;
—

When we mourn the lost, the dear,

Jesus, Son of Mary, hear!
.

Thou our feeble flesh hast worn
;

Thou our mortal griefs hast borne;
Thou hast shed the human tear:

Jesus, Son of Mary, hear

!

2 When the heart is sad within,

With the thought of all its sin
;

When the spirit shrinks with fear,

Jesus, Son of Mary, hear !

Thou the shame, the grief, hast known;
Though the sins were not thine own,
Thou hast deigned their load to bear :

Jesus, Son of Mary, hear

!

3 When our eyes grow dim in death

;

When we heave the parting breath

;

When our solemn doom is near,

Jesus, Son of Mary, hear

!

Thou hast bowed the dying head
;

Thou the blood of life hast shed

;

Thou hast filled a mortal bier:

Jesus, Son of Mary, hear!
Henry H M.lman.

921 looking to 3tsub.

When along life's thorny road,

Faints the soul beneath the load,

By its cares and sins oppressed,
Finds on earth no peace or rest

;

When the wily tempter 's near,

Filling us with doubt and fear

:

Jesus, to thy feet we flee,

Jesus, we will look to thee.

2 Thou, our Saviour, from the throne
Listenest to thy people's moan;
Thou, the living Head, dost share
Every pang thy members bear;
Full of tenderness thou art,

Thou wilt heal the broken heart

;

Full of power, thine arm shall quell

All the rage and might of hell.

3 Mighty to redeem and save,

Thou hast overcome the grave
;

Thou the bars of death hast riven,

Opened wide the gates of heaven
;

Soon in glory thou shall come,
Taking thy poor pilgrims home;
Jesus, then we all shall be,

Ever— ever— Lord, with thee.
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Lead, kindly Light! amid th'encircling gloom, Lead thou me on; The night is dark, and I am far from home,

Lead thou me on; Keep thou my feet ; I do not ask to 6ee The dis-tant & ; one step enough for me.

$M' «-^ il^BSSf-n "ctr r
'
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922 "EtaUCfjcuiHf <Dn!" 923 Strength from t&r CSortJ.

Lead, kindly Light! amid the encircling Thy word, Lord, thy precious word
gloom, alone,

Lead thou me on
;

Can lead me on
;

The night is dark, and Tarn far from home, By this, until the darksome night be gone,

Lead thou me on
;

Ler.d thou me on

!

Keep thou my feet ; I do not ask to see Thy word is light, thy word is life and
The distant scene ; one step enough for me. power

;

2 I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou By it, oh, guide me in each trying hour

!

Shouldst lead me on

;

2 "Whate'er my path, led by the word, t 'is

I loved to choose and see my path j but now good,

Lead thou me on; Oh, lead me on

!

I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears, Be my poor heart thy blessed word's abode.

Pride ruled my will. Remember not past Lead thou me on

!

years. Thy Holy Spirit gives the light to see,

3 So long thy power has blessed me, sure And leads me by thy word, close following

it still
tuee -

Will lead me on 3 Led by aught else, I tread a devious way,

O'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till Oh, lead me on!

The night is gone

;

Speak, Lord, and help me ever to obey,

And with the morn those angel faces smile Lead thou me on

!

Which I have loved long since, and lost My every step shall then be well defined,

awhile

!

And all I do according to thy mind.
John H. Newman.

PORTLAND. 8i,4i.

Albert Midline.

J. E. SwEETSKR.
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My Ood.my Father ! while I stray Far from my horae,on life's rough way ,Oh ! teach me from my heart to say " Thy will be done."



Discipline ano Sorrow. 379
COCHRAN. 10s, 4s. U. C. Bitrkap.

Light of the world! whose kind and gentle care Is joy and rest ; Whose counsels and commands so gra-cious are,

Wis - est and best. Shine on my path, dear Lord, and guard the way. Lest my poor heart, for-getting, go a - stray.

L-—[S—

j

f-J-<&—«-J 1 1 '
I
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p^^-6^ j f-+-
L-^-lJ

, . . ... , , . , . 3 My blessed Lord ! what bliss to feel thee
Light of the world! whose kind and near

gentle care Faithful 'and true
;

Is joy and rest

;

To trust in ^ w j t ]l0ut one doubt or fear,
Whose counsels and commands so gra- ^y w -jj tQ ^

.

cious are, Anj al j the whi]e t0 knQW that thou> our
Wisest and best. Friend

Shine on my path, dear Lord, and guard Arf blessi us; and wilt bless to the end-
the way,

Lest my poor heart, forgetting, go astray. 4 And then, oh, then ! when sorrow's night

2 Lord of my life! my soul's most pure
Life's daylight come,

Its hope and peace; [desire, And ve &re: saie withill heaven's golden
Let not the faith thy loving words inspire door

Falter, or cease

;

At ll0nie
',

at home ,

But be to me, true Friend, my chief de- How full of glad rejoicing will we raiser
light, ... Saviour, to thee our everlasting praise.

And safely guide, that every step be right. h. Bauman.

4 If but my fainting heart be blest
925 8s > 4s - Tune—PORTLAND.

My God, my Father! while I stray Wii^y™w^Snt^\^guSL
Far from my home, on life's rough way, My Qod to thee j leave tho rest
Oh, teach me from my heart to say, 1, Th ^ be doue , n

"Thy will be done."
J

__ . . . 5 Renew ray will from day to day

;

2 What though in lonely grief I sigh Blead [{ wi^ thim ,

f
and ^

For friends beloved no longer nigh

;

Whate'er now makes it hard to say,
Submissive still would I reply, ., T1 wiu be done ,„

"Thy will be done!"
J

. ,. „ . 6 Then when on earth I breathe no more,
3 If thou should st call me to resign The oft mUed yy[lh u.ars before<
What moat I prize - it ne er was mine; ni sillg upon a hap}(ier shore .

I only yield thee what was thine: „Th wU1 be douc! „

" Thy will be done !"
chanone eh**.
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Jt-4
John Hullah.

J-$m,mmmm^i^s&m
On him 1 lean, who, nut in vain,When gathering clouds around I view, And days are dark, and friends are few.

Lr—tri—l-

|gippppppp^fif^g=p
Ex- perienced ev-ery hu - man pain; He sees my wants, al-lays ray fears, And counts and treasures up my tears.

J i-/

^giiiplgN^^l^i^i^
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026 " Jrsus OiHrpt."

When gathering clouds around I view,

And days are dark, and friends are few,

On him I lean, who, not in vain,

Experienced every human pain
;

He sees my wants, allays my fears,

And counts and treasures up my tears.

2 If aught should tempt my soul to stray

From heavenly virtue's narrow way,

—

To fly the good I would pursue,

Or do the sin I would not do,

—

Still he, who felt temptation's power,

Shall guard me in that dangerous hour.

edris. s. M

*4

3 When sorrowing o'er some stone, I bend,

Which covers all that was a friend,

And from his voice, his hand, his smile,

Divides me, for a little while,

My Saviour sees the tears I shed,

For Jesus wept o'er Lazarus dead.

4 And, oh, when I have safely past

Through every conflict, but the last,

—

Still, still unchanging, watch beside

My painful bed,— for thou hast died
,

Then point to realms of cloudless day,

And wipe my latest tear away

Far from my heavenly home, Far from my Father's breast, Fainting. I cry, " Blest Spirit! come, And speed me to my rest

927 $»alm 137.

Far from my heavenly home,

Far from my Father's breast,

Fainting, I cry, "Blest Spirit! come,

And speed me to my rest.

2 " Upon tli<' willows long

My harp has silent hang;
How .should I sing b cheerful song,

Till thou inspire my tongue?"

3 My spirit homeward turns,

And fain would thither flees

My heart, Zion ! droops and yearns,

When 1 remember thee.

4 To thee, to thee I press -

A dark and toilsome road
;

When shall 1 pass the wilderness.

And reach the saints1 abode 1

?

5 God of my life ! be near!

On the*- my hopes I casl

.

Oh! guide me through the desert hen 1

,

And bring me home nt last,
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HA5D7 L. M. 61.

38

1

fe^^si^l^ig
At evening tune let there be light; Life's ht-tle day draws n

00-0 ^- • . , ,
tf * •

A - round me fail the shades of night,

mmmmm^mmm
The night of death, the grave's re-j>06e; To crown myjoys, to 1 id my woes, At eve-aing time let there be light.

•*n- • ^-*-J r > • » •
,
'

1
;

m -m . m - m w • g w • #

At evening time let there be light

;

Life's little day draws near its close

;

Around me fall the shades of night,

The night of death, the grave's repose
;

To crown my joys, to end my woes,

At evening time let there be light.

2 At evening time let there be light

;

Stormy and dark hath been my day

—

Yet rose the morn divinely bright

;

RHOSSILLY. 6s, 5*.

Dews, birds, and blossoms cheered the
way ;

—
Oh, for one sweet, one parting ray!

At evening time let there be light.

3 At evening time there shall be light

!

For God hath spoken ; it must be ;

Fear, doubt, and anguish take their flight

;

His glory now is risen on me;
Mine eyes shall his salvation see ;

'T is evening time, and there is light

!

Jaa.es Montcomery.

T R. Matthews.

* ^ V ^
Ob, let him whose sorrow No re -lief can

929 *""" snt) Solart.

Oh, let him whose sorrow

No relief can find,

Trust in God and borrow

Ease for heart and mind.

2 Where the mourner weeping
Sheds the secret tear,

God his watch is keeping,

Though none else is near.

3 God will never leave us,

All our wants he knows,

Feels the pains that grieve us,

Sees our cares and woes.

find, Trust in God and borrow Ease for heart and mind.

4 When in grief we languish,

He will dry the tear,

Who his children's anguish

Soothes with succor near.

5 All our woe and sadness,

In this world below,

Balance not the gladness

We in heaven shall know,—

6 When our gracious Saviour,

In the realms above
Crowns us with his favor.

Fills us with his love.
France* E Cex. t



Christian Sjperience.
Thomas Hastings.

thou, whose bounty fills my cup With every blessing meet! I give thee thanks for every drop—The bitter and the sweet

930 Shanks for an.

THOU, whose bounty fills my cup
With every blessing meet

!

1 give thee thanks for every drop—
The bitter and the sweet.

2 I praise thee for the desert road,

And for the river-side

;

For all thy goodness hath bestowed,

And all thy grace denied.

3 I thank thee for both smile and frown,

And for the gain and loss

;

SECURITY. P. M.

I praise thee for the future crown,
And for the present cross.

4 I thank thee for the wing of love,

Which stirred my worldly nest

;

And for the stormy clouds which drove

The flutterer to thy breast.

5 I bless thee for the glad increase,

And for the waning joy ;

And for this strange, this settled peace,

Which nothing can destroy.
Mrs. Jane Crewdson.

English Melody.

931 "Wt Burttn Bollfb aman."

I LEFT it all with Jesus long ago,

All my sins I brought him and my woe

;

When by faith I saw him on tho tree,

Heard his small, still whisper, "'Tis for 3 I leave it all with Jesus day by day;

Make the desert garden bloom awhile

:

When my weakness lenneth on his might,

All seems light.

" thee,"

From my heart the burden rolled away !

Happy day.

2 1 leave it .-til with Jesus, for he I

Ib.w to steal the bit;, r from Life
1
! woes;

Ho* to gild <li' t< ar-drop with hi^ smile,

Faith can firmly trust him, come what may.

Hope has dropped her anchor, found her

rest,

In the calm sure haven of his breast

,

.is ii heaven u> abide

At his bide.
eiicm h. Wfpm
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I can-not tell if short or long

jiTl
My earthlyjourney be; But, all the way, Ifwiow thy rod And staff will comfort me.

i iE
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932 3 lllnmn of Crust.

1 cannot tell if short or long

My earthly journey be

;

But, all the way, I know thy rod

And staff will comfort me.

2 Though fierce temptations lie in wait,

What need have I to care?

Thou wilt not suffer them to hurt

Beyond my strength to bear.

3 What storms may beat, what burdens fall,

My soul would not avoid
;

HARVEY. P M.

Who follow thee, Lord, may bo

Cast dowu, but not destroyed.

4 Though over steep and rugged ways

My weary feet be brought,

Still following where thy footprints lead,

I take no anxious thought.

5 Oh, perfect peace! oh, endless rest!

No care, no vain alarms

;

Beneath my every cross 1 find

The Everlasting Arms.
MissH. O. Knowlton.

W. F Shf.rwin.

mm^^^S^^P^^
Since thy Fa-ther's arm sustains thee, Peace-ful When a chastening hand restrains thee, It
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933 Bcet.ng.uGot,.

Since thy Father's arm sustains thee,

Peaceful be

;

When a chastening hand restrains thee,

It is he

!

Know his love in full completeness

Fills the measure of thy weakness ;

If he wound thy spirit sore,

Trust him more.

2 Without murmur, uncomplaiuiug,

In his hand

Lay whatever things thon canst uot

Understand:

Though the world thy folly spurneth,

From thy faith iu pity turneth,

Peace thy inmost soul shall fill

—

Lying still.

3 To his own thy Saviour giveth

Daily strength ;

To each troubled soul that liveth

Peace at length

:

Weakest lambs have largest sharing

Of this tender Shepherd's earing;

Ask him not, then— when or how —
Only bow.

Tr fr K
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It is no untried way That takes us home to God; The road that leads to realms of day By Christ himself was trod.

034 £!) ri'8t £uu"rrrt>.

It is no untried way
That takes us home to God

;

The road that leads to realms of day
By Christ himself was trod.

2 The Lord of Love has borne
The burdens of this life,

The Man of Sorrows oft was worn
With earth's incessant strife.

3 See from his throne of light

He now in grace looks down,
He holds within faith's piercing sight,

And bids us win— the crown.

4 Our hearts can never faint

With such a goal in view

;

But doubts dismissed, hushed each com-
We will the way pursue. [plaint,

Robert M. Offord.

DENTflS. 8. M.

035 "Eti«8BrtI."

What cheering words are these
j

Their sweetness who can tell *?

In time, and to eternal days,

"'T is with the righteous well!"

2 Well when they see his face,

Or sink amidst the flood

;

Well in affliction's thorny maze,
Or on the mount of God.

3 'T is well when joys arise,

'T is well when sorrows flow,

'T is well when darkness vails the skies,

And strong temptations grow.

4 'T is well when Jesus calls,

—

"From earth and sin arise,

To join the hosts of ransomed souls,

Made to salvation wise !

"

John Kent.

H. G. Naceli.

A. - long my earthly way, How ma-ny clouds are spread! Darkness.with scarce one cheerful ray, Seems gathering o'er my head.

wffi$m$$
036 fccrraftrr.

Along my earthly way,
How many clouds are spread

!

Darkness, with scarce one cheerful ray,

Seems gathering o'er my head.

2 Yet, Father, thou art Love

;

Oh, hide not from my view!

But when I look, in prayer, above,

Appear in mercy through.

3 My pathway is Dot hid;

Thou knowest all my need
;

And I would do as Israel did,

—

Follow where thou wilt lead.

4 Lead me, and (hen my feet-

Shall never, never stray;

But safely I shall reach the seat

Of happiness and day.

5 And, oh, from that bright throne

I shall look back, and see,

—

The path I went, and that alone,

Wm the right path for me.



ALDERSGATE. 8. M.

Discipline and sorrow.

How ten - der is thy band, thou be- loved Lord
.1 Ml

Af-flictions come at thy command,And leave ua at thy word.

937 *tint," r«* E»f" "» aairtion.

How tender is thy hand,

thou beloved Lord

!

Afflictions come at thy command,
And leave us at thy word.

2 A Father's hand we felt,

A Father's heart we knew

;

With tears of penitence we knelt,

And found his word was true.

CLEVELAND. 8. M.

3 "We told him all our grief,

We thought of Jesus' love

;

A sense of pardon brought relief,

And bade our pains remove.

4 Now we will bless the Lord,

And in his strength confide
;

For ever be his name adored
j

For there is none beside.
Thomas Hasting

U. C. BfRNAP.

Father, my cup la fall! My trembling soul I raise; Oh, save me in this solemn hour, Thy might and love to praisel

^^A^^^mM^w^^m
038 "fHs e»q> '* JUL"

Father, my cup is full

!

My trembling soul I raise

;

Oh, save me in this solemn hour,

Thy might and love to praise

!

2 Father, my cup is full

!

But One hath drank before,

And for our sins thy face was hid

;

The bitter draught ran o'er.

3 Father, my cup is full

!

But thou dost bid me drink

:

I know thy love the chalice mixed,

But yet I faint— I shrink.

4 Alone he drank the cup,

The holy, sinless One,
That not one soul on earth again
Should drain the dregs alone.

5 Father, forsake me not

!

Christ! I look to thee;

And by thy midnight agony
Do thou remember me.

Anna Shiptoa.

93 (J GoVs firip *u«.

Say not, my soul, " From whence
Can God relieve my care !"

Remember that Omnipotence
Has servants everywhere..

"2 God's help is always sure,

His methods seldom guessed

:

Delay will make our pleasure pure,

Surprise will give it zest.

3 His wisdom is sublime,

His heart profoundly kind

;

God never is before his time,

And never is behind,

4 Hast thou assumed a load,

Which few will share with the*-.

—

And art thou carrying it for God,
And shall he fail to see ?

5 Be comforted at heart,

Thou art not left alone
;

Now, thou the Lord's companion art

;

Soon, thou wilt share his throne.
T. T. Lynch.
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Arr. by J. P. Holbrook.
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say, My Lord, thy will be done 1

m^^m
940 " Not ^2 8o«ti, t>"» cijuu."

My Jesus, as thou wilt!

Oh, may thy will be mine,

Into thy hand of love

I would my all resign
;

Through sorrow, or through joy,

Conduct me as thine own,

And help me still to say,

My Lord, thy will be done!

2 My Jesus, as thou wilt!

Though seen through many a tear,

Let not ray star of hope

Grow dim or disappear;

Since thou on earth hast wept,

And sorrowed oft alone,

If I must weep with thee,

My Lord, thy will bo done!

3 My Jesus, as thou wilt!

All shall be well for me,
wiging futuro scene

I gladly trust with I

'

Straight to my homo abovo

I travel calmly on,

And sing, in life or death,

My Lord, thy will b<: done!

941 "Slf Unotoctl) tl)f teiaa."

Thy way, not mine, Lord,

However dark it bo

!

Lead me by thine own hand

;

Choose out my path for me,
1 dare not choose my lot

:

I would not, if I might

;

Choose thou for me, my God,
So shall I walk aright.

2 The1 kingdom that I seek

Is thine : so let the way
That leads to it be thine,

Else I must surely stray.

Take thou my cup, and it

With joy or sorrow fill,

As best to thee may seem
;

Choose thou my good and ill.

3 Choose thou for me my friends,

My sickness or my health
;

Choose thou my cares for me,

My poverty or wealth.

Net mine, not mine the choice,

In things or great or small

;

Be thou my Guide, my Strength,

My Wisdom and my All.
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BLESSED HOME. 6s. D.

387

There is a bless-ed home Be-yond this land of woe, Where tri-als nev-er coine, Nor tear* of tor - row flew;

ym^Mimm^mHffm
^s^^

Where faith is lost in sight, And pa-tient hope is crowned. And ev - er-last-ing light Its glory throws a-round.

942 Zt)t nomrlantt.

There is a blessed home
Beyond this land of woe,

Where trials never come,

Nor tears of sorrow flow

;

Where faith is lost iu sight,

And patient hope is crowned,

And everlasting light

Its glory throws around.

2 There is a land of peace
;

Good angels know it well

;

Glad songs that never cease

Within its portals swell

;

Around its glorious throne

Ten thousand saints adore

Christ, with the Father one,

And Spirit, evermore.

3 Look up, ye saints of God

!

Nor fear to tread below

The path your Saviour trod

Of daily toil and woe;

VIA PACI3.

Wait but a little while

In uncomplaining love

;

His own most gracious smile

Shall welcome you above.
Henry W. Baker.

943 3 Jatfjrr'B feanT).

Be tranquil, my soul

!

Be quiet every fear

!

Thy Father hath control,

And he is ever near.

Ne'er of thy lot complain,

Whatever may befall
;

Sickness, or care, or pain,

'T is well appointed all.

2 A Fathers chastening hand
Is leading thee along

;

Nor distant is the land

Where swells the immortal song.

Oh, then, my soul, be still

!

Await heaven's high decree
;

Seek but thy Father's will,

It shall be well with thee.
Thomas Hastingv

J. Barnby.

# -+ - t I

IThy way, not mine, Lord, How-ev - er dark it bo! Load me by thine own hand; Choose 01

1 dare not choose my lott 1 would not, if I might; Choose thou for me, my God,
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BELTRA. 7».
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Wait, my eoul, upon the Lord, To Lis gracious promise flee, Laying hold np-on his word, " As thy days thy strength shall be."

mmmmmg^^km
944
Watt, my soul, upon the Lord,

To his gracious promise flee,

Laying hold upon his word,
" As thy days thy strength shall be."

2 If the sorrows of thy case

Seem peculiar still to thee,

God has promised needful grace,

"As thy days thy strength shall be."

AMSTERDAM. 7s, 6s. D.

3 Days of trial, days of grief,

In succession thou mayst see

;

This is still thy sweet relief,

"As thy days thy strength shall be."

4 Rock of Ages, I 'm secure,

With thy promise full and free
;

Faithful, positive, and sure—
"As thy days thy strength shall be."

^S=^
945 Chr Brttrr iSortion.

RiSE, my soul, and stretch thy wings,

Thy better portion trace
;

Rise from transitory things

Toward heaven, thy native place:

Sun and moon and stars decay;

Time shall soon this earth remove

;

Rfee, my soul, and haste away
To seats prepared above.

2 Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor stay in all their <

| oding seeks the sun
j

Both speed them to their source:

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

Upward tends to his abode,

To rest in his embrace.

3 Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mourn,
Press onward to the prise ;

Soon our Saviour will return

Triumphant in the .ski.s :

Yet a Beaton,—and you know
Happy entrance will be given,

All our Borrows left below,

And earth exchanged for heaven.
Robert Scagra»{.



Discipline and Sorrow.

stay, Sav • iour, com - fort, com • fort me!

946 Comfort.

In the dark and cloudy day,

When earth's riches flee away,

And the last hope will not stay,

Saviour, comfort me

!

2 "When the secret idol 's gone
That my poor heart yearned upon,

—

Desolate, bereft, alone,

Saviour, comfort me

!

3 Thou, who wast so sorely tried,

Id the darkness crucified,

Ki<l me in thy love coufide;

vSuviour, comfort me!

4 Comfort me ; I am cast down :

'T is my heavenly Father's frown
;

1 • it all, I own :

Saviour, comfort me

!

shall be good' for mo
Much afflicted now to be,

If thou wilt but tenderly,

: , comfort me !

George Rawson.

1)47 "Sn »* Cmt*."

Cast thy burden on the Lord,
< >nly lean upon his word

;

Thou wilt soon have cause to bless

His unchanging faith:

2 He sustains thee by his hand,

He enables thee to stand ;

Those, whom Jesus OHC8 hath loved,

From his grace are never mow •!.

3 Heaven and earth may pass away,
God's free grace shall not decay

;

He hath promised to fulfill

All the pleasure of his will.

4 Jesus ! guardian of thy flock,

Be thyself our constant rock

;

Make us by thy powerful hand,

Firm as Ziou's mountain stand
WiOfaua Hammond.

94S lobe arm in Criate.

'Tis my happiness below
Not to live without the cross,

But the Saviour's power to know,
Sanctifying every loss.

2 Trials must and will befall

;

But with humble faith to see

Love inscribed upon them all.

—

This is happiness to me.

3 God in Israel sows the seeds

Of affliction, pain and toil

;

ring up and choke the weeds
Which would else overspread the sod.

4 Did I meet no trials here,

No chastisement by the way,

Might I not with reason fear

I should prove a castaway ?

$ Trials make the pr

Trials give new life to pra;

Trials bring me to his

Lay me low, and keep me there.
Willi
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Christian JEspericnce.

J. P HoLBROOK.

949 Conarrration.

Jesus ! our best beloved Friend,

On thy redeeming name we call;

Jesus ! in love to us descend,

Pardon and sanctify us all.

2 Our so.uls and bodies we resign,

To fear and follow thy commands;
Oh ! take our hearts, our hearts are thine.

Accept the service of our hands.

3 Firm, faithful, watching unto prayer,

Our Master's voice will we obey,

Toil in the vineyard lure, and bear

The heat and burden of the day.

4 Yet, Lord, for us a resting-place,

In heaven, at thy right hand, prepare ;

And till we see thee face to face,

Bo all our conversation there.
James Montgomery.

950 Jaitf) anb tEIorh».

<>nk cup of healing oil and wine,

One offering laid on mercy's shrine,

[8 thrice more grateful, Lord, to thee,

Thau lifted eye or bended knee.

2 Iii true and inward faith we trace

The source of even outward grace
|

Within 111.- pious heart it plays,

A living fount of joy and pi

3 Kind deeds <<f peace and love betray

Where'er the itrt am has found its way
;

Hut, where these spring not ricliuand fair,

The stream has never wandered th<
ii Dnimmond

951 CTt)f yoor.-Uuhf 6:20.

Thou God of hope, to thee we bow !

Thou art our Refuge in distress;

The Husband of the widow thou,

The Father of the fatherless.

2 The poor are thy peculiar care

;

To them thy promises are sure :

Thy gifts the poor in spirit share;

Oh ! may we always thus be poor!

3 May we thy law of love fulfill,

To bear each other's burdens here,

Endure and do thy righteous will,

And walk in all thy faith and tear.

952 Not ©our (ZMun.

Oh, not my own these verdant hills,

And fruits and flowers, and stream, and
But his who all with glory fills, [wood

;

Who bought me with his precious Mood.

2 Oh, not my own this wondrous frame.

Its curious work, its living soul
;

But his who for my ransom came ;

Slain lor my Bake, he claims the whole.

3 oh, not my own (he grace that keeps

My feet from fierce temptations fn

Oh, not my own the thought that leaps,

Adoring, bless6d Lord, to thee.

4 Oh, not my own
;

I Ml soar and sing,

When life, with all its toils, is o'er.

And thou thy trembling lamb shah bring

Sate home, to wander nevermore.
b*muel K Sn>i:h.



activity an& Zeal.

Go, la-boron, while it is day ; The world's dark night is hastening on ; Speed, speed, thy work,—cast

IS

953 2f >

Go, LABOR on, while it is day
;

The world's dark night is hastening; on ;

Speed, speed thy work,— east sloth away !

It is not thus that souls are won.

2 Men die in darkness at your side,

Without a hope to cheer the tomb :

Take up the torch and wave it wide—
The torch that lights time's thickest gloom.

3 Toil on,— faint not ; keep watch and pray

!

Be wise the erring soul to win ;

Go forth into the world's highway
;

Compel the wanderer to come in.

4 Go, labor on : your hands are weak
;

Your knees are faint, your soul cast down
;

Yet falter not ; the prize you seek

Is np;ir,— a kingdom and a crown !

\)d-± EnrottwgnBfnt.

It may not be our lot to wield

The sickle in the ripened field

;

Nor ours to hear, on summer eves,

The reaper's song among the sheaves.

2 Yet ours the grateful service whence
Comes, day by day, the recompense;
The hope, the trust, the purpose stayed.

The fountain, and the noonday shade.

3 And were this life the utmost span,

The only end and aim of man,
Better the toil of fields like these

Than waking dream and slothful ease.

4 But life, though falling like our grain,

Like that revives and springs again
;

And, early called, how blest are they
Who wait, in heaven, their hai

955 Aral.—Jorin 12:.'.3.

Go, labor on ; spend and be spent,—
Thy joy to do the Father's will

;

It is the way the Master went

;

Should not the servant tread it still?

2 Go, labor on ; 't is not for naught

;

Thine earthly loss is heavenly gain ;

Men heed thee, love thee, praise thee not

The Master praise9, -what are men t

1

— '
' 'I

I

" '• T * 'g |

3 Go, labor on ; enough, while here,

If he shall praise thee, if he deign
Thy willing heart to mark and cheer :

No toil for him shall be in vain.

4 Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice
;

For toil comes rest, for exile home
;

Soon shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's

The midnight peal :
" Behold. I come !"
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RIMSEN. C. 11 J. P HoLBROOK.

95G "5o 3raus ILoohtt."

Father of mer«ies ! send thy grace,

All powerful from above,

To form in our obedient souls

The image **£ thy love.

2 Oh, may our sympathizing breasts

The generous pleasure know,
Kindly to share in others' joy,

And weep for others' woe

!

3 When the most helpless sons of grief

In low distress are laid,

Soft be our hearts their pains to feel,

And swift our hands to aid.

4 So Jesus looked on dying men,
When throned above the skies

;

And 'mid the embraces of his God,

He felt compassion rise.

5 On wings of love the Saviour flew,

To raise us from the ground,

And made the richest of his blood

A balm for every wound.
Philip Dodilndge.

95*7 Goto Utitrtini (Pius.

Lord, lead the way the Saviour wont,

By lane and cell obscure,

And let love's treasures still be spent,

Like his, upon the poor.

2 Like him, through scenes of deep distress,

Who bore the world's .sad weight,

We, in their crowded loneliness,

Would seek the desolate.

3 For thou hast placed us side by side

In this wide world of ill

;

And thai thy followers may be tried.

The poor are with US still.

4 Mean are all offerings we can make ;

Yet thou hast taught us, Lord,

It' given for the Saviour's Bake,

They lose not their reward.

958 tftmutf JTiUrlita.

Scorn not the slightest word or deed,

Nor deem it void of power;
There 's fruit in each wind-wafted seed,

That waits its natal hour.

2 A whispered word may touch the heart,

And call it back to life

;

A look of love bid sin depart,

And still unholy strife.

3 No act falls fruitless; none can tell

How vast its power may be,

Nor what results infolded dwell

Within it silently.

4 Work on, despair not, bring thy mite,

Nor care how small it be
;

God is with all that serve the right,

The holy, true, and free.
Anon., iS.:S.

959 Pm!" *».

Blest is the man whose softening heart

Feels all another's pain
;

To whom the supplicating eye

Was never raised in vain :
—

2 Whose breast expands with generous

A stranger's woes to feel

;

[warmth
And bleeds in pity o'er the wound

lie wants the power to heal.

3 He spreads his kind supporting arms
To every child of grief

;

Hia secret bounty largely flows,

Aud brings unasked relief.

4 To gentle offices of love

His feet are never slow :

He views, through mercy's melting

A brother in a foe.

from the bosom of his < tod,

The Saviour's graOC shall give ;

And, when he kneels before the throne,

His trembling soul shall live.
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Work while it is to- day! This wa^oir'Saviour's rule; With docile minds let us o - ley, As. learn - ers ia his tchocl.
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960 ErprDition.

Work while it is to-day

!

This was our Saviour's rule
;

With docile minds let us obey,

As learners in his school.

2 Lord Christ, we humbly ask

Of thee the power and will,

With fear and meekness, every task

Of duty to fulfill.

3 At home, by word and deed,

Adorn redeeming grace

;

And sow abroad the precious seed

Of truth' in every place:—
4 That thus the wilderness

May blossom like the rose,

And trees spring up of righteousness,

Where'er life's river flows.
James Montgomery.

GIFT. C. M.

iFFfifffihH I'll Hiringi—"r

061 CtaMMto*.

Thy bounties, gracious Lord

!

With gratitude we own •

We bless thy providential grace,

Which showers its blessings down.

2 With joy the people bring

Their offerings round thy throne

;

With thankful souls, behold ! we pay
A tribute of thine own.

3 Let a Redeemer's blood
Diffuse. its virtues wide;

Hallow and cleanse our every gift,

And all our follies hide.

4 Oh! may this sacrifice

To thee, the Lord, ascend,

An odor of a sweet perfume,

Presented by his hand.
Elizabeth Scott.

Think gently of the- erring one ! And let ns not for • get, How - ev • er dark-ly stained by sin, He is our brother yet,

962 Cbantaulciusa.

Think gently of the erring one!

And let us not forget,

However darkly stained by sin,

He is our brother yet.

2 Heir of the same inheritance,

Child of the self-same God
;

He hath but stumbled in the path
We have in weakness trod.

3 Forget not thou hast often sinned,

And sinful yet must be

:

Deal gently with the erring one

:

As God has dealt with thee.
I . l-lctchcr.

963 &° xt ^Labcrfra.

Oh, still in accents sweet and strong

Sounds forth the ancient word,

—

** More reapers for white harvest fields,

More laborers for the Lord !

"

2 We hear the call ; in dreams no more
In selfish ease we lie,

But, girded for our Father's work,

Go forth beneath his sky.

3 Where prophets' word, and martyrs' blood,

And prayers of saints were sown,

We, to their labors entering in,

Would reap where they have strown.



394 Gbttettfltt Experience.

SAMSON. L. M.

964 JuitaBttort.

Lord, speak to me, that I may speak
In living echoes of thy tone

;

As thou hast sought, so let me seek

Thy erring children lost and lone.

2 Oh, lead me, Lord, that I may lead

The wandering and the wavering feet
;

Oh, feed me, Lord, that I may feed

Thy hungering ones with manna sweet.

3 Oh, strengthen me, that, while I stand

Firm on the rock, and strong in thee,

I may stretch out a loving hand
To wrestlers with the troubled sea.

PISA. 7s, 6s.

4 Oh, teach me, Lord, that I may teach

The precious things thou dost impart

;

And wing my words, that they may reach

The bidden depths of many a heart.

5 Oh, give thine own sweet rest to me,

That I may speak with soothing power
A word in season, as from thee,

To weary ones in needful hour.

6 Oh, use me, Lord, use even me,

Just as thou wilt, and when, and where,

Until thy blessed face I see,

Thy rest, thy joy, thy glory share.
Trance* R. Havirgal.

W, H. JUDK.

$mmi^m$msmm^}.
Lord of the living har-vest, That whitens o'er the plain, Where angels soon shall gather Their sheavea of golden grain,—

mgfagmm
Lord of the Living harvest,

Thai whitens uYr the plain,

Where angels Boon shall gather

Their sheaves of golden grain,

1 Accept tliese hands to labor,

hearts to trust and love,

And deign with llieni to hasten

Thy kingdom from above.

3 As laborers in thy vineyard

Send us out, Christ, to be

Content to bear the burden

Of weary days for then.

4 We ask no other wages,

When thou shalt e;Wl us home,

Hut to have shared the travail

Whieh makes thy kingdom come.
J. S. B. Mon**l|



Bcttvltg and Zeal.

MISSION SONG. 85, -s. D.

•)G6 ' ^t laborrrs are Jda."

Hark ! the voice of Jesus calling,

—

Who will go and work to-'

Fields are white, the harvest waiting,

—

Who will bear the sheaves away ?

Loud and long the Master calleth,

Rich reward he offei-s tree,

Who will answer, gladly saying.

"Here am I, Lord, send me. 1 '

2 If you cannot cross the ocean

And the heathen lands t-xplore,

You can find the heathen nearer,

You can help them at your door

;

If you cannot speak like ang

If you cannot preach like Paul,

You can tell the love of Jesus,

You can say he died for all.

3 While the souls of men art- dying,

And the Master calls for you,

Let none hear you idly sayiug,

"There is nothing I can do! 1 '

Gladly take the task he gives you,

Let his work your pleasure be

;

Answer quickly when he calleth,

"Here am I, Lord, send me. 1'

Dr. March.

967 "tBbat Cfca Want- JUM*."

If you cannot on the

Sail among the swiftest fleet)

Rocking on the highest billows,

Laughing at the storms you meet,

You can stand among the sailors,

Anchored yet within the bay.

You can lend a hand to help them,

As they launch their boat away.

2 If you are too weak to journey

Up the mountain steep and high,

You can stand within the valley,

While the multitude go by
;

You can chant in happy measure,

As they slowly pass along
;

Though they may forget the singer,

They will not forget the song.

3 If you have not gold and silver

Ever ready to command ;

If you cannot toward the needy
Reach an ever open hand,

You can visit the afflicted,

CVer the erring you can weep
;

You can be a true <i>

Sitting at the Saviour's feet.

4 If you cannot in the harvest

Garner up the richesl

Many a grain both ripe aud golden

Will the careless" reapers have
;

Go and glean among the briers,

Growing rank against the wall,

For it may be that the shadow
Hides the heaviest wheat of all.



396

jslil iMsMg^m
Oh ! praise our God to - day, His constant mercy blew, Whose love hath helped ue oa our way, And granted ns succes*.
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96S Chf ILato of ILobf.

Oh ! praise our God to-day,

His constant mercy bless,

Whose love hath helped us on our "way,

And granted us success.

2 His arm the strength imparts

Our daily toil to bear
;

His grace alone inspires our hearts,

Each other's load to share.

3 Oh! happiest work below,

Earnest of joy above,

To sweeten many a cup of woe,

By deeds of holy love

!

4 Lord ! may it be our choice

This blessed rule to keep,

"Rejoice with them that do rejoice,

And weep with them that weep."

5 God of the widow ! hear;

Our work of mercy bless

;

God of the fatherless ! be near,

And grant us good SU<

969 Contribution.

We give thee but thine own,
Whate'er the gift may be:

All what we have is thine aloue,

A trust, Lord, from thee.

2 May we thy bounties thus

As stewards true receive,

And gladly as thon blessest us,

To thee our first-fruits give.

3 To comfort and to bless,

To find a balm for woe,

To tend the lone and fatherless—
Is angels' work below.

4 The captive to release,

To God the lost to bring,

To teach the way of life and peace—
It is a Christ-like thing.

5 And we believe thy word,

Though dim our faith may be
;

Whate'er for thine we do, Lord,

We do it unto thee.

OSLER. S. M. Ancient Melody.

|'ijuj ijjj ij i i i
ii

i
^ii

i J i j ijj i^ ij;i^ ij^jiji
Sow in the morn thy seed, At eve hold not thy hand

;

9?0 "Warb.-d Wonu."

Sow ix the morn thy m • d,

hold not thy hand;

To doubt and fear give thou no heed

Broad-cat t it o'er the land.

: And duly shall app
In verdure, beauty, strength,

• der blade, the stalk, the car,

Ami the iul! corn a1 l< ngth.

To doubt and fear give thon no heed; Broad-cast it o'er the land.

3 Thou canst not toil In vain ;

Cold, heat, the moist and dry,

Shall foster and mature the grai

For garners in tin-

4 Then, when the glorious end,

The day of God shall come,

The angel-reapers shall descend,

Aji.1 heaven sing " Harvest



Sctivitg anD Seal.
80L2rEY. St, 7s.

971 "twm*t%9*m.-

All unseen the Master walketh

By the toiling servant's side

;

Comfortable words he speaketh,

"While his hands uphold and guide.

2 Grief, nor pain, nor any sorrow

Rends thy heart, to him unknown

;

STOCKWELL. 8», 7*.

He to-day, and he to-morrow,

Grace sufficient gives his own.

3 Holy strivings nerve and strengthen,

Long endurance wins the crown
;

When the evening shadows lengthen,

Thou shalt lay thy burden down.
Thomas MacKelU

D. E. Jones.

He that goeth forth with weeping, Bearing precious teed in love, Hever tiring, i leeping, Pindeth aercy from a - bo7e.

^SS
972 pw»135:f.

He that goeth forth with weeping,

Bearing precious seed in love,

Xever tiring, never sleeping,

Findeth mercy from above.

2 Soft descend the dews of heaven,

Bright the rays celestial shine

;

Precious fruit will thus be given,

Through an influence all divine.

3 Sow thy seed, be never weary,

Let no fears thy soul aunoy : .

Be the prospect ne'er so dreary,

Thou shalt reap the fruits of joy.

4 Lo, the scene of verdure brightening!

See the rising grain appear

;

Look again ! the fields are whitening,

For the harvest time is near.
ThomM Hiitir.^.

973 ItoUUkut ICnte.

Cast thy bread upon the waters.

Thinking not 'tis thrown away;
God himself saith, thou shalt gather

It again some future day.

2 Cast thy bread upon the waters;

. Wildly though the billows roll,

They bat aid thee as thou toilest

Truth to spread from pole to pole.

3 As the seed, by billows floated,

To some distant island lone.

So to human souls benighted,

That thou Binges! may be borne.

thy bread upon the wal

Why wilt thou still doubting

Bounteous shall (;<>d Bend the harvest,

If thou sow'st with liberal hand.
I HAJUforfl.
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Work, for the night iseoming : Work, through the morning hours; Work, while the dew is sparkling; Work, "mid springing flowers;

mii&^^^0i: I; -l: .^p
Work, when the day growc brighter, Work, in the glowing si Work, for the night is coming, Wien man's work is done.

^rni^Wm^^m-^mm
974 "£lK Niflljl eroiurl!)."

Work, for the night is coming;

Work, through the morning hours;

Work, while the dew is sparkling;

Work, 'mid springing flowers;

Work, when the day grows brighter,

Work, in the glowing sun
;

Work, for the night is coming,

When man's work is done.

2 Work, for the night is coming,

Work through the sunny noon;

Fill brightest hours with labor,

Rest comes sure and soon,

8T. PIRAN. 7s, 5s.

Give every Hying minute

Something to keep in store;

Work, for the night is coining,

When man works no more.

3 Work, for the night is coming,
Under the sunset skies;

While their bright tints are glowing.
Work, for daylight flies.

Work till the last beam fadeth,

Fadeth to shine no more
;

Work, while the night is darkening.

When man's work is o'er.
Ann,, L.W.,11

E.J Horn.*

:^ ;J :l :! :l :: a!:L: •:,!:; J,:-!; II

Tbinearoall thegifts,0 God ! Thine the broken bread ; Let the naked feet be shod, And the starring fed

- r
975 2Tf)f Crarr of (Tiiuing.

Think are all the gifts, () God!
Thine the broken bread ;

Lei the naked feel be shod,

And the starving fed.

2 Let thy children, by thy grace,

they abound,

Till the poor imve breathing-space,

And the lost .'ire found.

3 Wiser than the miser's hoards

Is the giver's choice ;

Sweeter than the song of birds

is the thankful voice.

4 Welcome smiles on faces sad

As the flowers of spring;

Let the tender '.

With the joy they bring.
JohnC . Wh.n
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HALLEL. CM. 61.
R. DeW'TT MaLLARY.
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And- I will ask for no fe-ward, Ex - cept to serve thee still.
Some duties may ful - fill

;

3 All works are good, and each is best

As most it pleases thee
;

Each worker pleases when the rest

He serves in charity
;

And neither tnan nor work unblest,

Wilt thou permit to be.

4 Our Master all the work hath done

He asks of us to-day
;

Sharing his service, every one

Share too his sonship may ;

Lord, I would serve and be a son

:

Dismiss me not, I pray.
T. T. Lynch.

976 « rttrran* tfrasir.

Dismiss me not thy service, Lord,

But train me for thy will

;

For even I, in fields so broad,

Some duties may fulfill

;

And I will ask for no reward,

Except to serve thee still.

2 How many serve, how many more

May to the service come

!

To tend the vines, the grapes to store,

Thou dost appoint for some

:

Thou hast thy young men at the war,

Thy little ones at home.

ENSIGN. L. M.

Thou Maker ofour mortal frame-Of all thy works the noblest far,We bow before thy nghUous claim To all we have.and all we ire.

977 «hirf 1£ a* of tfUn.

Thou Maker of our mortal frame-

Of all thy works the noblest far,

We bow before thy righteous claim

To all we have, and all we are.

2 Our tongues were fashioned for thy word

Our hands— to do thy will divine
;

Our bodies are thy temple, Lord,

The mind's immortal powers are thine.

3 Its highest thought— to trace thy skill,

Its purest love on thee to I

Its noblest action of the will.

To choose thy service, and be blest.

4 Our ransomed spirits rise to thee—
Unfailing source of light and joy

!

Thy love baa made thy children free,

Thy praise shall life and strength employ.

5 Give grace and mercy to the end—
For we are thine and not our own :

So shall we to thy carts ascend,

And cast our crowns before tin tl



Gbe Cburcb of Got.
CONTRITION. 6a, 4b. J. B. Dykes.

O Lord of heaven, and earth, and sea, To thee all praibc and glo - ry be;
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Lord of heaven, and earth, and sea,

To thee all praise and glory be

;

How shall we show our love to thee,

"Who givest all
J

?

2 For peaceful homes, and healthful days,

For all the blessings earth displays,

We owe thee thankfulness and praise,

Who givest all.

3 Thou didst not spare thine only Son,

But gav'st him for a world undone,

UNITAS. 8s, 4s.

And freely with that blessed One
Thou givest all.

4 For souls redeemed, for sins forgiven,

For means of grace and hopes of heaven,

Father, what can to thee be given,

Who givest all ?

5 We lose what on ourselves we spend,

We have as treasure without end
Whatever, Lord, to thee we lend,

Who givest all.

C. Wordswor.h.

Lovell Harrison.

Fa-ther of all, from land and sea The nations sing, " T_hine, Lord, are we, Countless in number, but in thee May we be one."

I m I
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970 Cnnitn in Dibrreitn.

Father of all, from land and sea

The nations sing, "Thine, Lord, are Ave,

Countless in number, but in thee

May we be one.*
1

2 Son of God, o free

For men did make thee man I

United to onr God in thee,

May we be one.

3 Thou, Lord, didst once for all atone
j

Th' e may both Jew and Centilc own

Of their two walls the Corner Stone,

Making them one.

4 Join high and low, join young and old,

In love that never waxes oold :

Under one Shepherd, in one fold,

Make us all one.

5 So, when the world shall pass away,
May we SWake with j<>y and say,

"Now in the bliss <>f endless day
VY-. all an' one."

c.
-
>\
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Lord of our life, and God of oursal - va • tion, Star of our night, and hope oi ev-ery

s$m&mm^§=

9S0 Grant Ss JJfarr.

Lord of our life, and God of our salvation,

Star of our niyrlit, and hope of every na-

tion,

Hear and receive thy church's supplieatiou,

Lord God Almighty.

2 Lord, thou canst help when earthly arm-
or faileth,

Lord, thou canst save when deadly sin as-

saileth,

Lord, o'er thy rock nor death nor hell pre-

vailed :

Grant 113 thy peace, Lord :
—

3 Peace in our hearts, our evil thoughts

as>uaging,

m thy church, where brothers are

engaging,

Peace, when the -world its busy war is

waging;
Calm thy foes raging.

4 Grant us thy help till backward they

: Lven,

Grant them thy truth, that they may be

forgiven.

Grant peace on earth, aud after we have
striven,

Peace in thy heaven.

4.)S] p u l!ir ScknofolrBgmrnt.

PraISS ye the Father, for his loving kiud-

Tenderly cares he fur his loving chikhvu
;

ion. Lord God Al - might -

Praise him ye angels, praise him in the

heavens,

Praise ye Jehovah !

2 Praise ye the Saviour ! great is his com-
passion,

Graciously cares he for his chosen people :

Young men and maidens, ye old men and
children,

Praise ye the Saviour

!

3 Praise ye the Spirit ! Comforter of Israel,

Sent of the Father and the Son to bless as;

Praise ye the Father, Son and Holy. Spirit,

Praise ye the Triune God.
Elizabeth Charles.

Jo^i Public Emploration.

GRACIOUS Jesus, hear our humble crying;
Haste to our help, in all thy grace replying

To us, who, laden with our sins, implore
thee,

Falling before thee.

2 thou, whose mercy to our prayer d"-

scendeth,

And to the contrite consolation sendeth.

Thy comfort give; accept our supplication,

Lord, our salvation.

3 Our need thou knowest ; Lord, descend
;

supplying
Our wants, who live on thy sure word rely-

ing.

Lord JesOS, spare us; to our hearts lie

given

Thy peace from heaven.
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on's hill! Who bring sal • va • tion
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sweettheir tidings are! "Zi be -hold thy Saviour King; He reigns and triumphs here."

fejjg#pgp^^#fiia
f
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How beauteous are their feet

Who stand on Zion's hill

!

Who bring salvation on their tongues,

And words of peace reveal.

How charming is their voice!

How sweet their tidings are !

"Zion, behold thy Saviour King;
He i*eigns and triumphs here."

2 How happy are our ears,

That hoar this joyful sound !

Which kings and prophets waited for,

And sought, but never found.

How blessed are our eyes,

That see this heavenly light ! .

Prophets and kings desired it long,

But died without the sight..

3 The watchmen join their voice,

And tuneful notes employ

;

Jerusalem breaks forth in sougs,

And deserts learn the joy.

The Lord makes bare hii ana
Through all tho earth abroad;

Let every notion now behold

Their Saviour and their GK)d I

tJol iHort ILatiorn*.

Lord of the harvest ! hear

Thy needy servants cry
;

Answer our faith's effectual prayer,

And all our wants supply.

On thee we humbly wait

;

Our wants are in thy view
;

The harvest truly, Lord ! is great,

The laborers are few.

Convert and send forth moro
Into thy Church abroad

;

And let them speak thy word of power,

As workers with their God.

Give the pure Gospel-word,

The word of general grace;

Thee let them preach, the common Lord.

•The Saviour of our race.

3 Oh, let them spread thy name;
Their mission fully prove

;

Thy universal grace proclaim

Thy all-redeeming love.

On all mankind forgiven,

Empower them still to call,

And tel] each creature under heaven,

That thou haat died for all.

Charles V/cJry.
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songs ofhonor raise.
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stand On Zion's chosen hill, Proclaimthe wonders of thy hand, And connseh of thy will, And counseli ofthy will.

*Aipppappi^iii^iB
9S5 i3s3!nUS.

Par as thy name is known,
The world declares thy praise

;

Thy saints, Lord ! before thy throne,

Their songs of honor raise.

With joy let Judah stand

On Zion's chosen hill,

Proclaim the wonders of thy hand,

And counsels of thy will.

2 Let strangers walk around
The city where we dwell,

Compass and view thy holy ground,

And mark the building well;—
STATE STREET. S H.

The order of thy house,

The worship of thy court,

The cheerful songs, the solemn vows
;

And make a fair report.

3 How decent, and how wise!

How glorious to behold !

Beyond the pomp that charms the eyes,

And rites adorned with gold.

The God we worship now
Will guide us, till we di«

;

"Will be our God, while here below;

And ours above the sky.
Isaac Watts.

J. C Woodman.

I love thy kingdom, Lord! The house of thine abode, The charch, our blest Redeemer saved With his own precious blood.

I

irlgigps^a
To her my cares and toils be given,

Till toils and cares shall end.

4 Beyond my highest joy

I prize her heavenly ways,

Ih r ^weet communion, solemn vows,
Her hymns of love and praise.

5 Sure as thy truth shall last,

To Zion shall be given

The brightest glories earth can yield,

And brighter bliss of heaven.
Timothy Hwi^ht

986 rj 31iml37.

1 love thy kingdom, Lord!
The house of thine abode,

The church, our blest Redeemer saved
With his own precious blood.

2 I love thy church, God

!

Her walls before thee stand.

Dear as the apple of thine eye,

And graven on thy hand.

3 For her my tears shall fall,

For her my prayers ascend
;
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O Lord of hosts, whose glory fills

The bounds of the eternal hills,

And yet vouchsafes, in Christian lands,

To dwell in temples made by hands

;

Grant that all we, who here to-day

Rejoicing this foundation lay,

May be in very deed thine own,
Built on the precious Corner-stone.

2 Endue the creatures with thy grace,

That shall adorn thy dwelling-place
;

The beauty of the oak and pine,

The gold and silver, make them thineT

To thee they all belong ; to thee

The treasures of the earth and sea

;

And, when we bring them to thy throne.

We but present thee with thine own.

3 The heads that guide endue with skill,

The hands that work preserve from ill,

That we, who these foundations lay,

May raise the topstone in its day.

Bat now and ever, Lord, protect

The temple of thine own elect;

Be thou in them, and they in thee,

ever-bless.'d Trinity!

OSS Deration.— !£?rfe. 1:2(5.

Come, Jesus, from the sapphire throne,

"Where thy redeemed behold thy face,

Enter this temple, now thine own,
And let thy glory fill the place.

We praise thee that to-day we see

Its sacred walls before thee stand

;

'T is thine for us— t is ours for thee ;

Reared by thy kind assistiug hand.

2 Oft as returns the day of rest,

Let heartfelt worship here .

With thine own joy fill every

With thme own power thy word attend.

Here, ID the dark and sorrowing day.

Bid thou the throbbing heart be still

;

Oh, wipe the mourner's tears away.

And give new strength to meet thy will.

3 When round thi^ board thine own shall

And keep the feast of dying love, [meet,

Be our communion eve:

With thee, and with thy Church above.

Come, faithful Shepherd, feed thy sheep;

In thine own arms the lambs enfold ;

Give help to climb the heavenward steep,

Till thy full glory we behold
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seek to work his woe; His craft and power are great, And armed with cru-el hate, On earth is not his e
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A mighty fortress is our God,
A bulwark never failing

:

Our Helper he, amid the flood

Of mortal ills prevailing.

For still our ancient foe

Doth seek to work his woe

;

His craft and power are great,

And armed with cruel hate,

On earth is not his equal.

2 Did we in our own strength confide,

Our striving would be losing;

Were not the right man on our side,

The man of God's own choosing.

HTDDLETON. 8s, 7s. D.

Dost ask who that may be 1

Christ Jesus, it is he

;

Lord Sabaoth k his name,
From age to age the same,

And he must win the battle.

3 And though this world, with devils filled,

Should threaten to undo us

;

We will not fear, for God hath willed

His truth to triumph through us.

Let goods and kindred go,

This mortal life also :

The body they may kill

;

God's truth abideth still,

His kingdom is for over.
Frederick H. Hedge, tt.

Aft. by J. Zi'ndel.

m^^^m$
!"" hast magnified,

\

ir cru-ci - fied:/

.-Thanks fcr present good unceasing, And for hop»s of bliss above.

Thanks to thee for ev'ry blessing,Flowing from the Fount of lore;

990 Chr.stun Bn.on.

Hail ! thou God of grace and glory !

Who thy name hast magnified,

By redemption's wondrous story,

By the Saviour crucified
;

Thanks to thee for every blessing,

Flowing from the Fount of love
;

Thank-

And for hopes of bliss ai>

llllpgpilplilp.
2 Bind thy people, Lord! in union,

With the sevenfold cord of love;

Breathe a spirit of communion
With the glorious hosts above;

Let thy work be see:!
|

Bow eaeli heart, and bend each tenet .

Till the world, thy troth possessing.

Celebrates its
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Sav-iour,vis • it thy plan • ta - tion ! Grant us. Lord, a gra-cioua rain. All will come to

Shineup-on us fromon high, Lest, for wantof thineas-sistance, Eve-ry plant should droopand die.

99 1 Brbibal rmplorrtJ.-Caut. h 1 16.

Savour, visit thy plantation

!

Grant us, Lord, a gracious rain:

All will come to desolation,

Unless thou return again.

Keep no longer at a distance,

Shine upon us from on high,

Lest, for want of thine assistance,

Every plant should droop and die.

2 Once, Lord, thy garden flourished ,

Every part looked gay and green;

Then thy word our spirits nourished:

Happy seasons we have seen.

Bat a drought has since succeeded,

And a sad decline we Bee :

Lord, thy help is greatly ueeded:

Help can only eome from ;

3 Let our mutual love be fervent:

Make us prevalent in prayer
;

Let each <-u»' esteemed thy servant

Shun the world's bewitching snare.

Break the tempter's fatal power,

Turn the stony heart to flesh,

And begin from this good hour

ive thy work afresh.

992 Sabbath. School fHffting.

Saviour King, in hallowed union
At thy sacred feet we bow

;

Heart with heart, in blest communion,
•lom to crave thy favor now !

Though celestial choirs adore thee,

Let our prayer as incense rise
;

And our praise be set before thee,

Sweet as evening sacrifice.

2 Heavenly Fount, thy streams of blessing

Oft have cheered us on our way
;

By thy power and grace unceasing,

We continue to this day :

Raise we then with glad emotiou

Thankful lays; and while we sing,

Vow a pure, a full devotion

To thy work, Saviour King!

3 When we till the wondrous story

Of thy rich, exhaustleas love,

Send thy Spirit. Lord of glory,

On the youthful heart to move!
Oh, that he, the ever-li\ inir.

May desot 'id. as fruitful rain;

Till the wilderness, reviving,

Blossoms as the rose again I
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Glorious things of thee art spot-en, Zi -

Formed thee for , his own a • bode

Thou may's! smile at all thy foes.

the Bock of A-ges found -ed, What can shale thy sure re - posel

m 3EEg

993 "Glorious Ehin&."-\2*. 87.

Glorious things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God !

He, whose word cannot be broken,

Formed thee for his own abode:
On the Rock of Ages founded,

What can shake thy sure repose T

With salvation's walls surrounded,

Thou niay'st smile at all thy foes.

2 See! the streams ^f living waters,

Springing from eternal love,

Well supply thy sons and daughters,

And all fear of want remove

:

Who can faint, while such a river

Ever flows their thirst to assuage ?

—

Grace, which, like the Lord, the Giver,

lails from age to age.

3 Round each habitation hovering,

See the cloud and fire appear
For a glory and a covering,

Showing that the Lord is near

!

Thus deriving from their banner,

Light by night, and shade by day,

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

F=

994 *l> r CoSfnant.

Hear what God the Lord hath spoken:
my people, faint and few,

Comfortless, afflicted, broken,

Fair abodes I build for you
;

Scenes of heartfelt tribulation

Shall no more perplex your ways;
You shall name your walls "Salvation,"

And your gates shall all be " Praise."

2 There, like streams that feed the garden.

Pleasures without end shall flow
;

For the Lord, your faith rewarding,

All his bounty shall bestow.

Still in undisturbed possession

Peace and righteousness shall reign
;

Never shall you feel oppression,

Hear the voice of war again.

3 Ye, no more your suns descending,

Waning moon no more shall see,

But, your griefs for ever ending,

Find eternal noon in me.

God shall rise, and shining o'er you,

Change to day the gloom of night

;

He, the Lord, shall be your Qlorj

,

God, your everlasting Light.

William Cu»pri
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i, where are kings and empires now.Of old that went and camel But.Lord.thy church is praying yet, A thousand years the same.

99t> a Grotuing fcingtom.

Oh, where are kings and empires now,

Of old that went and came ?

But, Lord, thy church is praying yet,

A thousand years the same.

2 We mark her goodly battlements,

And her foundations strong

;

We hear within the solemn voice

Of her unending song.

ST. MARTIN-8. C. M.

3 For not like kingdoms of the world

Thy holy church, God ! [her,

Though earthquake shocks are threatening

And tempests are abroad ;
—

4 Unshaken as eternal hills,

Immovable she stands,

A mountain that shall fill the earth,

A house not made bv hands.
Arthur C. Cur.

W. 'I

^z=3-»-L-^ *-!=yF»-r=l=g^-:|

earth and sea,

lim^-
wor • ship thee.

&£
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thou, whose own vast temple stain's,

Built over earth and sea,

Accept the walls that human hands
Have raised to worship thee.

2 Lord, from thine inmost glory send,

Within these courts to bide,

The peace that dwelleth without end,

Serenely by thy side !

3 May erring minds that worship here

Ight the better way ;

And they who mourn and they wh
: engthem <\ as they pray.

4 May faith <tow firm, and love grow warm,

mm$$m$
997 B*e|*mWi».

'Tis not a cause of small import

The pastor's care demands,

But what might till an angel's heart,

And filled a Saviour's hands.

2 The watch for souls for whom the Lord
Did heavenly bliss f<

For souls that must for ever lire

In rapture or in woe.

3 All to the great tribunal fa

ant to render there ;

And shouldst thou strictly mark OUI I

Lord ! how should we ap] I

4 May they that JesUS whom they preach,

Their ou n RAnd pure devotion

WhUeround these hallowed watts the storm And watch thou daily o'er th<

Of earth-born passion dies. That they may wateh Pot tfa
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hopes we place, Of pres-ent grace And joys a-bove.

I

The courts of heav'n are filled: On his great love Our

99S WHUtdH—K.

Christ is our Corner-stone

;

On him alone we build

;

With his true saints alone

The courts of heaven are filled

:

On his great love I Of present grace

Our hopes we place, I And joys above.

2 Oh, then with hymns of praise

These hallowed courts shall ring!

Our voices we will raise,

The Three in One to sing

;

And thus, proclaim I Both loud and long.

In joyful song I That glorious Name.

3 Here may we gain from heaven
The grace which we implore,

And may that grace once given,

Be with us evermore,

—

Until that day I To endless rest

When all the blest I Are called away.
John Chandler, 'j.

999 £*" 5p ,: ' t anti "> f Brf6f -

O thou that nearest prayer

!

Attend our humble cry ;

And let thy servants share

Thy blessing from on high : «

We plead the promise of thy word,

Grant us thy Holy Spirit, Lord!

2 If earthly parents hear

Their children when they cry ;

If they, with love sincere,

Their children's wants supply
;

Much more wilt thou thy love display,

And answer when thy children pray.

3 Our heavenly Father thou,

—

We— children of thy grace,

Oh, let thy Spirit now
Descend and fill the place

;

That all may feel the heavenly flanie^

And all unite to praise thy name.

4 And send thy Spirit down
On all the nations, Lord,

With great success to crown
The preaching of thy word :

Till heathen lauds shall own thy sway,

And cast their idol gods away.
John Burton.

1000 C^Cfjurrfc *».

One sole baptismal sign,

One Lord below, above,

One faith, one hope divine,

One only watchword, love
;

From different temples though it rise,

One song ascendeth to the skies.

2 Our sacrifice is one;

One Priest before the throne,

The slain, the risen Son, .

Redeemer, Lord alone

;

And sighs from contrite hearts that spring

Our chief, our choicest offering.

3 Head of thy church beneath,

The catholic, the true,

On all her members breathe,

Her broken frame r

Then shall thy perfect will be done
When Christians lore and live as one,
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DearSaviour! we are thine, By ev -er-last-ing bands; Our hearts, our souls,we would resign En-tire-ly to thyhands.

Mj^mf^wfvft,?^
1001 "Bararr Thine."

Dear Saviour ! we are thine,

By everlasting bands

;

Our hearts, our souls, we would resign

Entirely to thy hands.

2 To thee we still should cleave

With evergrowing zeal

;

If millions tempt us Christ to leave,

Oh, let them ne'er prevail

!

3 Thy Spirit shall unite

Our souls to thee, our Head

;

Shall form in us thy image bright,

And teach thy paths to tread.

4 Death may our souls divide

From these abodes of clay

;

But love shall keep us near thy side

Through all the gloomy way.

BOYLSTON. 3. M.

5 Since Christ and we are one,

Why should we doubt or tear ,'

If he in heaven has fixed his throne

He '11 fix his members there.
Philip Doddridge

1002 iHfftirtfl, after abstna.

And are we yet alive,

And see each other's face 1

Glory and praise to Jesus give,

For his redeeming grace.

2 What troubles have we Been,

What conflicts have we passed,

Fightings without, and fears within,

Since we assembled last

!

3 But out of all the Lord
Hath brought us by his love

;

And still he doth his help afford,

And hides our life above.
Charles Wesley.

Lowell "
'

Blest
.
be the tie that binds Our hearts in Christian love: The fellowship of kindred minds Is liketothata - bevc.
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Blest be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love:

The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

our Father's throne

We DOHr our ardent p ravers;

Our fears, our hopes, OUT aim

Our comforts and our cues.

3 We share onr mutual woes,

Our mutual burdens bear ;

And often for each other Sowi

The sympathizing I

4 When we asunder part,

It gives us inward pain ;

But we shall still be joined in heart,

And hope to meet again.

5 This glorious hope revives

< »ur courage by the way ;

While each in expectation live--.

And longs to .see the day.

6 Prom sorrow, toil, and pain,

Ami sin, we shall be free,

Ami perfect love and friendship reign

Through all eternity.
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C Warwick Jop.da:

Je - sas, we look to thee, Thy premised presence claim; Thou In the midst of as shalt be, As • sem-bled In thy name.

1004 *tn*F* grantee

Jesus, we look to thee,

Thy promised presence claim

;

Thou in the midst of us shalt be,

Assembled in thy name.

2 Not in the name of pride

Or selfishness we meet

;

From nature's paths we turn aside,

And worldly thoughts forget.

3 We meet the grace to take,

Which thou hast freely given
;

8T. BRIDE. S. H.

We meet on earth for thy dear sake,

That we may meet in heaven

4 Present we know thou art,

But, oh, thyself reveal

!

Now, Lord, let every bounding heart

Thy mighty comfort feel.

5 Oh, may thy quickening voice

The death of sin remove

;

And bid our inmost souls rejoice,

In hope of perfect love.

isii^igSip^^LiiSia
Lord, thy work re-vive, In Zi -on s gloomy hour, And moke her dy. ing grac-es live- Ey thy rc-itor-ing power.

1005 ****** **8 OTorfe."

Lord, thy work revive,

In Zion's gloomy hour,

And make her dying graces live

By thy restoring power.

2 Awake thy chosen few

To fervent earnest prayer

;

Again may they their vows renew
Thy blessed presence share.

3 Thy Spirit then will speak

Through lips of feeble clay,

And hearts of adamant will break,

And rebels will obey.

4 Lord, lend thy gracious ear
;

Oh, listen to our cry
;

Oh, come aud bring salvation here:

Our hopes on thee rely.
Kit P H Inn, 1

1 00G Dcrlrnst'on.

Oh, for the happy hour
When God will hear our cry,

And send, with a reviving power,

His Spirit from on high.

2 While many crowd thy house,

How few, around thy board,

Meet to recount their solemn vows,

And bless thee as their Lord!

3 Thou, thou alone canst give

Thy gospel sure suca
Canst bid the dying sinner live

Anew in holiness.

4 Come, then, with power divine,

Spirit of life and love

!

TIi. shall this people all be thine,

This church like that above.
C. W Be:r.. :
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Blest be the dear, u-niting love, That will not let us part: Our bodies may*far off re-move; We still are- one in heart.

£«
1007 "*« W fa^ ffafn •Christ.-

Blest be the dear, uniting love,

That will not let us part

:

Our bodies may far off remove
;

We still are one in heart.

2 Joined in one spirit to our Head,

Where he appoints we go

;

We still in Jesus' footsteps tread,

And show his praise below.

3 Oh, may we ever walk in him,

And nothing know beside!

Nothing desire, nothing esteem,

But Jesus crucified

!

4 Partakers of the Saviour's grace,

The same in mind and heart,

Not joy nor grief nor time nor place

Nor life nor death can part.
Charles U'csley.

BELMONT. C. M.

1008 "lL>tt(rjnorft."

Church of the ever-living God,

The Father's gracious choice,

Amid the voices of this earth

How feeble is thy voice

!

2 Not many rich or noble called,

Not many great or wise

;

They whom God makes his kings and priests

Are poor in human eyes.

3 But the chief Shepherd comes at length
,

Their feeble days are o'er,

No more a handful in the earth,

A little flock no more.

4 Then entering the eternal halls,

In robes of victory,

That mighty multitude shall keep

The joyous jubilee.
Horatius Bonar

^sspplpiifipHpfp^p
Lord, tbou on earth didst love thine own, Didst love them to the end; Oh, still from thy celestial throne.Let (rifts of love descend.

t
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Lord, thou on earth didst love thine own,

Didst love them to the end
;

Oh, still from thy celestial throne,

L.-t gifts of love descend.

2 The love the Father bears to thee,

His <>wn eternal Son,

Fill all thy saints, till all shall bo

In pure affection our.

3 Aa thou for as didst stoop so low,

Wanned by love's holy flame,

So let our deeds of kindness flow

To all that bear thy name.

4 One blessed fellowship of low.

Thy living church should stand,

Till, faultless, she at last above
Shall shine at thy right hand.

5 Oh, glorious day, when she, the Bride,

With her dear Lord appears |

Then, robed in beauty at his side,

She shall forget her tears

!



E. J Hopkiis

Christian jfcllowsblp.

UNA. C M. D.

Let saints below in eoncert sing With those to glory gone; For all the servants of our King In earth and heaVn ar

4'3

One fam-i-ly—we dwell in him—One church above,b«eath,Tho' now divided by the stream,The- narrow stream of death;—

JSm^^k;:h:cn
1010 "€>nf jramiln."

Let saints below in concert sing

With those to glory gone ;

For all the servants of our King
In earth and heaven are one.

One family— we dwell inliini

—

One church above, beneath,

Though now divided by the stream,

The narrow stream of death ;
—

2 One army of the living God,
To his command we bow

;

Part of the host have crossed the flood,

And part are crossing now

Ev'n now to their eternal home
Some happy spirits fly

;

And we are to the margin come,
And soon expect to die.

3 Ev'n now by faith, we join our hands
With those that went before,

And greet the ransomed, blessed bands
Upon the eternal shore.

Lord Jesus ! be our constant guide :

And, when the word is given,

Bid death's cold flood its waves divide,

And laud us safe in heaven.
Charles Wesley

W. H. Havekgal

4-
iIj J'UN] iIjI iiW«l lti J#j-4-fH i

^Jlfill

How sweet,how heavenly is the sight, When those who love

!

the Lord In one another's peace delight,And so ful-fill his word!

|

:
i"

{?J|;

1011 !*•*=*
How sweet, how heavenly is the sight,

When those who love the Lord
In one another's peace delight,

And so fulfill his word

!

2 When each can feel his brother's sigh,

And with him bear a part

!

rrow flows from every eye,

And joy from heart to heart

!

3 When, free from envy, scorn, aud pride,

Our wishes all above,

I '
i i wi

Each can his brother's failings hide,

And show a brother's love

!

4 Let love, in one delightful stream.

Through every bosom flow

;

And union sweet, and dear esteem
In every action glow.

5 Love is the golden chain that binds
The happy souls above ;

And he 's an heir of heaven who finds

His bosom glow with love.
Joseph S*a



414 Cbe Cburcb of OoD.

AZMON. C. H. Air. by L. Mason.

%\iiMj\M^Mi4\iiSMi§
O Ocd of Beth-el, by whose hand Thy people still are fed; Who thro' this weary pilgrimage Hast all o

y-^-i^i3n^Tf~r~ig'T~Tf~fig?
~

i

1012 Gmrsis 23: 19-22.

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

;

Who through this weary pilgrimage

Hast all our fathers led !

2 Oar vows, our prayers, we now present

Before thy throne of grace
;

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

3 Through each perplexing path of life

Our wandering footsteps guide;

Give us, each day, our daily bread,

And raiment fit provide.

4 Oh, spread thy covering wings around

Till all our wanderings cease,

And at our Fathers loved abode,

Our souls arrive in peace.

siloam. c. M.

5 Such blessings from thy gracious hand
Our humble prayers implore

;

And thou shalt be our chosen God,
Our portion evermore.

Philip l>yi fridge.

1013 Christ Errriding ChilDum

See Israel's gentle Shepherd stands,

With all engaging charms!
Hark! how he calls the tender lambs,

And folds them in his arms!

2 "Permit them to approach," he eric -,

"Nor scorn their humble name;
For 't was to bless such souls as these,

The Lord of angels came."

3 We bring them, Lord, in thankful hands,
And yield them up to thee

;

Joyful that we ourselves arc thine,—
Thine let our offspring be.

Philip Doddridge.

By cool Si-loam's sha-dy rill How fair the lily grows! How sweet the breath beneath the hill Of Sharon's dewy rose!

1014 3 Christian Chit*.

By cool Siloam's shady rill

How fair the lily grows!
How sweet tin- breath beneath the hill

Sharon's dewy rose!

2 Lo ! such the child whose early feet

The paths of peace have trod
;

Whose secret heart, with Influence

Is upward drawn t<> (><»].

3 By OOOl Siloam's shady rill

The lily must di cay
;

thai blooms ben< ath the hill

Mnst shortly fade away.

4 And soon, too soon, the wintry hour
Of man's niatnier age

May shake the soul with sorrow's power
And stormy passion'-

5 thou, whose infant feet were found
Within thy Father's shrine,

Wh years,with changeless virtue crowned,
Were all alike divine !

6 Di pendent on thy bounteous breath,

We seek thy grace alone

In childhood, manhood, age and death,

To keep US still thine own.
Rern»'d Hebor.
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! who thy flock art feeding With the shepherd's kindest care, All the feeble gently leading, While the lambs thy bosom share",
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1015 " fffjfsr little Cms."

Saviour ! who thy flock art feeding

With the shepherd's lrindesl

All the feeble gently leading.

While the lambs thy bosom share;—

1 Now, these little ones receiving,

Fold tht-m in thy gracious arm ;

There, we know, thy word believing,

Only there, secure from harm.

J

3 Never from thy pasture roving,

Let them be the lion's prey;

Let thy tenderness, so loving,

Keep them all life's dangerous way.

4 Then, within thy fold eternal

Let them find a resting-place,

Feed in pastures ever vernal,

Drink the rivers of thy grace.
W. A. Mur.'.er.berg

BAPTISMAL CHANT.

J 1 (j fcrCm the tattnistratiM.

1 The mercy of the Lord is from everlasting to everlasting upon 1 them that 1 fear

him, |! And his righteousness
] unto |

children's
|
children.

2 To such as keep his |
cove- | nant; || And to those that remember his com- ]

rnand-

ments to |
do —

|
them.

3 Suffer little children to come unto me, and for- |
bid them 1 not: ||

For of
]
sucli * " is

the ]
kingdom • • of |

heaven.

4 For the promise is unto yon. and
|
to your | children; || And to all that are afar off,

even as many as the
|
Lord our 1 God shall

|
call.

Qftcr trjf sTbministntion.

1 Then will I sprinkle clean ] water up- |
on you, |] And |

ye shall
|
be —

|
clean

:

2 A new heart also
j will I

]

give you. ||
And a new spirit

]
will I

|
put with-

|
in you,

3 And I will take away the stony heart | out of your | flesh, || And 1 will
j

giv.

a
I
heart of

] flesh.

4 I will pour my Spirit up- | on thy | seed,
||
And my ]

blessing • • up- |
on thine

j

offspring:

5 And they shall .spring up as a- ] mong the
]
grass, || As 1

willows * by the
|
water-

|

courses.
C • 1 Datri.



Zbc Cburcb of ©oo.

Arm these thy soldiers, mighty Lord,With shield of faith, and Spirit's sword; Forth to the battle

nay they go, And boldly fight against the foe With banner of the cross unfurled, And by

o - ver - come the world; And so at last receive from thee The palm and crownofvictory.

1017 SoRJtrru of Christ.

Arm these thy soldiers, mighty Lord,

With shield of faith, and Spirit's sword

;

Forth to the battle may they go,

And boldly fight against the foe

With banner of the cross unfurled,

And by it overcome the world;

And so at last receive from thee

The palm and crown of victory.

ENROLLMENT. 8. M.

2 Come, ever-blessed Spirit, come,

And make thy servants' hearts thy home
;

May each a living temple be,

Hallowed for ever. Lord, to theej

Enrich that temple's holy shrine

With sevenfold gifts of grace divine.

With wisdom, light and knowledge bless,

Strength, counsel, fear and godliness.
C. Wordsworth.

C Stf.ccall.

"
loldier of the cross, Thy high allegiance claim, And vow to hold the world but loss For thy Redeemer's name.

1Q13 ^* Snmbolic Sirjh.

Stand, soldier of the cross,

Thy high allegiance claim,

.v to hold the world but loss

Fox thy Redeemer's name.

a Arise, and be baptized,

And wash thy sins away

;

Thy league with God be Bolemnized,

Thy faith avouched to-day.

3 No more thine own, but Christ's ;

With all the saints of old,

Apostles, Beers, evangelists,

And martyr-throngs enrolled.
i.ii)



HURSLEY. L. M.

Cbc Oroinance of baptism.

1 l i M It

"

1019 "lata t!)t Xamf."

Dear Saviour, if these lambs should stray

From thy secure enclosure's bound,

And, lured by worldly joys away,
Among the thoughtless crowd be found;—

2 Remember still that they are thine,

That thy dear sacred name they bear

;

Think that the seal of love divine,

The sign of covenant grace they wear.

1 In all their erring, sinful years,

Oh, let them ne'er forgotten be
;

Remember all the prayers and tears

Which made them consecrate to thee.

4 And when these lips no more can pray,

These eyes can weep for them no more,

Turn thou their feet from folly's way
;

The wanderers to thy fold restore.
Mrs. A. B. Hyde.

HTVERNESS. 9. M.

1020 Chinr for Ebrr.

This child we dedicate to thee,

God of grace and purity

!

Shield it from sin and threatening wrong,
And let thy love its life prolong.

2 Oh, may thy Spirit gently draw
Its willing soul to keep thy law

;

May virtue, piety, and truth,

Dawn even with its dawning youth.

3 We too, before thy gracious sight,

Once shared the blest baptismal rite,

And would renew its solemn vow
With love, and thanks, and praises, now.

4 Grant that, with true and faithful heart,

We still may act the Christian's part,

Cheered by each promise thou hast given,

And laboring for the prize in heaven.
S. Oilman, tr.

Great God,now condescend To bless our ris - ing race: Soon may their willing spirits bend, The subjects of thy grace.

r
1021 »ur djiRrrrn.

Great God, now condescend

To bless our rising race

;

Soon may their willing spirits bend,

The subjects of thy grace.

2 Oh, what a pure de!ight

Their happiness to see

;

Our warmest wishes all unite,

To lead their souls to thee.

3 Now bless, thou God of love,

This ordinance divine
;

Send thy good Spirit from above,

And make these children thine.
John Fellow*

rr
1022 "SuffrT Ctjrm to Comr."

The Saviour kindly calls

Our ehildren to his breast
j

He folds them in his gracious arms,

Himself declares them blest;

2 " Let them approach," he cries,

"Nor scorn their humble claim ;

The heirs of heaven are such as these,

For such as these I came."

3 With joy we bring them, Lord,
Devoting them to thee,

Imploring, that, as we are thine,

Thine may our offspring be.
U, OJcrj3..k.



4i8 Cbe Cburcb of Goo.
FLORENCE. L. M.

4-isig^pppp^^
Oh, sweet - lybreathe the lyres a - bove, When an • gels touch thequiver-ing string,

I .J, J>.| J

1023
Oh, sweetly breathe the lyres above,

When angels touch the quivering string.

And wake, to chant Immanuel's love,

Such strains as angel-lips can sing

!

2 And sweet, on earth, the choral swell,

From mortal tongues, of gladsome lays;

When pardoned souls their raptures tell,

And, grateful, hymn Immanuel's praise.

3 Jesus, thy name our souls adore

;

We own the bond that makes us thine

;

HAMBURG. L. M.

mrpm
And carnal joys that charmed before,

For thy dear sake we now resign.

4 Our hearts, by dying love subdued,

Accept thine offered grace to-day

;

Beneath the cross, with blood bedewed,
We bow, and give ourselves away.

5 In thee we trust,— on thee rely

;

Though we are feeble, thou art strong

;

Oh, keep us till our spirits fly

To join the bright, immortal throng

!

Kay Palmer.

Arr. by Lowell Mason.

^^mmmum
1024 13artiitfl Sonfl.

On, the sweet wonders of that cross

Where my Redei mer loved and died!

Her noblest life my spirit draws

From his dear wounds, and bleeding side/

2 I would for ever speak his natiio

In sounds to mortal ears unknown;
With angels join i" praise the Lamb,

And worship at his Father's throne.

3 O Lord, the Lord of lords, to thec

Eternal praise and glory be;

Whom with tin' Father we adore,

And Holy 1

1

e>
" fl^PPD Dan."—^b. 5C: 12.10*

Oh, happy day that fixed my choico

On thee, my Saviour, and my Godl
Well may this glowing heart rejoice,

And tell its raptures all abroad.

2 Oh, happy bond, that seals my vows
To him who merits all my love!

Let cheerful anthems till his house,

While to that sacred shrine I move.

3 Now rest, my long-divided heart

!

Fix< .1 on this blissful center, pi il

;

Hi ' have I found a nobler part,

Here heavenly pleasures fill my 1

IMBp IVxldridge.



pahis am. l. m.

Zbc XotVe Supper.
J. 3arnbv.

4'9

him, my liv - ing Head, Who died, and

=M^
gain for me

?,^^^^^^fr=H^4fe fl>w"':

1026 JFcrtinfl on Christ.

I TEED by faith on Christ ; ray bread,

His body broken on the tree

;

1 live in him, my living Head,
Who died, and rose again for me.

2 This be my joy and comfort here,

This pledge of future glory mine :

Jesus, in spirit now appear,

And break the bread, and pour the wine.

3 From thy dear hand, may I receive

The tokens of thy dying love,

And, while I feast on earth, believe

That I shall feast with thee above.
Janics Montgomery.

DWTGHT. L. M.

1027
Dear Lord, amid the throng that pressed

Around thee on the cursed tree,

Some loyal, loving hearts there were,

Some pitying eyes that wept for thee.

2 Like them may we rejoice to own
Our dying Lord, tho' crowned with thorn

;

Like thee, thy blessed self, endure
The cross with all its cruel scorn.

3 Thy cross, thy lonely path below,

Show what thy brethren all should be
;

Pilgrims on earth, disowned by those

"Who see no beauty, Lord, in thee.
Edward Denny.

J. P. HoLBROOK, :

&mmmm^M*m^^
Jesus,Urn Joy of loving hearts. Prom the best bliss that earth imparts,

Thou Foant of life! thoa Light ofmen! We tura unfilled to thee a - gain.

flirt™ wrYift,*^
1028 friui «II in «II.

JnOB) thou Joy of loving hearts,

Thou Fount of life! thou Light of men
From the best bliss that earth imparts,

We turn unfilled to thee again.

£ Thy truth unchanged hath ever stood;

Thou Barest those that on tin

To them that seek thee thou ai I

To them that find thee, All in All.

3 We taste thee, thou Living Broad,

And long to feast upon thee still

;

We drink of thee, the Fountain Head,
And thirst our souls from thee to fill

!

4 Our restless spirits yearn for thee,

Where'er our changeful lot is easl ;

Glad, when thy gracious smile we see,

Blest, when our faith can hold tl.

5 Jesus, ever with us stay :

Make all our moments calm and bright;

be dark night of an away.
Shed o'er the world thy holy light!

i -:.;>cr. ti.
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PENITENCE. L. M. St. Alban's Tune Book.

fcj j j i J ju jujj j jij Jri^^
vnear, O Ho - ly Dove, draw near, With peace and glad - nesa on

tr.-g- jr

Re -veal the Sav - iour's pres - ence h

..*•*

1029 "Eat,©jrririrtw!"

Draw near, Holy Dove, draw near,

With peace and gladness on thy wing;

Reveal the Saviour's presence here,

And light, and life, and comfort bring.

2 "Eat, my friends— drink, beloved!"

We hear the Master's voice exclaim

:

Our hearts with new desire are moved,

And kindled with a heavenly flame.

3 No room for doubt, no room for dread,

Nor tears, nor groans, nor anxious sighs

;

We do not mourn a Saviour dead,

But hail him living in the skies

!

4 While this we do, remembering thee,

Dear Saviour, let our graces prove

We have thy blessed company,

Thy banner over us is love.
Aaron R. Wolfe.

1030 "BoucbttoitfjalPrirc."

LORD, I am thine, entirely thine,

Purchased and saved by blood divine,

With full consent thine I would be,

And own thy sovereign right in me.

2 Thine would I live, thine would I die,

Bo thine through all eternity;

The vow IS past beyond repeal
j

And now I set the solemn seal

3 Here al thai oroai where (lows the blood

That bought, my guilty soul for God,

Thee, my new Master now I call,

And consecrate to theo my all.

tj
—

*zr'
And light, and life, and com - fort bring.

r
1031 ILifaing to CtjriBt.

My gracious Lord, I own thy right

To every service I can pay,

And call it my supreme delight

To hear thy dictates and obey.

2 'T is to my Saviour I would live,

To him who for my ransom died
;

Nor could the bowers of Eden give

Such bliss as blossoms at his side.

3 His work my hoary age shall bless,

When youthful vigor is no more

;

And my last hour of life confess

His dying love, his saving power.
Philip Doddridge.

1032 "jrorsrtftunNol."

O THOU, my soul, forget no more,

The Friend who all thy sorrows bore,

Let every idol be forgot

;

But, O my soul, forget him not.

2 Renounce thy works and ways, with grief,

And fly to this divine relief ;

Nor him forget, who left his throno,

And for thy life gave up his own.

3 Eternal truth and mercy shine

In him, and lie himself is thine:

And canst thou, then, with sin boeot.

Such charms, such matchless charms forget ¥

4 Oh, no: till life itself depart,

His name shall cheer and warm my heart

;

And, lisping this, from earth I '11 rise,

And join the chorus of the skies.
Joshua Marxhrniti.tr.



Cbe Xor&'s Supper.
FEDERAL STREET. L. M.
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1033 Crucifrjing the lorti <3frrsf).

O Jesus ! bruised and wounded more
Than bursted grape, or bread of wheat,

The Life of life within our souls,

The Cup of our salvation sweet!

2 We come to show thy dying hour,

Thy streaming vein, thy broken flesh

;

And still the blood is warm to save,

And still the fragrant wounds are fresh.

3 Heart! that, with a double tide

Of blood and water, maketh pure

;

Flesh ! once offered on the cross,

The gift that makes our pardon sure ;

—

4 Let never more our sinful souls

The anguish of thy cross renew
;

Nor forge again the cruel nails,

That pierced thy victim body through.

5 Come, Bread of heaven, to feed our souls,

And with thee, Jesus enter in

!

Come, Wine of God! and as we drink,

His precious blood wash out our sin

!

Mrs. C. F. Alexander.
.

1034: " SU&amrt! of jHr.w

Jesus ! and shall it ever be,

A mortal man ashamed of thee t

Ashamed of thee, whom angels praise,

Whose glories shine through endless days If

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far

Let evening blush to own a star

;

He sheds the beams of light, divine

O'er this benighted soul of mine.

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear Friend
On whom my hopes of heaven depend

!

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

4 Ashamed of Jesus ! 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.

5 Till then— nor is my boasting vain—
Till then, I boast a Saviour slain

!

And, oh, may this my glory be
That Christ is not ashamed of me !

Joseph Gngg.

ORACE CHURCH. L. M.

1035 "*¥ IN""!! BrraU."

Away from earth my spirit turns,

Away from every transient good;
With strong desire my bosom burns,

To feast on heaven's diviner food.

2 Thou, Saviour, art the living bread;
Thou wilt my every want supply

:

By thee sustained, and cheered, and led,

I '11 press through dangers to the sky.

3 What though temptations oft distress,

And sin assails and breaks my ]<•

Thou wilt uphold, and save, and bl

And bid the storms of passion c

4 Then let me take thy gracious hand,

And walk beside thee onward still
;

Till my glad feet shall safely stand,

For ever firm, ou Ziou's hill.

Ray Palmer.
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DUNDEE. C. M.

^ps^pisg^igp
How sweet and awful 13 the placo,With Christ within the doors, While ev-er-lasting love displays The choicest of her stores.

1030 iSrTeietfijt Hour.

How sweet and awful is the place,

With Christ within the doors,

While everlasting love displays

The choicest of her stores.

2 When all our hearts, and all our songs,

Join to admire the feast,

Each of us cries with thankful tongue,

—

" Lord, why was I a guest? "

3 "Why was I made to hear thy voice,

And enter while there 's room,

CH2EITH. C. M.

When thousands make a wretched choice,

And rather starve than come ?"

4 'T was the same love that spread the feast,

That sweetly drew us in

;

Else we had still refused to taste,

And perished in our sin.

5 Pity the nations, our God

!

Constrain the earth to come}
Send thy victorious word abroad,

And bring the strangers home.

^PP^S§I^|
Jesus! thoo art the sinner's Friend; Assuch I lookto thee; Now, in the full-ncss of thy love, Lord

bpsja^ip^g^i^ i

1037 "JFTunb of dinners."

Jesus ! thou art the sinner's Friend

;

As such I look to thee

;

Now, in the fullness of thy love,

Lord ! remember me.

2 Remember thy pure word of grace,—

Remember Calvary

;

Remember all thy dying groans,

And then remember me.

3 Thou wondrous Advocate with God I

1 yield myself to thee

;

While thou art sitting on thy throne,

Dear Lord ! remember me.

4 Lord! I am guilty— T am vile,

But thy salvation 'a free ;

Then, in thine all-abounding grace,

Dear Lord ! remember me.
Richard ntmriam.

1038 "IPrrparr lis, Horn."

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 we mourn, we would rejoice,

And as thy cross we see,

Let each exclaim, in faith and hope,

"The Saviour died for me !"

Thomas Cottcrill.

1039 JTfrtinfl on Christ.

Together with these symbols, Lord,

Thy blessed self impart ;

And let thy holy flesh and blood

Feed the believing heart

2 Come, Holy Ghost, with Jesus
1

Jove,

Prepare us for this feast :

Oh, let us banquet with our Lord,

And lean upon his breast



DEDHAM. C M.

Zbc Xord'a Supper.

i. l?v. _
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According to thy gracious word, la meek hu-mil - i - ty, This will I do, my dy - ing Lord, I will re - member thee.

1040 ' E toill Ermrmbrr CThff."

According to thy gracious word,

In meek humility,

This will I do, my dying Lord,

I will remember thee.

2 Thy body, broken for my sake,

My bread from hea\-en shall be

;

Thy testamental cup I take,

And thus remember thee.

3 Gethsemane can I forget ?

Or there thy conflict see,

Thine agony and bloody sweat,

And not remember thee f

BEATITUDO. C. M.

4 "When to the cross I turn mine eyes,

And rest on Calvary,

Lamb of God, my sacrifice

!

I must remember thee :
—

5 Remember thee, and all thy pains

And all thy love to me
;

Yea, while a breath, a pulse remains,

Will I remember thee.

6 And when these failing lips grow dumb,
And mind and memory flee,

"When thou shall in thy kingdom come,

Then, Lord, remember me

!

James Montgomery.

J. B. Dvkes.

Jesus,at whose supreme command We now approach to God, Before us in thy vesture stand, Thy vesture dipped in blood.

T-r
10-42 "Grrata ILobr hath No iHan."

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 quell

—

Who bore our guilt and woe

!

3 While yet in anguish he surveyed

Those pangs he would not flee,

What love his latest words displayed,

—

"Meet and remember me !' r

4 Remember thee— thy death, thy shame,
Our sinful hearts to Bharel—
memory ! leave no other name
But his recorded there.

Gerard T NoeL

1041 " «Thc Cup of CIrsstng."

.! whose supreme command
We now approach to God,

Before us in thy vesture stand,

Thy vesture dipped in blood.

2 Now, Saviour, now thyself reveal,

And make thy nature known

;

Affix thy blessed Spirit's seal,

And stamp us for thine own.

3 Obedient to thy gracious word,

We break the hallowed bread,

Commemorate our dying Lord,

And trust on thee to feed.

4 The cup of blessing blessed by thee,

Let it thy blood impart

;

The broken bread thy body be,

To cheer each languid heart.
Charles Wes'.ey.
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J. E. Gould.

1043 "£*' SrhofffiotJ."

Oh, cease, my wandering soul,

On restless wing to roam
;

All this wide world, to either pole,

Hath not for thee a home.

2 Behold the ark of (rod

!

Behold the open door

!

Oh, haste to gain that dear abode,

And rove, my soul, no more.

3 There safe thou shalt abide,

There sweet shall be thy rest;

And every longing satisfied,

With full salvation blest.
W. A. Muhlenberg.

1044 DoioIojjj.

To God the only wise,

Who keeps us by his word,
Be glory now and evermore,

Through Jesus Christ our Lord.

2 Hosanna to the Word,
Who from the Father came

;

Ascribe salvation to the Lord,
And ever bless his name.

3 The grace of Christ our Lord,
The Father's boundless love,

The Spirit's blest communion, too,

Be with us from above.

i^pii|p^Bi^|p
Je-sus, we thus o- bey Thy last and kindest word, And in thineown appointed way We come to meet thee, Lord!m^^mm

1045 "*& i3'inq»flina lUougf."

Jesus, we thus obey

Thy last and kindest word,

And in thine own appointed way
We come to meet thee, Lord

!

2 Thus we remember thee,

And take this bread and wino

As thine own dying legacy,

And our redemption's sign.

3 With high and heavenly bliss

Thou dost our spirits cheer;
Thy house of banqueting is this,

And thou hast brought us here.

4 Now let our souls be fed

With manna from above,

And over us thy banner spr. ad
Of everlasting love.
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! this feast Spread for thy church by thee; Nor prophet nor e • van-ge-list Preach the glad news so free.
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1046 "Still at tl;t Cross.

No GOSPEL like this feast

Spread for thy church by thee

;

Nor prophet nor evangelist

Preach the glad news so free.

2 Thine was the bitter price,

Ours is the free gift, given
;

Thine was the blood of sacrifice,

Ours is the wine of heaven.

3 Here we would rest midway,
As on a sacred height,

That darkest and that brightest day
Meeting before our sight.

4 From that dark depth of woes
Thy love for us hast trod,

Up to the heights of blest repose

Thy love prepares with God :
—

5 Till from self's chains released,

One sight alone we see,

Still at the cross, as at the feast,

Behold thee, only thee.
Mrs Elizjbct.'i Charles

104:7 ^ Cnbitaticit

Jesus invites his saints

To meet around the board
;

Hero pardoned rebels sit and hold

Communion with their Lord

2 This holy bread and wine
Maintains our fainting breath,

By union with our living Lord,

And interest in his death.

3 Our heavenly Father calls

Christ and his members one

,

We, the young children of his love,

And he, the first-born Son

4 Let all our powers be joined,

His glorious name to raise

;

Pleasure and love fill every mind
And every voice be praise

5 To God, the Father, Son,

And Spirit, glory be,

As was, and is, and shall remain
Through all eternity

olmutz s M
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A parting hymn we sing A-round thy ta-*le, Lord : A-gain our grateful tribute bnng.Our s

m rircffiririTtrfii'iK'iTTiffi'irifrfffiT-

104S ««•*»
A PARTING hymn we sing

Around thy table, L
Again our grateful tribute bring,

Our solemn vows record.

2 Here have we seen thy face,

And felt thy presence here;

So may the savor of thy gra.co

In word and life appear

3 The purchase of thy blood—
By sin no longer led —

The path our dear Redeemer trod

May we rejoicing tread.

4 In self-forgetting love

Be our communion shown,

Until we join the church above,

And know as we are known.
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A. S. Sullivan.
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Je-sus,to thy ta • ble led, Now let ev - ery heart be fed With the true and liv-ing bread.

1040 " Cf)f «-'bn.8 BrcaD.

Jesus, to thy table led,

Now lot every heart be fed

With tho true and living bread.

2 While in penitence we kneel,

Thy sweet presence let us feel,

All thy wondrous love reveal!

3 While on thy dear cross we gaze,

Mourning o'er our sinful ways,

Turn our sadness into praise

!

STATE STREET.
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*

4 When we taste the mystic wine,

Of thine outpoured blood the sign,

Fill our hearts with love divine

!

5 From the bonds of sin release,

Cold and wavering faith increase,

Lamb of God, grant us thy peace

!

6 Lead us by thy pierced hand,

Till around thy throne we stand,

In the bright and better land.
R. H. Bayncs.

J. C. Woodman.

The day, Lord, is spent

fi^iS^§I«f
• bide with us, and rest; Our hearts' desires arc ful-ly bent On making thee our guest

J, -'

2-&^Jp££X-£HiSliU^
1050 "Sbrtc fo.lhtfs."

The day, Lord, is spent

;

Abide with us, and rest;

Our hearts' desires arc fully bent

On making thee our guest.

r2 We have not reached that land,

That happy land, as yet,

Where holy angels round thee stand,

Whose sun can never set.

3 Our sun is sinking now,

Our day is almost o'er;

Sun of Righteousness, do thou

Shine on us evermore!

A The grace of Christ our Lord,

The Father's boundless love,

The Spirit's blest communion, too,

Bo with us l'r<»m above.
John M. NmU.

1051 parting in lobr.

Blest be thy love, dear Lord,

That taught us this sweet way,

Only to love thee for thyself,

And for that love obey.

2 O thou, our souls' chief Hope!
We to thy mercy fly

;

Where'er we arc, thou canst protect,

Whate'er we need, supply.

3 Whether we sleep or wake,

To thee we both resign
;

By night we see, as well as day,

If thy light on us shine.

4 Whether we live or die,

Both we Bubmit to thee;

Iii death we live, as well as life,

Jf thine in death we be.
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CO Je-sus, I have promised To serve thee to the end:
\ Be thou for ev - er near me, My Master and my friend; '

I shall not fear the bat - tie

II) -

^=+
iliiVAU JJ EEas

hou art by my side, Nor wander mthe
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from the path - way If thou wilt be my guide.
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1052 Cfjurrtj (Tobrnant.

Jesus, I have promised
To serve thee to the end

;

Be thou for ever near me,
My Master and my friend;

1 shall not fear the battle

If thou art by my side,

Nor wander from the pathway
If thou wilt be my guide.

2 Oh, let me feel thee near me

;

The world is ever near

;

I see the sights that dazzle,

The tempting sounds I hear

;

SACRIFICE. 7s, 6s.

My foes are ever near me,
Around me and within

;

But, Jesus, draw thou nearer,

And shield my soul from sin.

3 Jesus, thou hast promised
To all who follow thee,

That where thou art in glory

There shall thy servant be
j

And, Jesus, I have promised
To serve thee to the end

;

Oh, give me grace to follow,

My Master and my friend.
John Enicst Bodes.

Arr. fr. H. Lahebv

I I

Sit down beneath his shadow, And rest with great delight; The faith that n< be-holds him Is pledge of future sight.

m&m&j%m$mm8ffia
I

1053 "BrnratrjfcisSfjatootD."

Sit down beneath his shadow,

And rest with great delight

;

The faith that now beholds him
Is pledge of future sight.

2 Our Master's love remember,
Exceeding great and

Lift up thy heart in gl.

For he remembers thee.

3 His 1
•' all glorious"

Thy festal robe shall be
j

And love that passeth knowledge
His banner over thee.

4 A little while, though parted,

Remember, wait, and love,

Until he comes in glory,

Until we meal

5 Till in the Father's kingdom
The heavenly feast is spr

And we behold his beauty,

Whose blood for oa
Frances R. Havcrg&L 1
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lay my sins on Je - sus, The spot-less Lamb of God; He bears them all, and

1054 "None ©ttjer Name."

I lay my sins on Jesus,

The spotless Lamb of God;
He bears them all, and frees us

From the accursed load

;

1 bring my guilt to Jesus,

To wash my crimson stains

White in his blood most precious,

Till not a stain remains.

2 I lay my wants on Jesus

;

All fullness dwells in him

;

He healeth my diseases.

He doth my soul redeem

:

I lay my griefs on Jesus,

My burdens and my cares

;

He from them all releases,

He all my sorrows shares.

3 I long to be like Jesus,

Meek, loving, lowly, mild

;

I long to be like Jesus,

The Father's holy child.

I long to bo with Jesus,

Amid tho heavenly throng

;

To sing with saints his praises,

And learn tho angels' song.
HorjtlusBonar.

1055 "*Nrct>2F!Kf."

I need thee, precious Jesus

!

For I am full of sin

;

My soul is dark and guilty,

My heart is dead within
;

1 need the cleansing fountain,

Where I can always flee,

Tho blood of Christ most precious,

The sinner's perfect plea.

2 I need thee, blessed Jesus

!

For I am very poor

;

A stranger and a pilgrim,

I have no earthly store

;

I need the love of Jesus

To cheer me on my way,

To guide my doubting footsteps,

To be my strength and stay.

3 I need thee, blessed Jesus

!

And hope to see thee soon,

Encircled with the rainbow,

And seated on thy throne:

There, with thy blood-bought children,

My joy shall ever bo

To sing thy praise, Lord JesOs,

.

To gaze, my Lord, on thee !

Frederick Whirr* Id
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The Church's one foundation Is Jesus Christ her Lord; She is his new ere • a • tion By . wat-er and the word:

ie and sought her.To be hisho-ly bride ; With his own blood he bought her, And for her life he died.
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1056 a-yf Cfjurth is Chrisfa.

The Church's one foundation

Is Jesus Christ her Lord

;

She is his new creation

By water and the word:
From heaven he came and sought her,

To be his holy bride
;

"With his own blood he bought her,

And for her life he died.

2 Elect from overy nation

Yet one o'er all the earth,

Her charter of salvation

One Lord, one faith, one birth j

One holy name she blesses,

Partakes one holy food,

And to one hope she presses,

With every grace endued.

3 'Mid. toil and tribulation,

And tumult of her war,

She waits the consummation
Of peace for evermore

;

Till with the vision glorious

Her longing eyes are blest,

And the great Church victorious

Shall be the Church at rest.

4 Yet she on earth hath union

With God the Three in One,

And mystic sweet communion
With those whose rest is won

;

Oh, happy ones and holy

!

Lord, give us grace that we
Like them, the meek and lowly,

On high may dwell with thee.
Samuel J. Stone.

1057 " Ctjr iibing Brr ab."

O Bread, to pilgrims given,

food that angels eat,

O manna, sent from heaven,

For heaven-born natures meet

!

Give us, for thee long pining,

To eat till richly filled
;

Till, earth's delights resigning,

Our every wish is stilled.

2 Water, life-bestowing,

From out the Saviour's heart

!

A fountain purely flowing,

A fount of love thou art

;

Oh, let us, freely tasting,

Our burning thirst assuage !

Thy sweetness, never wasting,

Avails from age to age.

3 Jesus ! this feast receiving,

We thee unseen adore
;

Thy faithful wok! believing,

We take, and doubt no more
;

Give us, thou true and loving!

On earth to live in thee ;

Then, death the vail removing.

Thy glorious face to
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Sweetfhe mo-ments,richin ble6S - ing, Which be -fore the cross * ipend ; Life,and health.and peace pos-se

D.S.—While we see di-vine com-pas-i

is this sta-tiori, Low be - fore his cross to lie,

1058 Before the Cross.

Sweet the moments, rich in blessing,

Which before the cross we spend

;

Life, and health, and peace possessing,

From the sinner's dying Friend.

Truly blessed is this station,

Low before his cross to lie,

"While we see divine compassion,

Beaming in his gracious eye.

2 Love and grief our hearts dividing,

With our tears his feet we bathe;

Constant still, in faith abiding,

Life deriving from his death.

For thy sorrows we adore thee,

For the pains that wrought our peace,

Gracious Saviour! we implore theo

In our souls thy love increase.

3 Here we feel our sins forgiven,

While upon the Lamb we gaze,

And our thoughts are all of heaven,

And our lips o'erflow with praiso.

Still in ceaseless contemplation,

Fix our hearts and eyes on thee,

Till we taste thy full salvation,

And, unvailed, thy glories see.
J.imcs Allen.

1050 "WmLnerjifrceto."

Come, thou everlasting Spirit,

Bring to every thankful mind
All the Saviour's dying merit,

All his sufferings for mankind:

True recorder of his passion,

Now the living faith impart

;

Now reveal his great salvation

Unto every faithful heart.

2 Come, thou Witness of his dying;

Come, Remembrancer divine

;

Let us feel thy power applying

Christ to every soul, and mine

;

Let us groan thine inward groaning

;

Look on him we pierced, and grieve

;

All partake the grace atoning,—

All the sprinkled blood receive.
Charles Wesley.

1060 Christ on the Cross.

When I view my Saviour bleeding,

For my sins, upon the tree ;

Oh, how wondrous!—how exceeding

Great his love appears to me !

Floods of deep distress and anguish,

To impede his labors, came
;

Yet they all could not extinguish

Love's eternal, burning flame,

2 Sure such infinite affection

Lays the highest claims to mine
;

All my powers, without exception,

Should in fervent praises join.

Jesus, lit me for thy service;

Form me for thyself alone;

I am thy most oostly purchs

Take possession of thine own.
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Jesus, I my cross have taken,

All to leave, and follow thee

;

Naked, poor, despised, forsaken,

Thou, from hence, my all shalt be!

Perish, every fond ambition,

All I 've sought, or hoped, or known,
Yet how rich is my condition,

God and heaven are still my own !

2 Let the world despise and leave me,

They have left my Saviour, too;

Human hearts and looks deceive me—
Thou art not, like them, untrue

;

Oh, while thou dost smile upon me,

God of wisdom, love, and might,

Foes may hate, and friends disown me,
Show thy face, and all is bright.

3 Man may trouble and distress me,
'Twill but drive me to thy breast

;

Life with trials hard may press me

;

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest!

Oh, 'tis not in grief to harm me,
While thy love is left to me

;

Oh, \ were not in joy to charm me,
Were that joy unmixed with thee.

4 Go then, earthly fame and treasure

!

Come, disaster, scorn, and pain

!

In thy service, pain is pleasure,

With thy favor, loss is gains,

I have called thee— Abba, Father!

I have stayed my heart on thee

!

Storms may howl, and clouds may gather,

All "must work for good to me.
Henry F. Lyte.

1062 Cfjc Cretan Coming.

Soul, then know thy full salvation,

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care

;

Joy to find in every station

Something still to do or bear.

Think what Spirit dwells within thee

;

Think what Father's smiles are thine

;

Think that Jesus died to win thee

!

Child of heaven, canst thou repine 1

2 Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed by faith and winged by prayer!

Heaven's eternal day *s before thee,

God's own band shall guide thee there:

Soon shall elose thy earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days,

Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.
Henry F. Lyte.

10G3 a Spotlrss Sou!.

Jesus, who en Calvary's mountain
Poured thy precious blood for me,

Wash me in its flowing fountain,

That my soul may spotless be.

2 In thy word I hear thee saying.

Come, and I will gii

Now the graeions ea

. hasten to thy breast.
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Jesus spreads his banner o'er us,Cheers our famished souls with food; He the banquet spreads before us.Of his mystic flesh and blood.

1064 MW»!9wmCT."

Jesus spreads his banner o'er us,

Cheers our famished souls with food

;

He the banquet spreads before us,

Of his mystic flesh and blood.

2 Precious banquet; bread of heaven;

Wine of gladness, flowing free

:

May we taste it, kindly given

In remembrance, Lord, of thee

!

3 In thy trial and rejection

;

In thy sufferings on the tree

;

In thy glorious resurrection

;

May we, Lord, remember thee

!

Roswell Park.

DORRNANCE. 88,7s.

1065 parting fcamn.

From the table now retiring,

Which for us the Lord hath spread,

May our souls refreshment finding,

Grow in all thiugs like our Head!

2 His example while beholding,

May our lives his image bear

;

Him our Lord and Master calling,

His commands may we revere.

3 Love to God and man displaying,

Walking steadfast in his way,
Joy attend us in believing,

Peace from God, through endless day.
John Rowe.

I. B. Woodbury.

Jesus calls us, o*or the tumult Of our-life's wild, restless ;; Day by day his sweet voice soundsth, Saying, Christian, follow me!

mffiiMs£l§mkm£g^mm
1067 " Cahc ^B ftrart."

Take 'my heart, Father! take it;

Make and keep it all thine own

;

Let thy Spirit melt and break it
—

'

This proud heart of sin and stone.

2 Father, make me pure and lowly,

Fond of peaco and far from strife;

Turning from the pat lis unholy
Of this vain and sinful life.

3 Ever let thy grace surround me,
Strengthen me with power divine,

Till thy cords of hive have bound me:
Make me to bo wholly thine.

4 May the blood of Jesus heal mo,
And my sins be all forgiven

;

Holy Spirit, take and seal me,
Guide me in the path to heavi n.

1066 "JToiioto iHr."

Jesus calls us, o'er the tumult

Of our life's wild, restless sea

;

Day by day his sweet voice soundeth,

Saying, Christian, follow me

!

2 Jesus calls us— from tho worship

Of the vain world's golden store

;

From each idol that would keep us,

—

Saying, Christian, love me more!

3 In our joys and in our sorrows,

Days of toil and hours of ease,

Still ho calls, in cares and pleasures,

—

Christian, love me more than these!

4 Jesus calls us ! by thy mercies,

Saviour, may we hear thy call

;

Givo our hearts to thy obedience,

Serve and love thee best of all!
Mrs. C. F. Alexander.
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( Come.thon Fount of ev'ry blessing,Tune my heart to sing thy gTace ; )

( Streams of mercy, never ceasing, Call for songs of loudest praise
; J Teach n

.C— Praise the mount—I'm fixed upon it!—Mount of thy redeeming love.

le melodious sonnet,8angby

T*
1068 "»««Kr."

Come, thou Fount of every blessing,

Tune my heart to sing thy grace
;

Streams of mercy, never ceasing,

Call for songs of loudest praise j.

Teach me some melodious sonnet,

Sung by flaming tongues above

;

Praise the mount— I'm fixed upon it!-

Mount of thy redeeming love.

2 Here I '11 raise mine Eben-ezer

;

Hither by thy help I 'm come

;

And I hope, by thy good pleasure,

Safely to arrive at home.

^m
Jesus sought me when a stranger,

Wandering from the fold of God

;

He, to rescue me from danger,

Interposed his precious blood.

3 Oh, to grace how great a debtor

Daily I 'm constrained to be

!

Let thy goodness, like a fetter,

Bind my wandering heart to thee

;

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it;

Prone to leave the God I love

;

Here 's my heart ; oh, take and seal it

;

Seal it for thy courts above.
Robert Robinson.

WILMOT. 8s, 7s. Arr by L. Mason.

i

RTMle in sweet communion feeding On this earthly bread and wine,Saviour,may we see thee bleeding On the cross, to make us thine.

mi
1069 "En Snnrmorancr."

While in sweet communion feeding

On this earthly bread and wine,

Saviour, may we see thee bleeding

On the cross, to make us thine.

2 Though unseen, now be thou near us,

With the still small voice of love;

Whispering words of peace to cheer us—
Every doubt and fear remove.

3 Bring before us all the story,

Of thy life, and death of woe

;

And, with hopes of endless glory,

Wean our hearts from all below.
Edward Denny.

1 i $fimn for Closing.

Thine for ever, thine for ever

!

May thy face upon us shine

;

Help, oh, help our weak endeavor,

Lord, for ever to be thine.

2 Thine for ever, thine for ever!

Armed with faith, and strong in thee,

Ever fighting, fainting never,

May we march to victory !

3 Daily in the grace increasing

Of thy Spirit, more and more,

Watching, praying without ceasing,

May we reach the heavenly shore !
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Whenon8inai'6 top I see Ood descend, in maj-es-ty, To proclaim his ho - ly law, All my eplr-it sink* with awe.

1 1 1 ffftf jRountafna.

When on Sinai's top I see

God descend, in majesty,

To proclaim his holy law,

All my spirit sinks with awe.

2 When, in ecstasy sublime,

Tabor's glorious steep I climb,

At the too transporting light,

Darkness rushes o'er my sight.

3 When on Calvary I rest,

God, in flesh made manifest,

Shines in my Redeemer's face,

Full of beauty, truth, and grace.

4 Here I would for ever stay,

Weep and gaze my soul away;
Thou art heaven on earth to me,
Lovely, mournful Calvary

!

James Montgomery.

PLEYEL'S HYMN. 7s.

1072 " Cfjint for Efafr."

Thine for ever ! God of love,

Hear us from thy throne above

!

Thine for ever may we be,

Here and in eternity

!

2 Thine for ever ! oh, how blest

They who find in thee their rest

!

Saviour, Guardian, heavenly Friend,

Oh, defend us to the end !

.

3 Thine for ever ! Saviour} keep
These thy frail and trembling sheep

j

Safe alone beneath thy care,

Let us all thy goodness share.

4 Thine for ever ! thou our Guide,

—

All our wants by thee supplied,

—

All our sins by thee forgiven,

—

Lead us, Lord, from earth to heaven

!

Mrs. Mary F. Maude.

Icnacr Pleyel.
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Broad ofheav'n! en ttiee we feed, For thy flesh is meat iu- deed: Ev-er let our souls be fed With this true and living bread!

1073 " Ct)i2 is iHn 13otJE
-"

Bread of heaven ! on thee we feed,

For thy flesh is meat indeed

:

Ever let our souls be fed

With this true and living bread!

2 Vino of heaven ! thy blood supplies

This blest cup of sacrifice

:

Lord ! thy wounds our healing give,

To thy cross we look and live.

3 Day by day, with strength supplied,

Through the life of him who died:

Lord of lift ! oh, let us be,

Rooted, grafted, built on thee!

1074 K!ou»Tjrt> for Sla.

Jesus, Master! hear me now,
While I would renew my vow,

And record thy dying love
;

Hear, and help me from above.

2 Feed me, Saviour, with this bread,

Broken in thy body's

Cheer my spirit with this wine,

Streaming like that Mood of thine.

3 And as now I eat and drink,

Let me truly, sweetly think,

Thou didst hang upon the b

Broken, bleeding, there — for me!
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At the Lamb's high feast we sing Praise to our victorious Kicg, Who hath washed ue in the tide.Flowing from his wounded side.

iQ j ^) "(Cfjnst, ©ur passobrT."

At the Lamb's high feast we sing

Praise to our victorious King,

Who hath washed us in the title,

Flowing from his wounded side.

2 "Where the Paschal blood is poured,

Death's dark angel sheathes his sword

;

Israel's hosts triumphant go
Through the wave that drowns the foe.

3 Christ, our Paschal Lamb, is slain,

Holy victim, without stain
;

Death and hell defeated lie,

Heaven unfolds its gates on high.

4 Hymns of glory and of praise,

Father, unto thee we raise ;

Risen Lord, all praise to thee,

With the Spirit ever be.
Robert Campbell, tr.

1076 "*! licoplf sfiall br iHn Proplr."

People of the living God,
I have sought the world around,

Paths of sin and sorrow trod,

Peace and comfort nowhere found.

2 Now to you my spirit turns—
Turns, a fugitive unblest;

Brethren, where your altar burns,

Oh, receive me into rest

!

3 Lonely I no longer roam,
Like the cloud, the wind, the wave

:

Where you dwell shall be my home,
Where you die shall be my grave;—

4 Mine the God whom you adore,

Your Redeemer shall be mine;
Earth can fill my soul no more,
Every idol I resign.

James Montgomery.

J. B. Dvkes.

llJLlUwUjJlJi
speaks,and speaks to thee," Say, poor sinner.lovest thou met

t y\ ' T fT«
1077 "tobrst PThcuiH:."

Hark ! my soul ! it is the Lord
;

'T is thy Saviour— hear his word
;

Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee,

" Say, poor sinner, lovest thou me ?

2 "I delivered thee when bound,

And when bleeding, healed thy wound:
Sought thee wandering, set thee right,

Turned thy darkness into light.

3 "Can a woman's tender care

- ?he child she bare?
Yes, she may forgetful be,

Yet will 1 remember thee.

4
u Mine is an unchanging love,

Higher than the heights above :

Deeper than the depths beneath—
Free and faithful— strong as death.

5 "Thou shalt see my glory soon,

When the work of grace is done ;

Partner of my throne shalt be!

Say, poor sinner! lovest thou me '"'

6 Lord ! it is my chief complaint,

Thai my love is weak and faint
;

Yet I love thee, and adon;—
Oh, for grace to love thee more.

. Co»per.
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J. S. B Hodges.

From thy wounded side that flowed, Be of sin the doub • le cure ; Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

b^^EBaii^i^ife^fepii

2 While"we thus, with glad accord,

Meet around thy table, Lord,

Bid us feast with joy divine,

On the appointed bread and wine;

Emblems may they truly prove,

Of our Saviours bleeding love.

3 Weak, unworthy, sinful, vile,

Yet we seek thy heavenly smile:

Canst thou all our sins forgive ?

Dost thou bid us look and live t

Lord, we wonder and adore

!

Oh, for grace to love thee more!
Thomas Hastings.

10S0 "CillWcComt."

"Till He come:' 1 oh, let the words

Linger on the trembling chords;

Let the little while between

In their golden light be seen
;

Let us think how heaven and home
Lie beyond that— ''Till he come."

2 When the weary ones we love

Enter on their rest above,

Seems the earth so poor and vast,

All our life joy overcast?

Hush, be every murmur dumb;
It is only— "Till he come."

3 See, the feast of love is spread,

Drink the wine, and break the bread;

Bweet memorial*},— till the Lord
Call us round lus heavenly board;

Some from earth, from glory some,

Severed only— "Till he com.'.''
E. H U.ckcretcth.

1078 "EB«lj fElt. Safaiour."

Rock of Ages, cleft for me

!

Let me hide myself in thee

;

Let the water and the blood,

From thy wouuded side that flowed,

Be of sin the double cure

;

Cleanse me from its guilt and power.

i Not the labor of my hands

Can fulfill the law's demands
;

Could my zeal no respite know,

Could my tears for ever flow,

All for sin could not atone
;

Thou must save, and thou alone.

3 Nothing in my hand I bring,

Simply to thy cross I cling

;

Naked, come to thee for dress,

Helpless, look to thee for grace j

Vile, I to the fountain fly,

Wash me, Saviour, or I die

!

4 While I draw this fleeting breath,

When my eyelids close in death,

When I soar to worlds unknown,

See thee on thy judgment throne,

Rock of Ages, cleft for me

!

Let me hide myself in thco.
A. II Topladjr.

1079 - Cn Brmrmbrancr."

Saviour of our ruined race,

Fountain of redeeming grace,

Let us now thy fullness see,

While we here converse with thee;

Hearken to our ardent prayer,—

Let us all thy blessing share.
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a hide myself in thee; Let the water and the blood, From thy wouoded tide that flowed,

:, Lord ! and nuke me pure.

t^il^pp|pi^«i^iHSp
1081 Cht Eorh of aBr3.

Rock of Ages, cleft for me

!

Let rue hide myself in thee

;

Let the water and the blood,

From thy wounded side that flowed,

Be of sin the perfect cure
;

Save me, Lord ! and make me pure.

2 Should my tears for ever flow,

Should my zeal no languor know,
This for sin could not atone,

GLASTONBURY. 7«. 61

Thou must save and thou alone

:

In my hand no price I bring;

Simply to thy cross I cling.

3 While I draw this fleeting breath,

When mine eye-lids close in death,

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

Rock of ages, cleft for me

!

Let me hide myself in thee.
A. M. Toplady

J. B.Dvkes.

10S2 C^ f ft'storir /Hrmon'al.

Many centuries have fled

Since our Saviour broke the bread,

And this sacred feast ordained,

Ever by his church retained

:

Those his body who discern,

Thus shall meet till his return.

2 Come, the blessed emblems share,

Which the Saviour's death declare;

Come, on truth immortal feed

;

For his flesh is meat indeed :

Saviour! witness with the sign,

That our ransomed souls are thine.
Jesiih Condcr

10S3 "iHanifrat Cr,B«r!f."

Son of God ! to thee I cry

:

By the holy mystery

Of thy dwelling here on earth,

By thy pure and holy birth,

Lord, thy presence let me see,

Manifest thyself to me.

2 Prince of Life ! to thee I cry

:

By thy glorious mn;
By thy triumph o'er the grave,

Meek to suffer, strong I

Lord, thy pre>enc-e let l

Manifest thyself to me.
Richard Mint.
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True Bread of life,

Gbe Cburcb of Ooo.

pitying mer-cy given, Long famished souls to strengthen and to feed;

Christ Je • sus, Son of God, true Bread of heav'n.Thyfleshismeat.thy blood is drink in - deed.

1084: ttfte Cru« Vtnt.

True Bread of life, in pitying mercy given,

Long famished souls to strengthen and
to feed

;

Christ Jesus, Son of God, true Bread of

heaven,

Thy flesh is meat,thy blood is drink indeed.

2 I cannot famish, tho' this earth should

fail,

Though life through all its fields should

pine and die

;

Though the sweet verdure should forsake

each vale,

And every stream of every land run dry.

3 True Tree of Life ! Of thee I eat and live,

Who eateth of thy fruit shall never die
;

'T is thine tho everlasting health to give,

The youth and bloom of immortality.

4 Feeding on thee all weakness turns to

power,

This sickly soul revives, like earth in

spring

;

Strength floweth on and in, each buoyant
hour,

This being seems all energy, all wing.

5 Jesus, our dying, buried, risen Head,

Thy church's Life and Lord, Immanuel!

At thy dear cross we find the eternal bread,

And in thy empty tomb the living well.
Horatiuj Oonar.

1085 flrnitfnt ^rager.

Not worthy, Lord ! to gather up the crumbs
With trembling hand, that from thy

table fall,

A weary, heavy-laden sinner comes
To plead thy promise and obey thy call.

2 I am not worthy to be thought thy child;

Nor sit the last and lowest at thy board
;

Too long a wanderer, and too oft beguiled,

I only ask one reconciling word.

3 And is not mercy thy prerogative—
Free mercy, boundless, fathomless, di-

vine f

Me, Lord! the chief of sinners, me for-

give,

And thine the greater glory, only thine.

4 I hear thy voice ; thou bid'st me come
and rest

;

I come, I kneel, I clasp thy pierced feet

;

Thou bid'st me take my place, a welcome
guest,

Among thy saints, and of thy banquet
eat.

5 My praise can only breathe itself in

prayer,

My prayer can only Lose itself in thee;
Dwell thou for ever in tny heart, and there,

Lord! let mo sup with thee; sup thou
with me.

ft H. Bukcrstcllj.
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10S6 Coming to tfjr ZMt.

Here, my Lord, I see thee face to face

;

Here would I touch and handle things

unseen

;

[grace,

Here grasp with firmer hand the eternal

And all my weariness upon thee lean.

2 Here would I feed upon the bread of God

;

Here drink with thee the royal wine of

heaven
j

Here would I lay aside each earthly load,

Here taste afresh the calm of sin for-

given.

3 This is the hour of banquet and of song,

This is the heavenly table spread for me

;

Here let me feast, and, feasting, still pro-

long

The brief bright hour of fellowship with
tnee. Horatius Bonar.

DETPKOH. 10*.

I , I

Too soon we rise; the symbols dis-ap - pear ; The feast, tho' not the love, is passed and gon

The bread and re-move, but thou art here—Near - er than < - er—still my Shield and Sun

10S7 ""Sfarrt .foretastes."

Too SOON we rise ; the symbols disappear

;

The feast, though not the love, is passed

and gone

;

The bread and wine remove, but thou art

here—
Nearer than ever— still my Shield and

Sun.

2 I have no help but thine ; nor do I need
Another arm save thine to lean upon:

It is enough, my Lord, enough, in !

My strength is in thy might, thy might
alone.

3 Mine is the sin, but thine the righteous-

ness
;

Mine is the guilt, but thine the cleansing
blood

;

Here is my robe, my refuge, and my peace;
Thy blood, thy righteousness, 6 Lord,

my God.

4 Feast after feast thus comes and pa -

Yet, passing, points to the gL I

above,

Giving sweet foretastes of the festal joy,

The Lamb's great bridal feast of bliss

and love. Hor»tiui Bonar.
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SACRAMENT. 9s, 8s. E. J. Hopkins.

ch, whose walls are strong salvation,

i gates are praise,— thy name be ^ ^ •

X

rtl Ininni

1088 "Ctjristtfjr jfoutrtiation."

O Rock of ages, one foundation,

On which the living church doth rest,

—

The church,

Whose
blest!

2 Son of the living God ! oh, call us

Once and again to follow thee

;

And give us strength, whate'er befall us,

Thy true disciples still to be.

3 When fears appall, and faith is failing,

Make thy voice heard o'er wind and wave,

TANIS Vim 9s, 8s.

walls are strong sal - va • tion, 'Whose gates are praise,—thy name be blest!

Why doubt?" and in thy love prevail-

ing

Put forth thine hand to help and save,

our coward hearts deny thee,

inmost thought, in deed, or word,

Let not our hardness still defy thee,

But with a look subdue us, Lord.

5 Oh, strengthen thou our weak endeavor

Thee in thy sheep to serve and tend,

To give ourselves to thee for ever,

And find thee with us to the end.
Henry A. Martin.

^4te^^fe^^
J. S. B. Hodces.

Bread of the world, in mcr-cy brok-en, Wine of the soul, in

fif
.

J3
,

p^H^N^*^11
!

life were spo - ken,

mm$
1089 " <^ r u,fain

!i
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BBEAD <>f the world, in mercy broken,

Wine of the soul, in mercy shed,

By whom t lie words of Life were spoken,

And in whose death our sins are dead ;

—

2 Look on the heart by sorrow broken,

Look on the tears by sinners shed :

And be thy feast to us the token,

Thai by thy graoe our souls are fed.
Rci;u..il<t Hctxir.
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I lift my heartto thee, Saviour di-vine! Forthou art atl to me, And I am thine.

' Tift ' ti f*
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Is thereon earth a clos-er bond than this That " my Be-lov-ed 's mine, and I

-^ -**-*!• -5-
:
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1090 MJHa*rtoWb."

1 lift my heart to thee,

Saviour divine

!

For thou art all to me-

And I am thine.

Is there on earth a closer bond than this,

That "my Beloved 's mine, and I am his"?

2 Thine am I by all ties

;

But chiefly thine,

That through thy sacrifice*

Thou, Lord, art mine. , . '

By thine own cords of love,so sweetly wound
Around me, I to thee am closely bound.

EAWSON. 8s, 4s.

1
3 To thee, thou bleeding Lamb,

I all things owe

;

All that I have and am,
And all I know.

All that I have is now no longer mine,

And I am not mine own; Lord, I am thine

4 How can I, Lord, withhold

Life's brightest hour
From thee ; or gathered gold,

Or any power ? [from thee,

Why should I keep one precious thing

When thou hast given thiue own dear self

for me ? c . e. mmis.

F. C. Maker.

A-U
1 j

N
,

ath ofour dear Lord, Un - til he come.By Christ redeemed, in Christ restored, We keep the memory adored, And show the death ofour dear Lord, Un - til he come.

f-

4 And thus that dark betrayal night,

With the last advent we unite—
The shame, the glory, by this rite,

Until he come.

5 Until the trump of God be heard,

Until the ancient graves be stirred,

And with the great commanding word,
The Lord shall come.

6 Oh, blessed hope! with this elate,

Let not our hearts be <:•

But, strong in faith, in patience wait,

Until he come!
George Rawv>n.

1091 " Ci-II Bt Comt."

By Christ redeemed, in Christ restored,

We keep the memory adored,

And show the death of our dear Lord,

Until he come.

2 His body broken in our stead

Is here, in this memorial bread;

And so our feeble love is fed,

Until he come.

3 His fearful drops of agony,

His life-blood shed for us we see

:

,
The wine shall tell the mystery,

Until lie come.
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C(ENA DOMnn. 10a. 21. A. S. Suluvan.
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Q King of mer - cy, from thy throneon high Look down in love, and hear our humble cry.

1092 "Brtattof^fabrn."

King of mercy, from thy throne on
high

Look down in love, and hear our humble
cry.

2 Thou tender Shephepd of ' the blood-

bought sheep,

Thy feeble wandering flock in safety keep.

3 gentle Saviour, by thy death we live

;

To contrite sinners life eternal give.

4 Thou art the Bread of heaven, on thee

we feed

;

Be near to help our souls in time of need.

5 Thou art the mourner's stay, the sinner's

Friend,

Sweet fount ofjoy and blessings without end.

6 Oh, come and cheer us with thy heaven-

ly grace,

Reveal the brightness of thy glorious face.

7 In cooling cloud by day, in fire by night,

Be near our steps, and make our darkness

light.

8 Go where we go, abide where we abide,

In life, in death, our comfort, strength,

and Guide.

9 Oh, lead us daily with thine eye of love,

And bring us safely to our home above.
Thomas R. Birks.

PAX TECUM. 10a. 21. G. T. Caldbeck.

J 1 4—i-

r r i i p -&-

Peace, perfect peace, in this dark world of sin? The blood of Je-sus whispers peace with -in.

bfiifititpilii
1093 "iJfacr, ^rrftct ^facr."

Peace, perfect peace, in this dark world

of sin ?

The blood of Jesus whispers peace wilh-

2 Peace, perfect peace, by thronging du-

ties pressed ?

To do the will of Jesus, this is rest.

3 Peace, perfect peace, with sorrows surg-

ing round ?

On Jesus' bosom naught but calm is

found.

4 Peace, perfect peace, with loved ones

far away ?

In Jesus' keeping we are safe and they.

5 Peace, perfect peace, our future all un-

known ?

Jesus we know, and he is on the throne.

fi Peace, perfect peace, death shadowing

us and ours 1 [ers.

Jesus has vanquished death and all its pow-

7 It is enough : earth's struggles soon shall

And Jesus call us to heaven's perfeel peace.
E. H Bickcrsteth.
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1004 'CfjisiB^isBoun." 3 Some will betray thee— "Master, is it If

"

Draw nigh and take the body of your Lord, Leaning upon thy love, we ask in fear—
And drink the holy blood for you outpoured. Ourselves mistrusting, earnestly we cry

Offered was he for greatest and for least, To thee, the Strong, for strength, when

Himself the victim and himself the priest. sin *s near.

2 He, that in this world ruies his saints,

and shields,

To all believers life eternal yields

;

With heavenly bread makes them that

hunger whole,

Gives living waters to the thirsting soul.

3 Approach ye then with faithful hearts

sincere,

And take the pledges of salvation here.

Judge of all, our only Saviour thou,

In this thy feast of love be with us now.
J. M. Neale, tr.

1 0«/O " ©° tf)i» '" Bnnrmtrana."

u This is my body, which is given for you;
Do this," he said, and brake, "remem-

bering me."
Lamb of God, our paschal offering true,

To U9 the bread of life each moment be.

2 "This is ray blood, for sins' remission

shed j

"

He spake, and passed the cup of bless-

ing round

;

So let us drink, and, on life's fullness fed,

With heavenly joy each quickening
pulse shall bound.

4 But round us fall the evening shadows
dim;

A saddened awe pervades our darkening
sense

;

In solemn choir we sing the parting hymn,
And hear thy voice, "Arise, let us go

hence." Chailes L . Ford .

1096 Ctjc iHfmorial.

Oh, blest memorial of our dying Lord,
Who living bread to men doth here afford

!

Oh, may our souls for ever feed on thee,

And thou, Christ, for ever precious be

!

2 Fountain of goodness ! Jesus, Lord and
God!

Cleanse us, unclean, with thy most cleans-

ing blood

;

Increase our faith and love, that we may
know

The hope and peace which from thy pres-

ence flow.

3 Christ ! whom now beneath a vail we
see,

May what we thirst for soon our portion be

;

To gaze on thee travailed, and see thy face,

The vision of thy glory and thy grace.
Jamc*sR H



Cbc Cburcb o( <3od.

A_BrNGE£. 6e, 4*.

1097 -J«u.' «Boii 8 .

Low in thine agony
Bearing thy cross for me,

Saviour Divine

!

In the dark tempter's hour,

Quailing beneath his power,

Sorrowing more and more,

Thou dost incline.

2 O Lord of heaven and earth,

What sorrow unto death

Dost thou sustaiu ?

Thou dost in anguish bow

:

Thou art forsaken now :"

For me this cup of woe
Thou dost now drain.

3 Saviour, give me to share

Thy lowly will and prayer

In all my woe
j

In my soul's agony
Let me resemble theej

An angel strengthening me,

Let me, too, know.

4 Thy soul its travail saw,

And in its heavy woe
Was satisfied.

So let my sorrow, Lord,

Fullness of joy afford,

To life and God restored,

Through him who died.

BAVARIA. 88,7s. D. From ihe Ccrman.

m^^^^^m^^m
In the name of God, the Fa-ther, In the name of God, the Son. )

In the name of God, ihe Spirit, One in Three, and Three in One, ) In thename,which highest angels Speak not.ere they veil their

; —Crying, "Holy, ho-ly, ho-ly! "Come we to this sacred place. (face,

1098 fc.j*«.

In the name of God, the Father,

In the name of God, the Son,

In the name of God, the Spirit,

One in Three, and Three in One,

In the name, which highesl angels

Speak not, ere they veil their face,

Crying, "Holy, holy, holy!"

Come we to this sacred place.

2 Here, in figure represented,

Bee the passion once again

;

Here behold the Lamb must holy,

As for our redemption slain
;

Here the Saviour's body broken,

Here the blood which Jesus shed,

Mystic food of life eternal,

See, for our refreshment spread.

3 Here shall highest praise be offered
;

Here shall meekest prayer be poured,

Here, with body, soul, and spirit,

God incarnate be adored :

Ib>]y Jesus ! for thy coming,

May thy love our hearts prepare;

Thine we fain would have them wholly,

Enter, Lord! and tarry there.
im Hcwcrt
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Gire tu ourdal-ly bread, God, the bread of strength; For we have learnt to know How weak we are at length:

As children we are weak, A* children most be fed; Give us thy grace, Lord, To

1099 "©urBailaBmb."

Give us our daily bread,

God, the bread of strength

;

For we have learnt to know
How weak we are at length:

As children we are weak,
As children must be fed

;

Give us thy grace, Lord,

To be our daily bread.

2 Give us our daily bread,

The bitter bread of grief:

"We sought earth's poisoned feasts,

For pleasure and relief

;

"We sought her deadly fruits,

But now, God, instead,

We ask thy healing grief,

To be our daily Eread.

3 Give us our daily bread,

To cheer our fainting soul

;

The feast of comfort, Lord,

And peace to make us whole

:

For we are sick of tears.

The useless tears we shed j

Now give us comfort, Lord,
To be our daily bread.

4 Give us our daily bread,

The bread of angels, Lord,
By us so many times

Broken, betrayed, adored

;

His body and his blood,

The feast that Jesus spread,

Give him, our Life, our All,

To be our daily bread.
A. A. Procter.

1 100 BrtalJ ana tEirtf.

1 hunger and I thirst

;

Jesus, my manna be;

Ye living waters, burst

Out of the Rock for me.
Thou bruised and broken Bread

!

My life-long wants supply

;

As living souls are fed,

Oh, feed me or I die.

2 Thou true life-giving Vine

!

Let me thy sweetness prove

;

Renew my life with thine,

Refresh my soul with love.

Rough paths my feet have trod,

Since first their course began
;

Feed me, thou Bread of God

!

Help me, thou Son of Man !

3 For still the desert lies

My thirsting soul before,

Living Waters! rise

Within me evermore.

To Father, and to Sou,

And Holy Ghost, to thee,

Eternal Three in One,

Eternal glory be.
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GROSTETE. L. M. H, W. Greatorex.

Soon may the last glad song a • rise Through all the mill - ions of the skies—

1101 Cfjr East Song.

Soon may the last glad song arise

Through all the millions of the skies—
That song of triumph which records

That all the earth is now the Lord's

!

2 Let thrones and powers and kingdoms be
Obedient, mighty God, to thee

!

And, over land and stream and main,

Wave thou the scepter of thy reign

!

3 Oh, let that glorious anthem "swell,

Let host to host the triumph tell,

That not one rebel heart remains,

But over all the Saviour reigns

!

Mrs. Vokes.

Il0<w fHigaionarn Conbotation.

Assembled at thy great command,
Before thy face, dread King, we stand

;

The voice that, marshaled every star,

Has called thy people from afar.

2 We meet, through distant lands to spread

The truth for which the martyrs bled

;

Along the line, to either pole,

The thunder of thy praise to roll.

3 Our prayers assist, accept our praise,

Our hopes revive, our courage raise

;

Our counsels aid ; to each impart

The single eye, the faithful heart.

4 Forth with thy chosen heralds come,

Recall tli" wandering spirits home;
Prom /ion's mount send forth the sound,

To spread the spacious earth around.

1103 Cfjrisfa Coming.

Jesus! thy church, with longing eyes,

For thine expected coming waits;

When will the promised light arise,

And glory beam from Zion's gates ?

2 Ev'n now, when tempests round us fall,

And wintry clouds o'ereast the sky,

Thy words with pleasure we recall,

And deem that our redemption 's nigh.

3 Oh, come and reign o'er every land

;

Let Satan from his throne be hurled

;

AH nations bow to thy command,.
And grace revive a dying world.

4 Teach us, in watchfulness and prayer,

To wait for the appointed hour

;

And fit us, by thy grace, to share

The triumphs of thy conquering power.
William H. Bathurit

\ 10-r "Ssmrti Cfjn Cfjront."

Ascend thy throne, almighty King,
And spread thy glories all abroad

;

Let thine own arm salvation bring,

And bo thou known the gracious God.

2 Let millions bow before thy seat,

Let humble mourners seek thy face;

Bring daring rebels to thy feet,

Subdued by thy victorious grace.

3 Oh
?
let the kingdoms of the world

Become the kingdoms of the Lord!
Lei saints and angels praise thy name.

Be thou through heaven and earthadored.
Benjamin Beddoiue.
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Charles Zeuner:

1105 I3salm72.

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

;

His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,

Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

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

j

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

j

And infant voices shall proclaim

Their early blessings on his name.

4 Blessings abound where'er he reigns
;

The prisoner leaps to lose his chains
;

The weary find eternal rest,

And all the sons of want are blest.

5 Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to our King

;

Angels descend with songs again,

And earth repeat the loud Amen!
Isaac Wattt.

j lOo Ccnbrrsion of tf)t JjHorlb.

Sovereign of worlds ! display thy power

;

Be this thy Zion's favored hour

;

Bid the bright morning Star arise,

And pcint the nations to the skies.

2 Set up thy throne where Satan reigns, —
On Afric's shore, on India's plains,

On wilds and continents unknown,

—

And make the nations all thine own.

3 Speak ! and the world shall hear thy voice

;

Speak! and the desert shall rejoice;

Scatter the gloom of heathen night,

And bid ail nations hail the light.
B. H. Draper.

1107 "©U.WofZum."

Though now the nations sit beneath
The darkness of o'erspreading death,

God will arise, with light divine

On Zion's holy towers to shine.

2 That light shall shine on distant lands,

And wandering tribes, in joyful bands,

Shall come thy glory, Lord, to see,

And in thy courts to worship thee.

3 light of Zion, now arise !

Let the glad morning bless our eyes.

Ye nations, catch the kiudling ray,

And hail the spleudor of the day.
Leonard Bacon.

1108 2ion'B GIorS .

Zion' ! awake, thy strength renew

;

Put on thy robes of beauteous hue

;

And let the admiring world behold

The King's fair daughter clothed, in gold.

.

2 Church of our God ! arise and shine,

Bright with the beams of truth divine
j

Then shall thy radiance stream afar,

Wide as the heathen nations are.

3 Gentiles and kings thy light shall view,

And .shall admire and love thee too ;
—

They come like elonds across the sky,

As doves that to their windows fly.

tiitsole. tr.
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Fling out the ban • tier: let it float Skyward and seaward, high and wide ; The sun, that

lightsits shining folds, The aross, on which the Saviour died, The cross, on which the Sav-iour died.
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\ \Oy " Jltnjj out tfjc Banner."

Fling out the banner : let it float

Skyward and seaward, high and wide

;

The sun, that lights its shining folds,

The cross, on which the Savipur died.

2 Fling out the banner : angels bend
In anxious silence o'er the sign,

And vainly seek to comprehend
The wonder of the Love Divine.

3 Fling out the banner : heathen lands

Shall see from far the glorious sight
j

And nations, crowding to be born,

Baptize their spirits in its light.

4 Fling out the banner : let it float

Skyward and seaward, high and wide

:

Our glory only in the cross,

Our only hope, the Crucified.
George W. Doane

WARD. L. M. Arr. by L. Mason.

1110 tf«aInU6.

God is the refuge of his saints,

When storms of sharp distress invade
j

Ere we can offer our complaints,

Behold him present with his aid.

2 Let mountains from their scats be hurled

Down to the deep, and buried tin !••.

Convulsions shako the solid world—
Our faith shall never yield to fear.

3 Loud'may the troubled ocean roar

—

Tn ncred peace our souls abide

;

While every nation, every shore,

Trembles, and dreads the swelling tide.

4 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.

$ That sacred stream, thy holy word,

Our grief allays, our fear controls

;

Sweet peace thy promises afford,

And give new Btrengtfa to fainting souls.

6 Zion enjoys her Monarch's love,

Secure against a threatening hour;
Nor can her linn foundations move,

Built on his truth, and armed with power.
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imph-ant Z\ - on, lift thy head From dust, aTri-umph-ant Z\ - on, lift thy head From dust, and darkness, and the dead; Tho' humbled

^^r^j-i^j-g-^^-t r^±
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long, a-wal:e at length, And gird thee with thy Saviour's strength.
And gird thee with thy Saviour'3 strength,

1 1 1

1

" Criumpbant Zion."

Triumphant Zion, lift thy head
From dust, and darkness, and the dead

;

Though humbled long, awake at length.

And gird thee with thy Saviour's strength.

2 Put all thy beauteous garments on,

And let thy various charms be known;
The world thy glories shall confess,'

Decked in the robes of righteousness.

3 No more shall foes unclean invade,

And fill thy hallowed walls with dread

;

No more shall hell's insulting host

Their victory and thy sorrows boast.

4 God, from on high, thy groans will hear;

His hand thy ruins shall i-epair

;

Nor will thy watchful Monarch cease

To guard thee in eternal peace.
Philip Doddridge.

1112 Snrirnt ImC
Why on the bending willows hung,

Israel ! still sleeps thy tuneful string ?—
Still mute remains thy sullen tongue,

And Zion's song denies to sing T

2 Awake! thy sweetest raptures r

Let harp and voice unite their strains

:

Thy promised King his scepter swa;

Jesus, thine own Messiah, reigns!

3 No taunting foes the song require

;

No strangers motjc thy captive chain
;

But friends provoke the silent lyre,

And brethren ask the holy

4 Nor fear thy Salem's hills to wrong,

If other lands thy triumphs share

:

A heavenly city claims thy song

;

A brighter Salem rises there.

5 By foreign streams no longer roam
;

Nor, weeping, think of Jordan's flood :

In every clime behold a home,
In every temple sec thy God.

Jani-s Joyce.

1 1 1 > SJome i5;*sion3.

Look from thy sphere of endless day,

God of mercy and of might

!

In pity look on those who stray,

Benighted in this land of light.

2 In peopled vale, in lonely glen,

In ci-owded mart, by stream or sea,

How many of the sons of meu
Hear not the message sent from thee

!

3 Send forth thy heralds, Lord, to call

The thoughtless young, the hardened old,

A scattered, homeless flock, till all

Be gathered to thy peaceful fold.

: them thy mighty word to speak,

Till faith shall dawn, and doubt depart,

To awe the bold, to stay the weak,

And bind and heal the broken heart.

5 Then all these wastes, a dreary scene.

That i lenas we gaze,

Shall grow with living waters green,

And lift to heaven the voice of pn
WpMaai C. Bry»nt."
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A mother may for -get- ful be, For human love is frail; But thy Cre-a- tor's love to thee, Zi-on, can-not fail.

1114 "CanaiHotfjcrjrorgtt?"

A mother may forgetful be,

For human love is frail
j

But thy Creator's love to thee,

Zion, cannot fail.

2 No : thy dear name engraven stands,

In characters of love,

On thine almighty Father's hands,

And never shall remove.

3 Before his ever-watchful eye

Thy mournful state appears,

And every groan, and every sigh,

Divine compassion hears.

4 Zion, learn to doubt no more,

Be every fear suppressed;

Unchanging truth, and love, and power,

Dwell in thy Saviour's breast.
Anne Steelo

OAKSVILLE. C. M.

1115 fRrssfafj'a Be i<$n

The Lord will come, and not be slow
j

His footsteps cannot err
j

Before him Righteousness shall go,

His royal harbinger.

2 Mercy and Truth, that long were missed,

Now joyfully are met

;

Sweet Peace and Righteousness have kissed,

And hand in hand are set.

3 Truth from the earth, like to a flower,

Shall bud and blossom then,

And Justice, from her heavenly bower,
Look down on mortal men.

4 Theo will I praise, Lord, my God!
Thee honor and adore

With my whole heart ; and blaze abroad
Thy name for evermore

!

John Milton.

Charles Zeunei*.

m^^^m^s^^^
Shine, mighty God! on Zion shine With beams ofheavenly grace; Reveal thy power through all our coasts,And show thy smiling face.

-I /—

** - J JJ

1116 Jjl»alm67

SHINS, mighty God ! on Zion shine

With beams of heavenly grace;

Reveal thy power through all our coasts,

And show thy smiling face.

2 When shall thy name, from shore to snore,

Sound all the earth abroad,

And distant nations know and love

Their Saviour and their God?

3 Sing to the Lotd, ye distant lands!

Sin'/ load v i'li olenm voice;

Let every, tongue exalt his praise,

And evn-y heart rejoice.

4 Earth shall obey her Maker's will,

And yield a full increase;

Our God will crown his chosen land

With fruitfolness and peace.

j G .1. the Redi i mer, scatters rouud
His el here,

While the creation's utmost bound
: lull id fear.
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' l~ &i ~ZrWith the «wMt word ofpeace Wil bid our breth-ren go Peace, as a riv - increase,And cease-leas flow
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1117 3rF 3r!

With the sweet word of peace
We bid our brethren go

;

Peace, as a river to increase,
And ceaseless flow.

2 Wjth the calm word of prayer
We earnestly commend

Our brethren to thy watchful care,
Eternal Friend

!

3 With the dear word of love
We give our brief farewell

:

Our love below, and thine above,
With them shall dwell.

4 With the strong word of faith
We stay ourselves on thee

;

That thou, Lord, in life and death
Their Help shall be.

5 Then the bright, word of hope
Shall on our parting gleam,

And tell of joys beyond the scope
Of earth-born dream.

6 Farewell ! in hope, and love,
In faith, and peace, and prayer

:

Till he whose home is ours above
Uuite us there.

G. Watson.

fr. Lwofp.

-I-

\ \\ \\M'j\ I

>t. im-pe. rial Sa-lem, rise! Ex - a.t thy towTing" and lift thTee^.;

See heav'n its sparkling portals wide dis - play, And break up - on thee in a flood of day.

1118 Zbt Junnrse of tfjr fSmtfiw. 3 See barbarous nations at thy gates attend,
BlBB, crowned with light, imperial Salem,

Walk in the llSht >
aml iu th >" temple beod

;

rise!
'

See thy bright altars thronged with pros-

ivtoweringhead, and lift thine eyes; .

trate kin ffs»

See heaven its sparkling portals wide dis-
^ni ^e every laud its joyful tribute brings.

A iJY' ii m • . 4 The seas shall waste, the skies :And break upon thee in a flood of day.

2 Seealongracethy spacious courts adorn R°cks fall to dust, and mountains melt away

;

See future sons and daughters yet unborn &** A"** "wword,hkamvingpowerremains

;

In crowding ranks on evorv side arise
T^' lvalms s1ki11 !**, thy own Messiah

Demanding life, impatient for the skies.
rei° QS

!

Alexander Topt.
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Lowell Mason.
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Prom Greenland's i - cy mountains. From In-dia's cor-al strand, ?

Where Af - ric'seun-ny fouut-ains (Omit
) J Roll down their golden saad,—From many an

i^feEgSjpli

an-cient riv - er, From many a palm-y plain, They call us fo de - liv - er Their land from er - ror's chain.

1119 "Co:nt «?&rr, an^lU:!? Cs."

From Greenland's icy mountains,

From India's coral strand,

"Where Afric's sunny fountains

Roll down their golden sand,

—

From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,

They call us to deliver

Their land from error's chain.

2 What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle

;

Though every prospect pleases,

And only man is vile

;

In vain with lavish kindness

The gifts of God are strown

;

The heathen, in his blindness,

Bows down to wood and stone

!

3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted

With wisdom from on high,—
Sball we, to men benighted,

The lamp of life deny t

Salvation, oh, Balvationl

The joyful sound proclaim,

Till earth's remotest nation

1 1 ued Messiah's name.

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story,

And you, ye waters, roll,

Till, like a sea of glory,

It spreads from pole to polej

Till o'er our ransomed nature

The Lamb for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,

In bliss returns to reign !

Reginald Heber.

1120 STfje Dan of Jubilff.

How beauteous on the mountains,

The feet of him that brings,

Like streams from living fountains,

Good tidings of good things;

That publisheth salvation,

And jubilee release,

To every tribe and nation,

God's reign of joy and peace

!

2 Lift up thy voice, O watchman !

And shout, from Ziou's towers,

Thy hallelujah chorus,

—

"The victory Is ours!"

The Lord shall build up Zioii

In glory and renown,

And Jesus, Judah's lion,

Shall wear his rightful crown.

3 Break forth in hymns of gladness,

waste Jerusalem !

Let songs, instead of sadness,

Thy jubilee proclaim :

The Lord, in strength victorious,

(Jpon thy foes hath trod ;

Btdiold, earth ! the
|

Salvation of our God !

in Cough.
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1121 ?Tf)r Call to Snfaitf.

"We are living, we are dwelling,

In a grand and awful time,

In an age on ages telling

;

To be living is sublime.

Hark, the waking up of nations,

Gog and Magog to the fray

:

Hark, what soundeth ? is creation

Groaning for its latter day ?

2 Worlds are charging, heaven beholding,

Thou hast but an hour to fight

;

Now the blazoned cross unfoldiug,

On, right onward, for the right

!

On ! let all the soul within you
For the truth's sake go abroad.

Strike, let every nerve and sinew

Tell on ages, tell for God.
Arthur Cleveland Coxe.

1122 HJomr iSissionB.

Goodly were thy tents, Israel,

Spread along the river's side,

Bright thy star which rose prophetic,

Herald of dominion wide

;

Fairer are the homes of freemen,

Scattered o'er our broad domain;
Brighter is our rising day-star,

Ushering in a purer reign.

2 Welcome to the glorious freedom,

"Which our fathers hither brought
;

Welcome to the priceless treasure,

Which with constant faith they sought,

—

See, from every nation gathering,

Swarming myriads throng our coasts,

Hear, with steady steps advancing,

Ceaseless tread of countless hosts.

3 God of nations ! our Preserver,

Hear our prayers, our counsels bless;

Lift o'er all thy radiant banner,

On these souls tby love impress;

From thy throne of boundless blessing,

O'er our land thy Spirit pour

;

In the grandeur of thine empire,

Heign supreme from shore to shore !

Samuel Wo'.loK.

1123 "IBrstiDarD."

Hark ! the sound of angel-voices

Over Bethlehem's star-lit plain

;

Hark ! the heavenly host rejoices,

Jesus comes on earth to reign.

See celestial radiauee beaming,
Lighting np the midnight sky;

'Tis the promised day-star gleaming,

'T is the day-spring from on high.

2 Westward, all along the ages,

Trace its pathway clear and bright

;

Star of hope to I

!

Radiant now with gospel light.

Angels from the real-:

• en earth delight to sing
;

Christian, tell the wondroos story,

Go proclaim the Saviour King!
Mrv KcUcca Phtrnix Coe.
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Hail to the Lord's anoint -ed, Great David's greater Son ! Hail, in the time ap-point - cd,
D. 6.—To take a- way transgression,

ft. - 0—p '—
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Andrule in eq-i

1124 tfBaIm 72.—^art £.

Hail to the Lord's anointed,

Great David's greater Son

!

Hail, in the time appointed,

His reign oh earth begun

!

He comes to break oppression,

To set the captive free,

To take away transgression,

And rule in equity.

2 He comes, with succor speedy,

To those who suffer wrong;
To help the poor and needy,

And bid the weak be strong

;

To give them songs for sighing,

Their darkness turn to light,

"Whose souls, condemned and dying,

Were precious in his sight.

3 For him shall prayer unceasing

And daily vows ascend
;

His kingdom still increasing,

A kingdom without end.

The heavenly dew shall nourish

A seed in weakness sown,

"Whoso fruit shall spread and flourish,

And shako like Lebanon.

4 O'er every foo victorious :

,

Ho on his throne shall rest

;

From ago to age more glorious.

All-blessing and all-blessed.

The tide of time shall never

His covenant remove

;

His name shall stand for ever

;

That name to us is— Love.
James Montgomery.

1125 I3salm 72.-13art EL

He shall come down like showers

Upon the fruitful earth,

And love, and joy, like flowers,

Spring in his path to birth:

Before him, on the mountains,

Shall peace the herald go,

And righteousness in fountains

From hill to valley flow.

2 Arabia's desert-ranger

To him shall bow the knee;

The Ethiopian stranger

His glory conic to see :

With offerings of devotion,

Ships from the isles shall meet,

To pour the wealth of ocean

In tribute at his feet.

3 Kings shall fall down before him,

And gold and ineense bring:

All nations shall adore bin ;

His praise all people Sing ;

For he shall have dominion

I Per river, sea. and shore.

Far as the eagle's pinion

Or dove's light wing can soar.
J.imcs Montgomery.
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The morning light is breaking; The darkness dis-ap-pears! The sons of earth are wak-ing To pen-i-ten-tial tears;

1 1 2 G Cf> f ^Horning ILigtjt.

The morning 1 light is breaking;

The darkness disappears!

The sons of earth are waking
To penitential tears

;

Each breeze that sweeps the ocean
Brings tidings from afar,

Of nations in commotion,
Prepared for Zion's war.

2 See heathen nations bending
Before the God we love,

And thousand hearts ascending
In gratitude above

;

"While sinners, now confessing,

The gospel call obey,

And seek the Saviour's blessing

—

A nation in a day.

3 Blest river of salvation

!

Pursue thine onward way;
Flow thou to every nation,

Nor in thy richness stay

:

Stay not till all the lowly

Triumphant reach their home

:

Stay not till all the holy

Proclaim— " The Lord is come!"
Samuel F. Smith.

1127 Israel.—lis. IV

Oh, that the Lord's salvation

Were out of Zion come,

To heal his ancient nation.

To lead his outcasts home

!

How long the holy city

Shall heathen feet profane ?

Return, Lord, in pity,

Rebuild her walls again.

2 Let fall thy rod of terror,

Thy saving grace impart

;

Roll back the vail of error,

Release the fettered heart

;

Let Israel, home returning,

Their lost Messiah see

;

Give oil of joy for mourning,
And bind thy Church to thee.

Henry F. Lyte.

1 1 ,iO Departing fHisaienarifS.

Roll on, thou mighty ocean;
And, as thy billows flow,

Bear messengers of mercy
To every land below.

Arise, ye gales, and waft them
Safe to the destined shore;

That man may sit in darkr.

And death's black shade no morej

2 thou eternal Ruler,

Who boldest in thine arm
The tempests of the ocean,

Protect them from all harm!
Thy presence, Lord, be with them,

Win

:

Though far from OS, who love then;.

Still let them be with thee.
J ifflcs Tdmeston.
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O'er the gloomy hills ofdarkn

Cbe Cburcb of <3oo.

s,Cheefedby no ce-les-tial ray, Sun of Righteousness! a- ris-ing,

>ringthebright,thegloriousday;Sendthegospel,Sendthe gos-pel To theearth'sre-mot-estbound.

JX2«/ Sun of Bigfjtfousnras.

O'er the gloomy hills of darkness,

Cheered by no celestial ray,

Sun of Righteousness ! arising,

Bring the bright, the glorious day

;

Send the gospel

To the earth's remotest bound.

2 Kingdoms wide that sit in darkness,—
Grant them, Lord ! the glorious light

:

And, from eastern coast to western,

May the rnoruing chase the night

;

And redemption,

Freely purchased, win the day.

3 Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel!

Win and conquer, never ceasa

;

2>Iay thy lasting, wide dominions
Multiply and still increase

;

Sway the scepter,

Saviour ! all the world around.
Willi.im Williams

1130 "HaUehW"

Hallelujah ! best and sweetest

Of the hymns of praise above

;

Ilallelujah ! thou rcpcatest,

Angel Host, these notes of love

;

This ye utter,

While your golden harps ye move.

2 HaHelnjah ! Church Victorious,

Join the concert of the sky

;

Hallelujah ! bright and glorious,

Lift, yo Saints, this strain on high}

We, poor (\

Join not yet your melody.

3 Hallelujah ! strains of gladness,

Suit not souls with anguish torn
j

Hallelujah ! sounds of sadness

Best become the heart forlorn

;

Our offences.

We with bitter tears must mourn.

4 But our earnest supplication,

Holy God, we raise to thee
;

Visit us with thy salvation,

Make us all thv joys to see.

Hallelujah

!

Ours at length this strain shall be.
John Chandler, tr.

1181 C&'e Go*prt fcerart.

On the mountain's top appearing,

Lo! the sacred herald stands,

Welcome, news to Zion bearing

—

Zion long in hostile lands

:

Mouruiug captive

!

God himself shaU loose thy bauds.

2 Has thy night been long and mournful ?

Have thy friends unfaithful proved?
Have thy foes beeu proud and scornful?

Bjr thy sighs aud tears unmoved?
Cease thy mourning;

Zion still is well beloved.

3 God, thy God, will now restore thee;

He himself appears thy Friend

;

All thy foes shall tleo before thee

;

Here their boasts and triumphs end

:

Great deliveranco

Zion's King will surely send.
Thomas Kelly.
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Saints of God! the dawn isbright'ning,To-ken of our com-ingLord;

1132 flJOTr.r fHissioiw.

Saints of God ! the dawn is brightening,

Token of our coming Lord

;

O'er the earth the field is whitening

;

Louder rings the Master's word,

—

"Pray for reapers

In the harvest of the Lord."

2 Now, Lord ! fulfill thy pleasure,

Breathe upon thy chosen band,

And, with pentecostal measure,

Send forth reapers o'er our land,

—

Faithful reapers,

Gathering sheaves for thy right hand

TULLY. 7s, 6s. D.

3 Broad the shadow of our nation,

Eager millions hither roam

;

Lo ! they wait for thy salvation

;

Come, Lord Jesus ! quickly come

!

By thy Spirit,

Bring thy ransomed people home.

4 Soon shall end the time of weeping,

Soon the reaping time will come,

—

Heaven and earth together keeping

God's eternal Harvest Home

:

Saints and angels

!

Shout the world's great Harvest Home.
Mrs. Mary Maxwell.

Lowell Mason.

( Our country's voice is pleading, Ye men of God, arise

I His providence is lead-ing, The(0;

D.C.—Wide fields,for harvest whiti

Da;-gleams a:

acvumn } land before you lies;

ig, In- ( Oi/i it ) vite the reaper's toil.

o'eritbright'niU6 ,

And promise clothes the soil;

1133 Iftomr iHissicnS.

Our country's voice is pleading,

Ye men of God, arise!

His providence* is leading,

The laud before you lies

;

Day-gleams are o'er it brightening,

And promise clothes the soil

;

Wide fields, for harvest whitening,

Invite the reaper's toil.

2 The love of Christ unfolding;

Speed on from east to west,

Till all, his cross beholding,

In him are fully blest.

Author of salvation,

Haste, haste the glorious day.

When we, a ransomed nation,

Thy scepter shall obey.
a F. knl-r



458 Zbc Cburcb of <5oD.
WESLEY, lis, 10s.

^I^CTEGOpg

8fee Srombt. 3 k°" in the desert rich flowers are

Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad a. rjl 1

,

b h Streams ever copious are gliding along

;

t
m
^
imn^; Loud from the mountain-tops echoes are

Joy to the lands that in darkness have lain! «:«.«:««

Hushed be the accents of sorrow and
mourning

;

Zion in triumph begins her mild reign.

2 Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad

morning,

Long by the prophets of Israel foretold

;

Hail to the millions from bondage return-

ing;

Gentile and Jew the blest vision behold.

ST. BARNABAS. 8s, 6s.

ringing.

Wastes rise in verdure, and mingle in

song.

4 See, from all lands—from the isles of

the ocean,

Praise to Jehovah ascending on high
;

Fallen are the engines of war and commo-
tion,

Shouts of salvation are rending the sky.
Thomas Hastings.

J. B. Dv»W^^PS
Send thou,0 Lord.to overy placo Swift messengers before thyface.The heralds of thy wondrous grace, Where thou, thyself, wilt come.

^gggfr
1 1 35 Wrratoa of tfjt Utiifl.

Send thou, Lord, to every place

Swift messenger* before thy face,

aids of thy wondrous grace,

Where thou, thyself, wilt come.

2 Sendmen whose eyeshave seen the King!
Men in ring;

ich thy losl ones home to bring;

them where thou wil( i

3 Tobrii to souls id sin ;

The bruised and broken hearts to win i

In every place to bring them in
;

Where thou, thyself, wilt o

4 Gird each one with the Spirit's sword,

The sword Of thine own deathless word
;

And make them conquerors, conquering

Lord,

Where thou, thyself, will come.

up, Lord the Holy Ghost,

From this broad land a mighty host,

Their war-cry, "We will seek the lost,

Wh< re thou, () Christ, wilt come!"
:: I. Gales.



ZEPHYR. L. M.

Cbc Christian's ©catb.

4n

Why should we start, and fear to die ?

What timorous worms we mortals are

!

Death is the gate of endless joy,

And yet we dread to enter there.

2 The pains, the groans, the dying strife

Fright our approaching souls away

;

We still shrink back again to life,

Fond of our prison and our clay.

1137 Bfatfj oflfjr Bigfjtfoua;

How blest the righteous when he dies,—

When sinks a weary soul to rest

!

How mildly beam the closing eyes!

How gently heaves the expiring breast

!

2 So fades a summer- cloud away

;

So sinks the gale when storms are o'er
j

So gently shuts the eye of day

;

So dies a wave along the shore.

3 Oh, if my Lord would come and meet, 3 A holy quiet reigns around,

—

My soul should stretch her wings in haste, A calm which life nor death destroys

;

Fly fearless through death's iron gate, And naught disturbs that peace profound,

Nor feel the terrors as she passed. Which his unfettered soul enjoys.

4 Jesus can make a dying bed
Feel soft as downy pillows are,

While ou his breast I lean my head,

And breathe my life out sweetly there

!

4 Life's labor done, as sinks the/ clay,

Light from its load the spirit flies

;

While heaven and earth combine to say,—
"How blest the righteous when he dies!"

Mrs. Anna L. Barbauld.

REST. L. M.

111,!

PiJj flrJjjM ijpjm\ jU j Jji

«

\V. B. Bradbury.

u

1 J 38 " *sIffP in 3csus."

Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep
!'

From which none ever wake to weep
A calm and undisturbed repose,

Unbroken by the last of foes.

2 Asleep in Jesus ! oh, how sweet

To be for such a slumber meet

!

With holy confidence to sing

That death hath lost its venomed sting!

3 Asleep in Jesus ! peaceful

waking is supremely I

No fear—no woe, shall dim the hour
That manifests the Saviour's power.

in Jesus! oh, for me
May such a blissful refuge be

:

Securely shall my ashes lie,

And wait the summons from on high.

5 Asleep in Jesus ! far from thee

Thy kindred and tlnir graves may be:
But thine is still a blessed shop
From which none ever wake to weep.



460 Zbc Christian's Dcatb.
CAP.OLYN. C. M. D. Arr. by EmmelaR.

^H^rV -+-^-0-+- ^^S
Be - hold the west-em evening light! It melts in deepening gloom: So calm-!y Christians

-£~
, • ' 0—0—0-, _ . . -, r^-^i > ^-r^ J**-

sink a - way, De - scending to the tomb. The windsbreathe low, the with'ring leaf Scarce

fee-

1130 *«*'« *«*»*

Behold the western evening light!

It melts in deepening gloom

:

So calmly Christians sink away,
Descending to the toml>.

The winds breathe low, the withering leaf

Scarce whispers from the tree

:

So gently flows the parting breath,

When good men cease to be.

2 How beautiful on all the hills

The crimson light is sled !

'T is like the peace the Christian gives

To mourners round his bed.

ITow mildly on the wandering cloud

The snnset beam is casi

!

'Tis like the memory left behind

When loved ones breathe their last.

3 And now above the dews of night

The rising star appears:

So faith springs in the heart of thoso

Whose <••
• 1 are bathed in tears.

BqI soon the morning's happier light

It ; -lory thai] rest

And eyelids thai are 1 sled in death

Shall wake to close no more.
w

11 40 "Xumbrr Our Dae"-"

Beneath our feet and o'er our head
Is equal warning given

;

Beneath us lie the countless dead,

Above us is the heaven

!

Death rides on every passing breeze,

And lurks in every flower

;

Each season hath its own disease,

Its peril every hour!

2 Our eyes have seen the rosy light

Of youth's soft'' cheek di

And fate descend in sadden night

On manhood's middle day.

Our eyes have .seen the steps of age
Halt feebly to the tomb

;

And yet shall earth our hearts engage,

And dreams of days to come?

3 Then, mortal, torn! thy dangerknow;
Where'er thy fool can

The earth rings hollow from below,

And warns thee of her dead !

Turn, mortal, turn! thy soul apply
To truths divinely given :

!. who anderneath thee lie,

Shall live for hell or hi awn !



Cbc Christian's Bcatb. 461

s^ii^iggp^g^i^fi

1141 Coinfl f>omt—Ubil. 3 : 20.

No, NO, it is not dying

To go unto our God

;

This gloomy earth forsaking,

Our journey homeward taking,

Along the starry road.

2 No, no, it is not dying

Heaven's citizen to be

;

A crown immortal wearing,

And rest unbroken sharing,

From care and conflict free.

CHINA. C M. [Original Form.]

3 No, no, it is not dying

The Shepherd's voice to know

;

His -
. ep he ever leadeth,

His peaceful flock he feedeth,

Where liviug pastures grow.

4 Oh, no! this is not dying,

Thou Saviour of mankind

!

There, streams of love are flowing,

No hindrance ever knowing;
Here, only drops we find.

R. P. Dunn, ^J

mmm^m^^^im

11 42 "t3c art ConECrnt."

Why do we mourn departing friends,

Or shake at death's alarms ?

'T is but the voice that Jesus sends,

To call them to his arms.

2 Are we not tending upward, too,

As fast as time can move ?

Nor would we wish the hours more slow,

To keep us from our love.

3 Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies to the tomb ?

There the dear flesh of Jesus lay,

And scattered all the gloom.

4 The graves of all the saints he 1 I

And softened every bed :

Where should the dying members rest,

But with the dying Bead I

5 Thence he ar - high,

And showed our feet the way
;

Up to the Lord we, too, shall rly

At the great rising-day.

6 Then let the last loud trumpet sound

And bid our kindred

Awake! ye nations under ground;

Ye saints ! ascend the skies.
liaac Wiiu.



Cbc Cbrtetlan'a ©eatb.

Lands the voy-a-ger at last. Fa-ther, in thy

WWiPii
gracious keeping Leave we now thy servant sleeping.

1143 JTunrral Srrfaicf.

NOW THE laborer's task 19 o'er:

Now'the battle-day is past ;

Now upon the farther sboro

Lands the voyager at last.

Father, in thy gracious keeping

Lcavo we now thy servant sleeping.

2 There the tears of earth are dried;

There its bidden things arc clear;

There tlie work of lite is tried

By a juster Judge than here.

Father, in thy gracious keeping

Leave we now thy servant sleeping.

CONGLETOtf. C. M.

3 There the sinful souls that turn

To the cross their dying eyes,

All the love of Christ shall learn

At his feel in Paradise.

Father, in thy gracious keeping

Leave we now thy servant sl<

4 "Earth to earth, and dust to dust;

Calmly now the words we say
;

Leaving him to sleep in trust.

Till the resurrect ion -day.

Father, in thy gracious keeping

Leave wo now thy servant sleeping.

}4{m^ \0^MM0i
Lord, when in si-lent houri I muse Up-on myself and thee, 1 1< to hear the stream of life That runs in • via

fhffifftff
jppwri

jn TfH 1

1
'ii

\ J I {
Emmorlalitn.

. when in silenl hours 1 muse
1 '|.' -i in . m if and the.-,

life

Tint runs invisibly.

2 Then know 1 what I

How fleeting are my
Kciiicuii" r me, my ( tod, not !< t

My end be my dispi

3 Oh, think upon me for :•.

Though httl. ; I 1 .1 • ;

My hope and my forgiving Friend

Thou bast been hith<

4 My joy, when truest joy I have,

It OOmeS to me from heaven ;

My strength, when 1 from weakness nae,
[i by thy Spirit given.

q And while he shines as he has ihone,

Whom thou hast made my stay,

in but gently Boat m<

Not 1- :



Zbc Cbnatlan'a Steatb.
BEYOlfD-Ctant

H'it) "IotU, carrg >*ot."

Beyond the smiling and the weeping, I

I shall be soon
; 1

1

Beyond he waking and the sleeping,
|

Beyond the sowing and the reaping,
|

I shall be soon.
j|

Ref.— Love, rest and home ! Sweet home

!

Lord, tarry not, but come.

2 Beyond the blooming and the fading,
I

I shall be soon;
||

Beyond the shining and the shading,
|

Beyond the hoping and the dreading,
|

I shall be soon. ||
— Ref.

SHAIWN. C. M.

3 Beyond the rising and the setting,
|

I shall be soon;
||

Beyond the calming and the fretting,
|

Beyond remembering and forgetting,
|

I shall be soon.
|

— Uzt.

4 Beyond the parting and the meeting,
J

I shall be soon ; ||

Beyond the farewell and the greeting.
|

Beyond the pulse's fever beating,
|

I shall be soon.
|j
— Ref.

5 Beyond the frost-chain and the fever,
|

I shall be soon;
|]

Beyond the rock-waste and the river,
|

Beyond the ever and the nc •

I shall be soon. ||
— Ref.

Horatius Bonar.

When downward to the darksome tomb I thoughtful tura my eyes, Frail nature trembles at \j* gloom, And anxioas fears a-ris*.

'*^m
The grave again shall yield her trust,

And end my deep repose.

4 My Lord, before to glory gone.

Shall bid me come away
;

And calm and bright shall break the

Of heaven's eternal day.

5 Then let my faith each fear dispel.

And gild with light the grave
;

To him my lofl -veil,

\VLo died, from death to save

Jl4(> Brsumrtion SuTr.

When downward to the darksome tomb
I thoughtful turn my eyes,

Frail nature trembles at the gloom,

And anxious fears arise.

2 Why shrinks my soul?— in death's em-
Once Jesus captive poracc

And angels, hovering o'er the place,

His owly pillow kept.

3 Thus shall they guard my sleeping dust,

And, as the Saviour rose,



464 Sbc Christian's Dcatb.

NEARER HOME. S. M. D. I. B. WOODBL'RV.

In that word; 'Tis im-mor-tal- i • ty. Here, in the bod - y pent. Absent from thee I

• » !

- +—

1

1
*-&—1-* #—#—

I

0-

p^^^ff^pgpm^g^^

1147 "JToTlifarr."

"For ever with the Lord!"
So, Jesus ! let it be

;

Life from the dead is in that word j

'T is immortality.

Here, in the body pent,

Absent from thee I roam

:

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent

A day's inarch nearer home.

•2 My Father's house on high,

Home of my soul ! how near,

At times to faith's aspiring eye,

Thy golden gat< a appear!

"For ever with the Lord!"
Father, if 'tis thy will,

The promise of thy gracious word
Ev'n here to me fulfill.

3 So, when my latesl breath

Shall rend the vail in twain,

By d<ath 1 shall escape from death,

And life eternal gain.

Knowing a I am known,

all I love thai word,

And oft repeat before the throne,

"For ever with the Lord!''
J.imci Montgomery

1148 "Nearer."

One sweetly solemn thought

Comes to me o'er and o'er,

—

Nearer my home, to-day, am I

Than e'er I 've been before.

Nearer my Father's house,

Where many mansions be;

Nearer to-day the gnat white throne,

Nearer the crystal Bea.

2 Nearer the bound of life,

Where burdens are laid down
;

Nearer to leave the heavy cross *,.

Nearer to gaiu the crown.

But, lying dark between,

Winding down through the night,

Their rolls the <]>•(']> and unknown stream

That lead., at last to hght.

3 Ev'n now, perchance, my feet

Arc slipping on the brink,

And I, to-day, am nearer home,i-

Nearer than now I think.

Father, perfect my trust

!

Strengthen my power of faith f

Nor Let me Btand, at last, alone

Upon the more of death.



Cbe Cbristlan's Beatb.

ATHALII 8. H. D

* of. '-st "i 'i—m—

r

Ser - varit of God, well done! Rest from thy loved em - ploy : The bat - tie fought the

! I I

s
I !

o- - I i I I M I

ii^g^iad4^pfefeid4#£ii

1149 Bratl; of a Tehran.

Servant of God, well done!
Rest from thy loved employ

:

The battle fought, the victory won,
Enter thy Master's joy!

The voice at midnight came
j

He started up to hear

;

A mortal arrow pierced his frame

;

He fell, but felt no fear.

2 At midnight came the cry,

"To meet thy God prepare!"

He woke, and caught his Captain's eye;

Then, strong in faith and prayer,

His spirit with a bound
Left its encumbering clay

:

His tent, at sunrise, on the ground
A darkened ruin lay.

3 The pains of death are past,

Labor and sorrow <

And life's long warfare closed at last,

His soul is found in •

Soldier of Christ, well done

!

Praise bo thy new employ

;

And, while eternal ages run,

Rest in thy Saviour's joy.

1150 Cfjf Pious Dra*.

For all thy saints, Lord,

"Who strove in Christ to live,

Who followed him, obeyed, adored,

Our grateful hymn receive.

For all thy saints, God,
Accept our thankful cry,

Who counted Christ their great reward,

And yearned for him to die.

2 Thy mystic members fit

To join thy saints above,

In one unmixed communion knit,

And fellowship of love.

They all, in life and "death,

With thee, their Lord, in view,

Learned from thy Holy Spirit's breath

To suffer and to do.

3 For this thy name we bless,

And humbly beg that we
May follow them in h

And live and die in thee.

To God, the Father, i

And Spirit. .

The One in Three, the Three in One,

Be endless praise addi



466
VOX ANGELICA. P. M.

4-

Hark, hark, my soull an - gel

Cbe Cbrtettan^ Bcatb.

: songs are swell - ing O'er earth's gTeen fields and o-cean's wave-beat shore :

How sweet the truth those bless-ed st: e tell • ing Of that new life when sia shall be

An - gels of light, wel • come the

it

Cb 4A'i «ll

pil - grims of the night, Sing - ing to wel - come the pil • grims, the pil - grims of the night.

1151 "QtVtblib."

Hark, hark, my soul! angelic songs aro

swelling

O'er earth's green fields and ocean's

wave-beat shore:

How sweet the truth those blessed strains

arc telling

Of that new life when sin shall be no more.

RlF.—Angels of Jesus, angels of light,

Singing to welcome the pilgrims of t he night.

2 Onward we go, for still we hear them

tinging, [eomej

Come, weary souls, for Jesus bids you

And through the dark, its echoes .sweetly

ringing,

The music of thegospcl leads us honie.—REF,

3 Far, far away, like bells at evening peal-

ing,

The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and
sea

;

And laden souls, by thousands meekly
stealing,

Kind Shepherd, turn their weary Bt4 1 I

to thee.— Ref.

4 Angels, sing on, your faithful watches

keeping,

Sing us sweet fragments of tin

Till morning's joy shall end the night of

ping,

And Ufe'8 long shadows break in cloud-

less love.— Etlf) milMitt w.u'ct



Cbe Christian's Dcatb.
CARKIH C<ELI. P. 81.

467

Of th*t new life when sin ehail be no more. Angels of Je - $ns, Angels of light, Singing to wel-come the pilgrims of the night.

EH— ' f HJ_jo l
"- lt-~^ -Mf"-

!' 'HlA^^^I^B I p l
i W-H-sIll

1152 fcilgrimfl oflfjf Nigf>t. _ . , , , , .*
, . , ....*,,. „ ,, Faith's journey ends in welcome to tho

Darker than night life's snadows fall ™.>M .

arounci us. And heaven, the heart's true home, will
And like benighted men, we miss our come at last. - Ref.

mark
;

God hides himself, and grace hath scarce- 3 Cheer up, my soul ! faith's moonbeams
ly found as, softly glisten

Ere death finds out his victims in the Upon the breast of life's most troubled
dark.— Ref. sea;

_
, ,,.,., , And it will cheer thy drooping heart to

2 Rest comes at length, though lite be
listen

long and dreary, To those brave s
-

ongs ^^^ &uge\s mean
The day must dawn, and darksome.

for thee. Ref.
night be past

) Frederick W. Faber

OBERLAND. P. 1 Swiss Melody.

ga^jj^g&E^ i r
1 1

,Ymm i
>

An-gels of light, Sing-ing to welcome the pilgrims of the night, Sing-ing to welcome the pilgrims ot the night.

i m- ±-^

—

u———-*>
i ^ '

1 >> i » -*-
^^ MS b - - - •



Gbc Cbrfsttan'e 2>eatb.

H. J Gauntlett.

lives land this v s know.Thou, O Grave, canst not Al - le - lu - ial A • men.

i^^p^^^feiaafefep
1153 "gf sfjall Eifac also."

Jesus lives ! no longer now
Can thy terrors, Death, appall us

:

t
Jesus lives ! and this we know,
Thou, Grave, canst not enthrall us.

2 Jesus lives : henceforth is death

But the gate of life immortal

;

This shall calm our trembling breath,

When we pass its gloomy portal.

LONG HOME. 7s, 8s. 7s.

r
3 Jesus lives : our hearts know well

Naught from us his love shall sever

;

Life, nor death, nor powers of hell

Tear us from his keeping ever.

4 Jesus lives : to him the throne

Over all the world is given :

May we go where he is gone,

Rest and reign with him in heaven.
Frances E. Cox, ti

A. S. Sullivan.

J^p^ii^i^iS^l^^SP
Tender Shepherd, thou hast stilled Now thy little lamb's briefweeping: Ah,how peaceful, pale,and mild

-f—p—(g , g g » P ,r> f> *r*T-^—i-f"-"£Lrf-f-fef»

pmm&tĝ ^&m^
In its narrow bed 'tis sleeping! And no sigh of anguish sore Heaves that little bo - som more.

Iiirfifrrfifpw
1154 Dcatfj of n lilllf fffjilU.

Tsndeb Shepherd, thou hasl stilled

Now thy little lamb's brief weeping:

Ah, how peaoefol, pale, and mild

In it ^ narrow bed 't is sleeping!

And no sigh of anguish Bore

J leave., that little bosom nioro.

2 Ah, Lord Jesus, grant that wo
Where it lives may toon be living,

Ami the lovely past in

That its heavenly food an giving;

Then the gain of death wo prove,

Though thou take what most we love.
C athc rn,( Winkworth, Ir.



tTbc Christian's 2>eatb.

LEOMTNSTEB. S. M.

ffmfe

%\-^mmf^m^
A few more years shall roll, A few more come, And we shall be with those that rest A-sleep with-in the tomb:

' " " I If I I I N#^

1155 "S litllt ES&ilr."

A few raore years shall roll,

A few raore seasons come,

And we shall' be with those that rest

Asleep within the tomb

:

REr.— Then, my Lord, prepare

My soul for that great day

;

Oh, wash ni(; in thy precious blood,

And take my sins away.

2 A few more suns shall set

O'er these dark hills of time,

And we shall be where suns are not,

A far serener clime :

—

Ref.

3 A few more storms shall beat

On this wild rocky shore,

And we shall be where tempests cease,

And surges swell no more:

—

Ref.
'

4 A few more struggles here,

A few more partings o'er,

A few more toils, a few more tears,

And we shall weep no more :

—

Ref.

$ 'T is but a little while

And ho .shall oomo again,

Who died that we might live, who lives

That we with him may reign :— Ref.
Horatius Donar.

J. E. Sweetser.

ia not death to die— To leave this wear;

1

§£*

1 1 5G "CHfjrrt i3 £f;Ti rictorn?"

It is not death to die—
To leave this weary road,

And 'raid the brotherhood on high,

To be at home with God.

2 It is not death to close

The eye long dframed by tears,

And wake, in glorious repose

To spend eternal years.

3 It is not deatli to h
The wrench that sets us frco

road, And 'mid the broth-er-hood on high, To be at home with God.

1 - r*.

From dungeon chain,— to- breathe the air

Of boundless liberty.

4 It is not death to fling

Aside this sinful dust,

And rise, on strong exulting wing,

To live among the just.

5 Jesus, thou Prince of life !

Thy chosen cannot die ;

Like thee, they conquer in the strife,

To reign with thee on high.
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Zbc Christian's Deatb,
A. S. Sullivan.

1157 BurialofaCbiltJ.

Let no tears to-day be shed,

Holy is this narrow bed. Alleluia

!

2 Death eternal life bestows,

Open heaven's portal throws. Alleluia!

3 Not salvatiou hardly won,

Not the meed of race well run : Alleluia

!

4 But the pity of the Lord
Gives his child a full reward : Alleluia

!

TAPHOS. P. M.

5 Grants the prize without the course

;

Crowns, without the battle's force. Alleluia!

6 God, who loveth innocence, .

Hastes to take his darling hence. Alleluia!

7 Christ, when this sad life is done,

Join us to thy little one. Alleluia

!

8 And in ihine own tender love,

Brhag us to the ranks above. Alleluia! Amen.
Richard F. Littledale. tr.

J. Baknby.

1 15S " ai1 in 3cBua fc'ffp'Hs-"

Sleep thy last sleep, free from care and
sorrow

;

[morrow

;

Rest, where none weep,*till the eternal

Though dark waves roll o'er the silent

river,

Thy fainting soul Jesus can deliver.

2 Life's dream is past, all its sin, its sadness

;

Brightly at last dawns a day of gladness.

Under thy sod, earth, receive our treasure,

To rest in God, waiting all his pleasure.

3 Though wo may mourn thoso in life tho

dearest, [pearcst

!

They shall return, Christ, when thou ap-

Soon shall thy voice comfort those now
weeping,

Bidding rejoice all in Jesus sleeping.
Edward A. Dayman.

Lowell Mason.

\ I ,y\) En Brmtantnt

i "Thy will be
|
done!" || In devious way The hurrying streain of |

life may run
; ||

.1 our grateful hearts shall say,
| "Thy will be ! d

2 "Tby will bo
|
done!" || If <>'< r us Bhine A gladdening and a

|

prosperous
|
sun,

||

This prayer will make it knore divine —
|
"Thy will be

|

-

:

3 "Thy will be
|
done!" || Though shrouded o'er Our path with

|

gloom, || one com-
fort — one

I

I i bit athe, while we adore
( I

"Thy will be
I

(l<>n('.
, '



Zbc Christian's Beatb.
RUTHERFORD. P. M.

47 •

The sands of time are sink-ing; The dawn of heav-en breaks; The summer morn I've

mmm=?F*mmt¥f^
sighed for, The fair, sweet

ja4mm±ik±i!£mm
wakes. Dark, dark hath beer, the mid - night ; But

m
£ =4$i=$4^&=4z&+tt

day-spring is at hand, And glo • ry— glo • ry dwell -eth In Im • man • uel's land.

1160 h Emmanuel'* S^nto."

The stands of time are sinking
j

The dawn of heaven breaks
;

s

The summer morn I 've sighed for,

The fair, sweet morn awakes.

Dark, dark hath been the midnight
j

But dayspring is at hand,

And glory— glory dwelleth

In Immanuel's land.

2 Oh, Christ ! he is the fountain,

The deep, sweet well of love

;

The streams on earth I've tasted,

More deep I '11 drink above

;

There to an ocean fullness

His mercy doth expand,

And glory— glory dwelleth

In Inimauuel's laud.

3 "With mercy and with judgment
My web of time he wove,

And aye the dews of sorrow

Were fostered by his love

;

I '11 .bless the hand that guided,

I'll bless the heart that planned,

When throned where glory dwelleth,

In Immanuel's land.
Mrs. Ann; R. Cousin.

1161 "^ ia fcoust of tHinr."

On, Christ, he is the fountain,

The deep, sweet well of love

!

The streams on earth I 've tasted,

More deep I '11 drink above

:

There to an ocean fullness

His mercy doth expand,

And glory— glory dwelleth

In Immanuel's land.

2 Oh, I am my Beloved's,

And my Beloved 's mine !

He brings a poor vile sinner

Into his "house of wine!"

I stand upon his merit,

I know no other stand,

Not ev'n where glory dwelleth

In Immanuel's land.

3 The bride eyes not her garment,

But her dear Bridegroom'!

I will not gaze at glory,

But on my King of Grace—
Not at the crown he giveth,

But on his pierced hand—
The Lamb is all the glory

Of Immanuel's land.
•tR. Cousa
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MIItlBAH. C. P. M.

Zbc General Su&gment.

te^=a=^aaHj: ail j-£g
When thou, my righteousjudge.shalt come To take thy ran-somed peo- pie home, Shall

I a-mongthem stand ? ( Shall such a worth
{ Who sometimes am

1 1 62 c^ Crifcunal.

"When thou, my righteous Judge, shaltcome
To take thy ransomed people home,

Shall I among them stand ?

Shall such a worthless worm as I,

Who sometimes am afraid to die,

Be found at thy right hand ?

2 I love* to meet thy people now,

Before thy feet with them to bow,
Though vilest of them all

j

BREST. 89,78,4s.

Be found at thy right hand?

Tn ii,

But, can I bear the piercing thought,

"What if my name should be left out,

When thou for them shalt call?

3 Among thy saints let me be found,

Whene'er the archangel's trump shall sound,

To see thy smiling face

;

Then loudest of the throng I '11 sing,

While heaven's resounding mansions ring

With shouts of sovereign grace.
Lady Huntington.

Day ofjudg-ment!day of won-ders ! Hark!—thetrumpet's aw - ful sound, Loud-er than a

'thousand thunders,Shakes the vast crea-tion round: How the summons Will the sinner's heart confoundl

"J. . J.

pN^##^
1163 "D.uirf 0M»CtS.-

Day of judgment ! day of wonders 1

Hark ! —the trumpet's awful sound,

Louder than B thousand thunders,

Shakes the vasl creation round:

How the summons
Will the tinner's heart obnfound!

e Judge, our nature •

Clothed in majesty dh ine

!

Yen, who long for his appearing,

Then shall say. u This God is miue

!

Gracious Saviour

!

Own mo in that day for thine.

3 At his call, the dead awaken,
Riso to life from eartli and sea;

All the powers of nature, shaken

Jjy his looks, prepare to flee:

Careless sinner I

What will then become of I

John Nc«
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C Great God! what do I eeeandhearl The end of things ere - at - ed I >

(The Judge of man I see ap-pear, On clouds of glo - ry seat-ed: > The trumpet sounds; the

Or''*'* * ' f"
'—"*"* ^^^

graves re -store The dead which they con-taincd be • fore; Pre- pare, my soul, to meet him.

X 104: impart to £3rtt CoS.

Great God, what do I see and hear

!

The end of things created!

The Judge of man I see appear,

On clouds of glory seated:

The trumpet sounds ; the graves restore

The dead which they contained before

;

Prepare, my soul, to meet him.

2 The dead in Christ shall first arise,

At the last trumpet's sounding

—

Caught up to meet him in the skies,

With joy their Lord surrounding;

Xo gloomy fears their souls dismay,

His presence sheds eternal day
On those prepared to meet him,

3 But sinners, filled with guilty fears,

Behold his wrath prevailing

;

For they shall rise, and find their tears

And sighs are unavailing

:

The day of grace is past and gone
;

Trembling they stand before the throne.

All unprepared to meet him.

4 Great God ! what do I see and hear

!

The end of things created

!

The Judge of man I see appear,

On clouds of glory seated :

Beneath his cross I view the day
When heaven and earth shall pass away,
And thus prepare to meet him.

1 1 65 " *nt0 Efcin.' Santo."

Ween my last hour is close at hand,
My last sad journey taken,

Do thou, Lord Jesus ! by me stand

;

Let me not be forsaken

:

Lord ! my spirit I resign

Into thy loving hands divine
;

'T is saie within thy keeping.

2 Countless as sands upon the shore,

My sins may then appall me

;

Yet, though my conscience vex me soro,

Despair shall not enthrall me

;

For as I draw my latest breath,

1 '11 think, Lord Christ ! upon thy death
;

And there find consolation.

3 I shall not in the grave remain,

Since thou death's bonds hast severed
j

By hope with thee to rise again,

From fear of death delivered,

1 11 come to thee, where'er thou art,

—

Live with thee, from thee never part
j

Therefore I die in rapture.

4 And so to Jesus Christ I '11 go,

My longing arms extending;

So fall asleep, in slumber deep,

Slumber that knows no ending

;

Till Jesus Christ, God's only Son,

Opens the gates of bliss, leads on
To heaven, to life eternal.



474 ttbc "Rest of Deaden.
ALFOED. It, Os, 8i. J. B. Dvkes.

N^iiiW^^^^!^
Ten thousand time* ten thousand, In sparkling raiment bright,The armies of the ransomed saints Throng up tho steeps of light: T is

finished, all is finished, Their fight with death and ein : Fling o-pen wide the gold-en gates, And let the victors in.

J 1 ()() Cfjt SniTtrs of CGoli.

Ten thousand times ten thousand,

In sparkling1 raiment bright,

The armies of the ransomed saints

Throng up the steeps of light

:

>T is finished, all is finished,

Their fight with death and sin

:

Fling open -wide the golden gates,

And let the
-

victors in.

2 What rush of hallelujahs

Fills all the earth and sky

!

What ringing of a thousand harps

Bespeaks the triumph nigh

!

Oh, day, for -which creation

And all its tribes were made

!

Oh, joy, for all its former woes,

A thousand fold repaid

!

WOOBLAIH). C. K. 51.

3 Oh, then -what raptured greetings

On Canaan's happy shore,

What knitting severed friendships up,

Where partings are no more

!

Then eyes with joy shall sparkle,

That - brimmed with tears of late,

Orphans no longer fatherless,

"Nor widows desolate.

4 Bring near thy great salvation,

Thou Lamb for sinners slain

;

Fill up the roll of thine elect,

Then take thy power, and reign

;

Appear, Desire of nations—
Thine exiles long for homo—

Show in the heaven thy promised sign,

Thou Prince and Saviour, come

!

Henry Alford.

^^^^m^m
There is an hour of peace-ful rest, To mourning wand'rers giv'n ; There is a joy foi

mm^mmmm



Zbc "Rest of Ibearcn.
KATEOLIDDEK. 1%, 6i, 8s.

The Homeland! oh, the Homeland! The land of souls free - born ! No gloomy night i

S^P
ImmmimBmm^S^^Tnr

known there, But aye the fade! I "m sighing for that coun • try, My heart is

i^^^i^^Hi tf^ri spBrf ^m*

1167 Cftr fcomilanto.

The Homeland ! oh, the Homeland

!

The land of souls free-born

!

No gloomy night is known there,

But aye the fadeless morn

:

1 'm sighing for that counhy,

My heart is aching here

;

There is no pain in the Homeland
To which I 'm drawing near.

2 My Lord is in the Homeland,

With angels bright and fair;

No sinful thing nor evil,

Can ever enter there

;

The music of the ransomed
Is ringing in my ears,

And when I think of the Homeland,
My eyes are wet with tears.

3 For loved ones in the Homeland
Are waiting me to come

Where neither death nor sorrow
Invades their holy home

:

Oh, dear, dear native country!

Oh, rest and peace above!
Christ bring us all to the Homeland
Of his eternal love.

Hugh Reginald HawcU.

1168 CM. 61. Tuce-WOODLAITD.

There is an hour of peaceful rest,

To mourning wanderers given
5

There is a joy for souls distressed

;

A balm for every wounded breast

:

'T is found above— in heaven.

2 There is a home for weary souls,

By sin and sorrow driven,

—

When tossed on life's tempestuous shoalsj

storm arise, and ocean rolls,

And all is drear— but heaven.

3 There faith lifts up her cheerful eye

To brighter prospects given

;

And views the tempest passing by,

The evening shadows quickly fly,

And all serene— in heaven*

4 There fragrant flowers immortal bloom,

And joys supreme are given ;

There rays divine disperse the gloom:

Beyond the confines of the tomb
Appears the dawn of heaven !

Will.im B. Tir?l8-
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The Father's hpuse! thine own bright home I And thou hast there a place for me!

£*J1

1169 "GMnfi JHaiwfoiw."

Thy Fathers house ! thine own brighthome

!

And thou hast there a place for me

!

Though yet an exile here I roam,

That distant home by faith I see.

2 I see its domes resplendent glow,

Where beams of God's own glory fall;

And trees of life immortal grow,

Whose fruits o'erhang the sapphire wall.

3 I know that thou, who on the tree

Didst deign our mortal guilt to bear,

Wilt bring thine own to dwell with theo,

And waitest to receive me there!

4 Thy love v/ill there array my soul

In thine own robe of spotless hue;

And I shall gaze, while ages roll,

On thee, with raptures ever new {

5 Oh, welcome day ! when thou my feet

Shalt bring tho shining threshold o'er

;

A Father's warm embrace to meet,

And dwell at homo for evermore

!

Kay Talnier.

1170 WmSmVl.

What sinners valuo I resign

;

Lord ! 'tis enough that thou art mine)

:l behold thy blissful face,

And stand complete in righteousness.

2 This life's a dream— an empty show;

But the bright world, to which 1 go,

Hath joys substantial and rim

When shall T wake, and find me there?

3 Oh, glorious hour! oh, blest abode

!

1 shall be near, and like my God

;

And flesh and sin no more control

The sacred pleasures of the soul.

4 My flesh shall slumber in the ground,
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound

;

Then burst the chains, with sweet surprise,

And in my Saviour's image rise

!

Isaac Watts.

1171 "EstftatrjHotScrn."

Now let our souls, on wings sublime,

Rise from the vanities of time,

Draw back the parting vail, and seo

The glories of eternity.

2 Born by a new celestial birth,

Why should we grovel here on earth ?

Why grasp at transitory toys,

So near to heaven's eternal joys?

3 Should aught beguile us on the road,

When we are walkiug back to God ?

For strangers into life wo come,
And dying is but going home.

4 Welcome, sweet hour of full discharge

!

That sets our longing souls at large,

Unbinds our chains, breaks up our evil,

And gives us with cur Cod to dwell.

5 To dwell with God— to feel his love,

Is the full heaven enjoyed above;

And the sweet expectation now
Is the young dawn of heaven below.
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CHENAKGO. L Jt D. Arr. by F. L. Drown.
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wilt bring the joyful day; Be-yond earth's weariness and pains, Thou hast a mansi

far a -way.Whei :, for thine own, a rest remains. No sun there climbs the morning sky, There

:r falls the shade of night, God and the Lamb, for ever nigh, O'e

ft*. * ££* J -M > J /J .>

ail shed ev-er - lasting light.

1172 C&r Bret Apt BnnafnrH.

Lord, thou wilt bring the joyful day

;

Beyond earth's -weariness and pains,

Thou hast a mansion far away,

Whore, for thine own, a rest remains.

No run there climbs the morning sky,

There never falls the shade of night,

God and the Lamb, for ever nigh,

O'er all shed everlasting light..

2 The bow of mercy spans the throne,

Emblem of lovo and goodness there

;

While notes to mortals all unknown.
Float on the calm celestial air.

Around the throne bright legions stand,

Redeemed by blood from sin and hell

;

And shining forms, an angel band,

The mighty chorus join to .swell.

• .-, Lord, thy waj worn'saints shall find

The bliss for which they longed before
j

And holiest sympathies shall bind

Thine own to thee for ever:

Jesus, bring us to that rest,

Where all the ransomed shall be found,

In thine eternal fullness blest,

While ages roll their cycles round.

1173 CEitfj Cfjrist in «5lorr.

On, for a sweet, inspiring ray,

To animate our feeble strains,

From the bright realms of endless day,

The blissful realms, where Jesus reigns.

There, low before his glorious throne,

Adoring saints and angels fall
j

And with delightful worship own
His smile their bliss, their heaven, their all.

2 Immortal glories crown his head,

While tuneful hallelujahs rise,

And love, and joy, and triumph spread

Through all the assemblies of the does.

He smiles, and seraphs lane their songs

To boundless rapture while they gase*;

Ten thousand thousand joyful tongues

Resound his everlasting praise.

U the favorites of the

Shall join at last the heavenl] choir;

Oh. may the joy-inspiring t
;

•

our faith and warn: •

Dear Saviour, let thy Spirit

Our interest in that blissful

Till death remore this mortal rail,

And we behold thy lovely :



478 3be TRest of •fceaven.

CAEBSALEM. 8a, 7s, 7s. Welsh Melody.

Who are these liie Etars ap- pear - ir.£, These, be-fore God's throne who stand I Each a gold -en crown Is wearing;

Who are all this glo - rious band f Al - le • la • ia ! hark they sing, Praia • ing load their heav'nly King.

. , n.P J ?r,rT

H74 «*03r;o art Chest?"

Wno are these like stars appearing,

These, before God's throne who stand ?

Each a golden crown is wearing
j

Who are all this glorious band 1

Alleluia ! hark they sing,

Praising loud their heavenly King.

2 These are they who have contended

For their Saviour's honor long,

Wrestling on till life was ended,

"

Following not the sinful throng:

These, who well the light sustained,

Triumph by the Lamb have gained.

ALL SAINTS. 8s, 7s, 7s.

3 These are they whose hearts were riven,

Sore with woe and anguish tried,

Who in prayer full oft have striven

With the God they glorified

:

Now, their painful conflict o'er,

God has bid them weep no more.-

4 Lo, the Lamb himself now feeds thorn,

On Mount Sion's pastures fair

;

From his central throne ho leads them
By the living fountains there

:

Lamb and Shepherd, Good Supremo,
Free ho gives the cooling stream.

Frances E, Cox.

German Choral.

1 ff*t T—'-'-*--3
"5—7T*t

On the fount of life e • ter-nal Gaz-ing wist-ful and a-thirst ; Yearning,straining,from the prison

Of con-fin-ing flesh to burst ; Here the soul an ex ile sighs For her na-tive Par • a - disc.

'"5
J «.«—*. '«-»Jf &t

nnrnHfin nrnf rrr rrrnr^pn
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MILLraGTON. 8s,7i,7«. W. B. Bradbukv.
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Straight to yonder world of joy ? Why not spread thy wings and fly Straight to yonder world ofjoy ?

1175 "CS^ati3 2our1Ltff?•
,

What is life ? 't is but a vapor,

Soon it vanishes away

;

Life is but a dying taper

—

my soul, why wish to stay?

Why not spread thy wings and fly

Straight to yonder world of joy 7

2 See that glory, how resplendent

!

Brighter far than fancy paints;

There, in majesty transcendent,

Jesus reigns— the King of saints.

Why not spread, etc.

3 Joyful crowds, his throne surrounding,

Sing with rapture of his love;

Through the heaveus his praise resounding,

Filling all the courts above.

Why not spread, etc.

4 Go, and share his people's glory,

'Midst the ransomed crewd appear

;

Thine a joyful wondrous story,

One that angels love to hear.

Why not spread, etc.
Hiomat Kelly.

1176 " tristful anto atfjirat."

Ok the fount of life eternal

Gazing wistful and athirst

;

Yearning, straining, from the prison

Of confining flesh to burst

;

Here the soul an exile sighs

For her native Paradise.

2 "Who can paint that lovely, city,

City of true peace divine,

"Whose pure gates, for ever open,

Each in pearly splendor shine j

Whose abodes of glory clear

Naught defiling cometh near ?

3 There no storm)" winter rages

;

There no scorching summer glows

;

But through one perennial spring-tide,

Blooms the lily with the rose
;

And the Lamb, with purest ray,

Scatters round eternal day.

4 There the saints of God, resplendent
As the sun in all his might,

Evermore rejoice together,

Crowned with diadems of light

;

And from peril safe at last,

Reckon up their triumphs past.

5 Happy they, who with them seated
Shall in all their glory share

!

Oh, that we, our days completed,
Might bo but admitted there !

There with them the praise to sing
Of our glorious God and King.

6 Look, Jesus, on thy soldiers,

Worn and wounded in the fight;

Grant, oh, grant us rest for ever,

Iu thy beatific sight,

And thyself our guerdon be
Through a long eternity.
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SANCTUARY. 8s,

Pin^is
Hark ! the sound of holy v< 66, Chant-ing at the crystal eea, Halle-lu-jah, hal-le-lu-jab, Hal-le-l,u-jab,Lord,to thee!

Multitudes,which none can numher,Iike the stars in glory stacd,Clothed in white apparel.holding Palms of victory in their handa.

^Hia^fe
1177 "C|)f 5raofC!a:3.-'

Hark ! the sound of holy voices,

Chanting at the crystal sea,

Hallelujah, hallelujah,

Hallelujah, Lord, to thee!

Multitudes, which none can number,

Like the stars in glory stand,

Clothed in white apparel, holding

Palms of victory in their hands.

2 They have come from tribulation,

And have washed their robes in blood,

"Washed them in the blood of Jesus

;

Tried they were and firm they stood

Mocked, imprisoned, stoned, tormented,

Sawn asunder, slain with sword,

They have conquered death and Satan

By the might of Christ the Lord.

3 Now they reign in heavenly glory,

Now they walk in golden light,

Now they drink, as from a river,

Holy bliss and in fin i to.

Love and peace they taste for ever,

And all truth and knowledge sco

In the beatific vision

Of the blcssec], Trinity.
c. w

VfbrfcK. OS, 73. Arr. ir. r \JJTVJW

r 1 r
Thli U not my place ofresting,—Mine'aacit-y yet to come; On-ward to it lanhast-ing—On to my e- ter-nal home.

^m^^^m^w^^^
1178 Not#u;*«t.

The . e of resting,

—

Mine's a city yel to i

Onward to it I am hasting—
On to my eternal hi

2 In it all is lighi and giory;
< >\t ii shini 1 1 nightleas day:

Every trace of lin'i Bad

All the cut I away.

3 There the [jamb, our Shepherd, leads us

By the streams of life along,

—

On the freshest pastures feeds us,

Tunis our sighing into

4 Soon we pass this desert dreary,

Soon we bid farewell to pain

;

Never more are aad or weary,

Nev. r, never sin again !
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GUIDANCE. 8., 7». P.

pmiimmsmigmm^
Here is naugM but care and mourning ; Comes a joy, it

1179 "«|eWPii»li -

Time, thou apeedest on but .slowly,

Hours, how tardy is your pace!

Ere with Him, the high and holy,

I hold eonvei>e lace to face.

Here is naught but care and mourning;
Comes a joy, it will not stay

;.

Fairly shines the sun at dawning,

Night will soon o'ercloud the day,

2 Onward then ! not long I wander
Ere my Saviour comes tor me,

And with him abiding yonder,

All his glory I shall see.

Oh r the music and the singing

Of the host redeemed by love

!

Oh, the hallelujahs ringing

Through the halls of light above !

C. Wir.kwor.h, tr.

\ J §0 Ctjr Consummation.

Jesus, blessed Mediator!

Thou the airy path hast I

Thou the Judge, the Uonsnmmator!
Shepherd of the fold of God!

Can I trust a fellow-1

Can I trust an angil*-

O thou merciful A 11 -seeing !

Beam around my spirit t:.

2 Lo ! it comes, that day of wonder!
Louder chorals shake the skies

:

Hades' gates are burst asunder
;

See ! the new-clothed myriads rise

!

Thought ! repress thy weak endeavor
Here must reason prostrate fall

;

Oh, the ineffable Forever !

And the eternal All in All

!

Josiah Conder.

1181 erects.

Daily, daily sing the praises

Of the City God hath made

;

In the beauteous fields of Eden
Its foundation-stones are laid.

From the throne a river issues,

Clear as crystal, passing bright,

And it traversestthe City

Like a sudden beam of light.

2 There the wind is sweetly fragrant,

And is laden with the song

Of the seraphs, and the elders,

And the great redeemed throng.

Oh, I would ray ears were open
Here to catch that happy strain !

Oh. I would my eyes some vision

Of that Eden could ..

5- Baring-Gould.
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Zbc TRcst ct "fccavcn.

Arr. by C. F. Root.

gpiffi^^
5 There ever-last-ingsj*-ing abides,

1 1 §2 "®° © farr W8 3ortian."

There is a land of pure delight,

Where saints immortal reign
;

Infinite day excludes the night,

And pleasures banish pain.

There everlasting spring abides,

And never-withering flowers;

Death, like a narrow sea, divides

This heavenly laud from ours.

2 Sweet fields beyond tho swelling flood

Stand dressed in living green
;

So to the Jews old Canaan stood,

While Jordan rolled between.

But timorous mortals start and shrink

To cross this narrow sea

;

And linger, shivering on the brink,

And fear to launch away.

3 Oh, could we make our doubts remove,

Those gloomy doubts that rise.

And see the Canaan that we love

With unbeclouded eyes:

—

Could we but climb where Moses stood,

And view the landscape o'er,

Not Jordan's stream, nor death's cold flood,

Should fright us from the shore.

I can - not think of themu dead Who walk with me no more; A-long the path of life I tread,They have but gone before.

(rHmm^^mf :\¥rxn
11 S3 Cfiosr 6onr Brforr.

1 cannot think of thcrn as d< ad
Who walk with mc no more;

Along the path of life I tread,

They have but gone
'

2 The Pi
'

mail ioned fair

>nd my vision dim ;

All soid- are hi-, and hefe or there,

Are li\ ing unto him.

3 And still their silent mini

Within my heart bath

As when on earth they walked with me
And nut me Eace t<> face.

4 Their lives are made for ever mine;
What they to me ha

Hath left henceforth its seal and sign

Engraven deep within.

5 Mine are they by an ownership

Nor lime nor death can tret- ;

: hath given to love to

n eternal! v.
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Zbc TRcst of f)caren.
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'mmm^mm^mmm
i When shall my labors

ej .# . .*. ^. 1 j j j 111
have an end, In joy, and peace, in thee! Oh, when.thou cit- y of my God, Shall

i^^m

1 1 84 **« Wtfc Smualra.

Jerusalem ! my happy home

!

Name ever dear to me!
When shall my labors have an end,

In joy, and peace, in thee

!

Oh, when, thou city of my God,
Shall I thy courts ascend,

Where congregations ne'er break up,
And Sabbaths have no end ?

2 There happier bowers than Eden's bloom,
Nor sin nor sorrow know

:

Blest seats ! thro' rude and stormy scenes,
I onward press to you.

Why should I shrink at pain and woe?
Or feel, at death, dismay ?

I've Canaan's goodly land in view,

And realms of endless day.

3 Apostles, martyrs, prophets there,

Around my Saviour stand
;

: my friends iu Christ below,
Will join the glorious

m! my happy home!
I still pants for thee;

Then shall my labors have an end,
When I thy joys shall see.

• r. b. r." w. J616.

1 1S5 " *$« c,, 2 te™ Purr Goto."

There is a City great and strong,
Twelve gates of precious stones,

With turrets and high battlements,
Not needing light of suns

;

The streets aglow with fire of gold,
It hath no sound of strife

;

In glory all its own it stands'

Beside the stream of Life.

2 A joy is there that knows no cloy,
A light that ne'er grows dim,

A multitude that never cease
From grateful praise and hymn;

Lo, all the sainted sous of earth,
And angels there I view

;

And there, oh, vision glorious!

There standeth Jesus too

!

3 wondrous, fair Jerusalem,
Shall I thy gates pass through?

Thy jubilations surely join,

Thy lordly splendors
Crucified, Glorified,

May I thy face behold,
And join the ransomed as t

;

Along the streets of gold !

Denn N^'orntj
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ST. ASAPH. C M. D. J. M. GlORNOVlCHI.

Oh, what shall be, oh, when shall be, That ho -ly Sab-bath day. Which heav'nly care shall

+. *- J- jL *. *- ^ _^L .

- er keep, And eel - e - brate al - way; When rest is found for wea • ry limbs, When

1 186 ® Quanta Qmli.i.— TJart 5.

Oh, what shall be, oh, when shall be,

That holy Sabbath day,

Which heavenly care shall ever keep,

And celebrate alway

;

When rest is found for weary limbs,

When labor hath reward,

When everything, for evermore,

Is joyful in the Lord ?

2. The true Jerusalem above,

The holy town, is there,

Whose duties are so full of joy,

Whose joy so free from care;

Where disappointment cometh not

To check the longing heart,

And where; the smd in ecstasy

Hath gained her better part.

3 There, there, Becure from every ill,

In freedom we shall sing

The songs <>f Zion, hindered here

By days of suffering

;

And unto thee, our gracious Lord,

( >ur praises shall confess

Thai all our sorrow hath been pood,

And thou by pain canst bless.

Part M.

4 glorious King ! happy State

!

Palace of the blest

!

O sacred peace, and holy joy,

And perfect heavenly rest

!

To thee aspire thy citizens

In glory's bright array,

And what they feel and what they know
They strive in vain to say.

5 But while we wait and long for home,

It shall be ours to raise

Our songs and chants and vows and prayers

In that dear country's praise;

And from these Babylonian streams

To lift our weary eyes,

And view the city ih.it we lovo

Descending from the skies.

6 There Sabbath day to Sabbath day
Sheds on a ceaseless light

;

Eternal pleasure of the saints

Who keep that Sabbath bright
j

N«»r shall the chant ineffable

Decline, nor ever cease,

Which we with all the angels sing

lu that sweet realm of peace.
bunucl W. UufticW, tr.
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The roseate hues of early dawn,
The brightness of the day,

The crimson of the sunset sky
How fast they fade away !

*

'

Oh, for the pearly gates of heaven !

Oh, for the golden floor!
Oh, for the Sun of Righteousness,
That setteth nevermore!

2 The highest hopes we cherish here,
How soon they tire and faint

!

How many a spot defiles the robe-
That wraps an earthly saint!

Oh, for a heart that never sins!
Oh, for a soul washed white!

Oh, for a voice to praise our Kin"-,
Nor weary day or 1

3 Here faith is ours, and heavenly hope,
And grace to lead us higher

;

But there are perfectness and peace,
Beyond our best desire.

Oh, by thy love and anguish, Lord
And by thy life laid down.

Grant that we fall not from thv grace,
Nor fail to reach our crown !

Mrs. C. F. Alexander.

" y r r ^
11SS "S.rtiHrGo£>D,-i

Ox Jordan's rugged banks I stand
And cast a wishful eye

To Canaau's fair and happy land,
Where my possessions lie.

Oh the transporting, rapturous scene,
That rises to my sight

!

Sweet fields arrayed in living green
And rivers of delight!

2 O'er all those wide extended plains
Shines one eternal day

;

There God, the Son, for ever reigns,
And scatters night away.

No chilling winds, or poisonous breath
Can reach that healthful shore;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death.
Are felt and feared no m

3 When shall I reach that happy place
And be for ev.-r b]

When shall I see my Father's face,
And in bis I

Filled with delight, my raprun
Can here no longer stay

;

Though Jordan's waves around me roll
Fearless I'd launch away.
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But richer far our treasure

With whom the Spirit dwells,

Ours, ours in heavenly measure
The glory that excels.

2 The lamplight faintly gleameth
Where shines the noonday ray

;

From Jesus' face there beameth
Light of a sevenfold day

;

And earth's palo lights, all faded,

The Light from heaven dispels
;

But shines for aye unshaded
The glory that excels.

3 No broken cisterns need they

Who drink from living rills;

No other music heed they

Whom God'> own music thrills

Earth's precious things arc ;.

Its boisterous mirth repels,

lows in measure wast
The glory that excels.

4 Since on our life de

Those beams of li^ht and love,

Our steps have heavenward tended,

Our eyes have looked a'"

Till through th<' clouds concealing

The home where glory dwells,

Our Jet ding
•

1189 •««*.-

Jerusalem, the glorious

!

The glory of the elect,

—

dear and future vision

That eager hearts expect!

Ev'n now by faith I see thee,

Ev'n here thy walls discern
;

To thee my thoughts are kindled,

And strive, and pant, and yearn

!

2 The Cross is all thy splendor,

The Crucified, thy praise

;

His laud and benediction

Thy ransomed people raise;—
Jerusalem ! exulting

On that securest shore,

1 hope thee, wish thee, sing thee,

And love thee evermore!

3 sweet and blessed Country

!

Shall I e'er see thy face?

sweet and blessed Country!

Shall I e'er win thy •

Exult, dust and ashes 1

The Lord shall be thy part

;

Hi only, his for ever,

Thou shall be, and tl

1 1 00 " **« Glor 2 "J'1 '
Ei«ltr«f)-"

Oil, fail

And bright
' mirth,

Thai lighten I

And cheer thi wi ary earth ;



TEMFLAB 1$, 6a. D.

1191 Srttnr ««w CwrfBg,

The world is very evil •

The times are waxing late:
Be sober and keep vigil

;

The Judge is at the gate
;

The Judge who comes in mercy,
The Judge who comes in might,

To terminate the evil,

To diadem the right.

2 Arise, arise, good Christian,
Let right to wrong succeed ;

Let penitential sorrow
To heavenly gladness lead

;

To light that hath no eveuiug,
That knows no moon nor sun,

The light so new and golden,
The light that is but one.

3 Oh, home of fadeless splendor,
Of flow\rs that tear no thorn,

Where they BhalJ dwell as children
Who . mourn]

. man, to win that glory
;

Toil, man, to gain that light

;

Send hope before to g]
Till hope be lost in

1 1 1/2 " C|J fB 5f ffe a iTountrs."

There is a laud immortal,
The beautiful of lands

;

Beside its ancient portal

A silent sentry stands

;

He only can undo it,

And open wide the door;
And mortals who pass through it,

Are mortal nevermore.

2 Though dark and drear th<

That leadeth to the g
Vet grace attends thi

To souls that watch and wait

:

And at the time appointed
A messenger comes down,

And guides the Lord's anointed
From cross to glory's crown.

3 Their sighs are lost in singing,

They 're blessed in their I*

Their journey heavenward wi]

They leave on earth their :

Death like an angel seemeth :

" We welcome thee," they cry :

Their face with glory beameth—
'Tis life for them to die !
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J. Barnbv.

'e for rest } Who would not seek the happy land,Where they that loved are hleit f
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O Paradise, Paradise,

Who doth not crave for rest?

"Who would not seek the happy land

Where they that loved are blest %

Where loyal hearts and true

Stand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through,

Iu God's most holy sight.

2 Paradise, Paradise,

The world is growing old

;

Who would not be at rest and free

Where love is never cold ?

Where loyal hearts and true, etc.

3 Paradise, Paradise,

I greatly long to see,

The special place my dearest Lord
Iu love prepares for me

;

Where loyal hearts and true, etc.

4 Lord, Jesus, King of Paradise,

Oh, keep me in thy love,

And guide me to that happy land

Of perfect rest above

;

Where loyal hearts and true

Stand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through,

In God's most holy sight.
Frederick \V. Faber.

Melody.

O moth -er dear, Je - ru - sa-lcm, When shall I come to thee? When shall my sor-r

-1 1 . , . , C—.-+--*-

UiJ-JflJlUJ
have an end? Thy joya when shall I see? Thy joys when shall
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Oh, land relieved from sorrow! Ob, land secure from tear*! Oh, res-piteon the morrow Prom all the toil of yeari!

To thee we hasten ev - er, To thee our steps ascend, Where darkness cometh nev-er, And joy shall never end.

-0 0.0 JJ*_Jt*&\mm
1194: " ©ariuuBS Comctf) Nrbrr."

Oh, land relieved from sorrow!

Oh, land secure from tears!

Oh, respite on the morrow
From all the toil of years!

To thee we hasten ever,

To thee our steps ascend,

Where darkness cometh never,

And joy shall never end.

2 Oh, happy, holy, portal

For God's own blest elect

:

Oh, region, pure, immortal,

With better spring bedecked

:

Thy pearly doors for ever

Their welcome shall extend,

Where darkness cometh never,

And joy shall never end.

3 Oh, home where God the Father

Takes all his children in

:

Where Christ the Son shall gather

The sinners saved from sin

:

No night nor fear shall sever

A friend from any friend,

For darkness cometh never,

And joy shall never end.

4 Rise, then, brightest morning

!

Come, then, triumphant day !

When into new adorning

We change and pass away

:

For so with firm endeavor

Our spirits gladly tend

Where darkuess cometh never,

And joy shall never end.

1195 Tune—RHINE.

mother dear, Jerusalem,

When shall I come to thee ?

When shall my sorrows have an end 1

Thy joys when shall I see 1

2 happy harbor of God's saints

!

sweet and pleasant soil

!

In thee no sorrow can be found,

Nor grief, nor care, ne

3 No dimly cloud o'ershadows thee,

Nor gloom, nor darksome night
;

But every soul shines as the sun,

For God himself gives light.

4 Thy walls are made of precious stone,

Thy bulwarks diamond-square,
Thy pates are all of orient pearl—

God ! if I were t]
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HIZEOSOLYMA. 7s, 6s. D.

For thee, dear, dear Country, Mine eyes their vigils keep; For ver-y love,be • hold- ing Thy hap-py name, they weep.

The mention of thy glo-ry Is nnction to the breast, And med-i -cine in sickness, And love, and life, and rest

^^^^^^^^fe^f
1 196 yanrtJisf of 3od.

For thee, O dear, dear Country,

Mine eyes their vigils keep
;

For very love, beholding

Thy bappy name, they weep.

The mention of thy glory

Is unction to the breast,

And medicine in sickness,

And love, and life, and rest.

2 Wjth jasper glow thy bulwarks,

Thy streets with emeralds blaze

;

The sardius and the topaz

Unite in thee their rays;

Thine ageless walls are bonded
With amethyst unpriced

;

The saints build up its fabric,

The corner-stone is Christ.

3 Thou hast no shore, fair ocean

;

Thou hast no time, bright day :

J', ii' fountain of refreshment

To pilgrims far away :

Upon tli" Boob «»t agi -

They raise thy holy tower

;

Thin" is the vigor's laurel,

And thine the golden dower.

4 Oh, sweet and blessed Country,
'1 he home of < fod'a eleol

!

oh.suvri and blessed
1

' lonntry,

cpeotl

Jesus, in mercy bring us

To that dear land of rest

;

Who art, with God the Father,

And Spirit, ever blest.
John M. Ncalc, H.

1197 fcrabrn Urplains 311.

Our yet unfinished story

Is tending all to this:

To God the greatest, glory,

To us the greatest bliss.

Our plans may be disjointed,

But we may calmly rest

:

What God has once appointed

Is better than our 1

2 We cannot see before us,

But our all-seeing Friend

Is always watching o'er us,

And knows the very end ;

And when amid our blindness

His disappointments fall,

We troal his loving-kindness

Whose wisdom sends them all.

3 They are the purple fringes

Thai hide his gloriotu

They are the lire-wrought hi]

Where truth and merey meet

;

By them the golden porta]

ovidenoe shall ope,

And lift to praise immortal

Caith and hope.
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Je • ru - sa- Jem, the gold - en, With milk and hon • ey blest! Be-neath thy con-tern

pla • tion Sink heart and voice op • pressed: I know not, oh, I know not, What

Bf i f i f f * . |
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Joys a - wait me there, What ra - dian - cy glo - ry, What light be yond corn-pare.

119S Cfjr Jfrfa 3fTuea!rm.

Jerusalem, the golden,

With milk and honey blest

!

Beneath thy contemplation

Sink heart and voice oppressed:

1 know not, oh, I know not,

"What joys await me there,

What radiancy of glory,

What light beyond compare.

2 They stand, those halls of Zion,

All jubilant with song,

And bright with many an angel,

And all the martyr throng

;

The Prince is ever in them,

The daylight is serene

;

The pastures of the blessed

Are decked in. glorious sheen.

3 There is the throne of David

;

And there, from care released,

The song of them that triumph,

The shout of them that feast

:

And they who, with their Leader,

Have conquered in the fight

For ever and for ever

Are clad in robes of white.
John M. Ncate, t

1199 -siofteML"

Brief life is here our portion

;

Brief sorrow, short-lived care
;

The life, that knows no ending,

The tearless life, is there

:

Oh, happy retribution

!

Short toil, eternal rest

;

For mortals, and for sinners,

A mansion with the blest

!

2 And there is David's fountain,

And life in fullest glow

;

And there the light is golden,

And milk and honey flow

;

The light, that hath no evening,

The health, that hath no sore,

The life, that hath no ending,

But lasteth evermore.

3 There Jesus shall embrace us,

There Jesus be embraced,

—

That spirit's food and sunshine,

Whence earthly love is chased :

Yes! God my King and Portion,

In fullness of his grace,

We then sl Mefor < *er,

And worship face to face.
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Never -more to meet us here:

But how lit • tie none can know.
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1200 Nrto£ r3 r.

"While, witli ceaseless course, the sun

Hasted through the former year,

Many souls their race have run,

Nevermore to meet us here

:

Fixed in an eternal state,

They have done with all below;
We a little longer wait,

—

But how little none can know.

2 As the winged arrow flies

Speedily the mark to find

;

As the lightning from the skies

D.irts, a'nd leaves no trace behind,

Swiftly thus our fleeting days

Bear us down life's rapid stream;

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise,

All below is but a dream.

3 Thanks for mercies past receive;

Pardon of our sins renew;

Teach as henceforth how to live,

With eternity in view:

Ble 1 thy word to young and old;

Fill us with a Saviour's love
;

And, when life's short tale is told,

May we dwell with thee ah
J.hn Newton.

1201 Tntirpmtirnrf D.in.

SWELL the anthem, raise the song;

; i oar I lod belong]

Saints and angels join to sing

• the heavenly King.

Blessings from his liberal hand
Flow around this happy land :

Kept by him, no foes auuoy;

Peace and freedom we enjoy.

2 Here, beneath a virtuous sway,

May we cheerfully obey

;

Never feel oppression's rod,

Ever own and worship God.

Hark ! the voice of nature sings

Praises to the King of kings
;

Let OS join the choral song,

And the grateful notes prolong.
v
N.ith.in Strong:

1202 Cbankaflibins.

PRAI8E to God, immortal praise,

For the love that crowns our days!

Bounteous Source of every joy,

Let thy praise our tongues employ.

For the blessings of the field,

For the stores the gardens yield
;

For the fruits in full supply,

Ripened 'neath the Bummer sky;

—

2 All that spring with bounteous hand

Scatters o'er the smiling land;

All that liberal autumn pours

From her rich, o'erftowing - t<

Tin Be t<« thee, my ( lod, we owe,

Source whence all our blessings flow;

And for these my soul shall rai b

Oratel il >lemn praise.
. L. Djrbauld
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Come, ye thankful people, come, Raise the song of Harvest Home! All is safely gathered in, Ere the winter storms begin:

God our Maker doth provide For our wants to be supplied : Come to God's own temple, come, Raise the song of Harvest Home!

1203 ^on3 for IQartrst.

Come, ye thankful people, come,

Raise the song of Harvest Home I

All is safely gathered in,

Ere the winter storms begin :•

God our Maker doth provide

For our wants to be supplied

:

Come to God's own temple, come,

Raise the song of Harvest Home I

2 We ourselves are God's own field,

Fruit unto his praise to yield

:

"Wheat and tares together sown,

Unto joy or sorrow grown

:

First the blade, and then the ear,

Then the full corn shall appear

:

Grant, Harvest-Lord, that we
Wholesome grain and pure may be

!

3 For the Lord our God shall come,

And shall take his harvest home :

From his field shall in that day
All offences purge away :

Give his angels charge at last

In the fire the tares to cast

:

But the fruitful ears to store

In his garner evermore.

4 Then, thou Church Triumphant, come,
Raise the song of Harvest Home

!

All are. safely gathered in,

Free from sorrow, free from sin

:

There, for ever purified,

In God's garner to abide

;

Come, ten thousand angels, come,

Raise the glorious Harvest Home

!

Henry Alford.

1204 Cf)f Close of thr grar.

Thou who roll'st the year around,

Crowned with mercies large and free,

Rich thy gifts to us abound,
Warm our praise shall rise to thee.

Kindly to our worship bow,
While our grateful thanks we tell,

That, sustained by thee, we now
Bid the parting year— farewell!

2 All its numbered days are sped,

All its busy scenes are o'er,

All its joys for ever fled,

All its sorrows felt no more.

Mingled with the eternal past,

Its remembrance shall decay;
Yet to be revived at last

At the solemn judgment-day.

3 All our follies, Lord, forgive

!

Cleanse us from each guilty stain

;

Let thy grace within us live,

That we spend not years in vain.

Then, when life's last eve shall come,
Happy spirits, may m lly

To our everlasting homo,

To our Father's house on high !
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Lord! while for all mankind we pray, Of every clime and coast, Oh, hear us for oar native land, The land we love the mc.it.

1205 KaiionaL

Lord ! while for all mankind we pray,

Of every clime and coast,

Oh, hear us for our native land,

The land we love the most.

2 Oh, guard our shores from every foe,
,

With peace our borders bless,

With prosperous times our cities crown,

Our fields with plenteousness.

3 Unite us in the sacred love

Of knowledge, truth, and thee

:

And let our hills and valleys shout

The songs of liberty.

4 Here may religion, pure and mild,

Smile on our Sabbath hours

;

And piety and virtue bless

The home of us and ours.

5 Lord of the nations, thus to thee

Our country we commend

;

Be thou her refuge aud her trust,

Her everlasting friend.
John R. Wreford.

MELITA. L. M. 61.

1206 **!«.
Our Father ! through the coming year

We know not what shall be
;

But we would leave without a fear

Its ordering all to thee.

2 It may be we shall toil in vain

For what the world holds fair

;

And all the good we thought to gain

Deceive and prove but care.

3 It may be it shall darkly blend

Our love with anxious fears,

And snatch away the valued friend,

The tried of many years.

4 It may be it shall bring us days

And nights of lingering pain

;

And bid us take a farewell gaze

Of these loved haunts of men.

5 But calmly, Lord, on thee we rest;

No fears our trust shall move
;

Thou knowest what for each is best,

Aud thou art Perfect Love.
William Caskell.

J. B. Dvkes.

ip^illll#ppglp
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Daji i=d moment! quickly flying Blend the living with the

1207 ILMtDasoflfjfBrtr.

Days and moments quickly flying:

Blend the living with the dead
;

Soon shall we who sing be lying,

Each within our narrow bed.

2 Soon our souls to God who gave them
"Will have sped their rapid flight

;

Able now by grace to save them,

Oh, that while we can we might

!

After fourth verse.

3 Jesus, infinite Redeemer,
Maker of this mighty frame

;

Teach, oh, teach us to remember
What we are, and whence we came:—

4 Whence we came, and whither wending

;

Soon we must through darkness go,

To inherit bliss unending,

Or eternity of woe.

120S Sa.-Iors.-Tune—MELITA.

Eternal Father ! strong to save,

Whose arm doth bind the restless wave,

Who bid'st the mighty ocean deep

Its own appointed limits keep:

Oh, hear us when we cry to thee

For those in peril on the sea

!

2 Saviour! whose almighty word
Tho winds and waves submissive heard,

Who walkedst on the foaming deep,

And calm amid its rage did sleep :

Oh, hear us when we cry to thee

For those in peril on the sea

!

3 Sacred Spirit! who didst brood

Upon the chaos dark and rude,

Who bad'st its angry tumult cease,

And gavest light and life and peace

:

Oh, hear us when we cry to thee

For those in peril on the sea !

4 Trinity of love and power!
Our brethren shield in danger's hour

;

From rock and tempest, fire and foe,

Protect them wheresoe'er th-

And ever let there rise to thee

Glad hymns of praise from land :
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1209 National Song.

My country ! 'tis of thee,

Sweet land of liberty,

Of thee I sing;

Land where my fathers died!

Land of the Pilgrims' pride

!

From every mountain side

Let freedom ring

!

2 My native country, thee

—

Land of the noble, free—
Thy name I love

;

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills;

My heart with rapture thrills

Like that above.

3 Let music swell the breeze,

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song:

Let mortal tongues awake

;

Let all that breathe partake

;

Let rocks their silence break,

The sound prolong.

4 Our fathers' God ! to thee,

Author of liberty,

To thee we sing

:

Long may our land be bright

With freedom's holy light

;

Protect us by thy might,

Great God, our King!
Samuel F. Smith.

J. R. Pvkf<.

igpsiiiifiifgitififp

1210 *fr ** *m.

Our Helper, God ! we bless thy name,
Whose lovo for ever is the same

J

The tokens of thy gracious faro

Open, and crown, and close the year.

2 Amid ten thousand snaree we stand,

Supported by thy guardian hand;

. wh< d we review our ways,

Ten thousand m<. num. -tits of
|

3 Thus far thine arm has led us on
;

Thus far we make thy meivy known
;

And while we tread this desert land,

New mercies shall new songs demand.

4 Our grateful souls, on Jordan's shore)

Shall n i I pillar mere

;

Then bear in thy bright courts above,

Inscriptions of immortal love.
Phii'P DoddrMg*
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We plough th"e fields, and scatter The good seed en the land, But it is fed and wa-tered By God's almighty hand;

i-t-—i • i r r t r r r^i
He sends the snow in win - ter, The warmth to swell the grain, The breezes, and the sunshine, And soft re-freshing rain.

All good gifts a-round us Are sent from heav'n a-bove, Then thank the Lord, thank the Lord, For all his love.

1211 ftarbrst rfianfesgibing:

We plough the fields, and scatter

The good seed on the land,

But it is fed and watered
By God's almighty hand;

He sends the snow in winter.

The warmth to swell the grain,

The breezes, and the sunshine,

And soft refreshing rain.— Ref.

2 He only is the Maker
Of all things near and far;

He paints the wayside flower,

He lights the evening star;

The winds and waves obey him,

By him the birds are fed

;

Much more to us, his children,

He gives our daily bread.— Rep.

3 We thank thee then, Father,

For all things bright and good,

The seed-time and the harvest,

Our life, our health, our food.

No gifts have we to offer

For all thy love imparts,

But that which thou deshvst,

Our humble, thankful hearts.— Ref.
Jane M. Campbell.tr.

1212 GLORIA PATRI. Irr.

p::*; ymi^m
H. W. Ckeatorex.

-de-sb
' : .. -»

as in the be-ginning, is now, and cv -er shall be, world without end : A - men, A - men.

::;::;::-"" ..
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1213 Jftantasttfttfl.

Holy Father, -who hast led thy children

In all the ages, with the fire and cloud,

Through seas dry-shod ; through weary
wastes bewildering

;

To thee, in reverent love, our hearts are

bowed.

2 Holy Jesus, Prince of Peace and Saviour,

To thee we owe the peace that still pre-

vails,

Still ing the rude wills of men's wild behavior,

And calming passion's fierce and stormy

gales.

3 Holy Ghost, the Lord and the Life-

Giver,

Thine is the quickening- power that

gives increase.

From thee have flowed, as from a pleasant

river,

Our plenty, wealth, prosperity, and peace.

4 Triune God, with heart and voice a-

doriug,

Praise we the goodness that has crowned

our day; [ploring

Pray we, that thou wilt hear us, still im-

Thy love and favor, kept to us alway.
William Cl

1214 .Ebmfnjj tfranrr.

STRENGTH and Stay upholdingall creation,

Who ever dost thyself unmoved abide,

Yet day by day the light in due gradation

From hour to hour through all its

ohaogea guide :—

2 Grant to life's day a calm unclouded
ending,

An eve untouched by shadows of decay,

The brightness of a holy deathbed blending

With dawuing glories of the eternal day.
John ElIertoQ.

1215 Guifos anti Sorirtirs.

Son of God, our Captain of salvation,

Thyself by sufferiug schooled to human
grief,

We bless thee for thy sons of consolation,

Who follow in the steps of thee their

Chief.

2 Those whom thy Spirit's dread vocation

sevei*s [host

;

To lead the vanguard of thy conquering

Whose toilsome years are spent in brave

endeavors

To bear thy saving name from coast to

coast.

3 And all true helpers, patient, kind, and
skilful, [earth,

Who shed thy light across our darkened

Counsel the doubting, and restrain the

wilful,'

Soothe the sick bed, and share the chil-

dren's mirth.

4 Thus, Lord, thy comforters in memory
keeping,

Still be thy church's watchword, "Com-
fort ye ": [weeping,

Till ill our Father's house shall end our
And all our wants be satisfied in thee.
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> God, beneath thy (ruidinir hand, And nh>n th.^tr^ »,- !;_„.*— jGod, bene»th thy folding hand And when they trod the wintry strand,
Our enled fathers crossed the sea, With prayer and psalm they worshiped thee.

1216 NatioMi yriWIrgo.

God, beneath thy guiding hand,
Oar exiled fathers crossed the sea,

And when they trod the wintry strand,
With prayer and psalm they worshiped 4 Laws, freedom, truth, and faith in God

tnPP C.onia Tt-Jtli fli/-> L-/i /->x,;i^„ „»__ iL.

The fierce and naked savage roams

:

Sweet praise, along the cultured shore,
Breaks from ten thousand happy homes.

thee.

2 Thou heardst, well pleased, the song,
the prayer—

Thy blessing came ; and still its power
Shall onward through all ages bear
The memory of that holy hour.

3 What change ! through pathless wilds
no more

VZHITE, EXULTEMTJS DOMINO.

Came with those exiles o'er the waves,
And where their pilgrim feet have trod,'

The God they trusted guards their graves.

5 And here thy name, God of love,
Their children's children shall adore,

Till these eternal hills remove,
And spring adorns the earth no more.

W. Bovch.

1 Oh, come, let us sing un-
|
to the

|
Lord;

j| Let us heartily rejoice in the I strength
.of

I
our sal-

| vation.

2 Let us come before his presence
|
with thanks-

|
giving

; || And show ourselves I glad
in

|
him with

|
psalms.

3 For the Lord is a
|
great-

| God ; || And a great
| King a-

| bove all
|
gods.

4 In his hands are all the corners
|
of the

| earth ; || and the strength of the I hills is Ihis—
| also.

'

5 The sea is his
|
and he

|
made it

; || And his hands pre-
|
pared —

| the dry I land
6 Oh, come, let us worship

|
and fall

|
down

; || And kneel be-
|
fore the I Lord our I

Maker. '

7 For he is the
|
Lord our

|
God;

|| And we are the people of his pasture, and the I

sheep of
|
his—

| hand.

8 Oh, worship the Lord in the
| beauty • • of

| holiness j || Let the whole
| earth standm

|
awe of

| him.

*9 For he cometh, for ho cometh to
j
judge the

| earth ; || And with righteousness to
judge the world, and the

|
people

| with his
| truth.

io Glory be to the Father, and
|
to the

| Son, |j And | to the
| Holv I Ghost;

ii As it was in the beginning, is now, and
|
ever shall

|
be, || World without I end

A-
j
men, A-

|
men.
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1218 H«««cl«t M«r»cw.-

i We praise thee, |
0—

| God; || we acknowledge
|
thee to

| be the
|
Lord.

||

All the earth doth | worship | thee, || the Father
|
ever- 1 last— | ing. ||

2 To thee all angels | cry a- 1 loud, || the heavens, and |
all the

|
powers there- 1 in. ||

To thee cherubim and seraphim, con-
J
tinually • • do | cry, || Holy, holy, holy, Lord

|

God of | Saba- 1 oth ; ||

3 Heaven and earth are full of the majesty | of thy
|
glory. || The glorious company

of the apostles praise thee. The goodly fellowship of the
|
prophets

|

praise— | thee. ||

The noble army of martyrs
|
praise— | thee. || The holy church throughout all the

|

world * ' doth ac- 1 knowledge | thee. ||

4 The Father, of an | iufi-' ' nite | majesty; || thine adorable,
|
true and

|
only

|
Son; ]|

Also the Holy
|
Ghost, the

|
Comforter. |j Thou art the King of glory, Christ, thou

art the everlasting | Son * ' of the | Fa— |
ther.

||

5 When thou tookest upon thee to de- 1 liver |
man, || thou didst humble thyself to be

|

born— | of a |
virgin.

||

When thou hadst overcome the
|
sharpness * * of |

death, || thou didst open the kingdom,

of
|
heaven ' * to | all be- 1 lievers. ||

6 Thou sittest at the right hand of God, in the
|
glory • of the |

Father. || We believe

that thou shalt
|
come to |

be our
|
judge.

||

We therefore pray thee,
| help thy |

servants, || whom thou hast redeemed |
with thy

1

precious |
blood.

||

7 Make them to be numbered
|
with thy | saints, || in

]
glory |

ever- 1 lasting, h

Lord, save thy people, and
|
bless thine

|
heritage;

||
goveru them and

|
lift them

|

up for-
|
ever.

||

8 Day by day we ] magni-* ' fy | thee ; || and we worship thy name ever, ! world with-

1

out— | cud. ||

Vouchsafe, Lord, to keep us this ] day with-out | sin; || Lord, have mercy upon us,

have
| mer-cy up- 1 on— |

us.
||

9 Lord, M thy mercy
|
be up- | on us, || as our | trust— |

is in
|
thee. ||

Lord, iu [thee ' b»V« 1 ,
trusted;

||
let me

|
never

|
be eon- [founded. || A- | men. ||
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1219 GLORIA IK EXCELSIS.

,

^ |

I Glory be to
|

God on
|
Ugh,

|| and on eirih
| pLe, gooTum to^T^f

J '
^art EE.

3 Lord God,
f heavenly |

King,
|| God the

| Father | Al— | n
4

o^helFather:
g°tten^ '^ '

CW* Jl ° L°rd^ibof
,
God, Son]

13art EEE.

5 That takes away the
|
sins' 'of the

| worM, || have mercy
| upon | us.

7 Thou that takest away the
|
sins •

' of the
| world,

|| re- 1 ceive our Lll
8 Thou that attest at the right hand of

, God the
| Fa'ther* ||Uo ^7«^»

I
us.

9 For thou
|
only • • art'| holy:

|| thoa | oriy^rt the | Lord:
10

^,°^.T^,^.
thfl

'
^ '

Gh°St
'

]l~highin *• I *J • -of
J
God

1 220 BSSPONSE TO THE DECALOGUE.
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1221 Srirrtion*.

1 Blessed are the dead, who die in the | Lord from | henceforth; |] Yea.saith the Spirit,

that they may rest from their labors,
|
and their

|
works do

|
follow them.

2 Our days on earth are as a shadow, and there is
|
none a-

|
biding;

|| We are but of

yesterday ; there is but a | step ' * between
|
us and

|
death

;

3 Man's days are as grass: as a flower of the field,
|
so he

|
flourisheth;

|| He appeareth

for a little time, then
|
van-ish-

|
eth a-

|
way.

4 Watch ! for ye know not what hour your I Lord doth [ come ; || Be ye also ready j for

in such an hour as ye think not, the
I
Son of

|
Man—

|
cometh.

5 It is the Lord ; let him do what
|
seemeth * * him

|

good
; ||

The Lord gave, and the

Lord hath taken away, and
|
blessed ' ' be the

|
name * • of the

|
Lord.

6 Blessed are the dead, who die in the
|
Lord from

|
henceforth

; || Yea, saith the Spirit,

that they may rest from their labors,
|
and their [

works do |
follow them.

1222 GLORIA PATRL

As it was in the beginning, is now, and ev - er shall be, World with-out end.

^ fe -£- faa -o- fta.

THE LORD'S PRAYER.

l^pllpEl

1223 /H.itt. 0:lM3.

i OUR Father, who art in heaven, | hallowed |
be thy

|
name; |] thy kingdom come, thy

will be done on !
earth, as it

|
La in

|
heaven ;

2 Give us this
|
day our

|
daily

|
bread ; ||

and Torsive us OUT trespasses, as we forgive
|

tli. -m that
|
trespass a- j

gainst us.

3 And lead us no1 into temptation, bul de- I
liver | as from

|
evil : || for thine i i the

kingdom, and the power, and the I
glory, for

| ever A-
|
men.
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1224: 13salm5t.

1 Have mercy upon me, God, according to thy
| loving-

| kindness: II According
unto the multitude of thy tender mercies

| blot out
J
my trans-

|
grcssions

2 Wash me thoroughly from
|
mine in-

|
iquity,

]| And | cleanse me
| from my I 'sin

3 For I acknowledge
|
my trans-

|
gressions:

|| And my | sin is
| ever • • be- I fore me

4 Hide thy face
|
from my

|
sins,

|| And blot out
| all— | mine in-

| iquities

5 Create in me a clean
|
heart,

| God ; 1
1 And renew a right

| spirit with -
I in-

] me
6 Cast me not away

|

from thy
|
presence;

|| And take not thy
| Holy ] Spirit I from me

7 Restore unto me the joy of
|
thy sal-

|
yation;

)| And uphold me I with thy I free-l
Spirit.

J
'

8 Then I will teach trans-
1
gressors thy

| ways ; || And sinners shall be con- I verted
j

unto
| thee.

'

9 Deliver me from blood-guiltiness, God, thou God of
| my sal- I vation- II And mv

tongue shall sing aloud
| of thy

| righteous-
|
ness.

io Lord, open
|
thou my

|
lips: |[ And my mouth shall

| show forth
|
thy- I praise

1

1

For thou desirest not sacrifice
; |

else would I
|
give it : || Thou delightest I not in I

burnt—
I
offering.

'

12 The sacrifices of God are a
|
broken

] spirit: || A broken and a contrite heart, God I

thou wilt
|
not de-

| spise.
'

R. Farrant.
DEUS MISEREATUR.

1
'-- '-. 5 Vsalm 61.

i God be merciful unto
|
us,and

|
bless us;

|| And show us the light of his countenance
and be

|
merci- • • ful

| unto |
us.

2 That thy way may be known
|
up- • • on

|
earth;

]| Thy saving
| health a- | mong all I

nations. b
'

3 Let the people praise thee,
|
0-

|
God.

|| Yea, let
| all the • people I praise- I

thee.
r

' * '

4 Oh, let the nations rejoice
|
and be| glad;

|| For thou shall judge the people ri-ht
eously, and govern the

|
na- tions upon | earth.

5 Let the people praise thee,
|
0-

|
God,

|| Yea, let ) all the ' ' people
|
praise-

|

6 Then shall the earth bring
|
forth her

| increase; || And God, even our own
| God

shall
|

give us * * his
|
blessing.

7 God shall
|

bless-
|
us;

|| And all the ends of the
| world shall

|
fear—

| him.
S ( rlory be to the Father, and

| to the
|
Sou, || And | to the

|
Holy

| Ghost

;

9 As it was in the beginning, is now, and
|
ever

|
shall be. [| World | without I end.

A- | men.
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1226 ^'23.

i The Lord is my Shepherd; I
|
shall not

|
want; || he maketh me to lie down in

green pastures; he leadeth me beside the. | still— |
waters.

2 He restoreth my soul ; he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his
]
name's—

|

sake. || Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear

no evil : for thou art with me ; thy rod and thy
|
staff they

|
comfort me.

3 Thou preparest a table before me, in the presence of mine enemies ; thou anointest

my head with oil ; my
|
cup * ' runneth |

over.' || Surely goodness and mercy shall

follow me all the days of my life ; and I will dwell in the house of the
|
Lord for

|

ever. || A- | men.

1 22 7 RESPONSE AFTER DECALOGUE.

1st tune.

Lord, have mer • cy up • on us, And in • cline our hearts to keep this la'

4- .f- * . . i .-r -r .? .,—t y- Jt&M=^±M&$mm
|^pS|l^^^

Lord, have mercy up- on us, And write all these thy laws in our hearts, we be -seech thee.

ymmmmmimfim
1 228 RESPONSE TO THE COMMANDMENTS.

Jfc*f^ijjli p i \ il

Lord, have mercy up - on us, And write all these laws in our hearts, we be • seech thee.

tr/
"

i r
I

:
I
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1 L M.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flowJi

Praise him, all creatures here below!

Praise him above, ye heavenly host!

Praise Father, Sou, and Holy Ghost \

2 L. M. 61.'

To God the Father, God the Son,

And God the Spirit, three in one,

Be honor, praise, and glory given,

By all on earth, and all in heaven.

As was through ages heretofore,

Is now, and shall be, evermore.

J l. m. r.

Eternal Father, throned above,

Thou fountain of redeeming love!

Eternal Word ! who left thy throne

For man's rebellion to atone
;

Eternal Spirit, who dost give

That grace whereby our spirits live

:

Thou God of our salvation, be

Eternal praises paid to thee

!

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,

One God whom we adore,

Be glory as it was, is now,

And shall be evermore.

5 c. M. D.

The God of mercy be adored,

Who calls our souls from death,

Who saves by his redeeming word
And uew-creatiug breath

;

To praise the Father and the Son
And Spirit all-divine,

—

The one in three, and throe in one—
Let saints and angels join-

6 »«
Ye angeTs round the throne,

And saints that dwell below,

Worship the Father, praise the Son,

And bless the Spirit, too.

7 7«-

SOTO we to our God above

Praise eternal as his love;

Praise him, all ye heavenly host—
Fath.-r. Son, and Holy Ghost

$ 7.. 61

Praise the name of God most high,

Praise him, all below the sky,

Praise him, all ye heavenly host,

Father, Son, and Holy Ghost

;

As through countless ages past,

Evermore his praise shall last.

Praise our glorious King and Lord,
Angels waiting on his word,
Saints that walk with him in white,

Pilgrims walking in his light:

Glory to the Eternal One,
Glory to his only Son,

Glory to the Spirit be
Now, and through eternity.

10 **
Praise the Father, earth and heaven,

Praise the Son, the Spirit praise
;

As it was, and is, be given

Glory through eternal days.

11 *•,?. D.

Praise the God of all creation

;

Praise the Father's boundless love :

Praise the Lamb, our expiation,

Priest and King enthroned above

:

Praise the Fountain of salvation,

Him by whom 6ur spirits live :

Undivided adoration

To the one Jehovah give.

12 8», 7», U.

Glory be to God the Father,

Glory be to God the Son,

Glory be to God the Spirit,

Glory to the Three in One
;

Hallelujah!

God, the Lord is God alone.

13
To God the Father's throne

Your highest honors raise
;

Glory to God the Son :

To God. the Spirit, praise;

With all our powi rs. Eternal King,

Thy name we sing, while faith adorea
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Herald Angels 133
Hollingside 272
Honiton 75
Martvn 273
Messiah 295
Perry 209
Refuge 273
Sabbath 32
St. George 33, 493
St. Patrick 189
Wesley 74, 209

7s. 10 lines.

Pbillippl 89

7s, i «.

St. Milllcent 470

7s, 5s.

Caramea 51
Oiiton 229
Grey 51
Nelline 44
Paraclete 45, 22.3

St. Plran 398
Treves 224

7s, 6s.

Aberhonddu 427
Amsterdam 388
Andernach 206
Aureha, 9, 429
Bentley 305
Caskey 3<4
Chenies 102, 207
CruxChri«!i ITS

Day of Rest 179
Ewing 491
Oerhardt 169
Gladness 8
Handel 1M
Hi.-ros.ilvma A'.O

lh.lv Church 342
Lancashire
Linden 3-14

Lux Mundl 260
Magister M
M .vent 230
Mendebras 9
MlriHin 103, 486
Missionary Hvrv.n.... 452

Old, Old Story

509

PACK
Passion Chorale 168
Pax Perennls 489
Plea 394
Relief 428
Sacuflce 427
Savoy Chapel 455
Spitta 3-13

St. George's, Boltou . 174
St. Hilda 261

Suplmume 230
Tell the Story 241

Templar 487
Tours 159
Tally 457
Vox Jesu 160
Webb 304, 454

7s, 6s, 8s.

Alford 474
Anatoliu? 84
Kateglldden 475

7s, 8s.

St. Alblnus 463

7s, 8s, 7s.

Long Home 468

8s, 3s

St. Aehed 276

8s, 4s.

Clyde 98
Contrition 262, 400
Portland 378
Rawson 441
Riseholmo 47
Sarum 263
Sunset 46
Uuitaa 400
Wales 300
Wimbleton 263

8s, 5s, 3s.

Bulllnger ;235, 310
Slephauos 310

8s, 6s.

Elmliuret 2»l
Flemmlng M
Pascal 47
St. Barnabas 458

8s, 6s, 4 s.

St. Cuthbert 216
Verbum Pads 451

8s, 7s. 4 lines.

Barrett 92
Bartiineus 328
Brocklesbury...
Carter 72
Caithace 210
Dormance 432
Gem 329
Oswald 130. 415
Ovio 131

Rathbun 165
Sicily 171

3V7
81 S\ lvester 95. 4J2
Stockwell 96,S?7
Stnttgard 72

We-tnilnster ...

Wilnict 4X3

Wilson 363
Wtmborne 362
Wraysbury M

.**.. 7 s. 6 lines.

Bavaria :i»



5 io

a, 7s. Do«bie.
ACE

Armstrong 127,430
Austria 453

Autumn 193

Aveling 406

Bavaria 444

Beecrott 299

Ellesdle 4:u

Erie 127

Faben 1M
Gaylord 269

Guidance 481

Harwell 187

Hymn of Joy Ih6

Love Divine 268

Mansfield 298

Middleton 203, 405

Mission Song.. 395 .

Ncttleton 433

Sanctuary 202, 4&0

Stoughton 407

Triste 269

Vesper Hymn 92

Vokes. 199

8s, 7s, 3s.

EtlametMlhl 258

8s, 7s, 4s.

Alran 34

Benediction. 457

Brest 472

Greenville 93

Nelson 93

Raphael 35, 309

Regent Square ...140, 456

Segur 308
Tarn worth 204

Victory 205

8s, 7s, 7s.

All Saints 478
Caersalera 478

Cheer 30
Orange 31,345
Irbv 144

Milllngton 479

Muriel 82.145

flnoq: ot Subjects.

PAOR
Neander 249
Palms 248
Shield 82

St. Joseph 164

9s, 8s.

PanlsVltae 440
Sacrament 440

10s, 2 lines.

Ccena Domini 442

Pax Tecum 443

10s, 3 lines.

Militant 313

10s, 4 lines.

Dalkeith 283
Deipnon 439

Digby 439
Ellerton... 83, 438
Ernan 6

Eventide 54, 227

Faroon 7

Henley 83
Langran 282, 443

Moscow 451

Naaman 77

Pax Del 227

Pyrenees 375

Savannah 7
Thome 76
Toulon 226

10s, 6' lines.

Gennesaret 88

10s, 4s.

Cochran 379

LuxBenlgna 378

10s, lis.

Lyona ?..» 70

lis.
PAr.E

Cana 297
Expostulation 254
Ooslien 296
Masill 341

Portuguese Hymn .. 296

lis, 5s.

Cloisters 85
EceleMa 401
Integer 41

Nightfall 85
Palmer 40

lis, 10s.

Avison 133
Clifton 278
Come, Ye Discon 254
Dawn 79
Emilia 279
Ninlan 132
Psyche 331

Raynolds 330
Vlsio Domini 498

Wcsk-v 453

"Worship 78

lis, Vis.

Canterbury 95

lis, 10s, 6s.

Lester 374

13s.
Scotland 251

P. M.
Angel Voices 12

Arimathea 165

Ascension 183

Audio 2>l

Bonar &o-

Bonn 140

BtnllriKh 441

Carmen Cadi 467

Castello '. 348

Columba 84

PAGF.
Corde Natns 66, 141

Crusaders' Hvran ... 149

Dominus Regit 349

Dresden 497
Ecce Agnus 250
Eiu' Festo Burg 405

Enos 401
Evrinug Praise 44
Frankfort 311

denting 210
Grassmere 290
Harvev 383,
HerrnFiut 211
iliiiilnnan 15

Holy Offerings 257
Incarnation 143
Intercession 65

Judgment 473
Kevin 308
LaMonte 290
Laudes Domini 22

Lead Mo On 313
Leonl 79

Lvnde 293
Monsell 68
Morning 295
Nic;ra 5
Nun Dankot 123
ml. iland 467

4S3
Portuguese Hymn... 130
Praise 329
Redcliff 182
Reqaiesoat 462
Rt-smrexit 18*
Rutherford 471
Sch.-l! 374
Security 3.-2

Septem Voces 177
SiugJor Jesus 349
St. Svlvester 49.5

Stabat Malel 16*
Sunrise 30
Taphos 4TO
Temple 97
Triumph 131

Win. Lux 225
Vox Angelica 466

Wittenberg 183
Wondrous Love 235

Work Song 39*

^wbet of Subjects.,

Abba, Father 54R, 590, 900, 913, lord

Abide with Me !.:>, 129, 824, 830, 1060

Absenco from God. son, 841, 684, 70S

Accepted Time 591, 612, 617, 619
:

.•.-:
Activity.... 124.878, :

Adoption. 287, 874, 699-902,911,913
Advent of Christ:
At Hltth .' 323-352

'I., Judgment ...177, 1-1, ll-.J II'-.

To Kingdom 481 514, 1101 1135

Bee Chritt
Afflictions 698-I

s, e <>!•! -i'i>-

. 186,961,989,978,978,978
Alpli:' and om.r.i See r/.n«t.

Ark of God
Ascension
Ashamed of Jeans
Ask p in ,i. iui Ml, II

Assurance :

Attained 777.790.001. hw, «73, 9it

Atonement:
v 317. 565-576

....'. 168,677-609

Offi red fiio-624

Accepted ........
Attributes of God .... See < • /.

Autumn 27.', IS

Backsliding 6.-.2-7I 1

Baptism I0U 1028

Belnjr of (Jod 866 ffO*
Belli vlns
Benediction 199

Benevoli
Of Christ BeeChrfrt,
of Christiana Bee chanty.
01 Ood

Bereavi mi a\
-

Blessedness -v.',, s? I.,-7-'.'l'.'. 102S

1 See Atannn> fit.

Bread of Life Sec On rist,

Rrcvltvof Life See /.</«•.

Broth, ilv I On see Fellowship.
Burial See J'cath and Jfrarcn.
Of a Child '..At. .M'.. 1110, 1154, 1157

Of a Pastor.. .744, 1137, 1143,1149

Calmness 537, 848. K54. 877

Calvan

Charity ... 354. :-

Charitableness 876, 378,

cl>. . rfulnrss Sec Jny
(•Midi. -i

!: I-::

Cbll.lllkeSpiill See i/u?« i7if.v

CliiiM".
Advent at Birth 322-391

Advocate.. . 183

AKon\
All ill All "<.. '

Alpha and Om<i
<>ii .-f «.<-'. 117. 11

Blood of lit. *::, .'.».«. 570, ',70ms

ll
- ! II. BVen. .734. 10731100
( I ite 239, 616. -

Bridegroom I9W86, 503-507



£urM Of .(01. 920, 1142, 1146

Character of 85 u:98. 775-844
Compassion of .353, 398, 411-415. 651
Condescension Of..34<.>362, 366-415

£™ 'f«'
>tODe

i •*» 9S*. 10«
( ruclflxiOB of. . ..39*427, 1058-1063Dayspm.g ...4'. m, .j.», 4fv3. 1123

nf r
w°

f *[«lo"w. 1M. 344. 482, 511
Divinity of . .308. 882. 340. 3M, 470Example Of. 35*359. 376-382. 934
Fountain. . . . 308. 579. 662, 799, 1096
Friend 353, 485, 690, 691 , 71 2, 838
Uidlng.place Ml, 637, 6S5, 907Humanity of .-.331 -.340. 370. 395. 920
Immannel....v_
Incarnation 01
'«»»" 373. 781. 798. 814. 823. 841

nS5L'«tl5"' 4S6
'
,07S

- 1I62-H65

v n* °J t-
0ry 4i5

' «3-«M62Xing of kings ... .119, 430, 457, 473
b\?*' ,S .-aiiits.. 341. 455, 604, 1105Knocking at tlie JDoor. 614 63*Lamb of God. 41 9, 474, 570'.' so?! 642Leader. .105, 664. 717.763 773
Life ou Earth
Ljght. ... . .25, 483, P29, 922-924
LlonofJudah in mo
Lord of Sabaoth. . .99. 187, 987. 989
lx>rd oiir P.iel.t.-oi.sn. ss . 82, 593D°je^ -••"--'. 4..-,,774 . 7 <0. 785 807

SfSlST,-

1

2*»- 3«. «H «32. 835Mediator 463, 4":.
[

Mori, in est.-.:
Pearl of Great Price...'..588."10Physician. .93, 35:. v.7, ..-:.

*-
2 , ^

: mi «»
Prince of GloryT.28 185 m "maPrince of Liie

T
..43«: 46;! 7" v

Prophet 239,327;.<.V,.'740:8i4Ransom 371. 461. 576, 593 874

g*J
toennr....488, 468, 774, 790 839g^'UKB 662, 685, 717, 775 901

Return toGod.... See ^?c*n*io7iRock Of Ages.
. .254, 993. H-8. 1196

If
Vl"ur. 566. 586. 588, 902. 7WShepherd.... 397, 715. 844.•„?«. 1013

Substitute. 405, 570.576. 593. 628bufferings of.

|
n" 31, 87

!&£ty
;r -,-"*• 5*'.595.647.777Sympathy of ..398, 721, Kr_\ 920, 926Teaclier 302, 355, 364, 374 828Temptation of... 359, 381 395 926

Transfiguration of. . .332. 363. 1071Triumph 361,3S6,3*8. 391
- 7M 915

Afflictions wioja
Conflicts ?rr-ii

D»^::::::::::--::

---i;|

Love for Christ

cJSS?«« :::.::

Afflicted 483,509,982.991 1005Beloved 994.1050 1 114Dear to SalnU ....^979 9# org
•wt.onsof...^,^,

Hussions of
Ordinances of.... ! ,$

™

Triumph of 4--..12. ik,] , niI 11 tyof ... 744. K74 .979. lono Oil

C^^erVice:::^^ 11^^Comfort W». 668.^ "ia-ia

Communion of Saints? ^dm,f -

At Lonfa Table 10231100

flnfrer. of Subjects.

With Christ ...« 112 154 77<UU4

•U ith Lach Other ....33, 152, 1003Compassion :
' '

1U(W

Of Christ Seerhrisr

OfGod'
3UanS -- CTari^^«

comni^D 30C . ^ v^^ni

Conflict with Sin
Conformity 85*381,3
Conscience 251, 570. 610.W }£Consecration

:

'^w
Of Possessions . . .710. 9C9. 975, 978™ Self 404, 62*. 710. 1030-1076

C»"f'D'.V 37,70,746 ^50 853Consolations See Affliction?
Coustai.rj-
Contentment ..60S, 838. SIS 8G0 877Contributions Sec Charitv
C=n>,-Uicn 330 533/^: ,';

COHNeiSlon See Heart
Conviction s ,, /Ti'
Corner-stone 987, 998, 1056 108*

Church 1017, 1080-1034. 1076

Cross:
bee God.

Taking.. 392. 613. 681, 751, 948. 1061Bear..

Salvati.-n by..
Crowns of Glorj
Cruciaxioa ....f...;....sce-^V^
Darkness ... .68, 525, 532. 558-567 75«Day of Grace.. .\...L. see Vod^TH2 —-fl
ScS.^v;8Of^SS^I

Dependence?'
611

' 612^18 ' 6^^
On Providence . ..255, 28L 302. 307On G race ....570, 574. 677 593 638Depravity See Lolt StoutDespondency....

5, 522, 639. 654/078Devotion Set Prayer.
Diligence s et Activity
Doubt. ...... 12.5. 260. 2:0. 302^ 659 702
Doiologiefl 160-162. 222: i>. 505

Earnest See Holy Spirit

fgssr :^M :,

KoSl^^.v^^S:
Encouragement 6840, 712774

SSSSS- r .v
See 2«*W

Etemal Life See Life

JB2S&. ^«T«uSia
,

&Sa

8[Stians-:::;;356S^:S

5"

HSJiW". 73.214.1010-1015

l^'r-Y
%S or8,1 'P •••3*6. 388, 410, 664

?!?k
DayS 463

> *%• Ml. l«0 982Father • c Pfl /,,j
Fearfulness .

.

.Jnvfff 741 757 9ai

Followmg Christ.. 105, 122, 751, 1088Forbearance

:

'

Chnstian See Porgixtnui
Forgiveness

:

i/"C74«*».

Of Injuries ...356, 364. 374-378. 962Ol s >" 566-60*. 877-WS
f01"

10 ""
'

1 25, 875

Friend of Sinners See CArwt
?,7r,

e^, in I
i
eav

»
en ^ee J7ear" :

Future Punishment See BeU.
Gentleness:
OJ ""stians 374-378. 853. 877Of God See <5od

Gio.ia in Kxci .-

atSVSFt&P* Cross - See Cr0i»-

Godf fieeOod.

Attributes IP, 158. 174. 254-322
Being. 116, 253, 272, 288, 298, 315
Benevoience.270, 290, 318. 319 322
Compassion.. 175, 1-8, 2H>, 318, 866
Condescension. 6, k-vh. 285 317 367

£e:iU:
. 3^540

Etern'ty 162, 254. 28.'., 293 303

Eat h ,: -2 911
F..rb0arance....7. 94,175, 259 285^"ene» -»*. 2^7. 259, >3, 318

[> ...11, 40. 93, 169, 268, 285, 316

Kith :

Heaft
-

•

'

See DetP°n^ncy.

Aspiration Of.... 664.698 700 746
Assurance of . .. See Aiiurance
Blessedness of...7M.84\M9 8^2

Justification by .'.^ s^o!& li?

TH Ter '0lV--«19
- "0. 746. 856. 879

laBSsaa!-"*8

i:0! \ ....

^00<{De3S:.... 16,171.270.307 322grace ... .285, 287.290, 298. 317. 600
Holiness ...1, 187. 285. 303. 305, 316
Infinity ...«, Kg, 166; 07^ 291

*.

294Jehovah. .158. 171. 188, 189/296. 315
Justice. 16,23.42,260.318.1164
Long-suffering.. 7, 94, 175
Love.... 6. 47. .

Majeety..i<
Mercy ..4, 1-, 1H, M5. 159. 188.282
Mystery.. 258, J- •, lv,, .-

Omnipotence. 169, 171.271,279 295
'

'

°mh - --.292 677
fat'ence 7,94, 175 259" 285

£
1,r

;-, HM2.219.31M.866.872
Pi-ovideuce .

. 275, 278. 281-2S3. 302

|
ov< - 12.1036

nvJ?
r
,t
r''-Uy

V 15N I'"-- 17*. 1--2.1-1,

Truth ....243. 266. 301, 311. 714. SCO
IncliaDKeable ...254

--,'
204

"W ia<lom..l68, 174. 244, 268, 6t\l' 933

g r
°^- : SeeAtommcnt.

Aboumling. .577. 600. 606. 684. 1037

frec 60. 2v2, 600. 602. 6.-8. 919
Justifying 472. '.70. ,-.»]. 10.30, 1071
Quickenine

. .43, 519. 544. 556. 786
Rt.leemlMg.M3. 287.3-2.771. 1C*8
Restoring...
Reviving. ....::

Sanctifying.-:
Saving. . . .32, 257. 362. 565. 570. 576
Sovereign... 1:. .

Throne of 136, 143.14

^,rafe9.. 318, 5>.. ?.-
Gratitude... H. :

G/.ave 401. 1138, 1142, :

<.nev,ng ... -

Growth
Guidance...528-530, 664,69:. 1

U aPPinf« See Joy
1202.1 203. 12)1

Hearing... .76.194-197,209,227.239

V;
1 ' a

n

e
;

f
,'
f *-*. W. 5«W67. 809

911-711
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Searching. .. .127, 517. 636, 780, sit

Surrendered .532, 543, 652.710, 1068

Heaven:
Christ in ....113, 185. 417, 473, 1160

Frieuds in... imn. H5o. no.;, H8.3

Home in. ..689, 756, 1145. 1151. 1101

Rest ill... 181.411. in-. U78, 118''.

Heirship... 82.-. *74, 893, &01, 908. 913

Hell 417, 501.610, IIGM164
Heralds, c;o--i.it 1....S. e Mim.-try.
1 1 idlng-place See Christ.
Holiness:
Of Saints... .31,50, 463, 538,696-701
Of Ood See God.

Hoiv scriptures See-Bi&ie.
llol'v Spirit:
Baptism Of....529, 544-516, 563, 990
Comforter ...4-, ',

5 '.'", 5:t0, 562, 859

Descent of . . .515, 517, 513, 557, 563
Divine... 515,
Earnest of. . . ..VJC, 535, 548, 720, 893

Knlighteuer..52.5, 530,533, 550, 559
Fruits of '.". 133,531, 554,0.30

Grieved 518, 564, 618, 022, 624
Indweller ....517. 521, 532, 536,859
Iuspil er 215, 244-251. 544, 550

Leadings of. . 527, 528, 555.5.4, 735

Love Of 51 S .5 J I, 513, 557, 034

Quiekeui lie ..111, 51'», 54-1, 558,565
Re-gencrat in g 5 ;.',, 532, 550, 560, 56-5

S.ahng 522. 5 5. .5!-, 0.5*1, 10.50

Striving 5t,7, •'•7, 618, 620, 6-2:1

Witnessing ...5:2. .5:3, 538, 626, 913
Home ...See Family or //, nven.
Home Missions . . ..949-978, 110M135
Hope:
In Affliction 916-948, 1165

In Con viction .573, 634. 652, 679, 683
In Death 799,9-1.5. 1136-1101

In Despondency. .522, 657, 800, 907

Humility. ..127, 538, 672, 853, 559,877

Immanucl See Christ.
Imruanuel's Land. 53, 732, 116<>, 1194

Immoitalitv... .1144.1147, 1151; 1199

Importunity 72,-3. 141, 144,148
Imputation . ...39?, .570, 574, 5s0, 593

Incarnation See Ch rist.

Infants See Children.
Ingratitude. ...614. 623, 628, 63-2, 639
Inspiration 215, 21 1-251, .541. 556

Installation
I ntet cession... 432, 465, 594, 601. 630

Invitations 610 -623

Israel See Jews.

Jehovah See Ood.
Jerusalem ....184, 494, 508. 11811199
Jesus See Christ.
Jews 4 16, 1112, 1118, 1120. 1127

Joining the Church ..See Church.
Joy 390. 434, 786, 835, 838, 852

Jubilee 4SS, 499,591, 1008. 1120

Judgment Day 481, 1162-1164

Justice '.

. . .See Ood.
Justification ...570, 576, 584, 590, 874

Kindness 37 1-382, 549, 1000-1011

Kingdom of Christ:
Prayed for... 482, 493. 509-512. 1105
Progress of 1

Triumph of . . .475, 48-1, 499, 989, 994

Labor See Activity.
Lamb of God See Christ.
Law of God

:

• 1. .345. 413. 419. 570. 1071

And Guilt.. ..570,

Liberality See Charity.
Life:
Brevity.... 612, 618. 1144. 1148, m'.
Object
Soli mnitv ...v.. 123. 571. .57.5, 11 V,

Vanity.... 610, 761

.

Light of the World . .. See Christ.

Ltkesi ' rmity.

Little Things. .:

Longing:
For Christ 87. I

For God. . .40, 55, W, 70, 69, 657, 693

UnDcr ct Subjects.

For Heaven ..119, 1167. Iftft 11*8

F»C Holiness... 50. 94. 654, 698. 809
Lone suffering.. See Forbtarance.
Loi'kiug to Jesus .710.791. 831, 834
Lord's I).iv...9, 18, 2-2, 49.67,81, 176

Lord's Player 146,2115, 1223

Lord's Supper 1023.1100
Loul.our Kighteousness.... 8-2, 5"9
I... -1 state ot Man U4, 565-576
Love :

Of cod the Father See Ood.
Of Chi 1st See Ch rist.

Of Holy Spirit. See Holy Spirit.

For God.. -256, 283, 285. 287, 317.858
For Christ. ...105, 216. 775-844. 952
For Saints See Fellowsh ip.
Yor the Church See Church.
For souls . . .364. 621. 092, 949-978

r.ovjng. kindness.. 188, 009.756, 1197

Luke warmness,639, 054, 749, 650,978

Itfal e sty See Ood.
Man See Lost State.
Mauna ...695. 734, 919, 993, 1045, 1057
Martyrs. .737,714, 747, 751, 1150. 1177
Mediator See Christ.
Mediatorial Reign. See Kingdom.
M..htatl0U..55, 112. 137, 154.249.918
Meekness See Humility.
Men ies ...175, 191, 283. 2-9, 309, 872
Mercifulness See Forgiveness.
M en v see Ood.
Mercy-seat 82. 131. 139-141.594
Millennium .... See Kingdom.
Ministry:
Commission 953, 964. 983, 1120
Con vocation. 78, 720, 983, 1102, 1215

Installation. 714. -.-, 9-3, 9"7. 1120

Ordination. ..7io, 753, 7.M. s<\ 953
Prayed for.. 963. 9.-1. 997. 999. inn

Mir.n les... 354, 357, 362. 377, 382, 384
Missions.- 949-978, IK'l 11X3

Missionaries ...1U7, 1120, 112S.1135
Morning ..1, 1.3, 21, 39, 45, 62, 87. 190

Mortality See Life.
Mysteries of Providence. See Ood.

National. .1122, 1201, 1205. 1209. 1216
Nativity See Christ.
Nature, the Material I'niverso:
Beauties of.. .165, 169, 186, 273, 306

God Seen in.. 171, 272. 288, 299, 783
Nearness:
To God. : .261, 274, 6-54, 693, 696, 700
To Heaven .111-. 11.0. 1165-1171

Needful, one Thing 567,oio. vto.U'55

New Birth See Heart.
New Jerusalem See Jerusalem.
New Song ...33, 54. 1-4. i<7, 400. 476

New Year... loo, 273, 1200. 1200, 1210

Night See Evening.
Now See Accepted Time.

Obedience 044,251,543.575,832
Old Ago 130, 714, 976, 1145. 1155

Omnipotence Bee God.
Omnipresence See God.
Omniscieuce See God.
Oneness with Christ. ..See Union.
Opening of Service 1-90. 134-189

Ordinances 1012-1022. 1023 1100
Ordination See Ministry.
Original Sin See Lost Stale.

Orphans ..912, 9-51, 959, 908, 90l», 1166

Paradise 43, &8fi,no7. 1184. 1193

Pardon See/'or<;iiv»«jt*.

Parting 209, 213, 217, .
Passover 419, 431. 474, 1075. 1095

See MinUtni.
Patience... 364, 381. 515, 072. 076, 697

Christian. 200, 676, 702. 707, 902. 906

National 4'.-. 1201. 12"'.. 1213

Peacemakers. .856, 364, 176, 887. 1011

e — •' Repentant*.
Pentecost See Holy Spirit
Perils

Pilgrimage ......

Pllerims, The ..1122, r:o->. 121:1, 1216

Pilgrim spirit . . .48, 176, 223, 761, 916

PiIIjt of Fire ..720, 726, 734, 730. 752
Pity of God See Sort.
Ple.lSUU-S Se-
Poor 216, 374, 951, 957, 9w, 975
Praise.
To Ood :.... 158-290, 624-322

To Christ 41, 425-:>14. 775-844

Prayer 134 150. 1214
Preaching See Ministry.
PredestiuaUon: see Decrees.

.612, 625, 080, K53, 660, 862
Pin Bthood See Christ.
Probation See Life aDd Now.
Procrastination ., See Delay.
Prodigal sou :;»;, (.52. •

-

Profession 1017. In 0-1034. 1076
Progie.-s....SeeGroM-rA in Grace.
Promises .-.243. 260. 3ol. 311. 714
Prophecy .215, 2H, 252, 278, 302, 511
Protection 718, 830, 852. 901,915
Providence See God.
Punishment see }{ell.

Purity See Jlolinces.
Purposes See Decree*.

Bare 101.211,742,748,
"

Bain'. 1(55,109, 170, l- .

Bansom See Ch rist.

Beceiving Christ. See Bepentanee.
Bedemption See A tonement.
Refuge, Christ our See Christ.
Begeneialion SeoHttrt.
Beuunciation...Sco Consecration.
Repentance 624-652. 633-711

Beslgnation See> Afflictions.
Best 571,635 040, o; 4, 680, 845
Kesurrectioo :

Of Christ See Clirist.

Of Believers 401, 428.618.798
Betiremenf See Meditation.
Beturn to God. .590. 617, 623. 648, 683
Bevelatiou See Bible.
Bevival See Church.
BiChes .... 571, 887. -M. 915, 952. "69

Bighteousness..70, 580, 599, I

Bock of Ages See Christ.

Sabaoth. Lord of See Christ.
Sabbath See Lord's Day.
Sabbath School See Children.
Sacraments See Ordinances.
Sacrifice See Atonement.
Safety See Protection.
Sailors 64
Salvation See A tonement.
Sanctincatlon See Grouth.
Sanctuary:
Corner-stone. . . 987. 998. 1056. 1088

Dedication ....35. 9v5. q*>. qji4, 996
Love lor 10,27,30, .

Satan 136, 141. 196,395,712.731
Saviour See Christ.
Science See -Vafureand Bible.
Scriptures bee Bible.
Seamen See Saitvrs.
Seedsowine.... 760, 954, 9<»

Self-deception SeeHeart.
Self dedication. See Consecration.
Self-denial . 15. 845. 954. 965. 973. 978
Self-examination See Heart.
Self Renounced. See Consecration.
Seif-i ighteousuess .574. 5-)

Sensibility See Weeping.
Shod. innh.... 492, 752.

Shepherd See Ch rtst.

Su kucss ...2.-2, 707, 79?, 825, 933. 941

Sin:
Indwelling See Conflict.

OnglDal See Lost State.

Confession of... See Kepentanee.
Conflict with s.e Conflict.
Conviction.... See Lav i i

Sinai
:.tv ...37. 251, 456,5. •

Sinners: ft

Sleep See Fren i >.<;

Soldier 724.728,741. 749.3
Song of Moses .... See Nev Song.

Man See Imn.nrtahty.
; ove for -

Sovereignty See God x



Spirit See Holy Spirit.
Spring
Star of Bethlehem .323. 32s, 334, 349
Steadfastness.. 7-u. 747

Storm
Strength as our Days
-

Suffering
Summer.. .

Sun of Rig.'.:

Surety See Ckrttt
Surrender Sec Heart
Sympathy 364, 370, 376, 956, 963

Table See Lord's Supper.
Tab-T 332,31
Teacher
TeDeum US, Mi

I

• y<

Thankfulness Sec Gratitude.
I

Thief, Pei..

Throne of Grace 10,149,00

Inici of Zczte.

Time See Life.
To-day 61*. 619, 6J2. 1M-.
Tomorrow 275, 61?, 619, 725, 729
Transfiguration See Tabor.
Tna!s See A fractions.
Tabulation See A m ictlons.
Ti:: :tv see Uod.
Triumphal Entry Sec- ChrUt.
Truet:
Grace ....570. 678,73
Proridencc ..275, 3(2, 7:

Truth See God &nl-Bible.

Unbelief . . .27S. 558. 56«, MB, 856, 8C2
. rtleneas See God.

TjDlon of Believers:
Wit* --• -74.908
AVith Each Otht r. .. Fellowship.

:

. deerned.720, 744, 1010. 11-3

:.ableness See God.

Vows, Christian See Covenant.

Watting S<?o Patience.
•Walking witS Gou.66-4, 8S4, BK, 826

5<3

Wandering.Spintual.See Conflict.
War See heave.
Warfare See Sold ler.

Warnings See Invitations.
Watchfulness.."-.

:

Water of Life. . .36, 30*. 579. 616. 681
Wav of Salvation. See Atonement.
Wa'v, Truth, and Life S<

Wealth See Riches.
Weariness 895,71
Weeping.. .396 117,62 M, 76ft, 972
'

Winning Souls 964, -

Winter.
Wisdom Sec God.
Witness See Holy Spirit.
Witnesses, Cloud of See Iface.
Word of God See Bible,
Working See Actiiity.
Worldliness. .See Riches and Life.
Worthy the Lamb. See Few Song.
Wrath'of God See Hell.

Zeal See Activity.
Zion See Church.
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flnfcer of Butbors.

Mrs. Sarah Flower Adams. An English Unitarian

:

the wife of William Bridges Adams; she died in
London, 1848, and was burled at Harlow.— [69C.]

Rev. Nlhemiah Ada-MS, D. D. An American CongTe-~
nationalist, for man v vears pastor of theEs-
Church in Boston, Mass. He died In 1873.— [793.]

Joseph Addison. An English writer; the well-known
essayist; connected with the Church of England;
died In London in 1719.— [272, 283. 397.]

Mrs. Eliza sibbald aldf.hson. A member of the
Church of England, the wife o! Rev. W. T. Alderson,
and sister of Rev. Dr. J. B. Dykes.— [**G.]

Mrs. Cecil France- Alexander An Episcopalian

;

the wife of Rev. William Alexander. D. D.. Bishop of
Derrv, In Ireland.- [Ail. 410. 4C2, 4*1.673, 1003, 1006,

U57.1
Rev. James Waddell Alexander. D. D. A Presby-
terian pastor for many years in New York ; died in
Vlr^nn UU fJQQ AOO 1

Rev. James allen. au English Independent, of a
somewhat roving connecting, but good life; ("lied in
Yorkshire, 1S04.- [452 1058.]

Rev. Henry allon. D. D. a clergyman in the Inde-
pendent denomination of England, for forty years
pastor of Union Church in Islington. London. He
was distinguished as a hymnologist. He died in lsSrj.

-[1097.]
Mrs Maria Frances Anderson. An American Bap-

tlst, born In Paris; now the wife of G. W. Anderson,
Frofessor in the University at Lewisburg, Pa—
1133]

Joseph ANSTICE. Professor of classical literature in
King's College. London; died at Torquay ia 1836,
aged 28.- [214, 902.]

Rev. CHARLES Tamberlane ASTLEY. An Eniccopal
clergyman, now the rector of Br~sted, Sevenoaks,
Kent, in England

Miss Harriet alueb. An English poetess, who para-
phrased some of the psalms; she died in Hertford-
shire in 1«62.—

j.

John aistin. au English lavman of the Roman Cath-
olic Church, a tutor in early life, ultimately engaged
in literarv work. He died in London. 1669.— [1051.]

Rev. Thomas William avkling, d. d. An English
clergyman, for forty.six years pastor of a Congrega-
tional church In Kingsland, London; died .

[9*).]
Rev. LEONARD Bacon. D. D. A Congregational raster
and professor of divinitv at New Haven; he died In
168I.-[12S, 1107. 1216.]

Rev. Henry Williams Baker. An English Episco-
palian, the Vicar of Monkland, Herein dshire : also a
baronet; he died lu 1*77.— 181, 203, 319, 412,700,844,942,
9*8.1 •

Rev. Job* Bakewell. An English Wesieyan clergy-
man, settled as pastor of a charge iu Greenwich: he
dtedlu lM9.-f474.]

Mrs. Charitie Lkes Bancroft. An Episcopalian, of
Aghalurcher, Ireland, where her lath i. B
ney Smith, D. D.. is rector.— [601.]

Mrs. ANNA L^TIllA Baruaild. The wife (if P.cv.
Rocheroont Barbanld, an English Umtaiian minis-
ter; she died in l-25.-[Gi5, 959. 11".

Rev. Sahink Bauxo-0 ii.!>. An English >

chTg\ mm, dow the i- 'or of achurch In 1.

chaud, Devonshire.- [233. 720, 721. 1181.1
Bernard Barton. An English lavm an. for forty years
a bank clerk in Suffolk; tL.- (jink- r poet ••; In-dud
In lsjy.— [851.1

Henry Bateman. Ad English Episcopal lavman, do-
ing business in Loudon, but devoting much lime to
religious work. He died In 187Z- 231,834.1

Rev. William HiLr.r Batik km. AnEngUah Episco-
palian; a roctor in Yorkshire for some vears, he
died iu i>-77, at Lydney Part, Gloucestershire.— [55a,
681, 74C, U03.]

Rev. Richard Baxteb. An English clergyman, vicar
of Kidderminster; afterward a nonconformist la
London; died, i> :

-
!.T Hall Baynks

J Worcester Cathee..
Trinitv. Folkestone.- T1049.1

Rev. BENJAMIN Bf.DDOME. An English Baptist clergy,
man, preachingm Gloucestershire; he dledm 1795.—
[153. 244. 260. 527. 55'.', ;/ >. 561. 573. 621, S93. 1104.]

Rev. George Washington Bethinf, D. D. A clergy,
man of the Reformed Dutch Church in America, he
died in Florence. II , 1156.]

Rev. Edward Henry Bickersteth, D. D. An Eng-
lish Episcopalian; in 1855 he became Dean of Glou-

t and Bishop of Exeter.— [254, 432, 1018. 10o0,

Rev. John Bickersteth. A clergyman of the Church
of England, the rector of Sapcote In Leicestershire.
He died In lsV).- [236.]

Rev. Thomas Binnt.y, D. D. For forty vears pastor of
the Congregational Church, Weigh-nouse Chapel,
London; d.ed. 1874.— [585.]

Rev. Edward Bickersteth Birrs. An English Epis-
copalian, Vicar of St. Michael's Church in Cam-
bridge. He is the son of Prof. T. R. Bilks.- [541.]

fessorof Moral Phil' - University;
died in 1888.— [S3, 1092.]

Rev. Thomas Blacki.OCK. D. D. A Scotch Presbvte-
riaD, usefnl and active, although blind nearly all his
life; he died. 1791, at Edmbur.-

Rev. John Ernest Bode, a clergyman of the Church
cf England; rector of a parish in Castle Camps, Cam-
bridgeshire, where he died in 1874. —[1052]

Rev. Horatrs Bonak, D. D. A minister of the Free
u Church of Scotland; lo: ig

Edinburgh, where he died in
". "-.

"

—
. 94 J, 1W, 9>'.. 100S, 1004. 10S4, 1086. 10S7.

1145. 1155, 1178.]
Miss Jane Borthwick. A Scottish auth -

the translators of the •Hymns from the Land of
Luther"; now residing in Edinburgh —

Edgar Alfred Bowring. a lavman of the Church
of England, born in 1S26, a member of the British
parliament from Exeter in L86f

Sir John Bowring. LL D. An Euglish Unitarian;
a voluminous author, and a distinguished diploma-
tist : he died in is:: -
1159.]

MATTHEW Bridges. An English lavman, now in the
conimuulou of the Church of Rome. Of late he has
been reaidingin Canada, near Quebec.—

Rev. Phillips' Brooks. D.D. An Am-
. man.now Bisho] I

• -. ling in Boston -
Mra. PH«£HE HlN.-D.vi.E BROWN. All An.'
gregationalist; the wife of Timothv II. Blown: she
dud in Illinois iu ISO.—[187, 1005.]

William Brown, ah English author knnwn only as
the m riier of a sing), hymn, and a voluue "f vernoa

-

iwmic. The honored ami .
-

d< nl chnrch In Old Jewry. I,or.uou. ho
died in 17-.

William cillen Bryant. An American Unitarian:
: I , he illed

•:k i:i ls7s._[340. 9i«. 1113.1

An English Epiaco.
palisn; a ma school, ho

LFlNcH. D. D. An
•'

:

I

stor In London and
elocwnif'



5.6 Hn&ej of Btitbore.

Rev. Richard BUKD8ALL. An English Wesleyan

Manic; died In 1866.— [7C0.1
William Hf.nkv Burleigh. An Artjerlcan Unita-
rian. Journalist and lecturer; an enthusiastic frieud

Rev. Jame6 DltUMMONU Burns. A clergyman of the
Free Church of Scotland; after a long decline, he
died at Menem.-, 1-6-1 -[102,206.]

John Burton. A deacon in the Congregational
Church at Stral Doner tor more
than sixty years. He died m 1377.— [999.]

Rev. Edmund Butcher. An English clergymau,
pastor of a Unitarian congregational Sidbury Vale,
Devonshire; died, 1822.— [2.58/]

Rev. CHAULE9 In.sks CAMBKON. A Scotch Presby-
terian minister, once a missionary In India; he
died in New Edinburgh, Canada, about 1875.— [1190.]

Miss Jank MoNiGu.meky Camphei.u This ladv is

understood to have been an English Episcopalian,
born in London, 1817. She died at. Bovey Tracey in
1878.—[1190.]

.Mrs. MAItr.AKRT COCKBURN CAMPBELL. A Scotch
authoress of noble rank, the wife of one of the'
founders of the P yraouth Brethren in England.
She died at Alphlngton, near Exeter, in 1841.— [188.]

Rouekt Campbell. A Scotch advocate; late in life

received into the Church of Rome; he died in Edin-
burgh in 1868.—[ 117. 1075.]

Thomah Campbell. The well-known Scotch poet;
Lord Rector of the University of Glasgow; he died
inl814.-[335.1

Rev. Joseph Dacre Caklyle. An English Episco-
palian; Professor of Arabic at Cambridge; vicar of
Newcastle; died in 1804— [37.1

Miss Phceuic Cary. An American poetess; usually
reckoned as a Uuiversalist; she died at Newport in
1871.- [1148.]

Rev. Edward Caswall. An English priest of the
Roman Catholic Church ; an lugenious ami success-
ful translator; dioil, 1878.— [41, 203, 524, 556, 587,603,
804,815,861. 1176. 1207.]

Rev. John C awoou. An English Episcopal clergy.
man; perpetual curate in Worcestershire; he died
In 1852.- [195. 327.]

Rov. John Cennick, An English clergyman, for
some time associated with the W. icy*: afterward
a Moravian ;

died. 1755.— T215, 5'i7, 77:!, 1039.]

Rev. JOHN CHANDLER. An English Episcopalian;
vicar of Wltley; translator of •• Hymns of the Prinil-

tlve Church " '; died, 1876.- [21, 360, 461. 998, 1130.]

Mrs. Elizabeth chaiu.es. An English lady, the
widow of Andrew P. Charles; authoress of the
"Sclidnberg-Cotta" stories; living in London.— [981,

1046 ]

Bev. ALLEN William Chatfikld. A rlorirvman of tlio

Church of England. Vicar of Much-Marcle, Here,
fordshirc ; he has made some excellent translations.
-[867.]

Mrs. Harriet Mary Chester. An English Episco-
palian ; the wife of Harry Chester-, a widow since

^-he is an authoress, and has done some good
work for the hymn-books.— [65.]

Benjamin Cleveland. An American, probably In
connection with the Baptist church; his hvmns
were published about 1790.— [706.1

Mrs. Elizabeth con.sr.it An English authoress;
the hymn bearing her name appeared in I860, and
was suggested by the news of the great revival In
Ireland- [626.1

Mrs. RBURCCA PHCENIX COR. Tlie honored wife of
Rev. David B. Coo, D. D., so long the (Secretary of
tlie Home Missionary Society, she Is residing at.

prc-cnt 111 I'.loonifleld, N. J.— tll23.]
ChaIiI.KhCokfin was Kertorof t.'ie University of Paris

in 1718. and dl<d In 1749. nis hymn was trnii-l.it* d
from the Latin by the compile! - Of " Hvmtis Ancient
Mil Modern. •'- [114.]

John Duke Coleridge. An. English Episcopalian;
vc-r for a lifetime; now Lord Chief Justice of

England. His hvmnsareof high merit— [91.]

Hami 1. C. COLKSWORTBT. An American Conpreg.v
tioii.il laymau in Boston; formerly a printer, after-

• f —(71.]

JosiAH Condeu. An Enellsh author and Journalist;
the compiler of the first official Congregational
Hymn- Book; died, 1855.— [222, 256. 322. >„, 668, 919,
1073, 1082.]

Rev. Henry Cook, D. JD. An Irish Presbvtcrian
clergyman ; pastor of May Street Church in Belfast,

. wherein 1868 he died.- [122.]
Rev. William Cooke. Au English Episcopalian;
Vicar of Gapley. Suffolk; Canou of Chester Cathe-
dral; edited "'l he Church Hymnal" in 1853, and the
"Hymnary" in 1872.— [438.]

Rev. Euwaiid Cooper. An English Episcopal clergy-
man; earlv in this century lie was a rector in Staf-
fordshire: he died in 1833.— [257.]

Rev. Thomas Cotterill. An English Episcopalian;
perpetual curate in Sheffield for many years; he
died in 1323.— [57, 523, 1038.1

Mrs. anne Ross cousin. A Scotch Presbyterian; the
wife of Rev. William Cousin, minister of the Free
Church in Melrose.- [787, 1160, 1161.]

William Cowper. The well-known poet, author of
"The Task"; an English Episcopalian; lived a
while, at Olney ; died, 1800.— [134, 154, 246, 302, 579, 654,
729, 848, 94S. 994, 1077.]

Miss Frances Elizabeth Cox. An English Episco-
palian ; born at Oxford; she is best known as a
translator of German hymns.— 17S3, 929, 1153, 1174.]

Rov. Arthur Cleveland Coxe, D. i>. An American

Rev. GEORGE CROLl.
tor in London: a well-known writer and poet; he
died in I860.— [545.]

Mrs. Ada Cambridge Cross. Known best by her
maiden name; now the wife of an English Episco-
pal clergyman in Australia.— [7.]

Rev. William Crosswell, I). D. An American Epls.
copalian ; rector of the Church of the Advent in
Boston; he died in l<51.-[957.]

Rev. Sewall Sylvester Cutting, D. D. An Ameri-
can Baptist clergyman of wide reputation; he died

called ••Plymouth Brethren"; he died In 1882. His
authorship of the hymns is doubtful. [716, 717.]

Rev. Samuel Davies. An eminent American Pros-
byteriau minister. President of the College of New
Jersey : he died in 1761 — [1030.]

Rev. Edward Arthur Dayman. An English Epis-
copal clergyman, at present the Honorary Canon of
RitNm in S:*lislinrv C.i r li.drnl _f!S.<; 11M 1

in New Zealand.— [380, 381, 407, 490, 491, 495.82311
921.1

Sir Edward Denny. An Irish landholder and
baronet. connected with the' - Plymouth Brethren";
he resides much In London— [375, 376, 501, 5i>5, 506,
1027, 1069.1

William CHatterton Dix. An English Episcopa-
lian; for some time ciiiml" d In the Marine Insur-
ance Office in Glasgow. -[;23, 389, 481.1

Rev. George Washington Doan p.. D. D. An Ameri-
can Episcopalian; Bishop of the diocese of New
Jersey ; he died in 1859.— [219, 377, 1109J

Rev. William crosswell Dovne, D. D. An Ameri-
can Episcopalian; now the Bishop of tlie diocese of
Albany; a prelate, like his father, of great dignity
and force.— [1213.]

John Dobell. An English Conirregatlonalist : com-
piler of a book <>f hymns; exciseman at Poolo, in
Dorset; ho dl.d in ls-io.-[619]

Rev. Philip Dcddkidge. D. D. The well known ex-
positor; a Ooiigreifntmnal pastor In Northampton.
England; died 1751.- [18, 48.80, 124, 142, 207.2ld.270b
273.311.461. 514. 526.1. H>. 74s. 755. M 1 . M3. '•'.'.'.-0,910,956,

997. 1001, 1012. 1013. \<>:>, 10.11. 1111,1210.]
.mi doudnfy. An English writer of verae

and prose for magazines, published "stepping
stones'' iii 1881, London. -[199.]

iURNB Hall Draper. An English Baptist
clergyman; for some tune a pastorin Sontliampton;
b. did in 1843. This hymn In many ."lle.tlons Is
credited mistakenly to Mr*. Voke.-£[1108.]

Rev. William Hamilton Dm MlfOND, D. D An Irish
Presbyterian . a pa ttoi onoe In Belfast, afterward In
Lublin, heiUed In 1865.— (950.J
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Johs DBYDK*. Poet Laureate of England ; In early
lift- a Protestant, afterward a Roman Catholic ; he
died In 1701.- rs29.]

, in 1688.
— [42.*. m

Rev. Samuel Willoighby Diffield. Tlie pastor of
Westminster Presbyterian Cliurch, Bloomrield, N.
J. : he was a writer of much grace aud ability ; the
author of "English Hymns" and of "Latin
Hymns"; he died in 1*87.- [126, 542,909. 11*6, 1194.]

Rev. Robinson Porter Di.vk, D. D. An American
Presbyterian clergyman, professor of Rhetoric In
Brown University, Providence, R. I.; he died in
1867.— [661, 1141.]

GeorgrSprinoDwight. An American Presbyterian;
a business man and an Inventor; he was ill fur years,
and died iu 18*6 at Summit. N. J.— [421.]

Rev. Timothy Dwioht, D. D. An American Congre-
gational clergyman ; formerly President of Yale
College; died in 1817.— [61, 986JEdwakd William eddis. An English lavraan of the
Irvinglte connection; compiler of "Hymns for the
l/se of the Chu! ches," 1864.— [502. ]

James Edmeston. An English architect and sur-
veyor; he ia said to have written nearly two thou-
sand hymns; he died In 1667.— [109, 22-1, 395, 735, 799,,n-l : iii

36, 112*.]
Rev. John ELLKRTON. An English Episcopal clergy.
man, now the rector of a pailsh in White P.odiug

;

a voluminous writer of excellent hymns.— [49, 101,
132, 300, 208. 448. 1143. 1214, 1215.]

If las Chau!.ottk Elliott. An Englleh Episcopalian

;

the granddaughter of Rev. John Venn ; died at
Brighton in 1871.- [107, 108, 631, 634, 635, 638, 640, 642,
678, 87fl, 925.]

Mrs. Julia ANN Elliott. An English Episcopalian
;

wife of Rev. H. V. Elliott, minister at Brighton ; she

New York City.— [821.]
Rev. COBNKLlLb Elven. aq bi lergy-

roati, a pastor at Bnry St. Edmunds, in Suffolk; lie
dledlu 1873.—[613.]

Rev. William Enfield, D.D. An English Unitarian;
minister at Norwich; for two years protestor at
Warrington; died, 1797.— [*174.

]

Rev. Jonathan Evans. Au English Congregational
minister ; he was a pastor lu Warwickshire : he died
In 1809.- [76. 411.]

Rev. Charles William Everest. An American
clergyman, rector of an Episcopal Church in Ham-
den, Connecticut ; he died in i.->77.— [613.]

Rev. Frederick William Famer, D. D. An English
priest of the Church of Rome, formerly an Episco-
palian ; he died in 1»C3.- [216, 285, 294, 318, 306, 3s3, 753,
852,859,1151.1152, 1193.]

Rev. James Fanch. An English Baptist clergyman,
who was associated in preaching with Kev. Daniel
Turuer; l.e died iu 17G7.— [467.]

Mrs. Ale.-sIK BOHD FAU0BKTT. An Irish Episcopalian
authoress, the wife of Rev. H. Faussett, of Eden-
deny. Otnagh.— [636.]

Rev. John Fawceit, D. D. An English Baptist
minister, preaching for many years at Walnsgate;
he die-l in 1»17.— [173. 227, 24*, 291, 1003 ]John Fellows, au English Baptist lavman, living
formerly in Birmingham, engaged in business there ;

he died In 1785. -[1021.]
Mrs. Eric Flshlater. A Scotch authoress, sister of
Miss Borth wick, her associate ta Hymns from tho
Land of Luther", living now in Edinburgh.— [70 ]

Rev. Eleazer Thompson Fitch, D. D. An American
Congregational minister; professor in Yale <

he died in 1*71.- [213JMiss Fletcher. Thehvmn to which this name is
attached appear, d first in llvinrjidor' i.nstian De-
votion," 1846

; no Information can be obtained.— [962.]
Mrs. ELIZA I.EP. FOLI.KN. An American Unitaiiaii;
the wife of Professor Charles Follen ; she died in
Boston In I860.- [218.]

Chaui.ks i, u kfnce ford. The son of an artist in
Bath, England, his hymns are fouud In tho "Lyra
Anglican..."- [1095.]

Miss Christina Forsyth. An English Episcopa-
lian; born in Liverpool; much an inv.i
died at Hastings in KVJ. - [544.]

Rev. William JaMU Foxei.l. An English Episco-
pallau . residing in Canterbury ; minor Canon of tho
L»tliw r.i'Cathedral- [232.

J

Rev. John Oambold. a Moravian clergyman; an
Episcopalian in his early life, but ultimately a
Bishop among the United Brethren, lit. died In
England in 1771— ',166, 731]

Rtv. Hekvey Doddridge Ganse. An American
Presbyterian, formerly in the Reformed Dutch
Church; Secretary of the B*oard of Aid for Colleges
and Academies; he died in 1891.— [lsl, 333.]

Rev. William Gaskell. An English Unitarian
clergyman; this hymn was published in Beard's
collection In 1*37. He died in 1»84.— [1206.1

Mrs. Ellen Hl vhnmon gates. An American writer
who has written much for evangelical and Sunday-
school work. She resides iu BHTBOeUl, N. J.— [967.]

Mrs. Mary C. GArts: Mrs. Merrill E. Gates; the
wife of the president of Amherst College. She now
resides at Amherst, Massachusetts.— [1135.]

Rev. Thomas Gibuons, D. D. An English Congrega-
tionalist ; once a very popular preacher in London

;

he died in 17b5 — [1171.]
Thomas hoknulower Gill. An English Episcopal
layman, living in Kent, near London; author of
manv superior hymns.— [655, 707, 835. 8-53, 857, 898.]

Rev. s'amlel Oilman, D. D. An American Unitarian
of distinguished reputation

;
pastor in Charleston,

8. C. He died in 1858.- [1020.]
Kev. Washington gladden, D. D. An American
Congregatioualist ; an editor formerly; now a pastor
in Columbus, Ohio.— [364.]

Johann Wolfgang von Goethe. The famous
her, author and poet of Germany; he died

in 1832.— [698.1
Rev. William Goodz. An English Episcopal pastor
In London; the author of "A New Version of the
Psalms"; died in isi6.-[471.]

Rev. Ludwic Andreas GOTTEtt. A German clergy-
man, the Court preacher and superintendent at
Ootha. He died lu 1735. His version of J. W. Peter-
sen's Latin hymn was translated into English for the
Moravian Hvnin Book.- [722.]

Benjamin Golgh. An English merchant, belonging
to the Weak-van communion ; in later life a lay-

descent and wide fame. Governor of Bombay; he
died In India In 1*38.— [169, 243. 3oC. 660, 9-26.]

Rev. Joseph Grigg. An English Presbvterian, who
preached in London; he wrote Hymii 1034 at ten
years old; dledlu 1768.— [GI4. 1034.]

Rev. archer THOXFHOM gi'rnky. An English Epis-
copalian, ministering for some years to a congrega-
tion In Paris. Fiance.- [441]

Rev. John Hampden gi kney. An English Episco-
palian; a rector in Marylebone, Lon-fon ; Preben-
dary of St. Pauls ; died, 1862.- [378, ML ]

Rev. Karl Rldolph Hagenbach, D. D. Professor
of Church Historv iu the University of Ba«eJ. Ho
died m 1*74.— [933.]

Rev. Newman Hall, LL. B. The well-known Con-
giegational miuister of Surrey Chapel In South-
vrark, London, afterward Christ Chun,
minster; now retired.— [4*3.]

Rev. James Hamiliox. An English Episcopalian,
now the vicar of Doulting, in the diocese of Bath,
and Wells- [630.]

Rev. William Hammond. An English Calvinlstic
Methodis.; afterward a Moravian, in which com-
munlo he died in 1783.- [54, 83. IS

Mrs. pihebf. A. Hanafohd. An American minister
of the Universaliat Church; formerly
pastor In several successive churches ; she is now
engaged In literary work.— [973.]

; marine Haskkv. An English writer, whoso
"Old. Old StoiT," In two parts, was put.
London In IMS.— [582, 583.]

Rev. Hknky Harhaigh. 1). D. A clergyman of the
German Reformed Church in An
of Theology at Mercersburg Seminary; be died in
1867.— [864.]

Rev. Lewis, HARTsorcn. An American clergyman
of the •: pal Church

;
he b

very good woik in hisevaugt Ileal hymns
PH HART. An English lnd< ;•> ndent, min-

ister of Jewin street Chapel Ln London: a remark-
able m.i:

Mis. Mary Hasihik Thislady'a name n; pears in
connection with a single hvmn i:

Uonal < hurch Hymnal" in England; but with no
information rnrtliei

layman, for fern - Djrer in
I .r.,. l";*hi< died in I-".' - »* 1 :<.•, 223, 31

703,705,-- 1134.]
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Miss FUANCE6 Ridley Havrroal. An English Epis-
copalian, daughter of Rev. \v. H. Havenral; a
voluminous writer; died, 1879.- [385, 424, 569, 828, T10,

789, 830, 832. 833, 834, 9&4, 1053. 1197.]
Rev. William Henry Havergal. An Euglish Epis-
copalian; Canon cf Worcester cathedral; a composer
of music; he died lu 1870.— rS52.]

Rev. Hlgh Reginald Haweis. A clerirvman of
the Church of England; residing in London; a
Fireaoher, lecturer, and writer cf books, many and
nterestlng.— [1167.]

Rev. Thomas Haweis, LL. B., M. D. An English
Episcopalian, rector of a parish in Aldwinckle; died
at BRth in 1820.-1.387. 426. 430, 649.]

Rev. Robert Hawkeii, M. D. An English Episco-
palian; the Incnmbent at Plymouth of the Cliurch
of Charles the Martyr, from 1784 to 1827, when he
died.- [237.]

John Hay. An American lawyer by profession, but
known better as an author; he was Secretary of
Legation at Fans and at Madrid ; he is cow engaged
In literary work.— [419.]

. Haywakd. This name, attached to one familiar
hvran, has been traced back to Dohell's "New Se-
lection," lsui, and there the tr.dl ends.— [5S.]

Rev. George Heath. An English clergyman, pastor
ofa Presbyterian Church ai Uoniton, Devonshire, in
1770. He died in 1822.— [765.]

Rev. William Beaho.n Hbathcote. An English Epis-
copalian; precentor of Salisbury Cathedral, and
chaplain of the Bid. .p; died, U .'.-[115.]

Rev. Reginald Hewer, D. D. An English Episcopa-
lian; consecrated Bishop of Calcutta fu 1823; he died
In India in 1826.- [1, 121, 133, 238, 326, tie, 751, 7w7, 10i4,

1089, 1119. 1140.]
Rev. Frederick HENRY Hedge, D. D. An American
Unitarian; Professor of Ecclesiastical History in
Harvaul Divinity School ; he died in 1890.— [989.]

Rev Johann Heerman. A German pastor at Koben ;

-died, 1647. His hymn was translated by Rev. Rich-
ard Frederick Ltttledale, LL.D., an English Episco-
palian clergyman.- [422]

Rev. OTTIWELL HKGLNBOTHOM. An English Noncon-
form 1st clergyman, pastor of a church in Sudbury,
Suffolk; he died In 1768.— {820.

]

Rev. GEORGE HERBERT. An English Episcopalian;
the well-known poet and pastor; incumbent of Bern-
erton; he died in 1632.— [639.]

Rev. John William Hewitt. An English Episcopa-
lian ; holding a curacy on occasion, but oecupk '. M
Seuior Classical Master in the North London College
School; he died in 1886.— [1098.]

Rev. Thomas Hill, D. D.. LL. D. Formerly President
of Harvard College; now a Unitarian pastor in Port-
land, Maine.— f.64.]

Mrs. Grace WKB8TBB Hinsdai.E. An American Con-
gregationalisf. un« < if Theodore Hinsdale ; residing
to Brooklyn, N.Y.- [801.]

Oliveu Holdf.n. An American Baptist; a music-
seller, teacher, and composer, in Boston. He died at
Charh-stown, Mass., 1844.— [149.]

Oliver Wendell Holmes, M. D. An American poet;
till lately Professor in Harvard Medical College;
now living in Boston.— [281, 274.]

Rev. Edwin Paxton Hood. An English Independent;
• i ami author, his last charge was in Falcon

Square, London. Ho died in Paris, IS*}.— [704.]
Henry Joy Mcckai ken Hope. An Irish hookhinder,
of much piety and good talent, living in Dublin. He
died in Snanemagowetnn. 1872.— [880.]

Rev. JOSIAH Hopkins, i>. i). An American Consrepa-
tlonallst. afterward u PreMivtcriai* ho died at Ge-
neva. N. v. \ , :

-

Rev. EDWABD Hoitkk, I> l). An American Presby.
terian: pastor of tho Church of Sea and Land, in
New York City. He die, | m 1---

Rev WILLIAM Wai-bham How, T). D. A clergyman of
the Chinch of I.iu'Imd; now t he SutVi ac.-in Bislmp

lev j. i in Hi MPHRBTS. An English clergyman, an
•• of Wint.Held . I

Mrs. Abby BRADLEY Hyde. An American Congrega.
tionalist; wife of Hev. Lavius Hyde; she died at
Andoverin 1872.— [822. 1019.]

Rev. josiah Irons, d. D. An English Episcopalian

;

vicar of Brompton, Prebendary of St. Paul's, Lon-
don; died in 1383.— [444,J54.]

MIssOenevikvk Mary irons. Daughterof Dr. W. J.
Irons. She has given to the chuiches some excel-
lent and valuable hymns.— [681.]

A- Jackson. In one of the Bntish collections we
found this name attached to several good litanies:
but no other information has been fuinUhed.— [552.]

Rev. Thomas Jervts. An English Unitarian; minis-
ter of a congregation in Leeds: he died In ;b33.— [47.]

Rev. John Johns. An English Unitarian clergyman

;

this hymn was published in 1837; he died in 1647.—
[510.]

Rev. Samuel Johnson. An American Unitarian cler-
gyman and author; aided in compiling "Hymns of
the Spirit"; died, 1882.— [201, 885.1

Rev. James Joyce. An English Episcopalian, vicar
of Dorking; he published " Hymns with Notes "; he .

died in 1850.- [1112.]
Rev. John Keble. An English Episcopalian ; the
well-known author of "The Christian Year"; vicar
of Hnrslev; died, ls66.— [15, 95, 288. 515, 863.]

George Keith, au English publisher in London;
son-in-law of Dr. Gill; his hymn appeared in " Rip.
pen's Selection," 1787.— [714.]

Rev. Thomas Kelly. An Irish clergyman, an Inde.
Eendent, preaching in Dublin ; author of many
yrans; he died in 1855- [22. 72. 75, no, 195, 225, 226,

434, 446. 454, 457, 466, 48U, 497, 594, 604, 605, 736, 763, 764,

792, 1131, 1175.]
Rev. Thomas ken, D. D. The well-known and his-
toric Bishop of Bath and Wells iu England ; be died
in Wiltshire in 1711.— [13, 97, 160.]

Rev. Benjamin Hall Kennedy, d. D. An English
Episcopalian : Canon of Ely Cathedral ; he died at
Torquay, 1889.- [507, 786.]

John Kent. An English shipwright in Plymouth
dockyard; he issued a volume of hvmus iu 1803 ; he
died in 1843.— [935]

Rev. William Kethe. A Scottish clergyman ; one
of John Knox's companions iu Geneva; rector of
Chilue Okeford ; he died in 1593.— [159.]

Francis S. Kf.y. Au American Episcopalian; an at-

torney in Washington; author of the "Star-spangled
Banner"; died, 1843.— [317.]
Rev John King. adEd^'Ii- nlster, the
Incumbent of Christ Church in Hull ; he died in 1858.

— [888.]
Rev. William KiNGSPtRY. An English Congrega-
tional iniii. aterfoi mil fouryears; he died at South.
amptou in 1818.— [455.]

Miss H. O. Knowlton. This young American girl.

years aeo, wrote for us some good hymns, married
and disappeared in the far West.— [932]

Rev. John LAHGFOBD. An English Baptist minister
in Loudon; he published a hymn-book Id 1776; he
died in 1780.— [774.]

Miss MART A. LathBUBT. An American writer, con.
nected with the Methodist Church; she resides now
in New York City.— [99, 239.]

Rii hah.' I. he. An in-i'.-ii poet rpublished "Flowers.
from Sharon," London, 17-J4, from which Dobell took
rive hymns.— [1060.]

Miss Jane E. in son. An English authoress; this
hymn comes from her book. " Hymns and Scene's of
Childhood," 1842.— [785.]

Rev. John Lei.and. Ap American Baptift minister,
born in Massachusetts in 17.'>4, preached iu the
Smith, and died in ls4l.- [211.]

Rev. HI. II Mil' Fill ni'MCKLllTI.EDAI.E, LL. D.,D. C. L.
An English Episcopalian, once a curate in London;
tin u engaged in literary woik; he died iu 1890.—
[1157.]W i i.Li am Freeman Lloyd. An English layman;
Seen tary oi Una London SutMUy-acuoo) Union; he
died in Glona steral lr< i-v-vi _ [944.]

Rer. Sami el LONOFl LU w. An American Unitarian
pliers of tin "Hymns of

the spirit"; he died ui Portland, Me., Oct. 3, UML—

Rev. ROBERT LOWTH, D. D. An English Eplacopa-
I Olnmin 'ii-< inthOTl the Bishop of Loudon;

lish lady high m i. ink, and of great devotion ; sho

James Hi i ion. An F.nglish Moravian layman; a
I -iu ofSir Isaac *Ncir-

ton; he died in i.

died in L'.IC. his hvinn was put into English lor tho
•sahl.ath Hmiiu Book."- [331.]

Ttev. Tii ' • cli«h Congrega.
tionalist, pastor of Mori i pstcad
Road, London, died a. Is71. -[884, 618, lit, 91% 1144.]
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Rev. Henry Francis Lytr. An English Episcopa-
lian ;

perpetual curate of Lower Brtxham, in Devon-
shire; lie died In 1847.- [69. 129, 130, 166, 17 -

Rev. John K08S Mv Di yf. D. D. A Scotch Presby-
terian; once a pastor In Glasgow; now a writer
residing at Chlselhurst, Kent.— ! 198, K

. IARKT Mackav. a Scotch writer, daughter
of Captain Robert Mackay. and wife ol sudor
William Mackav: ahe lived at Inverness, and died
at Cheltenham. ivs7.— [1138.]

Thomas MacKei.lar. An American Presbyterian
fitter, now residing in Philadelphia In useful end
happv old age ; a type-founder, born in New York.—
[240, VTI. 1192.]

Rev. William Dalutmplf. Maclacan, D. D. An
English Episcopalian ; Bishop of Lichfield in 187s,

Archbishop of York in 1S9L— [6*6, 637.]

Rev. Richard Mant, D. D. Born in England and
educated at Oxford j Bishop of Down and Connor, in
Ireland; died in iws.— | 170, 316, 534, 1CK1. 1150.1

Rev. Daniel March, D. D. An American Congrega-
tiouallst; pastor in Philadelphia for some years;
now settled at Woburn, Mass. — [9C6.]

Rev. John Marriott. An English Episcopalian,
minister of a parish In Warwickshire; he died at
Broad Clyst In 1*25.— [540.]

Ber. JOSHUA Makshxajl D. D. An English Baptist
missionary, who translated Knshnoo Pals hymn;
he died in 1637, and was buried at Serampore.— [ 1032.]

Rev. Henry Arthur Martin. An English Episco-
palian; the vicar of Laxton; he resides at Newark-
on-TreDt, England.— [1089.]

Rev. John Mason. An English Episcopalian; the
rector of Water Stratford; Lt .;i -<l in 1694.- [810.]

Rev. William Mason. An English Episcopalian;
incumbent of Aston, and chaplain of George III.;
he died In 1797.- [2.1

Richard M assie. An English Episcopalian, residing
at Pulftird Hall, Wrexham: translator of Luther's
and Spina's hymns.— [131, 390, 401, 677, 828.]

Rev. George Matheso.n, D. D. a Presbyterian min-
ister of the Hootch ' iiurch; pastor of St. Bernard's
in Edinburgh; blind for many years.— [701.]

Rev. William Tidd Matson. An English Congrega-
tional minister; settled at Portsmouth.—[845.1

Mrs. Makv Fawler Maude. An English Episcopa-
lian; the wife of Rev. Joseph Maude, vicar of
Chirk, and a canon of St. Asaph's Cathedral.— [1072.]

Wis. Mary Maxwell. The authoress of this prizo
Home Missionary hymn. preferred to be known only
as "A Ladv of Virginia." ; she resides in Richmond.
-[1132.] /"

C. E. May. This English author contributed to "The
Choral Hvnui-book" of Dr. P. Maurice, published in
London iu 1861.— [586.]

Rev. Rohert Mi-rray McCheynk. A Scotch Pres-
byterian of marked piety and great success; min-
ister in Dundee; died in 1843.— [663.]

William M< Comb. An Irish bookseller in Belfast,
long retired from business; he has written several
volumes of verse.— [665.]

Rev. William McDonald. An American Methodist
preacher; he published his hymn in l*V*.— [709.]

muel Mei.i.ey. An English Baptist clergy-
man; pastor at Watford; removed to Liverpool in
1772: ho died in 1799.— [371,609, 904.]

Rev. William Mercer. An English Episcopalian;
vicar ot St. George's Church in Sheffield ; he died In

.-24.]

Rev. James Merrick. An English Episcopalian;
Ills original version of the Psalms was considered
valuable: bedii d In 1769.— 179.)

Albert Midi.ane. An English layman, engaged in
business at Newport in the Isle of Wight ; an active
Christian and a writer of many good hynm-

Rev. James Elwin Millard. D. D. An English
Episcopalian: an ant'-mr and noot ; now rhe vicar of
Basingstoke, in Uampsbli

Rev. Hknky Hart MilmaN. D. D. The well-known
Dean sad poet

plnus profession; the author of " Paradise Lost"; he
died in 1674.— [1115.]

Rev. William Mit^ HILL. An American minister of
the Congregational Church ; for much of h -

was industriously engaged In i iloi '.'.nwork In
connection with various societies ; he died in Texas
In 1867.- [379.]

Rev. John Samuel Brwlet Konpell, LL. D. An
English Episcopalian; once a mral dean of Win-
chester; rector iu Guildford; died, 1875.— [145, 168,

164, 420. 450, 487, 543, 625, 688, 691, 771, 791, 827, 846, 868,

1100.1
jAMr- M ST< iMEBT. An adherent of the Moravian
Church; editor of the "Irlr.." in Sheffield, England;
he died in 1*54.— [33. 77, 62, 69, 146. 196, 177, 17P, MS, 344,

3£7, 476. 199. .VkI. 571, 606, f.-<7, 715. 718, 92.8, 949, 960, 970,
1026, 1040. 1071. 1076. 1124, 1125. 114", 1149.]

Thomas Moore. The well-known Poet Laureate;
born in Dublin; author o£ the "Irish Melodies";
he died in 1852.— [616.]

Mrs. Ellza Kanxt Morris. An English lady, com-
piler of "The Bible Class Hvmn-book"; she now
resides in Malvern.— [103.]

Rev. edwaru Mote. An English Baptist: for many
years a pastor at Horsham, Sussex ; he died In 1874.—

Rev. Gerard Moultrie. An English Episcopalian,
vicar of South Leigh, near Oxford ; son of Rev.

rector of Rngby ; author of some volumes of verse;
he died in 1874.- [87L]

Charles Edward Mudie. An English book-lover
and writer; the founder of the great Library In
London which bears his name; died. 1890.—[1090.]

IU v. William A. Muhlenberg. D. d. The rector of
the Episcopal Church of the Hclv Communion,
New York; he died in 1977.-\m 1015. 1043]

Rev. Elias Nasov. An American Congregationalist

;

the compiler of an excellent collection ; residing at
North BeUerica, Mass. ; he died in 1887.- [788.]

P.cv. John Mason Neale, r>. D. An English Epis-
copalian ; Warden of Sackville College; gifted as a
translator; die.'. 7, SB, 326, 345, 34P.

362, 363, 386, 431. 44i\ £72, 653, 7: '. 733, 737, 73-8, 798, 841,

842, 932, 1050. lt>94, 11?9, 1191. 11' 6. 1 I9«. 1199.]

Rev. John Nef.dham. An English Bhptist minister,
settled in Bristol ; there is no record of him after the
year 1787.- [303.]

Rev. ABAHEL Nettleton, D. D. A ConTregational
Minister, an eminent evangelist in New England for
many years; he died In 1843.— [538.]

Rev. Edwin Henry Nevin, D. D. An American Pres-
byterian clergyman, now residing iu Philadelphia;
an author of merit and reputation.—

Rev. John Hesi.y Newman, D. D. Formerly an
English Episcopalian; afterward a Roman Catholic
Caidinal living in Birmingham: died lsoo.—

Rev. JOHN Newton. An English Episcopalian;
curate, of Olney; afterward lector of st
Woolnoth, London; died, 1807.—[38, 66. 136. 141. 143.

141, 14?, 151, 192. 217, 221. '>. .V.J. .V.
. 413, 577, 602, 6C7,

669, 685. 782. H x.\ 814. -77. 991. «V3. 1163, 1200.1

Rev. Gerard Thomas Noel. An English Episcopa-
lian ; brother of the Eai 1 of Gainsborough ; vk.:. ol
Romsev; he died in 1851.— [1042.1

Rev. Robert M. Offord. An American clergyman
of the Reformed Dutch Church; now residing at
Lodi. New Jersey.— [984.]

Rev. Thomas Olivers. An English Methodist trav-
cling preacher of great piety and povrer; he died In

Rev. Henry Cstic Onderdonk, D. D. An American
Episcopalian; Bishop of I ol ivnn&yl-

- . 1022.]
Edward osler. An English surgeon, of the Estab-
lished Church; he resided at Swansea and Bath,

- [418.]
Rev. Ray Palmer, D. D. An American Con>.-rpg»-
UonsJist; pastor in Albany. N. Y. After \

vie.-. '

Rev. BOSWELL Park, D. D. An American Eplsro-
paliai. ; tliis hvmn was pu'.U.ihed in 1836; the author

-tioM.l
Rev. tiiedoke Parker. D. D. An American preacher,

in at ntM, quite independent afterward;
died in Halv, I860.— [647.]

tUET Pari: An English writer.
;n a t.Ue in " H

-

~ . William bourne Oliver Te^hodt. D. D. An
• Id, Mass.,

•

this one
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Mrs. Mary BowlY Peters. An English Episco-
palian; \yife of Rev. Jolm McW. Peters, rector of
Quenuingtou: she died In 1858.—[723.]

Rev. SYLVAMh' Dkyden Phelps, D. D. An American
Baptist minister; editor of the "Christian Secre-
tary." at Hartford.— [692.]

Folliott Sandeokd Pierpoint. An English Epis-
copalian, bora at li.itl, in !-:(.",, hiy hviiuis appeared
lu "Lyra Encharistica."— [878.]

Rev. John Piekpont. An Aiu.:ican Unitarian, pas-
tor of Hollis Street Cliureli, Boston, from 1819 to
1838; heilie.l in 1806.- [73. ]

Rev. Akthi r Tappan Piehson, D. D. An Ameilcan
Presbyterian; pastor formerly in Detroit, of late
laboring as an evangelist.— [309.]

Rev. Alexander Pikik. An English. Independent
Iireacher; his hymn appeared In the Glasgow Col-
ection in 17»0; died, l.-x.H. atNcwburgh, Flfeshire.—
[465.]

Rev. Edward Hayes Plumitbe, D. D. An English
Episcopalian; Professor of Exegesis In King's Col-
lege, London; Dean of Wells: died, 1891.— [325, 394,
869".

J

Rev. Thomas Benson Pollock. An English Epis-
copalian ; arclideacou of Chester Cathedral; rector
Of St. Alban Martyr, Birmingham.— [427, 553, 554.] .

Alexander Pope. This well-known English poet
lived in his villa at Twickenham twenty-six years,
aud died In 1744.- [1118.]

Rev. Elbert S. Pouter, D. D. An American minis-
ter of much repute in the Reformed (Dutch) Church;
paster in Brooklyn, E. D. ; died in 1388.—[719.] .

Rev. Francis Pott. Ail English Episcopalian ; the
Incumbent of Northlll, Biggleswade, in n
shire.- [17, 437.]

Rev. Thomas Joseph Potter. An English priest
of the Koman Catholic Church ; author of several
volumes; he died in 1873.— [723.]

Mrs. Elizabeth Payhon Prentiss. An. American
Presbyterian ; wife of Rev. O L. Prentiss, D. D., of
New York ; she died in 1878.- [694.]

Miss Adelaide Anne Procter. An English poetess,
connected with the Roman Catholic Church; she
died in London in 1864.— [123, 059, 1099.]

Philip Pusf.y. An English Episcopal lavman ; a
descendant of Viscount Folkestone; bora in 1799,
unddied in 1855.— [980.]

Miss Mary Pyper. A pious and worthy Scotch
needle-woman; born in 1795 at Greenock; and in
1870 she died there.- [473.]

Rev. Thomas Raffles, D. D. : LI,. D. An eminent
Congregations] minister in Liverpool for tifty years;
he died in 1803.— [907.]

GEORGE RawbON. An English author, born in 1807,

and now living at Clifton near Bristol ; he published
a volume of his hynlus in ls;o

;
died is- 'A- [118, 548,

862,940, 1091.]

Rev. Andrew Reed, D. D. An esteemed Congrega-
tional minister in London; compiler of two collec-
tions Of hymns ;

dic-i, !Hij2.— [532, 592.]

Mrs. Elizabeth Reed. An English Congregation-
al 1st ; wife of Dr. Andrew Reed; thi< iiymn was
.published in IVJ5. she died in is.,:.— [012.]

Rev George Richards. An American Universalist
minister, preaching at Portsmouth, N. H.; he died
in Philadelphia. i8w>.— [752.

V

'Rev. Chandler Bobbins, I). I). A Unitarian minister
In Boston, Mass. lie died in Westpoi t, 1882.— [235.]

Rev. Charles si.ymiii k Robinson, d. D., LL. D. An
Americ;in PreMbyterian

;
pastoi in Brooklyn and

New York for many vearfl .— [695, 708.]
Rev. GiiOid.K U'am-; Robinson. An Irish Congrega-
tional minister at Brighton, England: he died at
Southampton In ls77.— [1000.]

Richard Hayes Robinson. An English Episeopa-
llao ;

iii 1*84 he was Incumbent of St. Germans,
Blackheath.-[100.J

Rev. Robert Robihwon. An English Baptist pastor
at Cambridge from 1759toi7tX); he was born In 17.(5,

and died In 1790.- [ 170, 1068.]
Rev. GILBERT ROKISON, LL. D. A Scotch Episcopa-

lian ; the incumbent of SI Peter's Chinch at Pi tor-
head, near Aberdeen; he died In 1869.— [120.]

Francis ROUS. Author of the Scotch version of the
Psalms, member of the Westminster Assembly;
born. 1579 . he dud In lf.vi.— [803.1

Rev. John tlOWl. An English Unitarian by talUi:
having charges In more than one sect; finally at
Lewln's Mead. Bristol: he died in 1*32.- [ 1065. I

Rev. ARTHUR To/.kr Russule. An Knglish Kplsco-
pallim, the lector of Southwirk. mar liilghlon , he
w.i-ian smiiMtiionB writer u)l his lifo; died, 1874.—
[93, 861, 408, 163.]

George Sandys. An English Episcopalian: son of
the Archbishop of York, 1577. He was an author and
a great traveler for that age ; he died in 1643.— [160.]

Mrs. Jane Elphemia Saxby. An English Episeopa-
liau, wife of the vicar of East Clevedon ; this hymn
was published in l.--l'».— [.Ms. i

Miss Elizabeth Scott. Born in England, married
Colonel Ellsha Williams ; n moved to Connecticut,
where she died, 1776.— [259, 209, 961.]

Rev. Thomas Scott. An English Independent pastor
at Ipsw ich

;
not the Commentator of the same name

:

bodied in 1770.- [440.]
Miss ELIZA Scudder. An American Episcopalian,
formerly a Unitarian; niece of Dr. E. H. Sears; now
residing in Salem, Mass.— [298.]

Rev. Robert Sragrave. An English Episcopalian;
born in 1093, labored in London ; but the date of his
death is not known.— [945.]

Rev. Edmund Hamilton sears, D. D. Au American
Unitarian ; pastor some years at Wayland, Mass.;
lie died in 1876.- (336. 338.]

AN.naSHIPTON. No iriiorm.-ition concerning this wrl-
ter is vouchsafed except the titles and dates of some
books she Issued in 1855-1864.— [93*.] ,

William shri'B60LK, Jr. An officer in the Bank of
England, but often preaching in Congregational

poetess; the wife of Mr. Charles Sigournev ; she
died at Hartford in 1865.— [662.1

Miss Sarah Slinn. An English ladv, concerning

Free Church in Edinl-ni gh.—
[740.J

Rev. Samuel Francis Smith, D. D. An American
Baptist editor aud pastor, born in 1*08 ; still living in
an honored old age, in Newton Center, Mass.— [78,

80, 952, 1126, 1209.] .

Mrs. Eliza ueth Lee smith -was married in 1843 to Dr.
H. B. Smith, one of the Professors in Union Theo-
logical Seminary. He died in 1877. She lives in
Lakowood, N. J.— [817.]

Rev. Charles Haddon SPURGEON. An English Bap-
tist ; widely known as the pastor of the Metropolitan
Tabernacle, in London ; lie died in 1892.- [551.]

Joseph 3tahmebs. An English lawyerof much repu-
tation. He wrote for the " Lyra Britannica ; died in
1885.— [917.]

Rev. ARTHUR PENRUYN STANLEY, D. D. An English
Episcopalian; professor at Oxford; afterward Dean
of Westminster; died in 1882.— [449, 555.]

Miss \nm; Steele. An English Baptist: living at
Brighton in Hampshire; always an invalid, always
ringing . died, 177s- [:«'.. 113. 125. HO, 250, 275, 297, 299,

367,531, 537, 5i,7. 5;i6, 01! .
0|S, 070, S"\ s)n. M-. 1111. 1173 ]

Rev. Joseph stenni i t, I). I>. An English Baptist
clergyman: for some years settled in London; bo
died in 1713.- [807.]

Rev. Samuel stexnett, P. T> An English Baptist;
colleague.. f his fatln-r. and his successoriu Loudon ;

he died In 1765.- [52, 872, 403, 429,650, 1188.]

Tin 'M\s sternhoi.D. An English Episcopalian;
Groom of the Robes to Henry VI IE; tiau.slator of
the Psalms; he died in 1519.— f280.1

John Stewart. An unknown English wi iter, whose
namo is affixed to a hymn published first in 1803.—

authoress; wife of Rev. W. ('. Stockton ; residing at
o. .an citv, N. J. She died In 1886.- [668.1

Rev. SAMUEL JOHN STONE. \n English Episcopalian;
the vicar of St. Paul's Chinch, Haggerstoiu', Lon-
don.- [683, 684, 1066. ]

Mrs. Haukim BRECHKH St. .we An American au-
thored ot high repute; wif. i U.'V. Calvin 1-

D. D.; living now in Hartford, Conn.— [071. 790.1

R«v. Hugh si. .win An English Episcopalian;
Canon of Chi sli i , C.ural 1). an <-t In Us, he died in

1866.— [138.]
Rev. Nat ii \n Strong. D. D. For fortv-two rears an
eminent CongTCgatlOBal pastor in Hartford, Conn.;
liedn <l in l-p.. - [1201.

J

Rev. Joseph Swain. An English Baptist minister;
In early life an engravi i ; settled in Walworth, where
he died in 17:». --|7I2. 76% loll.]

Rev. Lponarh swain, I) D. An American Congrcga-
tlonall t . bom In 1*21 ; a paator In Providence, R. I.I

he died in 1869.- [758.]
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AKDREvv James Symington. An anlhor and -writer
of general literature, but engaged In business life la
Paislev. Scotland; boiu. 1525.— [230.]

: i.iam Bingham Tappan. An evangelist and
CongregatiouaLlst; long io the American SuimUlf.

I iiimn, he died in 1819.— [4U2.1168.]
Nahib Tate. Irish by birth, kvmc m-f-tlr Id Lon-
doo; Poet Laureate; connected with the Church of
Eugland; died iu 1715 — [277, 537. :

kkah Hopk TaTI OB. Aii English ladv, wife
of Herbert W. Tavlor; in connection witb the Ply-
mouth Brethren. She died in 1877.— [392.]

Rev. Thomas Rawson Taylok. au English Consre-
eationalist; at oi!C time a pastor In Sheffield; born

i 1807. he iiie.1. Ivio.- [659. 76S.J
Rev John Thomson. An English Unitarian minister;
theu a physician : this hvmu appeared in Aspland's
collection. 1SI0; he died in 1813.— [171.]

Rev. CJObFKKY THitlNf;. An English Episcopalian;
rectorof Alford in Somersetshire and Prebendary
of WelN Cathedral. -[104, 100, 354. 629, 671. G99. 700.]

Mrs. EMMA Leslie TORE. An English Epwi opnlian
,

wife of Rev. Nicholas Toke, rector of Codington,
Kent; died in 1*72.- [469.]

Rev. AUGUSTUS M. Toi'I.aut. An English Episcopa-
lian: the well known vicar of Broad Herabury iu
Devonshire; died in 177?.- [756. 865, 107?, 1061.]

Rev. Samuel pridkaux Tuecelles, LL. I). An
English scholar: at ODe time associated with Ply-
mouth Brethren, died. 1875.— [713.]

Rev. Daniel Turner, au English Raptist; settled
at Reading: afterward at Abingdon, Berkshire,
where he died In 1798.- [855.]

Rev. Lawrence Tutttett. An English Episcopa-
Han: incumbent of the Episcopal Church of St.
Andrews, Scotland; Prebendary of St. Ninian's

. Cathedral. Perth.— [831,847.]
Rev. Henry Twrlls. a minister of the Church of
England; rector of Waltham-on-the-Wolds. Canon
of Peterborough Cathedral.— [98.]

Mrs. Vork. This name is all wc know of one whoso
heprt was full of love for missions; probably an
English Baptist.— [1101.]

Mrs. Amelia Wakeford. This hymn appeared in
Ash and Evans' collection, published in I7t'9; of the
writer we have no information.— [362.]

Miss anna L. Walker. She was the author of a
volume of religious poems; a Canadian lady ; in this
tho hymn appeared as original in 1666.— [974.]

Mrs. Mary Jane Walker. An English lady, wife of
Rev. Edward Walker, rector of Cheltenham; sifter
ot P.ev. J. O. Deck — ;530, 916.]

Rev. James Cowuen Wallace. An English Unita-
rian minister aiTotnesand afterward at Wareham,
In which last charge he died In 1845 -

Rev. Ralph Warulaw, D. d. a Scotch CoDgrega-
tlonailst; pastor aDd professor in Glasgow until
his death. In 1853.— []->7. 734.]

M -> \nna L.«-7iTiA Waring. An Enclish poetess,
said to be a "Friend": born in Neatb, Glamorgan-
shire, where she now resides.— [672. 826, 890.]

George Watson. An Enclish printer: originator
and publisher of reliirious illustrated newspapers;
living and working- for good In London— [1117. 3

.

Rev. Isaac Watts, D. D. An English Congregation-
alist: the very Father of English hvranodv. died at
Stoke Nowlngton, 1748.— [II . 11. 1:. 11. |

_
1 zx 27, 28,

29. 30, 32, 35. 40, 42, 4.1. 45. 53. 65, 56, 58, 112. 15-

267. 271. 278, 2>2, 266, 287, '.-JO, 2V2. 293. 2' -5. 2'.<6. :.<l. 312.

313,314,332. S1I, 359. 4^4. 41.. 416. 1.

479. 80S. 619, 623, c_i. US, •

800. 644, 6V5. «47, 7<1. 7(2, "
. M7. 639.

840, 849. 850. 66a 866, 670, 672, 867. 888, 892, 694, 895. 913,
983. 985, 1024, 1038, 1044, 1047, 1105, 111" IU-, 11*.', 1142,

1170, U82.J

tho Methodists; known and loved the world over;
be died in 1788.— [31, 44, 68, 67. 147, 166, 183, 300, 339, 433,

4.4.5, 443, 46."!. -17:. 1-2, 463. 466, .

r
>00. .Ml. 521.575.590,591,

623,624, 645. 651. 656. 6K2, 745, 762. 775. 770, eu9, \3, 912,

9*4, 100-2. 1004. ILK', 11". 1041. 1045. 1059.]

Rev. John Wesley. 1 he loundt-r of Methodism ; tho
organization In England is called by his name; be
diediu London. 17*17- ;i 10. .'.«•-. 757.

-

Hr-.NUY Kikkk White. The well-known English poet

;

he died while preparing to take orders iu the
Church. I506.— [279, 334. 7b9.]

Rev. Frederick Whitfield. Aii English Episcopa-
lian ; now vicar of St. Marv's Church in HastiDgs;
an author and poet.— [373, 534. 1055. ]

William Whiting. An English Episcopalian; the
maeter of Winchester College Choristers' School;
bodied in 1876.- [1208.]

Lady Lucy Elizabeth gkorgiana Whitmorr.

Wii
[4.]

John Grei.nleaf Whittier. An American poet, of
Quaker descent; eminent in character and works;
resided ut Amesburv, Mass., died at Hampton Falls,
N. If., 1«"2.— [370, 05O. 7-2. 954, y75.]

Miss Helen Maria Williams. An English Unita-
rian ; she resided much in France, and died in Paris,
lnl827.-[2Sl.]

Rev. Isaac Williams. An English Episcopalian :

rector of BtRlejr; he wrote three of tho 'Oxford
Tracts"; he died in 1665.— [196, 627.]

Rev. William Williams, a Welsh Methodist
preacher; he died in 1791; part of this hymn was
written bv Peter Williams.— [734, 1129.]

Miss Ellen H. Willis. This name is in some Eng-
lish collections appended to a hymn which othete,
later, mark as anonymous.— [931.]

Richard storrs Willis. An American composer of
music, now living iu Detroit: he >ays he does not
know who wrote the translation which has so long
borne his name— [365.]

Mrs. Caroline Fry Wilson. An English Episcopa-
lian; she is better known a* the author of ".The
Listener"; she died in 1846.— (825.)

Miss Catharine w inkworth. An English lady emi-
nent as a translator of German hvmns; born in
London, 1*29. di. d in 1675.- [25, 26. 63. 204. 205, 307, 308,
347, 396, 4*,. 508, 770, 838, 875, 911. 1154, 1179.]

Rev. Samuel wolcott. D. D. An American CongTe-
gationalist. formeilv in Cleveland. Ohio; he died in
Longmeadow, Mass., 1688.— [4V3, n22.]

Rev. James Russell Woopford, D. I). An English
Episcopalian, very successful as a hvron-wiiter

;

Bishop of Ely since 1*7. . he died iu )?k>.-[50, 501,

1096.]
Rev. aauon Rob arts Wolfe. An American Pres-
byterian clergyman, residing without charge in
Montclair. New Jersey.- ^ t. ''"7. 1U29. 104S.]

Rer. CHRISTUPHEU WORl»6Wi .1M.D. I>. An English
Episcopalian, eminent asa commentator; the Bishop
of Lincoln: he died in 1?-:-"..— •. ... 8X1, 445. 447. 549,

1177.]
Rev. DKXI8 WOKTMAX, D. D. A clergyman of the
Beformed (Dutchi Church in America"; residing in
Saugerties, N. V. ; author of "Reliuues of the
Christ. '•-

Rev. John Keynei.L Wrkford. D. D. An English
Presbvterian ninn^t. r. once settled 1:1 Bun.
afterward living in l:n~t"l . .lied. 1

This name appears with two hymns
which were published first in the American Bap-

— raw.]
- Li uwu;. Ci'l NT VON ZINV.EN' 'if. Bishop

of tho Moravian Brethren's Unity; died in Hen-n-
eat in Germany, 1760.- [747.]
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HYMN

A broken, heart, my God, my King 646
A charge to keep I have 575
A few more years shall roll 1155
A mighty fortress is our God 989
A mother may forgetful be :1114
A parting hymn we sing 1048
A pilgrim through this lonely world 375
Abide with me; fast falls the eventide. 129
According to thy gracious word. 1040
Again, as evening's shadow falls 96
Again our earthly cares we leave 38
Again returns the day of holy rest 2
Alas I and did my Saviour bleed 416
Alast what hourly dangers rise! 670
All glory, laud, and honor 386
All hail the power of Jesus' name ...... 459
All holy, overliving One .

• 264
All my heart this night rejoices 347
All people that on earth do dwell •. 159
All praise to thee, eternal Lord . .

.

331
All unseen the Master walketh. . .• . 971
Almighty God, thy word is east ... 195
Almighty Lord, the sun shall fail.. ...... 243
Along my earthly way 936
Always with us, always with us 789
Am t a soldier of the cross 749
Amazing graco! how sweet the sound. . 577
And are we yet alive 1002
And canst thou, sinner I slight 622
And dost thou say, "Ask what thou... . 136.

And wilt thou hear, OLord... 572'

Angel voices, ever singing „.... 17
Angels, from the realms of glory "344
Angels ! roll the rock away *. ; 4-40

Another day ia past and gone 196
Approach, my soul ! tho mercy-seat . . . 141
Arise, ray soul, ariao 590
Arise, O King of graco ! arise

Arise, ye saints, arise! 763
Arm those thy soldiers, mighty Lord . .1017
Art thou weary, art thou languid 738
As oft with worn and weary 1

As pants tho hartJor cooling

As pants the wearied hart for cooling. . 5

HYSfiT

As shadows cast by cloud and sun 349
As the hart, with eager looks 98
As with gladness men of old 323
Ascend thy throne, almighty King 1104
Ask ye what great thing I know 786
Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep ! 1138
Assembled.at thy great command 1102
At evening time let there be light. .... 928
At even, when the sun was set 98
At the Lamb's high feast we sing 1075
Awake, and sing the song - 54
Awake, awake, O Zion 494
Awake, my heart ! arise, my tongue . . . 580
Awake, my soul, and with the sun ..... 13
Awake, my soul, stretch every nerve . . 748
Awake, my soul, to joyful lays . . 609
Awake, our souls! away, our fears 1 . . . 742
Awake, ye saints, awake ! 57
Away from earth my spirit turns 1035

Be tranquil, O my soul ! . * '943

Before Jehovah's awful throne 158
Before the heavens were spread abroad 332
Before the throne of God above 601
Begin, my tongue, some heavenly 301
Behold a Stranger at the door! 614
Behold the Lamb of God ! 607
Behold, the shade of night is now 90
Behold the throne of graco 143
Behold the western evening light! 1139
Behold ! what wondrous grace 913
Behold, where, in a mortal form 374
Bending before thee, let our hymn 91
Beneath our feet and o'er our head . . .1140

Beneath thy wing, O God, I rest 890-

Beyond the smiling and the weeping ."1145

Beyond the starry skies 467
•

) my soul ! the living God 267
I angels, high in heaven .88.4

ho die in the . .1221

874
i Saviour! thee I love 425
r. and honor, and glory, and... 185

Blest are the humble souls that see . . . 887
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Darker than night life's shadows fall 1162
Daughter of Zion ! awake from thy 329
Day by day the manna fell 919
Day is dying in the West 99
Day of judgment! day of wonders! 1163
Days and moments quickly flying .... .1207

Dear Father, to thy mercy-seat 140
Dear Lord, amid the throng that .... 1027
Dear Lord and Father of mankind 702'

Dear Lord and Master mine 835
Dear Refuge of my weary soul ... 4 ... . 125
Dear Saviour, if these lambs should. . .1019

Dear Saviour ! we are thine 1001
Delay not, delay not; O sinner, draw. . G18
Depth of mercy !—can there be •• . 624
Descend from heaven, celestial Dove. . 557
Did Christ o'er sinners weep 621
Dismiss me not thy service, Lord ..... 976
Dismiss us with thy blessing, Lord. ... 194
Do not I love thee, my Lord 811
Draw near, O Holy Dove, draw near . .1029
Draw nigh and take the body of your .1094
Drawn to the cross, which .thou hast ..

' 681

Early, my God, without delay 40
Earth has nothing sweet or fair 783
Earth's transitory things decay 891
Eternal Father! strong to save 1208
Eternal Father, when to thee 333
Eternal Light! eternal Light 585
Eternal Source of every joy 273
Eternal Spirit, God of truth 523
Eternal Spirit, we confess 525
Eternal Sun of righteousness 31

Everlasting arms of love 772
Every morning mercies new 84

Fairest Lord Jesus! Ruler of all nature 365
Faith adds new charms to earthly bliss 855
Far as thy name is known .• 985
Far from my heavenly home 927
Far from my thoughts, vain world, 112

Far from the world, Lord, I flee 154
Far o'er yon horizon 727
Father, again in Jesus' name we meet. 4

Father, by thy love and power 214

Father, hear tho blood of Jesus 472
Father, hear the prayer we offer 883
Father! how wide thy glory shines 287
Father, I know that all my life 672
Father, in high heaven dwelling 118

Father! in thy mysterious presence . . . 201
Father, my cup is full! 938
Father of all, from land and sea 979
Father of heaven, whose love profound 257
Father of love, our Guide and Friend. . 764
Father of mercies! in thy word .. . . 250
Father of mercies! send thy grace 956
Father, thy name be praised, thy 205
Father! whate'er of earthly bliss.- 537
Father! whose hand hath led me so ... . 677
Fierce raged the tempest o'er the deep 671
Fight the good fight with ail thy might 848
Firm as the earth thy gospel stands ... 895
Fling out the banner: let it float 1109
For a season called to part 217
For all thy saints, O Lord 1150
For all thy saints, who from their 744
"For ever with the Lord I" 1147
For me to live is Christ 761
For the beauty of the earth 878
For the mercies of the day 220
For thee, dear, dear Country 1196
For what shall I praise thee, my God. . 825
Forward ! be our watchword 726
Fount of all our joy and peace 26
Fountain of grace, rich, full, and free. 799
Friend of sinners ! Lord of^glory 485-

From .all that dwell below the skies . . . 162
From every stormy wind that blows. . . 135
From Greenland's icy mountains 1119
From Sinai's cloud of darkness 419
From the cross uplifted high 426
From the recesses of a lowly spirit. ... 94
From the table now retiring 1065.

From the vast and veiled throng 181

Gently, Lord, oh, gently lead us 223.

Give to the Lord, ye sons of fame 271
Give to the winds thy fears 757
Give us our daily bread 1099
Glorious things of thee are spoken 993
Glory be to God on high 183
Glory be to God on high, and on earth. 121

9

Glory be to God the Father 74
Glory be to the Father, and. . 1212, 1222
Glory to God on high . . . r 452
Glory to God! whoso witness-train ... 747
Glory to thee, my God, this night 07
Go, labor ou ; spend and bo spent. . . ., 955
Go, labor on, while it is day !>.">.{

Go, tune thy voico to sacred song ...... 588
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nn
God Almighty and AJl-seeing 73
God be merciful unto us, and bless us . 1225
God calling yet 1 bhall I not bear Oil
God eternal, Lord of ail 182
God, in the gospel of his Son 244
God ia in his holy temple 77
God is love ; his mercy brightens 174
God is the refuge of his saints 1110
God loved the world of sinners lost 668
God moves in a mysterious way 302
God, my King, thy might confessing . . 175
God of my life! thy boundless grace . . 635
God of my life, to thee belong 259
God of oar salvation ! hear us 225
God of pity, God of grace 103
God of the prophets' power 215
God of the world I thy glories shine . . . 232
God, that made9t earth and heaven .. 238
God with us I oh, glorious name . 343
God's glory is a wondrous thing 753
Goodly were thy tents, O Israel! 1122
Grace ! 't is a charming sound ! 910
Gracious Saviour, thus before thee 231
Gracious Spirit, dwell with me 536
Gracious Spirit, Holy Ghost 549
Gracious Spirit, Love divine 535
Grant us thy light, that we may know. 847
Great Creator ! who this day 320
Great God! attend, while Zion sings . . 11

Great God, how infinite art thou 293
Great God, now condescend 1021
Great God ! to thee my evening song. . 113
Great God, what do I see and hear! . . .1164

Great God, when I approach thy 581
Great Sun of Righteousness, arise . . . 242
Guide me, O thou great Jehovah 734

Hail, happy day! thou day of holy rest 6

Hail, Holy Spirit, bright immortal 546
Hail, sacred day of earthly rest 106
Hail the day that sees him rise 435
Hail the night, all hail the morn 342
Hail ! thou God of grace and glory! . . . 990
Hail, thou once despised Jesus . 474
Hail to the brightness of Zion's glad . .1134
Hail to the Lord's anointed. 1124
Hail to the Sabbath day! 46
Hail, tranquil hour of closing day 128
Hallelujah! best and sweetest 1130
Hallelujah ! fairest morning CI
Hallelujah ! hallelujah ! 445

Halellujah! sing to Jesus

Hark, hark, my soul! angelic songs are

Hark! my soul! it is the Lord .

Hark ! ten thousand harps and voices .

Hark! the herald angels sing

Hark, the hosts of heaven are singing.

Hark! the song of Jubilee

Hark ! the sound of angel-voices

Hark ! tho sound of holy voices.

Hark ! the voice of Jesus calling

Hark! the voice of love and mercy. . .

Hark ! what mean those holy voices . .

.

Hasten, Lord ! the glorious time

Have mercy upon me, God, according

Ho has come! the Christ of God
He is. coming, he is coming

He is gone—a cloud of light

He is here, whom seers in old time

He lives! the great Redeemer lives

He shall come down like showers .

.

He that goeth forth with weeping
He, who once in righteous vengeance .

Heal me, my Saviour, heal

Hear my prayer, heavenly Father .

.

Hear what God the Lord hath spoken .

Heavenly Father, grant thy blessing .

.

Heavenly Shepherd, guide us, feed us.

Help rue, my God, to speak

Here I can firmly rest

Here, O my Lord, I see thee face to.

.

High in the heavens, eternal God!
Holy and reverend is the name
Holy Father, cheer our way
Holy Father, hear my cry ; .

.

Holy Father, thou hast taught me
Holy Ghost, the Infinite

Holy Ghost ! with light divine

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty .

Holy, holy, holy, Lord God of Hosts .

.

Holy, holy, holy Lord

Holy offerings, rich and raro

Holy Saviour! we adore thee

Holy Spirit, come and shine

Holy Spirit ! gently come
Holy Spirit, in my breast

Honor and glory, thanksgiving and . .

.

Hope of our hearts, O Lord, appear . .

.

Hosanna to the living Lord

How beauteous are their feet

How beauteous on the mountains

How beauteous were the marks divine.

525

HYMN

484
1151
1077
446
339
325
499
1123
1177
966
411
327
498
1224
340
481
449
346
696
1125
972
603
629
228
994
229
236
868
911

1086
16

303
100
304
653
548
532

. 1

305
321
625
491
542
533
534
186
500
478
983

1120
356
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How blest the righteous when he dies

How brightly 'shines the Morning Star!

Ho .v charming is the place

How condescending and how kind ....

How did my heart rejoice to hear — .

How firm a foundation, ye saints of the

How gentle God's commands
How helpless guilty nature lies

How long, Lord our Saviour

How pleasant, how divinely fair

How pleased and blest was I

How precious is the book divine

How sad our state by nature is

How shall I follow him I serve

How shall the young secure their

How sweet and awful is the place

How sweet, how heavenly is the sight

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds

How sweet to leave the world awhile

How sweetly flowed the gospel sound

How tender is thy hand

BTMN
1137
740
52

415
30

714
207
5G7

. 10
27

248
566
358
247
1036
1011
834
110
355
937

I am coming to the cross 709
I am trusting thee, Lord Jesus 739
I ask not now for gold to gild 680
I bless the Christ of God 873
I build on this foundation 390
I cannot tell if short or long 932
I cannot4hink of them as dead .1183

I could not do without thee ,830

I do not ask that life may be 659

I feed by faith on Christ ; my bread. . .1026

I hoar a sweet voice ringing clear 704
I hear the words of love .. 767
I hear thy welcome voice 682

I heard the voice of Jesus say ........ 368
I hunger and I thirst .1100

I journey through a desert drear and. .916
I know no life divided : "828

I know that my Redeemer lives 463
I lay my sins on Jesus 1054
I left it all with Jesus long ago 931
I lift my hoart to thee 1090
I love thee, O my God, but not 861
I love thy kingdom, Lord ! 986
I love to steal awhile away 137
I love to toll the story 583
I 'U praise my Maker with my breath. . 23
I 'm Dot ashamed to own my Lord 750
I need thoe, precious Jesus 1056
I saw Ono hanging on a troo .......... 413

HYMN
I saw the cross of Jesus 584
I sing the almighty power of God 295
I stand on Zion's mount 759
I think of thee, my God, by night 858
I want a heart to pray 147
I will sing for Jesus , .

.

843
If God is mine, then present things . .

.

893
If human kindness meets return 1042
If, through unruffled seas 865
If you cannot on the ocean 967
In all my vast conccrns'with thee 292
In heavenly love abiding 826
In the cross of Christ- 1 glory 400
In the dark and cloudy day 946
In the hour of trial ...,...! 697
In the name of God, the Father 1098
In thy name, O Lord ! assembling 75
In us the hope of glory 502
Is there ambition in my heart? 860
It came upon the midnight clear 336
It is no untried way 934
It is not death to die ..1156

It may not be our lot to wield 954
I 've found the Pearl of greatest price

.

810

Jehovah God! thy gracious power-.— 171
Jerusalem! ray happy home! 1184
Jerusalem, the glorious! 1189
Jerusalem, the golden . . . ... .. ... ..1198

Jesus, and didst thou condescend 382
•Jesus,—and didst thou leave the sky . 819
Jesus! and shall it ever be .1034

Jesus, at whose supreme command . . .1041

Jesus, blessed Mediator! 1180
Jesus calls us, o'er the tumult 1066
Jesus comes, his conflict over 604
Jesus, crowned with thorns for me ... 842
Jesus, I live to thee , . . . . 864
Jesus ! I love thy charming name 813
Jesus, I my cross have taken 1061
Jesus, in thy dying woes 427
Jesus invites his saints 1047
Jesus is God! The glorious bands 383
Jesus, Jesus! visit roe > 661
Jesus, Lamb of God, for me 423
Jesus lives! no longer now 1J53
Jesus! lover of my soul 662
Jesus, Master! hear mo now 1074
Jesus, Master, whoso I am. .'. 424
Jesus, my All, to heaven is gone 597
Jesus, my great High Priest 595
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HYMS

Jeeug, my Lord, my God, my all 778
Jesus, my Saviour! look on me G37
Jesus, name all names above 841
Jesus! name of wondrous love! 781
"Jesus only!" In the shadow 833
Jesus only, when the morning 788
Je»us! our best beloved Friend 949
Jesus, Saviour, pilot me 666
Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 1105
Jesus, Shepherd of the sheep 122
Jesus spreads his banner o'er us 1064
Jesus, still lead on > . . 732
Jesus, the sinner's Friend, to thee 645
Jesus !— the very thought is sweet .... 798
Jesus, the very thought of thee .815

Jesus, these eyes have never seen". .... 806
Jesus! thou art the sinner's Friend. . . .1037

Jesus, thou Joy of loving hearts 1028
Jesus, thou source of calm repose 775
Jesus, thy Blood and Righteousness. . . 599
Jesus, thy boundless love to me 780
Jesus! thy church, with longing eyes. .1103

Jesus! thy love shall we forget 379
Jesus, thy name I love » 823
Jesus, to thy table led 1049
Jesus, we look to thee .1004
Jesus, we thus obey . . .1045

Jesus wept! those tears are over 398
Jesus, where'er thy people meet 134
Jesus, who can be 731
Jesus, who knows full well 144
Jesus, who on Calvary's mountain 1063
Jesus, who on his glorious throne 805
Jesus, whom angel hosts adore 405
Joy to the world ; the Lord is come ... 341
Joyful be the hours to-day 434
Just as I am, without one plea 642

Keep silence, all created things 278
Keep us, Lord, oh, keep us ever 226

Laboring and heavy-laden 791
Lead, kindly Light ! amid the

Lead us, heavenly Father, lend us

Lead us, O Father, in the paths of . .

.

Leaning on thee, my guide and frier. 1

Let me but bear my Saviour -

Let no tears to-day be shed 1157
Let saints below in concert sing 1010
Let the church now anthems raise ... 737

Let thy wondrous way be known 552
Let us awake our joys 455
Let us love and sing and wonder 602
Let worldly minds the world pursue . . 369
Life of the world ! I hail thee. 409
Lift up to God the voice of praise 167
Light of life, seraphic Fire 68
Light of Light, enlighten me '.

. 25
Light of the lonely pilgrim's heart ! . . . 505
Light of the world! whose kind and. . , 924
Light of those whose dreary dwelling. .' 483
Light, that from the dark abyss 541
Like sheep we went astray 576
Like the eagle, upward, omvard 880
Lo, God is here! let us adore 116
Lo, he comes, with clouds descending. 486
Lo, the day of rest declineth 235
Lo! what a glorious sight appears 508
Long as the darkening cloud abode . . . 752
Look from thy sphere of endless day. .1113
Look, ye saints, the sight is glorious . . 489
Lord, as to thy dear cross we flee . . . 378
Lord, at this closing hour 213
Lord, bid thy light arise 558
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, Bid 237
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing, Fill 227
Lord God of Hosts, by all adored 166
Lord God, the Holy Ghost 563
Lord, have mercy upon us, 1220, 1227
Lord, have mercy upon us, and write. .1223
Lord, how mysterious are thy ways ... 275
Lord, how secure and blest arc they . . 888
Lord, I am come ! thy promise is my . . OSS
Lord, I am thine, entirely thine 1030
Lord, I believe ; thy power I own 856
Lord ! I cannot let thee go 143
Lord, I hear of showers of blessing 626
Lord ! in love and mercy save us . ... 230
Lord ! in the morning thou shalt 29
Lord, in this thy mercy's day 627
Lord, it belongs not to my care 658
Lord, it is thy holy day 86
Lord Jesus, are we one with thee ? 903
Lord Jesus, by thy passion

Lord Jesus, think on me
Lord Jesus! when I think of thee

.1 the way the Saviour went

y weak thought in vain would

Lord of mil being; throned afar 274
Lord of earth ! thy forming hand 306
Lord of glory! thou hast bought us . . . 886
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Lord of mercy and of might, God and . 133
Lord of mercy and of might, Of mankind 121
Lord of our life, and God of our 980
Lord of the harvest ! hear 984
Lord of the hearts of men 50
Lord of the living harvest 965
Lord of the worlds above 59
Lord, remove the vail away 70
Lord, speak to me, that I may speak . 964
Lord, thou art my Rock of strength . . . 770
Lord ! thou hast seaiohed and seen me 265
Lord, tbou on earth didst love thine. . .1009
Lord, thou wilt bring the joyful day . . 1172
Lord, thy children guide and keep ... . 664
Lord, thy glory fills the heaven 316
Lord, we come before thee now. 83
.Lord! when I all things would possess. 853
Lord, when in eilent hours I muse 1144
Lord, when my raptured thought 299
Lord, when thy kingdom comes 686
Lord! when we bend before,thy throne 37
Lord, when with dying lips my prayer. 687
Lord! while for all mankind wepray. .1205
Lord, with glowing heart I 'd praise . . 317
Love divine, all love excelling 651
Loved with everlasting love 918
Low in thine agony 1097

Majestic sweetness sits enthroned .... 372
Many centuries have fled 1082
Master, speak! thy servant heareth . .

.

832
May the grace of Christ our Saviour .

.

234
'Mid evening shadows let us all bo 92
Mighty God! whilo angels bles3 thee .

.

470
Mine eyes and my desire 870
More love to theo, Christ 694
Morn's roseate hues have decked the .

.

438
My country ! 't is of thee 1209
My dear Redoemor, and my Lord 359
My faith looks up to thee 822
My Father, God! how swoot tho sound! 900
My Father, it is good for mo 802
My God, how endless is thy lovo 191
My God, how wonderful thou art 286
My God, is any hour so sweet 107
My God, my Father!—blissful numo.. 207
My God, my Fnthort whilo I stray 925
My God, my Kinr, thy various praise • I 1

My God, my Life, my Lovo 837
My God! permit my tonguo .

r..">

My God, tho covenant of thy love 899

My God! tho spring of all my joys 808
My gracious Lord, I own thy right 1031
My heart lies dead; and no increase .

.

639
My hope is built on nothing less 777
My Jesus, as thou wilt ! 940
My opening eyes with rapture see 19
My Saviour, I would own thee 392
My Saviour! my almighty Friend 812
My Shepherd will supply my need .... 296
My 6ins, my sins, my Saviour ! 420
My soul, be on thy guard 765
My soul complete in Jesus stands! 801
My soul, how lovely is the place 43
My soul, repeat his praise , 866
My soul, weigh not thy life 758
My spirit on thy care 836

Near the cross was Mary weeping 399
Nearer, ever nearer 700
Nearer, my God, to thee 696
Nearer, O God, to thee! 693
New every morning is the love 15
Night's shadows falling, men to rest. . . 93
No gospel like this feast 1046
No more, my God ! I boast no more . . . 647
No, no, it is not dying 1141
None but Christ: his merit hides me . . 787
Not all tho blood of beasts 570
Not all the outward forms on earth ... 565
Not what these hands have done 574
Not with our mortal eyes 839
Not worthy, Lord! to gather up tho. . .1085

Now begin tho heavenly theme 774
Now, from labor and from caro 88
Now God bo with us, for tho night is. . 204
Now I have found a Friend 690
Now I know the great Redeemer 790
Now is the accepted time 619
Now let our cheerful eyes survey 464
Now let our souls, on wings sublime . .1171

Now let our voices join 48
Now may ho who from tho dead 221
Now thank we all our God 307
Now that tho Btm is gleaming bright . . 39
Now the.day is oyer

Now the laborer's task Is o'er 11 13

Now to tho Lord a noble song 600

Now to the Lord, who makes us know. 477
Now to the power of God supreme

Now, to thy'sacred house 61

Now, when tho dusky shades of night . 190
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O, bless the Lord, my soul! 872 0, how 6ha!l I receive thee 391.

O, blessed Life ! the heart at rest 815 O, if my soul were formed for woe 417
O blessed Saviour, is thy love 807 O Jesus! bruised and wouuded more. .1033

O, blessing rich, for sons of men 896 O Jesus Christ, grow thou in me 817
O, blest memorial of our dying Lord . .1096 Jesus Christ the righteous! live in . . 684
O Bread, to pilgrims given 1057 O Jeeus, ever present 831
O, cease, my wandering soul 1043 O Jesus, I have promised 1052
O, Christ, he is the fountain 1161 O Jesus! Kingmost wonderful 804
O Christ! our hope, our heart's desire . 461 O Jesus, "Man of Sorrows " 421
O Christ, our King, Creator, Lord 480 O Jesus, our salvation 630
O Christ, the eternal Light 909 Jesus, sweet the tears I shed 414
C Christ, the Lord of heaven! to thee . 475 O Jesus, thou art standing 632
O Christ, thou hast ascended 432 Jesus, we adore thee 406
O Christ! with each returning morn. . . 21 O Jesus, when I think of thee 818
0, come, all ye faithful 324 King of mercy, from thy throna on. .1092

O, come, and let us all, with one accord 3 Lamb of God ! still keep me 407
O, come, let us sing unto the Lord 1217 Lamb of Cod! that tak'st away 036
O, could I find, from day to day 706 O, land relieved from sorrow

!

1194
O, could I speak the matchless worth. . 371 O, let him whose sorrow 929
O day of rest and gladness. 9 O Light, whose beams illumine all 394
O, do not let the word depart 612 O little town of Bethlehem 348
O, eyes that are weary, and hearts 716 O Lord, how full of sweet content 848
O, fair the gleams of glory 1190 O Lord, how happy should we be 902
O Father, who didst all things make . . 115 O Lord most high, eternal King 442
O, for a closer walk with God 654 O Lord of heaven, and earth, and sea . 978
O, for a faith that will not shrink 746 O Lord of hosts, whose glory fills 987
O, for a heart to praise my God 809 Lord, thy work revive 1005
O, for a shout of joy 310 O Lord, we now the path retrace 381
O, for a shout of sacred joy 456 O Lord, who by thy presence hast 131
O, for a strong, a lasting faith 266 Love Divine! how sweet thou art! . . 903
O, for a 6weet inspiring ray . . .1173 Love Divine! that Stooped to share , 201
O, for a thousand tongues to sing 745 O, love, how deep ! how broad I how . . 362
O, for that tenderness of heart G5Q Love, that wilt not let me go 701
O, for the happy hour 1006 O Love, who formedst me to wear 396
O, for the peace which fioweth like a. . 676 O Master, let me walk with thee 364
O, give thanks to him who made 322 O, mean may seem this house of clay. . 707
O, gift of gifts ! oh, grace of faith ! 852 O mother dear, Jerusalem 1195
O God, beneath thy guiding hand ..... 1216 O, not my own these verdant hills .... 952
O God of Bethel, by whose hand 1012 O, not to fill the mouth of fame 655
O God, the Rock of Ages 254 O one with God the Father 829
O God, thy power is wonderful 294 O Paradise, O Paradise 1193
O God! we praise thee, and confess.. . 277 O, perfect life of love 412
O gracious Jesus, hear our humble 982 O! praise our God to-day 968
O happy band of pilgrims 730 O Rock of Ages, one foundation 1088
O, bappy day that fixed my choice 1025- O sacred Head, now wounded 408
O Holy Father, who hast led thy 1213 O Saviour, lend a listening ear 703
O Holy Ghost, the Comforter , 518 O Saviour, precious Saviour . . : 385
O Holy Ghost, thou Fount of light ... . 556 O Saviour, where shall guilty man 5S6
O noly Saviour ! Friend unseen 678 O Saviour, who didst come 418
O Holy Spirit! now descend on me ... 544 O, bco how Jesus trusts himself 366
O, how I love thy holy law 249 Son of God, our Captain of salvation 1215
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O, still in accents sweet and str6ng ... 963 Onward, Christian, though the region . 885

O Strength and Stay, upholding all . . . 1214 Open now thy gates of beauty 63

0, sweetly breathe the lyres above 1023 Our blest Redeemer, ere he breathed.
. 517

O, that the Lord would guide my ways 251 Our country's voice is pleading 1133

O, that the Lord's salvation 1127 Our Father, hear our longing prayer .
. 127

O, the sweet wonders of that cross . • . .1024 Our Father! through the coming year .1206

O, this soul, how dark and blind .-.-. 71 1 Our Father, who art in heaven 1223

O thou essential Word J 308 Our God, oar help in ages past 286

O thou, from whom all goodness flows. 649 Our heavenly Father calls 142

O thou God who nearest prayer 668 Our heavenly Father! hear 146

O thou great Friend to all the sons of , 547 Our Helper, God !
we bless thy name .

.
1210

O thou, my soul, forget no more 1032 Our life is hid with Christ . . . . . 513

O thou, the contrite sinner's Friend . . 679 Our Lord is risen from the dead. 443

thou that hearest prayer ! 999 Our yet unfinished story ' 1197

O thou whom W9 adore .... 511

O thou, whose bounty fills my cup ... . 930 Peace, perfect peace, in this dark 1093

O thou, whose own vast temple stands. 996 People of the living God 1076

O thou, whose tender mercy hears . . . 648 Pilgrims in this vale of sorrow 881

0, turn ye, oh, turn ye, for why will ye 617 Pleasant are thy courts above 69

o', what if we are Christ's 766 Praise God, from whom all blessings ..160

O, what shall be, oh, when shall be . . .1186 Praise, Lord, for thee in Zion waits . .
. 165

0, what the joy and the glory must .... 184 Praise the God of our salvation ..... . 222

O, where are kings and empires now . . 995 Prrvise the Saviour, ye who know him . 792

o[ where is he that trod the sea f 384 Praise to God, immortal praise 1202

O, where shall rest be found 571 Praise to thee, thou great Creator 173

O, wherefore, Lord, doth thy dear .... 857 Praise waits in Zion, Lord! for thee .
. 42

O, wondrous type, oh, vision fair 362 Praise ye Jehovah ! praise the Lord. .
. 188

O Word of God incarnate 252 Praise ye the Father, for his loving ..
. 981

O, worship the King, all glorious 169 Prayer is the breath of God in man
. 153

O Zion ! tune thy voice 60 Prayer is the soul's sincere desire 155

O'er the distant mountains breaking . . 487 Precious, precious blood of Jesus 569

O'er the gloomy hills of darkness- 1129 Prepare us, Lord, to view thy cross ... 1038

Of the Father's love begotten 345 Prostrate, dear Jesus, at thy feet ...... 650

Oft in danger, oft in woe 769 Purer yet and purer 698

On Jordan's bank the Baptist's cry 360

On Jordan's rugged banks I stand . . . .1188 Quiet, Lord, my froward heart 877

On mountains and in valleys 255

On the fount of life eternal 1176 Rejoice in God alway 871

On the mountain's top appearing ... .'.1131 Rejoice, rejoice, believers 493

On this day, the first of days 81 Rejoice, ye pure in heart 869

On thy church, O Power divine 85 Rest of the weary, joy of the sad 691

On wings of living light 428 . Ride on! ride on in majesty 361

Onco I thought ray mountain strong. . . • 667 Rise, crowned with light, imperial 1118

Once in royal David's city 351 Rise, glorious Conqueror, rise 451

Onco mofo, before wo part 209 Rise, my soul, and stretch thy wings.
. 945

Once more, my soul, the rising day ... 45 Rock of Ages, cleft for mo ! ... 1078, 1081

One cup of healing oil and wine 950 Roll on, thou mighty ocean 1128

One sole baptismal sign 1000
One sweetly solemn thought 1148 Safely through another work 66

One there is above all others 353 Saints of God! thedawn is brightening 11 32

Onward, Christian soldiers 724 Saints in glory, wc together 793
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Salvation!— oh, the joyful sound 578
Saviour, again to thy dear name we. . . 200
Saviour and Lord of all 70S
Saviour, blessed Saviour 699
Saviour, breathe an evening blessing. . 224
Saviour, happy would I be 879
Saviourl hasten thine appearing. ..... 490
Saviour ! hear us, we pray , . 821
Saviour ! I follow on 695
8aviour King, in hallowed union 992
Saviour, now the day is ending 199
Saviour of our ruined race 1079
Saviour, send- a blessing to us 72
Saviour! teach me, day by day 785
Saviour, to thee we raise our hymn of. 232
Saviour, through the desert lead us . . 736
Saviour, thy dying lovo 692
Saviour, visit thy plantation! . . 991
Saviour, when, in dust, to thee 660
Saviour! who thy flock art feeding . . .1015

Say not, my soul, " From whence 939
Scorn not the slightest word or deed . . 958
See Israel's gentle Shepherd stands . . .1013
See, the Conqueror mounts in triumph 447
Send thou, O Lord, to every place ... .1135
Servant of God, well done! ....1149

Shadow of a Mighty Rock 771
Shepherd! with thy tendefest love 876
Shine, mighty God! on Zion shine 1116
Shine on our souls, eternal God 124
Shout, O earth! from silence waking. . 352
Shout the glad tidings, exultingly 330
Show pity, Lord! Lord! forgive 644
Since Jesus is my friend 838
Since tAiy Father's arm sustains thee . . 933
Sing, all ye ransomed of tho Lord 755
Sing, heavens ! O earth ! rejoice 450
Sing, sing his lofty praise . . 454
Sing to the Lord a joyful song 163
Sing to tho Lord, our Might 176
Sing we the song of those who stand ... 33
Sing with all the sons of glory 444
Sinners, turn, why will ye die 623
Sit down beneath his shadow 1053
Sleep thy last sleep, free from care . . .1158
So let our lips and lives express 850
So rest, our Rest, thou ever blest 401
Softly fades the twilight ray 80
Softly now the light of day 219
Soldiers of Christ, arise 702
Sometimes a light surprises 729

Son of God! to thee I cry 1083
Sons of Zion, raise your songs 497
Songs cf praise the angels sang 179
Soon may the last glad song arise 1101
Soon will the heavenly Bridegroom . . . 507
Soul, then kno»v thy full salvation 1062
Sovereign of worlds! display thy 1106
Sow in the morn thy seed 970
Speak to me, Lord, thyself reveal 44
Spirit blest, who art adored 554
Spirit of God! descend upon my heart. 545
Spirit of the Only Wise... 653
Stand, soldier of the cross 1018
Stand up, and bless the Lord . . . •. 177
Stand up, my soul, shake off thy fears. 741
Stand up!— stand up for Jesus! 728
Stars of the morning, so gloriously, ... 187
Stealing from the world away 150
Still, still with thee, my God . •. 206
Still, still with thee, when purple 796
Still will we trust, though earth seem . 914
Sun of my soul! thou Saviour dear 95
Sure the blest Comforter is nigh 531
Sweet is the light of Sabbath eve 109
Sweet is the memory of thy grace 290
Sweet is the work, my God, my King!. 12
Sweet is the work, O Lord 51
Sweet is thy mercy, Lord 145
Sweet Saviour, bless us ere we go. ... . 216
Sweet the moments, rich in bless'ing . .1058
Sweet the time, exceeding sweet 152
Sweet was the time when first I felt. . . 669
Sweeter sounds than music knows .... 782
Swell the anthem, raise the song 1201
Swift to its close ebbs out life's little. . 130

Take me, O my Father, take me 652
Take my heart, O Father! take it 1067
Take my life, and let ifbo . .• 710
"Take up thy cross," the Saviour said. 613
Teach me to do the thing that pleaseth 543
Tell me, my Saviour 708
Tell me the old, old story 582
Tender Shepherd, thou hast stilled.

.

Ten thousand times ten thousand 1166
The atoning work is done

The Church has Wilted long

Tho Church's one foundation 1056
The Comforter has come 564
The dawn of God's new Sabbath 7
The day is gently sinking to a close. . . 212
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The day is past and gone 211
The day is past and over 202
The day, Lord, is spent 1050
The day of praise is done 208
The day of rest once more comes 22
The day of resurrection 431
The gloomy night will soon be past . . . 713
The God of Abraham praise 189
The golden gates are lifted up 462
The happy morn is come 430
The harvest dawn is near . . 760
The head that once was crowned with. 457
The heavens declare his glory 253
The heavens declare thy. glory, Lord . . 241

.
The Holy Ghost is here 551
The Homeland! oh, the Homeland! . . .1167 '

The hours of day are over 132
The King of love my Shepherd is 844
The Lord descended from above 280
The Lord is my Shepherd; I shall not. 1226
The Lord is my Shepherd, no want . . . 715
"The Lord is risen indeed" 466
The Lord Jehovah lives . . . < . 315
The Lord Jehovah reigns 314
The Lord my pasture shall prepare . . .. 397
The Lord my Shepherd is 840
The Lord of glory is my light 28
The Lord, our God, is full of might ... 279
The Lord 's my Shepherd, I '11 not .... 803

.

The Lord will come, and not be slow. ,1115
'

The marriage feast i3 ready 492
The mercies of my God and King 289
The mercy of the Lord is from 1016 '

The morning light is breaking 1126
The peace which God alone reveals ... 192
The people of the Lord 764
The promises I sing 311
The radiant morn hath passed away . . 104
The roseate hues of early dawn 1187
The Sabbath-day has reached its close. 108
The sands of time are sinking 1160
The Saviour bids thee watch and pray. 705
The Saviour kindly calls 1022
The Saviour! oh, what endless charms 367
The 'shadows of the evening hours • ; . . 123
The Son of God goes forth to war 751
The spacious firmament on high 272
The Spirit breathes upon the word, . . . 246
The Spirit in our hearts 620
The strife is o'er, the battle done 437
The sun is sinking fast 203

The swift declining day 210
The voice of free grace, cries, Escape . . 608
The world is very evil 1191
Thee will I love, my Strength, my .... 779
There is a blessed home 942
There is a book, who runs may read. . . 288
There is a City great and strong 1185
There is a fountain filled with blood . . 579
There is a green hill far away 410
There is a holy sacrifice 634
There is a land immortal 1192
There is a land of pure delight. 1182
There is a name I love to hear 373
There is a safe and secret place 901
There is an eye that never sleeps . 138
There is an hour of peaceful rest 1168
There 's a wideness in God's mercy. ... 318
They who seek the throne of grace. . . 149
Thine are all the gifts, O God! 975
Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we 18
Thine for ever ! God of love 1072
Thine for ever, thine for ever ! 1070
Thine holy day 's returning. 8
Think gently of the erring one ! 962
This child we dedicate to thee 1020
"This is my body, which is given for. .1095
This is not.my place of resting 1178
This is the day of light ., . 49
This is the day the Lord hath made .... 32
Thou art gone up on high , 469
Thou art my hiding-place, O Lord! 907
Thou art the Way ; to thee alone 377
Thou, from whom we never part 218
Thou God of hope, to thee we bow 951
Thou grace divine encircling all 298
Thou lovely Source of true delight 816
Thou Maker of our mortal frame 977
Thou only Sovereign of my heart 641
Thou to whom the sick and dying 354
Thou,very present Aid 912
Thou who art enthroned above 180
Thou who didst on Calvary bleed 102
Thou who roii'fct the year around 1204
Thou ! whose almighty word 540
Though faint, yet pursuing, we go on . 717
Though I speak with angel tongues . . . 875
Though now the nations sit beneath. . .1107
Though sorrows rise and dangers roll 797
Three in One, and Ono in Three 120
Through all the changing scenes of life 897
Through good report and evil, Lord . . , 105



UnOcj of fflrst lines. 533

HTM* HYMN
Through the day thy love has spared us 198 We are but strangers here 6S9
Through the love of God our Saviour. . 725 We are living, we are dwelling 1121
Through the night of doubt and sorrow 720 We are not left to walk alone 530
Thus far the Lord has led me on 193 We are the Lord's ; his all-sufficient ... 795
Thy bounties, gracious Lord 961 We bless thee for thy peace, O God! . . 906
Thy Father's house! thine own bright. 1169 We give immortal praise ,.. 313
Thy homo is with the humble, Lord!.. 859 We give thee but thine own 969
Thy life was given for me 628 We march; we march to victory 350
Thy way, not mine, Lord 941 We may not climb the heavenly steeps 370
Thy way, O Lord, is in the sea 291 We plough the fields, and scatter 1211
« Thy will be done!" In devious way. 1159 We praise thee, God; we 1218
Thy word, O Lord, thy precious word. 923 We saw thee not when thou didst 393
Ihy works, not mine, O Christ 593 "We shall see him," in our nature ... . 473
Till He come :

" oh, let the words . . . 1080 We stand in deep repentance 633
Time thou speedest on but slowly . . . .1179 We would see Jesus-for the shadows 794
T

ri

9
.
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°f J°yS t0 C °me 849 Wear^ of earxh
>
aud laden to* my sin 683T is finished! »-bo the Saviour 403 Welcome, davs of solemn meeting ... . 78T is God the Spirit leads 561 Welcome, delightful morn 58T is midnight; and on Olive's brow. . . 402 Welcome, happy morning 44sT is my happiness below 948 Welcome, sacred dav of rest .......... 67T is not a cause of small import 997 Welcome, sweet day of rest 56

tZT 1 ,t
°S
l
the°

T
256 What cheerinS words are these 935Together with these symbols Lord .

.
.1039 What equal honors shall we bring .... 479

£2°* ^Father, God the Son 161 What finite power, with ceaselesf toil. 269

To nt 1?^'
™e

«"
'

; 1044 What ^ace
' ° L™]

>
and ^auty shone 376

ToW wi I:;
rSt:-, 312 ^ is life? 'tis but a vapor. 1175To him that loved the souls of men 172

To thee, my God and Saviour 387
To thee, Christ, we ever pray 126
To thee, O dear, dear Saviour! 827
To thee, God, we raise 309
To thy pastures fair and large 79
To thy temple wo repair 82

t vapor 1175
What our Father does is well 319
What shall I render to my God 2S2
What sinners value I resign 1170
When all thy mercies, my God 2S3
When along life's thorny road 921
When downward to the darksome 1146
When gathering clouds around I view . 926

iTJZJll H
Se

l S
6 Srb°l3 10S7 men God

>
of old

>
cam* down from ... 515Trailing t^the better land 743 When his salvation bringing 388

Sr£an
7 ' / f°dnesS reigns 2T0 ^ huiua° h°P' 3 a11 ^Ser 631&,;? '

thy h6ad mi ^en 1 Can»** title clear 892True Bread of life, in pitymg mercy . .1084 When I had wandered from his fold. . . 905

TTncTioVAn «« +v i-,;.
When I survey the wondrous cross,unshaken as the sacred hill co 1 wi,„ t • o • , , ..tt„^*v„v- , ^ U1" 894 When I view my Saviour bleeding .

0i>* « uen i view my Saviour bleeding .

5 When Jordan hushed his waters stnl

on our sphere .

404
1060
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'. 245 ^en, like a stronger on our sphere.. 357Upward where the stars are burning .,119 When, marshaled on the nightly plain . 334
VaJtiIv tinm,.!, „• u ,

When morning gilds the skies 41Vainly, through night's weary hours . . 882 When my last hour is close at hand . . .1165

Wait, my soul, upon the Lord 044 ^ ^ ?"? top
* 8ee

,
1071

Wait, O mv soul thv \r,i ' « " " 4 ^VLen our hcafls are bowod witU ™ (>

WrtX.wa^to«LM^ W!,lM •• 26° ^n shades of night around us close. 114

wlttin^htf^H^, 5°3 ****»« and fears, prevailing, rise.. 800
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• Watcnman,tellusofthen,ght 496 When the day of toil is done 101
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When the weary, seeking rest 156 With joy we lift our eyes 47
When thou, my righteous Judge, shalt.1162 Wtth songs and honors sounding loud . 170
When winds are raging o'er the upper. 074 With tearful eyes I look around 640
When, wounded sore, the stricken soul 673 With the sweet word of peace 1117
Wherever two or three may meet 139 Work, for the night is coming 974
While in sweet communion feeding . . . 1009 Work while it is to-day 900
While shepherds watched their flocks . 337 Worship the Lord in the beauty of ...

.

164
While thee I seek, protecting Power . . 281 Wouldst thou eternal life obtain 589
While ve lowly bow before thee 71
While, with ceaseless course, the sun .1200 Ye saints, your music bring 592
Who are these like stars appearing. . ...1174 Ye servants of God, your Master 168
Who is this that comes from Edorn 605 Ye servants of the Lord! • > 514
Why do we mourn departing friends . .1142 Ye souls for whom the Son did die ...

.

898

Why on the bending willows hung 1112 Yes, for me, for me he careth 721

Why should the children of a King 522 Yes, he knows the way is dreary 834

Why should we start, and fear to die?.1136 Yes, I do feel, my God, that I am thine 688

Why will ye waste on trifling cares ... 610 Your harps, ye trembling saints . . 756

With broken heart and contrite sigh . . 643
With deepest reverence at thy throne.. 258 Zion, awake! thy strength renew 1108

With joy we hail the sacred day 34 Zion, the marvelous story be telling. .

.

330
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our father which art in heaven, hallowed be thy name, thy king-
dom come, thy will be done in earth as it is in heaven; give us

this day our daily bread, and forgive us our debts, as we forgive our
debtors; and lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil;
for Thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory, for ever.
AMEN.

£be Gen Commanfcmenta.

GOD spake all these words, saying, I am the Lord thy God, which have brought thee
out of the land of Egypt, out of the house of bondage.

I.— Thou shalt have no other gods before Me.

II.— Thou shalt not make unto thee any graven image, or any likeness of any thing
that is in heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath, or that is in the water under the
earth : thou shalt not bow down thyself to them, nor serve them : for I the Lord thy God
am a jealous God, visiting the iniquity of the fathers upon the children unto the third and
fourth generation of them that hate Me ; and showing mercy unto thousands of them
that love Me, and keep My commandments.

III.— Thou shalt not take the Name of the Lord thy God in vain ; for the Lord will

not hold him guiltless that taketh His Name in vain.

IV.— Remember the Sabbath-day, to keep it holy. Six days shalt thou labor, and do
all thy work: but the seventh day is the Sabbath of the Lord thy God; in it thou sh It

not do any work, thou, nor thy son, nor thy daughter, thy man-servant, nor thy maid-
servant, nor thy cattle, nor thy stranger that is within thy gates ; for in six days the Lord
made heaven and earth, the sea, and all that in them is, and rested the seventh day :

wherefore the Lord blessed the Sabbath-day, and hallowed it.

V.— Honor thy father and thy mother : that thy days may be long upon the land
which the Lord thy God giveth thee.

VI.— Thou shalt not kill.

VII.— Thou shalt not commit adultery.

VIII.— Thou shalt not steal.

IN-— Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy neighbor.

x-— Thou shalt not covet thy neighbor's house, thou shalt not covet thy nci^hb^r's
wife, nor his man-servant, nor his maid-servant, nor his ox, nor his ass, dot any thing
that is thy neighbor's.



Hear also what our Lord Jesus Christ saith : Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with
all thy heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy mind. This is the first and great
commandment. And the second is like unto it : Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.

On these two commandments hang all the law and the prophets.

Cbe ;iBeatftufces,

BLESSED are the poor in spirit : for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.
Blessed are they that mourn : for they shall be comforted.

Blessed are the meek : for they shall inherit the earth.

Blessed are they which do hunger and thirst after righteousness : for they shall be filled.

Blessed are the merciful : for they shall obtain mercy.
Blessed are the pure in heart : for they shall see God.
Blessed are the peacemakers : for they shall be called the children of God.
Blessed are they which are persecuted for righteousness' sake : for theirs is the kingdom

of heaven.
Blessed are ye, when men shall revile you, and persecute you,

And shall say all manner of evil against you falsely, for my sake.

Rejoice, and be exceeding glad : for great is your reward in heaven :

For so persecuted they the prophets which were before you.

Zhe Bpoetles' Greefc,

I

BELIEVE in God the Father Almighty, Maker of heaven and earth;

And in Jesus Christ, His only Son our Lord ; who was conceived by the Holy Ghost,

born of the Virgin Mary, suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, dead, and buried;

He descended into hell ; the third day He rose again from the dead ; He ascended into

heaven, and sitteth at the right hand of God the Father Almighty ; from thence lie shall

come to judge the quick and the dead.

I believe in the Holy Ghost; the Holy Catholic Church, the communion of saints;

the forgiveness of sins; the resurrection of the body; and the life everlasting. Amen.














